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INTRODUCTION

There were six editions dthe Castle of Wolfenbadince its first publication in 1793
until 1854; but this novel was not reprinted until 1968, ast pf the Northanger Set edited by
Devendra P.Varma. Despite being a remarkably pomdael in its time, it was only saved
from being entirely forgotten by a mention of itAusten’sNorthanger Abbeywhich enabled it

to be retained in the memory of some readers dmulas.

Although it may be hazardous to attempt to fornaukatreason for the oblivion dhe
Castle of Wolfenbagtone may wonder why a novel which was successioligh to have five
editions in sixty years, and which was judged aftefirst edition as “more interesting than the
general run of modern novelShas never deserved much attention. Furthermoeenay ask
why this is the case with Parsons and with othétever of Gothic novels who, as Maurice Lévi
pointed out, “perhaps deserve (...) more than tha taiscurity to which they are condemned
nowadays™ Ironically, it may have been precisely the poptyanf Gothic which led, in turn,
to the profusion of novels of this genre, and ® gleneral belief that they were unoriginal and
mediocre, thus deserving of disappearing into aiivThe question is undoubtedly much more
complex and long-lasting than that, since it inesithe moral discourse that warned against a
type of fiction that obsessed the reader and expbseto such condemnable passions as vanity

and lust, not to mention the possibility of her dming a “Female Quixote” or a Catherine

1In 1793, 1794, 1824, 1839 and 1854, according deside, Raven and Schowerling, p.592. We also
worked with an 1835 edition found at the Britishbitary not recorded in Garside, Raven and
Schowerling, in which the novel was published tbgetwith Longswordn a single volume.

2 Anonymous review ifThe British Critic,Ill (1794), p.199.

 “méritent peut-étre (...) mieux que l'oubli total dls sont aujourd’hui tombés” (Lévi:436, my
translation). He mentions the names of John PalWidd. Ireland, Francis Lathom, T.J. Horsley Cistie
Regina Maria Roche, Eleanor Sleath and Eliza Parson
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Morland? As E.J.Clery states ifihe Rise of Supernatural Fictipf{tlhe connection between
female readers and improbable, unimproving fictimas well established by the 1790s, both in
literary satire and in sober treatises on condndteducation® This was part of a rhetoric that
could have been founded in the circulation of kprdbooks, a “series of metonymic
contaminations” whereby the “commercial promiscuity books leads to “a parallel fate for

the (e jure female readers who devour and internalise thiestd

Another mechanism at work to make a novel likee Castle of Wolfenbadhessential,
and therefore marginal, is that of the canon. Wusld instantly label dozens of novels as mere
imitations of The Mysteries of Udolphor The Monk by virtue of these novels’ superior
quality, which results in a tendency to assume ahstudy of the genre could dispense with the
minor works on the grounds of their status as nmaperfect copies of the originalhe Castle
of Wolfenbactexemplifies the tendency to forget the mass ohi@diction in favour of a few
titles that have been deemed worthy of study oenatensideration in a narrow “Gothic canon”.
We would like to step out of the vicious circle tthacanon imposes, whereby only a few literary
works are studied and constitute the whole cat&aguwalid subject matter for study, effacing
through time the interest that other works may haa@, on the basis that these are inferior to
the already established canonical texts. We belieaa suspension of this criterion of quality
on which the canon is built can break fresh grotimat will provide new viewpoints and
approaches to the study of the genre. Thus, wesedlhow those characteristics for whidte
Castle of Wolfenbacbould be criticized or even ostracized, such@armulaic repetitiveness
or the predictability of its plot, are preciselyp#e which make it the more interesting when they

are carefully examined. We want to turn a discussiothe noveln spite ofits language into a

* The inclusion ofVolfenbactin the set of “horrid novels” iNorthanger Abbewas beneficial insofar as

it kept the novel “alive” as a reference of Gotfiation, yet it did so in the context of a satirbtbese
novels. Even though Jane Austen’s novel can bentlgceeen as much more than a critique of Gothic
fiction, the titles of the seven “horrid novels” uld be evoked as the material instances of theizadi
genre.

> Clery, 2005:96

® ibid:97.



discussionof its language, as we believe in the fruitfulnessapélysing this novel from a
formalistic point of view, where language is a padh departure to explore the position of the

novel within the genre and within the larger fraohe@ighteenth-century literature.

In Part 1 we try to go beyond the common assumptiahrepetition is an element that
signals lack of quality in a novel, to view it as iastance of formulaic language, a feature that
brings it closer to folklore, and which is not te kegarded as a mere combinatorics, but as a
form of creating complex networks of meaning. Wel wkplore the intricacies of character
description through an analysis of formulaic expi@ss and collocations of frequent words in
the novel, which will lead us to a reappraisal citNtla’'s character in Part 2. We will try to
show how the very language that seeks to presetitdslaas a model of virtue paradoxically
jeopardizes her position as a virtuous charactefr,hmw conflicting depictions of her character,
emanating from opposing perceptions of herself ¢fvem and others’), make her stand on the
threshold between virtue and vice, the bearer wthtand the impostor, the child and the

woman.

In part 3, we are impelled to considering how tlambiguity in the
characterization of Matilda affects the way we ustind her motivations and actions.
What moves Matilda to act as she does? The nolalguage offers us the possibility
of prying into her motivations to act in what isneed as a “virtuous” way, and invites
us to deal with two contrasting discourses thaldbaiivery intricate definition of what is
(or should be) the heroine’s free choice. Is Matifatedestined to be happy? Is her
destiny determined beforehand, either by a supqgmaeer or by any innate qualities of
hers? Or is she, as she puts it, “mistress of ar destiny”, directing herself to a

prosperous future by the exertion of a voluntatfrégenial? We encounter this dilemma
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when analysing the interplay between two differmguages that push their way
through the novel, which we have termed as thectdisse of determinism” and the
“discourse of free will”. By carefully analysingishinterplay, we will attempt to delve
into aspects such as the influence of the folktal&othic fiction, the binary oppositions
predestination/free will and nature/nurture, or significance of social conventions in
some of Matilda’s motives. Finally, we will presesime of these aspects against the
background of eighteenth-century moral philosoplince we believe that the
unresolved tension between the two discoursescteftae complexity surrounding the
definition of reason, free will and, ultimately,etthuman character at the time of its

publication.

This edition, inscribed withinThe Northanger Library Projec(HUM2006-03404,
directed by Professor Manuel Aguirre at the Unintard Autbnoma de Madrid), is the first long
piece of research we contribute to the productidnttee LIMEN group (Liminalist
Investigations Into Modern English Literature), alsased at that university. Given that the
study of the novel that is offered here concernsiydts language, it is advisable to start by
reading the novel before the introduction to redegrthe excerpts; notwithstanding this, we
also provide a detailed summary of the plot infttet section of this introduction to clarify the
chronology of events and the connection betweerackers where necessary. This work should
constitute the only European edition ™ie Castle of Wolfenbadince Devendra P. Varma’s
edition for the Folio Society in 1968, which hasdobeen out of print. Apart from that very
restricted edition (Folio Society editions are sdicectly to members only), the novel has not
been published in Europe since the mid-nineteesetiitucy, while Diane Long Hoeveler's
edition for Valancourt Books in the United Statashlished in 2007, focuses on aspects like the
author’s biography and the significance of the hawets historical context, as well as on an

overview of its possible influences. Another Amaricedition by Wildside Press (2003), which
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bore no introduction, is now out of pritit.seemed necessary to provide a scholarly edifan
book that had not been studied for an extremely Ipariod of time, but whose popularity
(suggested by the number of editions until 1859itsmdresence in Austen’s choice) induces us
at least to consider it as an influential piecewoiting at the time of its first publications.
Despite this fact, criticism offhe Castle of Wolfenbadls hardly anywhere to be found, a
circumstance that we can ascribe to the vicioudecitreated by the “Gothic canon” to which
we made reference at the beginning: a novel whschot considered to be good enough for
publication will scarcely be mentioned by critiesd this in turn makes it hard to attempt (or
justify) a new edition. It is difficult to agree disagree with claims like Varma’s that Austen’s
“horrid novels” were “a very representative choiehe typical works of fiction of the periot”

if we do not open the path to discussion of thiothrer neglected Gothic writings by making
them available and providing a first impulse toitlegiticism, a task which we intend to be the

main objective of this edition.

7 Varma:xvi. It would be equally difficult to object or adhere to the claim we find in the
advertising for the Valancourt edition that “The Castle of Wolfenbach is perhaps the most important of
the early Gothic novels, predating both The Mysteries of Udolpho and The Monk” (in Valancourt Books’
website, http://www.valancourtbooks.com/thecastleofwolfenbach.html)
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PART 1: The construction of meaning in characteioza

1.1. FORMULAIC LANGUAGE INTHE CASTLE OF WOLFENBACH

The Castle of Wolfenbach, A German Staps Eliza Parsons’ first incursion into the
genre of the Gothic novel, and it seems that itstitried at the time a successful blend of
horror and sentimentality. Its title anticipatedtary of Germanic horrors, and the novel indeed
opens with the heroine, Matilda Weimar, arrivingaatancient castle in Germany in the midst
of a thunderstorm; but, central as the Castle offé¥bach is to the unfolding of events, it is not
the main setting of the novel. A contemporary rexge of the book apprised the readers that
they would see “the whole turn out to be a compainyell-educated and well-bred people of
fashion”.® Indeed, when Matilda discovers that the supposkaiynted wing of the castle is in
fact the dwelling of a mysterious lady and herradtnt, she actually finds the door to high-class
society in Paris. Matilda is encouraged by the ladiell the story of her misfortunes: she then
relates how, with the help of a faithful servantbét, she has fled her uncle’s house. Upon
overhearing a conversation in which her uncle, Weimar, made plans to dishonour her the
very next day, she had escaped and sought sheltiee icastle on her way to Zurich. Her uncle
being the only relative she has ever known, simeve friendless and uncertain about her future.
The lady, moved by this story and convinced of Mats worthiness, provides her with better
protection by writing to her sister in Paris, tharfghioness de Melfort, who is delighted to take
Matilda as if she were her own little sister. Omr lagrival in Paris, however, the girl is
disconsolate, since she has to inform the Marcls®tigat her sister disappeared from her rooms

before her departure. The Marchioness then tellslddathat her sister is in fact the Lady of

8 The British Critic 1794:199.



that castle, the unfortunate Countess of Wolfenpbackioman imprisoned by her husband and
believed to have been dead for eighteen years. ®uggnise that the villanous Count

Wolfenbach has abducted her, but neverthelesstaintéiopes of her safety.

While in Paris, Matilda makes the acquaintanceoafies worthy families, and meets the
Count of Bouville, an honourable young man who juas returned from his travels, and with
whom she feels an immediate affinity. She also mééddemoiselle de Fontelle, a dissipated
young woman who envies Matilda to the utmost degregewishes to ruin the girl’s reputation,
not least because she is jealous of the incipigrgciion of the Count for Matilda. When Mr.
Weimar turns up at the hotel de Melfort to recldiim niece, Mademoiselle de Fontelle spreads
a rumour in Paris to make Matilda appear as a lissanpostor. Even though Matilda knows
nothing of this, her situation becomes pitiablewggiowhen Mr.Weimar confesses that he is not
her uncle, and that she had been abandoned byahemtp, whose identity is unknown. Aware
of the change of circumstances regarding her béntld, feeling exceptionally indebted to this
man for her upbringing, she is on the verge of pieg his offer of marriage, but she finally
refuses on the grounds that it would be degradingny man to marry a destitute creature like
herself. Enraged, Mr. Weimar threatens to forcetbdeave the house, and the Marquis urges
Matilda and the Marchioness to fly to England thiofving day; this decision proves to be a
decisive one, since Mr. Weimar has recourse totteelde-cachet to recuperate her, as the
Marquis suspected he would. Once joined by the Manp England, they enjoy a considerable
time of relative happiness: they meet the Countds®Volfenbach, who has miraculously
escaped from her captors. She explains how hemhdsihe Count of Wolfenbach, had taken
her out of the castle, and how thanks to his fgloff his horse she had had the chance to escape
and be rescued. Her saviour was an English womas, Mourtney, who had offered her
protection and had taken her to London. Once tmlyas reunited in England, the Countess is

absolved from the vows of silence that the Countfoaced upon her by threatening to kill her



only son, so that she is free to recount the dtescperpetrated by her husband over the last

eighteen years.

The change of setting does not deprive the reafi®acsons’ depiction of “a
company of well-bred people of fashion”, and a ad&mble part of the narrative is
again occupied by the conversations and entertaitsned a group of high-class friends.
This “family party”, as it is sometimes called (pp0, 81), is now formed by the
Marquis and the Marchioness, Matilda, the Coundé8¥olfenbach, Mrs. Courtney and
her brother Lord Delby, as well as the Count of Blbe, whose love for Matilda is
increased to the point of disregarding class difthns and proposing to her. Unwilling
to degrade the Count, the heroine declares thawshenly consent to marry him when
they are equal in fortune. The misery of the Casrdomplete when she communicates
her intention of retiring to a convent in Francer, $he has learned about the rumours
spread in Paris by Mademoiselle de Fontelle andsuvanspare her friends the discredit
produced by a connection with her. Once in FraMagjlda lives a peaceful life in the
company of Mother St. Magdalene, an unfortunate amnwhose tragic story
encourages Matilda to endure suffering. She is apbet by some deceitful letters from
Mrs. Courtney from which Matilda infers that the diish lady and the Count of
Bouville are to get married. But life in the conveomes to an end when Mr. Weimar
uses, this time successfully, a lettre-de-cachetotoibly remove the girl from the
convent. While travelling by sea, their ship is tomm by Turkish pirates and
Mr.Weimar is seriously wounded. He decides to cemte Matilda the true story of her
birth and all the crimes he has commited: he igéadher uncle, but out of jealousy he
had killed her father, the Count Berniti, to ustnip title, and had made her mother

believe that she had died by swapping Matilda wittlisfigured dead baby when she
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was only six weeks old. He had then taken her td@zévwand, and had fallen in love
with her as she grew older, until he had been savdyean irresistible passion which

had moved him to pursue her and attempt to makéaikavife at all costs.

After this confession he prodigiously recovers addeply regretting his crimes,
resolves to become a monk. The captain of the gsrat generous Turk son of an
Englishwoman, takes Matilda to Italy where she @iscs her mother is alive, and where she is
reinstated as the rightful heir of her family’detiand fortune, for which purpose they have a
written confession signed by Mr. Weimar. MatildagHinds her family, and joins her friends at
the Countess of Wolfenbach'’s residence. During lel@s adventures, this lady’s story has run
parallel to hers: the Count of Wolfenbach has cesdd all his crimes in his deathbed, and has
allowed her to regain her title, her fortune and $@n, now a worthy officer at the Emperor’s
service. The Count, who has repented of his sies,wlith the forgiveness of the Countess. The
two women’s misfortunes end with two happy marrgagas the Countess of Wolfenbach
marries Lord Delby and Matilda, once the deceihestrated by Mrs. Courtney is uncovered,

receives her mother’'s consent to marry the CouBtooiville.

This summary of the plot enables us to corrobottateassertion we made earlier that
the castle, the quintessential setting of Gothieety) is not the main scene Tihe Castle of
WolfenbachThe 1794 review to which we alluded at the begigralready called attention to
the anticipation of a whole set of motifs and egesgenerated by the title and the opening of
the story’ The reader finds that the castle is destroyed éarthe first volume of the novel,
only to reappear as the site of the torture andigopment of the Countess of Wolfenbach in

the relation of her misfortunes. It becomes esakmti the story of Matilda inasmuch as it

° “This novel is opened with all the romantic spaitthe Castle of Otranto [sic], and the readéedsto
expect aale of other timesfraught with enchantments, and spells impendiamfevery page.’l¢c.cit.,
author’s emphasis)
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represents her passage to the world of high-clasiety, thanks to its secret inhabitant’s
recommendation. Once there, the attention will torMatilda’s life with the Countess’ family,

and much of the tension and suspense of the navigdlast in what concerns Matilda’s narrative
thread, will arise from the menace of her beingasgjed from the “company of well-educated
people of fashion” rather than from any apparitionspectres in the castle. Notwithstanding
this shift of focus, the novel is not lacking irictié situations, characteristic both of Gothic
fiction and of the sentimental novel: tears, faigtifits, equivocal letters, confessions of past
crimes, and such devices as have been termed nigeetiients” of the recipe for a Gothic

novel’ It is in this sense of iteration, of a combinatioh motifs and themes, that the

appellation “formulaic” has often been employeddter to the Gothic novel. Little has been

said, however, of Gothic fiction as a formulaic gefrom the point of view of language.

How many times do the charactersWolfenbach*burst into a flood of tears”? And
how many characters can be described as “an amiadmean”? The repetition of words or
phrases is a pervasive feature of the languad@sohovel, which adds further complexity to the
repetition of situations, characters, plot turn. ¢hat is also characteristic of it. Far from
simply dismissing this use of language as a mepgession of an author’s “improvised” or
unsophisticated style, we would like to take thparpunity that it offers to explore the building
of meaning inThe Castle of Wolfenbacklbert B. Lord, in his bookrhe Singer of Tales
already suggests that formulae can be productiveezfning, and not just “ossified clichés$”.
Allen W. Grove likewise argues that through repatit“meanings can be constructed and
amplified”. ** Grove’s application of chaos theory to literaryalysis, which implies that
meaning grows and becomes increasingly complexutffiraeach iteration, concerns mainly
“formulae” such as conventional motifs, names tragions in Gothic fiction, but it seems that

this approach could be pertinent to an enquiry thaves from an analysis of the isolated

10 Clery 2005:147.
1 Lord 1960:4.
12 Grove 2000:115.
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linguistic formula to the theme, in a progressivieleming of scale than can ultimately lead to

intertextual readings of both linguistic and theimaspects of the novel.

Chaos theory (or, more scientifically, dynamicakteyns theory) is employed in a
variety of disciplines to study phenomena that g@mésa highly complex, unpredictable
behaviour, such as meteorology, epidemiology, aodlimear dynamics. Foreign to literary
criticism as these systems may seem, the defisitioh their shared features (namely,
nonlinearity, complex forms with recursive symmestifeedback mechanisms and sensitivity to
initial conditions}® are useful to literary theory since, as N. KatherHayles has observed,
“metaphoric parallels between the science of claaakliterary texts allow critics to treat these
texts as if they were chaotic systerisShe goes even further in defining a “multi-disizipry
space” for “the study of the culturahd scientific implications of chaos”, which she terms
chaotics™ Like Allen Grove, we consider that analysis of @offiction can benefit from chaos
theory in that it would offer a positive approachits formulaic language and the predictability
of its plot, usually deemed to be the negative espef a genre measured by standards that
favour originality and realism: from the perspeetiof chaos theory, Grove tells us, we can
“recast those same features as the very dimenkargenerates both a novel's politics and its
complexity.™® Seen in this light, the construction of meaningotigh iteration becomes
complex and scale-dependent, so that meaning amifichnce may vary greatly whether
observed at the level of a sentence, a particaeelror a genre. This approach warns us against
oversimplifying by frustrating any attempts at potability and rigid definition: like a
nonlinear function that generates chaotic behaviouMathematics, we are confronted with
results that are neither purely random (as theyhtained through a process we can understand
and reproduce) nor merely deterministic and prabliet since the description of every

condition in the system would require of us annité degree of detail. Dealing with

¥ Hayles 1990:11-15

* Hayles 2000:2.

!5 oc. cit, her emphasis.
% Grove, op.cit, p.116.
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complexity, then, means facing a space betweern arttk disorder, which makes the liminalist
approach we will take later on fully relevant (veection 2.1.). In this space nothing can be
fully understood: to do so we would need to hamdéximum information. But that, frustrating
as it may seem, makes features like repetitionit@nation acquire connotations of productivity
and many-sidedness: no longer devoid of meaninggated formulae convey a significant
amount of information—they can be viewed as paimts network of meaning that is built intra

and intertextually.

As we have mentioned earlier, Grove discusses lthesctheory approach to Gothic,
and defends a definition of “formulaic” that degaitom the reductionist recipe of motifs for a
Gothic novel: he claims that repetitions of namesype characters (he cites, for example, the
all-pervasiveness of Matildas, monks or nuns) aedate connotations in their appearance
across novels that enable complex intertextuabdias:’ But what can we find if we carefully
observe every character in one single novel? Whtid degree of iteration, of construction of
meaning in the very process of characterization@tther words, does the model of a complex
system still apply to the Gothic novel when we obsdt at a smaller scale? We will try to
show how the level of language displays the sameptax relations as the levels of character,
motif or plot, thus bringing into light one of tHeatures of the chaotic system: recursive
symmetries, by which term we mean the replicatibthe model over different scales. At the
smallest scale observable, then, we will locatefdineula or formulaic expression, an element
that we consider to be very similar to the formularal epic poetry as described by Milman
Parry in his study of Homeric style. To set a stgripoint to our analysis, therefore, we will
refer to Albert B. Lord’s study of oral epic liteéuae The Singer of Talesvhich presents and

develops Parry’s theory.

" Grove,op.cit, p.115-118.
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Despite the many differences that can be found dmtworal epic songs and Gothic
fiction, Lord’s theory and analysis can find thejpplication in a study of a Gothic novel,
particularly insofar as it can give insight into aspect, linguistic repetition, which is usually
disregarded in critical approaches to this gentelenat the same time it relates this feature of
the text to oral literature and folklore, an ingation that we do not want to overlook. Another
reason for adopting the concept of the formulaeimdtof discussing the iteration of words is
that the former accepts variation. The formulajreef by Parry as “a group of words which is
regularly employed under the same metrical conuiitim express a given essential id€ag
central to oral epic poetry because it becomesaises for composition and performance: it is at
the same time a fixed and an extremely flexibleohjwhose paradigmatic dimension must be
taken into account. Parry named a group of formidaghich only certain key words were
subject to variation aystent® By considering a group of words that can funciiorhis way,
we must account for collocations and relationshigsveen formulae within the system, which
unavoidably involves handling concepts like substh, variation, flexibility, complexity.
Crucially, it allows us to refine our analysis, rivak it possible to distinguish nuances of
meaning between, for instance, “she shed a floodeafs” and “a friendly flood of tears
preserved her from fainting”. We can then concltidg Parry’s definition can prove extremely
useful to our purpose, given that an examinatiothefformula is more akin to theories of chaos
than an analysis of repetitions of words in isolatiNevertheless, we must disregard aspects of
great importance to Parry’s definition, such asrmet performance, which are not relevant to

the genre of the Gothic novel.

8 Milman Parry, “Studies in the Epic Technique ofaDverse-Making. |: Homer and Homeric Style,”
Harvard Studies in Classical Philolog$1:80 (1930), quoted in Lordp.cit, p.4.
19 parry,L’Epithéte traditionelle dans Homé&rpp. 11-15gt passimquoted in Lordpp.cit, p.35.
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1.2. “THE AMIABLE MATILDA”: REPETITION AND THE AMPL IFICATION OF

MEANING

The heroine of the novel, Matilda, is described“asiable” on no less than 12
occasions, and she is not the only character tegssghat quality, since 14 other characters are
endowed with it. Young people are “accomplishedid alisplay their “polished manners”,
whereas villains are “envious”, “malicious” or hatemalignant heart”, and so the depiction of
character in the novel seems to be built by a numabeombinations of a set of features. We
will argue that the recurrence of these short delilons of character aims at encompassing
larger sets of connotations, thus constructing iingdoy each iteration throughout the novel by
a cumulative effect. As a result, when young Friedsrintroduced to Matilda at the end of the
novel, his characterization as a man with an “eledarm and polished manners” (p.127)
evokes a whole range of “elegant” and “polishedfividuals whose image and behaviour will
add meaning to the brief portrait of Frederic. Tdhi®s not mean that the first descriptions in the
novel are devoid of meaning, and that this is dolybe built as the novel advances: it is
impossible to tabulate the exact occasions on wiachiven expression acquired all its
connotations, since that would eliminate the vemsynplexity that the system evinces. In the
same sense as the name Matilda already summortseupéntal picture of other Gothic and
sentimental heroinéswhich can even serve to predict, at least, paneoffate as the heroine of
the novel, so the use of a specific word or expoessarries with it elements and connotations
accumulated through its use in other contexts ¢beani intratextual or an intertextual
construction of meaning). To return to Grove’s exyltion of chaos theory, “[c]haos shows that

the interaction of components on one scale can teawmplex global behaviour on a larger

% From the virtuous daughter of ManfredTihe Castle of Otrant(1764) to the tempting demon The
Monk (1796), we find, to name just a few, the Lady M#tiin The Recesby Sophia Lee, the Countess
Matilda in The Castles of Athlin and Dunbay(E799), the heroine of Elizabeth InchbaldsSimple
Story (1791), or the heroines of numerous lesser knotlestsuch as George MoorGrasville Abbey
(1793-7), orMatilda and Elizabeth: A Novdl1796), as well as those in countless short stolile
Courtney Castle; or, the Robbers’ Cavern.
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scale that can not be calculated from a knowledg@eindividual components™. Similarly,

we could argue that an understanding of the ndwal accounts for its complexity should be

engaged not only with consideration of larger ss;adeich as major themes, genres or historical
contexts, but also with the construction of meamifitpin the finer scales of the language of the

novel itself: semantic fields, formulaic expressi@n even the recurrence of isolated words.

The depiction of character is one of the aspecis pnesent a larger proportion of
formulaic expressions: three people are descrilsethecomplished” at least once, there is a
reference to the “elegant form” or “manners” of sither characters, whereas the word
“amiable” is employed to allude to 15 people, altfjio it is the heroine who appears as the
epitome of the amiable woman: this last adjectvaused to refer to her so often that “the
amiable girl” becomes almost equivalent to “Matild&ery generally, “amiable” seems to
stand, at a first level, for “virtuous” or “praisevthy” (although, as we will see later, there are
some differences in the connotations that it cdinfadh when applied to women or men). The
word acquires this meaning to the greatest exterdugh its reiterative attachment to the
character of Matilda: her behaviour and her womtsbé the reader to understand the meaning
of the Count’s compliment “I know you (...) for theost amiable of your sex” (p.77) as a
recognition of her many virtues (and almost as ingtlshort of a declaration of love, as we will
later see). Once we become acquainted with MasilgtgEnce, our expectations as to the virtuous
attributes of a Matilda are fulfilled and absortidthe adjective that most often describes her, a
process which is the effect of a consistent rapatitThe name Matilda is replaced by a phrase
containing the word “amiable” a total of 8 timean“amiable companion” (p.28), “this amiable
girl” (p.55), “an amiable young woman” (p.75), “namiable protegée” (p.80), “the amiable
girl” (p.82), “an amiable girl” (p.120), “[a]miablegood young people!” (referring to the Count
and Matilda, p. 131), “an amiable woman” (p.133)d dahis adjective accompanies the name

Matilda three times in the construction “the amgablatilda” (pp.87, 92, 120).

1 Grove 2000:115-116.
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As the plot advances, new characters are introdusetla more complex interchange of
meaning is allowed. Thus, we observe how everyatttar that becomes a member of the party
of friends of Matilda is at some point describedhwa formulaic expression containing
“amiable”, and so is every person who is to be wstded either as a helper of Matilda (the
Marchioness, the Countess, Mother Magdalene) a wtim of tyranny (Matilda's father).
Thus, at the same time as part of Matilda’s treéts be transposed to Mademoiselle de Bancre,
or the Count of Bouville, the personalities of thosharacters defined as “amiable” also

contribute to amplify the meaning that the adjextnas.

The first account of the Count’s personality is magbon his first appearance in the
novel, a conventional first meeting between theoimer and her husband-to-be in which the
reader is regaled with a full description of thewes of both. The first impression recounted,
however, is Matilda's, whose uncommon penetratioves to be infallible when it comes to
discerning a character’s worth (except her ownyawill see in section 2.1.). Just in case, the
narrator sanctions her judgement by adding an dppercommentary between brackets, when
explaining that she “thought hinwith justicg the most amiable man she had ever seen” (p.36,
my emphasis). By means of a persistent adjoininfoofiulaic constructions with the word
“amiable”, the Count becomes identified with “anialbbe man”, in the same way as Matilda is
thoroughly identified with the virtues that “amiablcomprehends. Here, we have to widen our
scope to observe how, on a larger scale of gehee,wiord is attributed with a sense of
“marriageable”, given that the typical roles repred by Matilda and the Count, as well as
their predictable marriage at the end of the na&llas a powerful referent for the word. At this
point, two factors are central to apprehend thelfgl complex behaviour on a larger sc&ls
which we referred earlier, and which this changesadle evidences: first, a two-way flux of

connotations when the character is sufficientlyesitypical, which could be said to be at work

2|oc.cit.
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in a highly conventional genre like this. That vetgreotypical feature of the characters enables
us to attribute to them certain characteristicsyals as spheres of action and narrative functions
(in this case, we can safely predict that Matildd ¢he Count will fall in love and get married
in the end against all odds). Thus, the attributtbnconnotations of “marriageable” to the
adjective “amiable” by virtue of our anticipatiofitbe heroine’s marriage leads us to regard the
words employed for characterization as permealdenehts, which can gather connotations
from the figures they depict and not exclusivelgeviversa. A second premise that we must bear
in mind when dealing with complexity, closely linkdo the first, is that the intertextual
associations are inextricable from the processterftion, even though what we are now
analysing in detail is its intratextual domain. &y, we observe that for this bidirectional
system of connotations to operate we must considgenre with a significant degree of
convention, which can allow for typical charactersgcognisable across texts; that is, the
stereotypical Matilda or count, and the typicaltglons that we associate with them, can only
be nodes in this network of meaning insofar asappreciation of the convention will allow.
The influence of plot predictability and narratiftenction on characterization, as well as the

more strictly intertextual associations, will ocgugs in section 3.1.

We must note that Matilda never uses the adjectwmiable” to refer to any male
character other than the Count, whereas the namapands the web of meaning by attaching
that word to the rest of virtuous men in the novélus, the son to the Marquis of Clermont,
introduced as the future husband of Adelaide devlleuis solely described as “an amiable and
accomplished young man” (p.29); the only reasonkmav that allow the Marquis to obtain
the Marchioness’ hand are his “amiable characted ‘dis very large fortune” (p.31); and the
Countess’ frustrated lover, the Chevalier de Moarilles deserves the appellation of “one of the
most amiable men in the world” (p.31). In spitelod fact that he does not marry the Countess,
his worth as a man capable of ensuring her happisesecured in the first place by the contrast

to Count Wolfenbach, who “kills” all the chances afhappy marriage for her by actually
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murdering the man she loves, even though he hamtteftly eliminated those chances by
making her his wife. On the level of language, @teevalier's quality as a good husband had
already been expressed through his definition ean@able man. To make the happy ending of
the novel complete, the Countess finds a secondcehtn love and be loved in her marriage
with Lord Delby, appropriately defined by herseff ‘@ne of the most amiable men | ever
knew” (p.63). Finally, Matilda’s father shares witie Chevalier an untimely end at the hands
of a jealous man, and as a model of virtuous vichieis said to have “every good and amiable

quality that could dignify human nature” (p.111).

The difference in connotation that the adjectivevehiwhen referring to men or women
deserves careful examination. While it is consityensed as a brief (but sure) indicator of a
good husband (either realized or not) for menge#énss to be assimilated to a more general
quality of virtue when applied to women. As we meméd above, practically every woman
who behaves as a friend or helper to Matilda inbtaqualifies as “amiable”: Mademoiselle de
Bancre, the Marchioness, the Countess, Mother Magédathe captain’s wife or Mrs.Courtney
are some examples (although the case of Mrs.Courimee of the few where personality
appears to be subject to change, is slightly momaptex, as we will see later). The formulaic
expression is more rigid when referring to thesaratters, confining itself to a mere “my
amiable friend”, “my amiable preserver”, or simghn amiable woman”. When referring to
Matilda, however, the word seems to retain its otations to define her as marriageable, both
through a more flexible set of collocations anatigh the immediate context of the expression:
the Marquis uses it to justify his great love fer lf‘she has every amiable quality, joined to an
excellent understanding, that can adorn a humamghep.73), whereas the Count uses it to
establish her superiority over the rest of wome, to justify his desire to marry her; thus, he
asserts that she “is as much superior to [otherewpnm every amiable quality of the mind, as

she is in the beauty of her person” (p.56), andfesses to the Marquis that “with the

Marchioness’s protegée, as you call her, [he] gshbel the happiest of men: (...) she has more
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than beauty—she has a soul; she has those vithasg amiable qualities, which must render
any man happy” (p.73). This prepares the readentterstand the words he addresses shortly
afterwards to her as a downright declaration okioVYou know me then for an unhappy
deserted orphan?’ (said she, blushing and morijfieéknow you (replied he, eagerly) for the

most amiable of your sex™ (p.77). In Matilda’'s owrords, the Count could one day “be united
to an amiable woman, deserving and possessindfaigian” (p.87): if one adjective only must
be chosen to define the woman who is worthy ofhigart, the most satisfactory seems to be

“amiable”.

An analysis of the collocations of the word wherfemeed to men reinforces the
hypothesis that “amiable” is used as a by-wordafsuitable husband and as a descriptor for the
ideal of the educated man. Monsieur de Clermotdrisamiable and accomplished young man”
(p- 29), a sufficient description to confirm hight as a worthy fiancé; the Marchioness tries to
convince Matilda's mother to let her daughter mdley Count by glossing over “his merit and
amiable disposition” (p.131). Matilda’s mother, bar part, finds an obstacle in the fact that
their marriage would separate her from her long-ttsighter, while she acknowledges in the
Count’s favour that he is “good and amiable” (p)134hen the Count first meets the party of
friends in England, we are told that the traithisf character that engaged “every one who had
taste and discernment” were “[h]is amiable perdais, polished manners, and enchanting
vivacity” (p.72). As we can observe from the vadas on the formula, the word “amiable” is
coupled with signs of virtue and kindness (“goodd aamiable”, “his merit and amiable
disposition”) as well as with attributes that akuib the character's education (“an amiable and

accomplished young man”, “his amiable person, blshbed manners”).

The refinement of meaning that this coupling allegems to suggest the centrality of

politeness when it comes to accounting for the axttar’'s suitability as a husband: the polite
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character of the Count must be stated explicitlgrigier to complete his characterization as the
perfect husband-to-be (and, as we will see, hédbs perfect to fit the stereotype accurately).
The only character that could possibly match upito is Frederic, the Countess’ son, who
makes his appearance at the very end of the ndeelinds himself at a disadvantage with the
Count because of his youth, the only aspect whimevented him from being a formidable
rival” for the love, and therefore the hand, of Mz (p.134). This boy is first seen as “a tall
elegant youth” (p.117), who appears to have prbfgesatly from the education he has been
given. Matilda’'s impression almost redeems his Fatther's crimes, as she finds that “his
elegant form and polished manners, in some measecenciled her to his late father, for
having done his son so much justice in his educaijp.127). The expression of the family’s
opinion, the conclusive “[e]very one was charmethvhim” (p.127), gives the finishing touch
to a description that echoes the impression madééyCount upon his arrival in England:
“[h]is amiable person, his polished manners, archanting vivacity, could not fail of engaging
the esteem of every one who had taste and discaethrf72). A slight variation on the
formula is found in the relation of Mrs. Courtneygatuation with the Count: while it is true
that her passion for him was increased by closesred$ealousy, the effect that his elegance has
upon first acquaintance is confirmed when we ater [eold that “from the first moment she

beheld the Count, [she] was charmed with his peasmhmanners” (p.88).

Elegance and manners, as well as intelligence éstgd by the ubiquitous
“understanding”) are also highly valued in a womas the Count’s final determination
to marry Matilda makes clear: “he had so many ojypities of admiring her strong
understanding and polished manners, that his afegtas insensibly engaged beyond
all power of resistance, and he determined to bttaweensures of the world, and marry
her, if he could obtain her heart” (p.78). Butlie tcase of a man, and especially if he is

French, a thorough report on his education is ddbe
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The Count De Bouville was indeed deserving of apation: he had all the
elegance of French manners, without their friveditian excellent understanding,
and a desire of improving it induced him to visitgland, after his tour through
Italy and Germany ; he had gained knowledge from different manners and
customs of each nation, and returned a truly actishgal young man, with much
good sense and polished manners, a strict integfibheart, and the highest sense
of duty and love for his mother and sister. (p.36)

Thanks to this minute description we understand wistilda was “uncommonly
struck” by the Count (p.36). He certainly is anragtdinary man, not only thanks to the
connotations of good sense, integrity, and a sehslity that collocation assigns to the “truly
accomplished man”, but also because he steps th¢ stereotype of the frivolous, effeminated
French, to become an unimpeachable model of aepgéhtleman. From the mid-eighteenth
century, the prevailing discourse on men’s edunatidEngland warned against the dangers of a
strict imitation of French manners, which were @agingly associated with effeminacy and
affectation, as opposed to the masculinity and esit)c of English straightforwardness.
Furthermore, the youth that sets on his travelhiauit the necessary maturity to grasp the
essence of polite manners, risks becoming evegtadfiop”, a superficial gallant without inner
virtues to support their polite appeararfédience the need to qualify the adjective and dab th
Count “atruly accomplished manConsequently, any reference to manners, and phartigtio
“polished manners”, must be carefully elaboratedligmiss the implications that being “too

French” could evoke.

%3 See Cohen, 1996, ch.2 “The English gentleman @dohgue”. Although Cohen points out that the
“fop” appears to be a category referring to a nundfeneanings”, she does explain quite thorougldy h
two most prominent features: his exhibition of “Rechified manners and language”, and his effeminacy,
produced by an excessive fondness of the compamponfen. These two traits characterised the fop as
the antithesis of the English gentleman (Cohen 1386
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When presenting a Frenchman as a model of politiegean in the novel, Parsons
does not attempt to challenge the French stereptyp¢he contrary, she tries to “Englishize”
the Count as much as possible. His Grand Tour tlendbenefit he derives from it, serve as an
example for Englishmen travelling to France rathen for Frenchmen travelling around
Europe. The centrality of “manners”, properly gfiadl, is illustrated by the three instances of
this word in the passage: the Count retains thenessof his “French manners, without their
frivolities”, opens his mind to the uses of othewuntries, in learning “from the different
manners and customs of each nation”, and his ‘fpetismanners” are coupled to a stock of
“good sense” that will keep him far from the darsgef superfluous foppery. The seat of reason
is established in England, where he travels to avgrhis already “excellent understanding”.
This trip will appear as a crucial experience te 8haping of his character; however, the
ambiguities and irresolutions that result fromauld justify a more thorough approach to the

Count’s characterization in a longer piece of work.

The theme of the reward of virtue is a pervasive timoughout the novel: the position
of the characters at the end of the novel will beally related to their moral stance. Thus,
although outward appearance is indispensable tpletenthe portrayal of the character (viz.
section 1.3), the description of beauty shows iesgtion and is pushed to the background
when moral virtues are enumerated, as in the Marguofession of fatherly love for Matilda:
“beauty is her least merit; she has every amiab#dity, joined to an excellent understanding,
that can adorn a human being” (p.73). The authemseo focus on a limited set of words and
formulaic expressions related to virtue and vichjclv deserve that we enquire further about
them in the following sections: there are multipdéerences to the characters’ “good sense” (7

instances) and “strong”, “excellent” or “cultivatedderstanding” (8 instances), which stand for
the exertion of reason, a virtue we will examinerttughly in section 3.4. The descriptions of
villainy are resolved with combinations of “envid$ instances), “malignant” (5 instances, all

referring to Mademoiselle de Fontelle), and “malig” (10 instances that include Count
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Wolfenbach’s “malicious air” (p.32), “malicious gl (p.35) and “malicious expression”

(p.66)). Other expressions of lower frequency idelthe words “mean” (3 instances) and
“meanness” (4 instancé8) This language betrays a tendency to establishaapscontrast

between good and evil, and a penchant for steredtyat we will see in the following section.
Finally, as we have seen, the description of aattar does not only define him or her as
virtuous or unprincipled with a view to clearly titg their reward or punishment, but also aims
to determine the extent of the character's compganith the ideal of a good husband or wife,

as the analysis of the use of “amiable” has shown.

24 Rather surprisingly, the latter is twice employmdMatilda to refer to her own conduct, an inklioig
the heroine’s severe self-judgement, which we aigtuss in section 2.1.
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1.3. “SHE IS TRUTH AND GOODNESS ITSELF": INTENSIFRS AND THE

STEREOTYPE

The declaration of a sinner who repents afterifigdiue punishment could well be the
following sentence: “I have been punished for mgspmption and duplicity—it has made me
look into myself” (p.83). Uttered by the heavenlatiida, however, it makes us wonder at her
severity on herself. For who would doubt Matilda/stue? Hers, we are told repeatedly
throughout the novel, is not a common personalfyyoung woman “with uncommon
attractions” (p.10) in an “uncommon situation” @),Llwho has the advantage of being “blest
with uncommon penetration” (p.90) and of possessitite Count's disinterested and
uncommon passion” (p.131), the use of “uncommo®hseto counteract any attempts to find
verisimilitude in the novel. Where Walpole signdiline improbability of plot when explaining
that he wanted to show what “mere men and womendmda in extraordinary positions®,
Parsons signals the extraordinary in her characidiis, we believe, is a manifestation of the
tendency to accentuate the extreme in the chardaoteveremphasize beyond what the actions
of the characters can tell about either their ingaitble or their monstruous nature (which is not
to say that actions, gestures, situations are logfuent in their depiction of unconventional
character, a topic that will occupy us later). Witie reiteration of notions of excess, of
extremity, language repeats, restates, retelldy thig aim of maintaining the character within
the confines of the stereotype. The delineatiochafracters who, by their uncommon attributes,

are detached from conventional reality, is a tegpaishared with the fairytafe As happened

% Walpole:7-8.

% This emphasis placed upon the unconventional éncitiaracters shares with characterization in the
fairytale an aim at “shaping (...) the Marvellousaigh enhancement”, in Aguirre’s words (2007:120), a
technique that, conveniently undertaken by othesstevithin the Gothic genre (and we could argue itha

is a common feature of much Gothic fiction) “sefspatterns which abstract these characters from the
ordinary and raise them to the level of the argbaity (ibid:120). In what concerns Matilda, this
confinement within the bounds of a type determimesinterpretation of the heroine’s actions, dseips

to configure what we have termed “a discourse aérmeinism” opposed to a “discourse of free will”,
which deserves an in-depth analysis in Part 3 belowthat section we undertake a more thorough
discussion of the relation between the novel angtéde. Furthermore, this “conventionally unique”

XXVii



with the use of formulaic expressions with formaladjectival expressions, iteration operates at
the level of the individual text, providing the caeter with a certain stability, seeking to “fix”,
as it were, the position of the character on eigiée of the line that separates virtue and vice
(how successful this attempt at stability is wel site later); at the level of the genre, it
generates archetypes whose attributes can be $echeaeinforced, challenged, or distorted
across different novels. In this sense, the Coutgfsiction as “the most amiable man [Matilda]
had ever seen” contributes to constructing an btiteordinary personality, to be confirmed
with other expressions of his superlative worthd(aof course, with his behaviour and words).
At the intertextual level it fulfills the functionf complying with the pattern of the archetypal
suitor of the heroine, worthy of her singular virtand beauty, while at the same time adding to
the composition of the archetype out of which otimatividual characters will be moulded.
Finally, the contrast between extreme charactergeseto convey a moral message more
forcefully, since it becomes easier to make theamdtfor abstract notions like virtue, self-

command or envy.

We have already observed the recurrence of the wandommon” as a form of
highlighting the unconventional and extraordinamyttie novel, a function also performed by
superlative constructions. Matilda is said to bader the most unfortunate circumstances”
(p.75), “overwhelmed with the most painful emotidr{p.83), “a prey to the most dismal
apprehensions” (p.110); as the daughter of “thetrbesutiful woman in Naples” (p.112),
according to her uncle, she must be nothing less tthe most beautiful infant [Weimar] ever
saw” (p.46). The list amounts to 102 instances h# tvord “most”, of which 53 are
constructions with a superlative sense, not indgdexpressions like “the utmost” (3
instances), “more than ever” (4 instances) and &marthan any” (1 instance). Combinations of

the superlative with “ever” are also numerous, Isat,tin being reminded that something

quality of the characters, especially perceivethncase of the heroine, is to be discussed regpaiher
facets of the novel, as in section 2.3.
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establishes a maximum in somebody’s life, the figetif momentousness is never lost. Thus,
Matilda’s first encounter with the Countess of Valbach was not only an enjoyable time, but
“the most pleasing she had ever known” (p.13), iBextonsiders the girl “the best and most
courageous lady [she] ever saw in [her] life” (p,1Bnglish women are for the Count “more
fascinating than any other nation [he] ever saw3gp, and so forth. Finally, an element that
leads to the abstraction of Matilda’s charactehésidentification with values she displays: “she
Is truth and virtue itself” (p.42), and “she isttriand goodness itself” (p.87), an embodiment of
virtue that other characters can only try to ingitad improve themselves, as the Marquis
advises the Count to do when Matilda refuses taymam: “prove your esteem for such an
extraordinary exertion of virtue and prudence, atdtan example for deserving praise, and be

assured the trial, however severe at presentaffiid you satisfaction hereafter” (p.80).

Such extraordinary characters can only excite tbstraxtraordinary feelings in those
who know them. In consequence, passions grow inately, bringing about the most
exceptional events. Matilda’s qualities make hereasingly attractive in the eyes of the Count,
until he falls passionately in love with her (agness his fervid declaration of love before the
whole group of friends, where he uncovers his ‘&t emotions (p.84)). He is already the
second man to fall a prey to her charms, since Wemiso confesses that, as the years rolled
by, he grew “passionately fond of her” (p.115), hihe young Count, Frederic, is said to
admire her “exceedingly” (p.134). Not in a romarfashion, but as a father, does the Marquis
love her, to the extent that he says he “couldiaw [his] own child better” (p.73). The whole
family “love her exceedingly” (p.73), the adverlzwering (ten times in the novel) to account
for the excess of feeling that proliferates arotimese phenomenal people. But although these
feelings appear to be increased with greater antpraie, the attributes of the character,
whether inner or outer, are evident enough at §fahce. The virtues of Matilda are not so
much shown as confirmed by her actions, since leey ¥ace heralds her excellence. The

recurring theme of a correspondence between Mdtilid#ernal and external beauty is
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expressed in terms that give corporeality to virtag virtue surfaces and is literally seen by
other—virtuous—characters), making of Matilda aniremtly “transparent” person, one for
whom duplicity or artfulness are impossible. Refiers to her candour or sincerity accentuate
this quality, which in the case of the Count, wiasgesses it as well, is an expression of his
conformance to the stereotype of the English eedcatar?’ This coincidence between inner
and outer beauty is embedded in the larger framtheotheme of appearance and reality in the
novel, whose examination we will start by the asmlyof the formulaic expressions featuring

the word “countenance”.

We have seen that Matilda is capable of excitingrise emotions in those who get to
know her, that is, as a result of a long acquacdain which they have the opportunity to
witness her various merits. On the other hand,tittiesparency of her character, her lack of
duplicity, also allows her personality to be peveei as early as upon a first meeting, as is
pointed out when the Count sees her for the fins1“A character so new to the world, which
was easily understood in a short visit, from tremkness and naiveté of her manners, could not
fail of engaging the attention and esteem of then€o(p37). Her face is also endowed with
similar features as her manrférés both are part of her outward self), so thativeté” is
replaced by “ingenuity” in a subsequent accounhe&f personality made by the Count: “that
ingenous [sic] countenance speaks a heart whickrriewew deception” (p.42). The formula
finds different variations throughout the noveldahus we see that her merit, or her mind, are
“legible in her countenance” (pp.26, 28); or thia¢ £an be introduced to the most respectable

people, fearless of the consequences, since hetaance “is a letter of recommendation to

2" The Count declares his wish to speak his mine, iile English do: “I hope (...) | have acquired the
sincerity of that nation, at least, to speak dsrlk’ (p.56). This, which in the eyes of the Frenaio in

the novel also present traits of their stereotyipprditeness, is nothing but “the English roughne$s
manners” (p.55), according to Mme. De Fontellemasertheless presented as a merit by constitutiag t
vehicle for justice, in his denunciation of Fontetind Mrs.Courtney’s hostilities towards Matildae W
will examine this aspect of the Count’s personadlitgection 2.2. below.

28 Manners were in the f8&entury a further field for the display of inndrtue (as we advanced in our
discussion of the portrayal of the Count as a dbkr husband). As such, they were susceptible of
manifesting either inner beauty or mere superfigi§dCohen, 1996:42-54).
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every heart” (p.6), or “needs no recommendation2%ph The accord between personality or
feeling and image is not exclusive of the herothe: Marchioness receives Matilda “with that
delight in her countenance which plainly testiftbé pleasure she expected in the company of
her young friend” (p.25), and later anticipates @wnt of Wolfenbach’s cruelty by stating that

“[n]ever surely there was a man with a more ferosioountenance” (p.33).

The inner self, this discourse seems to pointisunirrored by the outer, affecting our
concept of beauty: beauty must be, strictly spegkime letter of introduction to a virtuous soul:
“[c]andour and good natureill give beautyto the most indifferent faces, whilst envy and
malice will render the most beautiful persons trabntemptible” (p.138, my emphasis). What
changes is not so much our perception of beauty,obu appreciation of it. The message
conveyed by a sentence like the one quoted seerhe that beauty, like nobility, signifies
nothing if not accompanied by virtue. As was theecéor the prototype of the educated man,
there must be a balance between outward and invidteks: polished manners without a true
education of the mind render a caricature of acdismpent, a garrulous gallant that is the
object of mockery. For a woman, fairness is notughoeither; moreover, it is the source of
vices like vanity or envy (of which Mme. De Fongeik accused in the passage cited), while

virtue, in its turn, has the power to convey bedatthe face.

We have seen, then, that given the congruity betwagard and outward qualities that
the descriptions of the novel shape with these toactsons, it is impossible to describe
Matilda’s appearance without resorting to her inbheauty (her understanding, her amiable
qualities, her soul, etc). The agreement betwedh bwmkes of Matilda's person an ideal of
harmony, as well as of virtue and beauty separalMgnners, like physical appearance, were

part of the “public’ extension of the self, and itheorrespondence with inner feelings,
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especially when opposed to artificious sophistirgthas strong connotations of innocence and

virtue.

The insistence on the fact that Matilda’s face tteeao recommendation” is meant to
emphasize that her goodness transpires to herfaegy but it also implies that her new family
do not need further proof of her worthiness on@y thave perceived her virtue by looking at
her. Paradoxically, she manages to astonish thbsemnow her by showing an ever-increasing
exertion of fortitude, yet she is merely meeting #xpectations created by that countenance
which betrays her extraordinary vaftieludgement, understood as the ability to pierasutn
appearances and make a correct assessment of styradbe, is a quality that borders on the
visionary for virtuous characters in the novel, wdéan discern perfectly between truthfulness
and duplicity: they read innocence and sinceritiitilda’s countenance, and she turns out to
be the most admirable lady; Matilda, the person wghgeveral times said to have a wonderful
understanding (“excellent”, p.73; “strong”, p.7&ea “natural”, pp.13, 49), does not need any
guidance to “distinguish the selfish and fulsomeerdtons of the officious, from the
approbation of the worthy and humble few who lookedher with eyes of kindness” (p.90),
thanks to “her uncommon penetration”, and the fiett she is “capable of the nicest
discrimination” (p.90). Other less virtuous chaeastwill find that their immorality affects their
judgement, and suffer the consequences of “judgihgpersons and appearances from the
malignancy of their own hearts” (p.138). Judgemerihus equated with virtue, blindness with
vice, as the force of passions (like envy in theecaf Mademoiselle de Fontelle) prevents some
from truly apprehending what lies behind appearandéose who, owing to their good
disposition and their reasoning faculties, makeia jidgement, are hardly ever wrong—this

seems to be the conclusion. Or is it? In the falhgwsection we will provide different

29 A hint to the conflict between “determinism” anfiele will”, which we deal with in Part 3 below. In
section 3.1. we discuss further implications of theuntenance” formula and other elements of her
characterization in an analysis of Matilda’s exartof self-denial.
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interpretations of the language we have just dedh, to show the indeterminateness of

characterization in the novel, particularly asdaMatilda is concerned.
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Part 2: Blurred boundaries

2.1. “WHO, OR WHAT, AM 1?”: MATILDA’S SHIFTING IDENTITY

The Castle of Wolfenbaclhs we have seen, allows for no half-hearted gyats of
character. This is partly due to the strong did#atn of the novel: exemplary behaviour must in
this case be not merely laudable, but the most ratitei one has ever seen. The reader is called
upon to compare the usual hardships of life withhikroine’s tribulations, and to conclude that
the power of a virtuous mind can surmount any abssa However, for eighteenth-century
criticism of fiction this principle was consideréd be inoperative: models that thrive on
extreme virtue do not resemble reality, and so #reyunfit for imitatior?° Paradoxically, the
more the character is forced towards an extremaniattempt to evade the boundary between
good and evil, the more blurred this boundary bexmirtue becoming dangerously close to
vice. George Canning, in a discussion about ficticharacters’ suitability for imitation, asked
already in 1787 “does not the excess of [Tom Jahesod qualities bear so strong an affinity
to imperfection as to require a more matured judg@ma more accurate penetration, to point
out the line where virtue ends and vice begitisPhis view testifies to the claim that, at least in
what regards characterization, Gothic fiction iéinainal genre, concerned, as Fred Botting
suggested, with “the disturbance of boundarfésAnd liminality, the study of thresholds,
transition areas, interface spaces, is centralt@pproach to the instabilities in the characters’
personalities insofar as any attempts at accufiaition must focus on the lines that delimit
concepts. As for the type of analysis that occupgsthe assumption of a system’s complex

nature will demand that we give the utmost attentmthe boundary, to the threshold between

%0 Botting 2000:9-10.
31 Canning (1787), quoted in Botting 2000:10.
%2 Botting 2000:9.
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notions; at the same time, it will demand that wedware of the instability of those border
lines, since non-linearity pertains to an orgamwed! level between order and chaos (viz.
section 1.1.). Besides, the system’s self-rephcatjuality can provoke a feeling of neverending
intricacy: if we viewed this analysis as the magpaut of a fractal figure we would find that, as
we delineate the boundaries with an increasingesegf detail, these reveal further fluctuations
and paradoxes. Whenever we deal with complex elBmemagnification does not render a
neater image of the margin between two opposinggecaies, but a convoluted interaction that

is never smoothed out.

The multiplicity of paradoxes that arise from suahscrutiny could start, as we
suggested at the beginning, by the complicatiorsd #n extreme characterization entails
respecting the didactic purpose of the novel. Thdsenot only extend to the paradoxical
indeterminacy that Canning called attention to,ds® to the difficulties it causes for imitation.
Botting would illustrate this point by equating rantes and Gothic fiction with a distorting
mirror, “its reflections exceeding the proper bakamf identification and correctior’.Let us
consider again Matilda’s self-reprimand, “I haveebepunished for my presumption and
duplicity”. Regardless of the extent to which we,raaders, may agree with these words, the
fact that the character held up as a model of mnisleed virtue accuses herself bespeaks the
difficulty of defining virtuous and unprincipled baviour in the novel. Her own nature as a
virtuous character is compromised as different sgghef her identity are diametrically opposed:
although her friends see her as an honourable auompathe heroine’s perception of herself
seems to be marked by an excess of sensibilityctwhiakes her see iniquity in her own
actions, and accept she truly is an impostor. @shoenough, when it comes to judging
herself, Matilda does not stand on the side ofpgbeple who have “taste and discernment”
(p.72), but agrees with the envious Mademoisellé-oletelle. The two Matildas we had seen

living in Paris—the true and the false, the poghaned girl whose natural goodness makes her

* Ibid:9.
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worthy of respect, and the little hypocrite wholse® deceive decent people—are confused in
this moment of reflection, in which she inverts thg&h and falseness that had been established
previously to identify herself with the pretendshattering for an instant the harmony between
appearance and reality constructed with the diseowe have analysed in the previous section:
“I am humbled, my dearest madam, as all false pdetes ought to be” (p.82), she says to the
Marchioness, once she has come to the conclusatriite only possible reparation of her fault
is to retire to a convent. This decision, born rafter reflection on her own behaviour, is
instigated by her respect to her friends, but igugckly suggested that, in leaving the family,
she is hurting those who love her, as well as ewihg her too strict conception of right and
wrong. The Marchioness insists on the fact thatisti®o susceptible” (p.83), while the Count
of Bouville accuses her of making a decision “fromantic notions” (p.84). If the readers of
romance and Gothic fiction had to beware of imigtthe unlifelike heroines in them, they
could find a clear warning in the Count’s and tharthioness’ words. Whether we interpret
these comments as an endeavour to bring in resélsatknowledging Matilda’s extraordinary
goodness, or a turn of the screw of extreme cheriaation, their immediate effect is that they
set the heroine above the average goodness, batbality and within her own world of
preternatural virtue. She is too righteous by atandards but her own judgement’s. This is
problematic insofar as a misjudgement of her peiityron the part of another character, once
her personality has been consistently construceadrauous, can be considered to be a problem
of perception, a matter which we have discusselieeathe character in question was wrong
(and malicious, given that virtue and judgementywashave seen, go hand in hand); however,
the suggestion that Matilda’'s identity can havenbedsjudged by herself, by precisely the
character whose judgement is deemed exemplanghiéats the boundary between virtue and
vice. While it is true that her judgement is altgively considered as “excellent” or possessed
by “romantic notions”, her decision to retire frahe world ultimately leads to a happy ending,
and so it is not regarded solely as an act of gruelvards her suitor and her friends, but it

becomes a further example of her much-praiseddesifal. It is at the same time the epitome of
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her virtue and the excess that contaminates thgemé perfect integrity, the best example of

her exceptionality and its only blemish.

But there is one further loophole in the equatibjudgement with virtue in the most
extreme terms, in that it is at variance with M#is innocence. Even if we assume that her
inbred understanding will enable her to trust Hérsely to the worthy, her innocence and
artlessness demand of her protectors some attentiodoctrinating her about the cunning that
surrounds her—indeed, why should she call the Mangss her “monitress” if she did not
regard her as someone she can learn ffbft®e infallibility of Matilda’s judgement, and with
it, the superiority of virtue over the passionsl| & put to the test with an artful character that
nobody will assume to be so: Mrs.Courtney, who niybsuspects (not even the exceptionally
sensitive heroine) can be deceitful in any wayhéiltgh nobody knows about the letters she
writes to Matilda, everybody is surprised at théwte she takes when the girl is about to leave
the family for the convent (“Can this be Mrs. Coay? (cried the Countess) my God, what a
change!” p.91). Only the Marquis senses her intadngor the Count, but he does not seem to
guess that she is going to deceive Matilda eifheraccount for this change in her behaviour, it
is suggested that she has been led by other peopie deceitful than herself, and her
changeable disposition is finally explained as abf@m of fortitude: she lets herself be
dominated by her passions, and does not exhibitvéagirtues” (like self-denial or endurance,
as we will see in section 3.6 below). However, vedidve that, although there has been a
change in Mrs. Courtney’s behaviour, there is nthghing as a change in her character, but a

faulty apprehension of it, which is later correctdaen she lets out her true s&lfOur attention

% We pursue this line of discussion, which inquiaesut the concepts of nature and nurture in thelno

in section 3.3.

% We are considering here that the problem is raftamge of character on the part of Mrs. Courtnay, b
a deficient perception of a character whose adiuginations are difficult to discern, as they bear
resemblance to “true” virtue. We observe that, @snsas a change in her attitude towards Matilda is
hinted at, the narrator provides a detailed accadinMrs.Courtney’s personality and circumstances
(including a brief background biography) in whidiess described as “polite and friendly where shé h
no temptation to be otherwise; in short, she hadym#egative virtues, without any active ones.” We
interpret this lengthy report to be an attempt talsadefining Mrs.Courtney’s character, who had only
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must turn then to those who saw in Mrs. Courtney ‘thmiable preserver” of a woman in
distress (p.62): if some characters, and espedlaiyeroine, are extremely perceptive thanks to
their virtuous hearts, how can they be deceived® arswer could be that they are indeed too
virtuous to suppose that she is capable of deludmgne (let us remember the Marchioness’
moral: “may [Fontelle’s] example teach others haauttous they ought to be in judging of
persons and appearances from the malignancy of tvel hearts”, p.138). lll-disposition
precludes understanding and fair judgement (thiggieal, insofar as reason is then subdued by
passions like envy), but the mechanism must alsd iwnwersely, leaving the suggestion that a
good disposition enables us to perceive goodneskose around us, which agrees with the
discourse we have just analysed: the most virtebasacters instantly seduce “those who have
taste and discernment”. We have, therefore, twosviayaccount for Mrs.Courtney’s success in
deluding the family: either they tend to perceiverengood than there really is around them, or
they have misjudged Mrs.Courtney. In both casesir tidentity as wondrously virtuous
characters tottters: if we assume that they hawrestimated Mrs.Courtney’s worth, we find
that, probably, in the opposite extreme to “judgirgm the malignancy” of one’s heart, there
must be something which we could term as “judgiramf an unconventional goodwill”, and
which can equally blind one’s discrimination. Inetlease of Matilda, this excessively good
disposition only makes her the more naive (anbatiei which we have seen was considered
positive), but at the same time it makes her mateerable to evil. Her astonishment at finding
that the Count was not married to Mrs.Courtney bakp in a way her immense modesty, as a
person who, not believing she possesses any edinaoy qualities, does not think she can be
envied; but on the other hand, her good undersigndier judgement, is impaired. We thus
perceive the contention between two discourses omalnsentiment: the discourse of an
exceptional perceptiveness as the epitome of vintiere innocence must be shaken off to

learn about the means “the officious” employ toadee us, counterbalanced by one in which

been described by other characters with the alv@passing word “amiable”, as one in which some
undesirable qualities can be unlatched by an irehdg in passions. This would make of her a comgiste
character whose negative attributes had simply e#¢n awakened, and serves the purposes of
highlighting Matilda’s “active virtues” and of warmg against the difficulty in recognizing persotiak

like hers.
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innocence is the preferred attribute, in which taerring a judgement would betray knowledge
of the ways of the world. The set of paradoxes leavade the novel evinces that both virtues,
innocence and discernment, have been destabiligdatibging them too close to the blurred

boundary, the limit where virtue becomes vice.

We have already observed that Matilda’s percepsosomewhat different to that of
other characters in that she is, according to tlaeghis, too sensible of her forlorn situation.
She sees herself as an impostor where others eelycandour, and she feels her orphaned
condition most acutely while others call her tHailopted daughter” (p.44). This last identity of
hers, the orphan, is one she seems reluctantitmuedh, as she clutches to it whenever she
receives attention from her friends: every attetopghow her their affection only produces in
her a revival of her feelings of abandonment argtitdgion, expressed in terms that emphasize
her isolation from the rest of the world, a reactihat feeds into the all-pervasiveness of
paradox in the novel. When her friends receivewhitn joy after they see her recovered from
the fainting fit she suffers upon seeing Mr.WeinmaParis, she spends the night musing upon

her disgrace:

What a poor creature | am, (cried she;) no fatkather, or protector, not even the
clothes | wear my own property; if this man, thiele claims, who can dare detain
me? what are the evils which may befall me?—whatbeeomes of me, | will not
embroil my friends. (p.41)

Thus, precisely when she should realize that sles tiave protectors and friends who
have been worried about her state, she reassertcdmelition as an outcast. The same
circumstance is repeated when Adelaide de Bouwvidliis her some days later to enquire about
her health. Adelaide’s attentions only serve toghiin Matilda’'s image of herself as a

pretender, not deserving of her friends’ esteem:
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Ah! thought she, if the Count, if Mademoiselle DeuBille knew me, for what |
am, a poor dependant, without friends or family-hédd have few pretensions to
their notice (p.45)

It is noteworthy that she gives no concessionsetoimage of herself: she dubs herself
“a poor dependant, without friends or family”, fetgng (or ignoring, or not realising) that the
Marchioness would love to have her as an adoptedhdar, and that Adelaide, one of the
worthiest acquaintances she has made, is visitndike a good friend would do. At the same
time she is here ascribing a poor understandifgetdriends in believing that they do not know
her for what she is, while in fact it is she whesmot know that her friends have learned about
her misfortunes, and, what is more, their admirafar her has increased as a result of their
knowing her as a “poor dependant”. Therefore, weagain how her acute sensibility thwarts

her understanding whenever the object of evaluasiterself.

Her description of herself as “a poor dependardlpé us to understand Matilda’s
unstable identity better, since “dependent” is ohéhe words that are most often repeated in
her reflections upon her situation. The Marquignthwas accurate when he explained her
excess of sensibility as her “feelling] her depemidnd unprotected state too keenly” (p.73).
Again, the closer she is to a certain autonomyntbee strongly she feels dependent on others.
When the Marquis offers her a settlement it isst@lise his “design of making her independent”
(p.73); however, Matilda tells the Count shortlyeaivards that she will not receive favours
from anyone except from the family, “where [shehceive[s] it ho disgrace to hold [her]self
dependent” (p.79). A “dependent of charity” (p.82)ependent on the bounty of friends”
(p.27), she feels the burden of obligations uparsheulders that restrict her independence and,

as we will investigate later, her liberty to actafiida’s interpretation of marriage as a new
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subjection, this time to the generosity of her lamh and her wish to remain under the
protection of the Marquis, represent her refusatrss the threshold between childhood and
womanhood, preferring an in-between state of ceptial (in)dependence: dependent by her

standards, but independent in the eyes of the yamiio have settled a competency for her.

xli



2.2. "SHE SHED FLOODS OF TEARS”: FORMULAIC LANGUAGREVISITED AND

THE COMPLEX EXPRESSION OF SENSIBILITY

We have observed in the previous section how Matildensibility prevents her from
gaining a clearer understanding of what the peaptend her feel and think about her. When
she decides to enter a convent, she is ready sedleded out of love towards her new friends,
and in so doing she disregards the love they f@ehtds her, causing some of the acutest
paroxysms of emotion in her women friends and dawetine Count. We have observed that,
paradoxically, the more she appears to act ouheérsbenevolence and abnegation, the more
she must ignore her friends’ feelings towards Bérthe heart of this paradox we will place
moral sentiment and excess in both the perceptidntize expression of feeling, which affects
common assumptions regarding a model of sensiliéityed on sympathy, and also several
subjects in a greater or lesser degree, such dsothedary between private and public display
of emotions, the interface between the novel aedgimres of the melodrama and the fairytale,
the didactic purpose of the novel, or the compleaitits plot threads. To fully understand the
nature of these associations, we must start byoeodigh enquiry into the expressions of

sensibility and emotion in the text, which is thegmose of this section.

We already pointed out in the introduction that éxeressions of heightened emotion,
both linguistic and non-linguistic, are a part loé tconventional components of the Gothic and
sentimental novel. A rough count of manifestatiohgxtravagant feeling in the novel reveals
that expressions with the word “tears” alone occur @88, and examples of health problems
related to fits of emotion appear several timedaiating fit or a high fever being almost
indispensable to prove the sensibility of fictiohakoines in the eighteenth century. There is no
doubt, then, that the novel must be distinctly @wned with sentiment—to find out how this

concern is to be articulated, and what conclusimes can draw from the import of the
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omnipresence of feeling, is the main object of thiser scrutiny we are going to engage in, and
which reveals, first and foremost, a rich semafiid. This has led us to test whether the model
of complexity we have been developing in previcagtions could be applied to expressions of
intense feeling in the novel, in the hope thatatyrbe found to be a valuable basis to explore the
instabilities and paradoxes which we mentionedarars well as a means to elucidate some of

the more perplexing features of Matilda’s charaetleich we discussed in the previous section.

One of the clearest manifestations of extremerigein the novel is crying, which is
hardly ever a dispassionate reaction: the quaatityintensity of weeping must be such that no
doubt is left as to the inevitability of this phgal response. Tears, it is suggested, are the resul
of an uncontrollable outburst of feeling, and appEe=a“a torrent” (2 occurrences) or “a flood”
of tears (11 occurrences). These may even be fugtiadified, and become “a copious flood of
tears” (twice), or “a violent burst of tears” (onc¥ery rarely do characters simply happen to be
crying without “bursting” into tears: this verb issed 16 times, while “shedding” is usually
accompanied by another word that makes referentleetdtarge quantity of tears, as in “shed
floods of tears” (pp. 66, 71, 99), “shed a copiflosd of tears” (p.32), “shed(ing) torrents of
tears” (p.17, 113); this verb is employed ten tinadtogether. Although we have merely
scratched the surface of the combinations emplégethe description of crying episodes, we
can already hint that they constitute one of the& b&amples, if not the best, of the presence of
formula in the sense we described it in section Tdking the same approach we took to
examine the formulaic composition of characteraatiwe could define the cliché situation of
crying, and the rest of displays of emotion we goéeng to analyse, as events or scenes in a
theme Themes are described by Lord as “the groupsedddegularly used in telling a tale in

the formulaic style of traditional sond”.Again, we indicated in the introduction that any

% Lord, op.cit, p.68. A theme that contains a crying scene énrtbwvel, for instance, is the reunion of a
mother and a child, or the conferral of a favouasttends with the tears of a grateful servant. Lord
acknowledges to be indebted to the fields of fdékeend myth rather than epic for the most enligintgn
studies on the theme (he cites Propp and Lévi-S¢ras the most prominent figures). We will turn our
attention to a Proppian approach to the themagieas of the novel in part 3.
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attention paid to this aspect of the novel coulcesily dismissed by interpreting repetition as
lack of originality or resources on the part of @ugthor: this is what we, following Grove,
consider to be a “reductionist” approach to the plexities of the genr&. The expressions of
feeling thus understood—a mere form of words pecaity regurgitated by the author—would
become “holes” in the meaning of the novel. We e that this notion is alligned with
structuralist dichotomies of form and content whach insufficient to deal with complexity and
liminality. Our aim is to show the complexity ofishtheme; more visually, we intend to tackle

this analysis like the mapping out of a fractaufig

We have already suggested one of the featureseo€trying scene in the novel: the
amount of tears shed is, just like the charactsaordinary. Besides nouns like “torrents” or
“floods” of tears, which we have mentioned earlibie author lays stress on the greatness of
affect by the use of adjectival expressions suchallsn tears” (p.107), “drowned in tears”
(pp.33, 46, 70, 83, 125) or “dissolving in tearsl@b); sometimes, the characters are merely “in
tears” (p.113, 125, 131). They may cry “tears of’ jgop.28, 33, 135), “of thankfulness” or
“gratitude” (pp.50 and 86 respectively), “of exmiee tenderness” (p.117), or, more precisely,
indicative of more than one feeling: “of mingledyjand sorrow” (p.33), “of sensibility and
gratitude” (p.77), “of affection and transport”$p). In many cases, tears seem to come directly
from the heart, the producer of emotions that tieacter’s body, like an insufficient repository
of feelings, cannot hold: “my heart is burstingtwgratitude” (p.77), “Matilda’s grateful heart
overflowed” (p.54), “her grateful heart overflowingto tears” (p.57). This metaphor

accentuates the image of excess that is to bedittkéhe act of crying in the novel, and at the

%" These would be the positions that view the gemréfarmulaic”, meaning the result of a certain
combination of ingredients. Grove insists: “[r]latiiean diminishing the import of the Gothic cadile
reducingit to a simple component of a predetermined eqoatiee should view it as a signifier whose
meaning is expanded and complicated every timeauthoapresents it. Through iteration, the exactireat

of what the castle signifies grows—quite the opigosf suggestions that it becomes devoid of meaning
as it becomeformulaic’ (Grove:116, our emphasis). On the other handailse agree with him in that
any approach to a complex system must be defeictiseme way. As he points out, “the scale that most
accurately describes a complex, chaotic systermhéswthole, but the whole is often unknowable”
(loc.cit).
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same time is consistent with the expressions thidltl an association between crying and
relieving the oppression caused by strong emotialtispugh speaking or sighing may also be
means of abating them: “[u]nable any longer togsite with the grief and horror that opprest
her, [Matilda] burst into tears” (p.52); “overcomeath grief, she retired to her apartment and
gave loose to the painful emotions that oppresset(p.94); “after a few sighs, that removed
the oppression from her heart” (p.125); “otherwlisdll certainly put him out of the pain that

now oppresses him, by telling the whole story” 91

Crying remains the most common channel through kvhit excess of feeling can find
its escape, in great measure thanks to other catimeg acquired through collocation—unlike
other ways of displaying emotion, tears becarsefulagainst the dangers of contained feeling.
Only tears, for instance, can prevent a charaoten fosing consciousness (“I threw myself on
the ground, and preserved myself from fainting bgoaious flood of tears”, p.9; “[Matilda]
burst into a flood of tears, which preserved hemfrfainting”, p.129). But these instances
(which we perceive to be quite “rigid”, that is,ryesimilar in the choice of words and so very
easily recognizable as “repetitive”), are combinedh other, “looser” collocations that
strengthen the link between consciousness andg;ryihile at the same time they give positive
connotations to the act of weeping: words like thiess”, “friendly”, “thank”, are present in
crying scenes that help characters if not to regaimsciousness, at least to recover from its
partial loss, “stupor”. We thus witness how Matjldaho sat almost breathless and stupified”,
finds some ease when “[a] friendly burst of teagleved her beating heart” (p.47). The
Countess of Wolfenbach wakes after remaining “demsséfor an indeterminate length of time
to find “Therese bathing [her] with her tears”.tms case, both the maid’'s and the Countess’s
tears prove to be useful for her recovery, as war kiee Countess recount how “[Therese’s]
kindness was of service,—I shed a copious flootkafs” (p.32), after which she is able to go
downstairs and meet her fate as the fiancée ofCihent of Wolfenbach. We can also cite

mother St. Magdalene’s account of how a mercifuba®t was thankful to see her crying,
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which is interpreted a sign of normality after daamities she has suffered: “she gave me some
drops and water that rouzed me from the stupor lwhid seized upon my faculties, when,
looking round the room for my departed friend, &nein on my helpless parent, | burst into a

flood of tears. ‘Thank God! (said the good credttinat you can weep™ (p.98).

These formulaic constructions, in short, result associations of expressions of
extravagant feeling with a necessary relief, asdhexpressions come to represent a natural
discharge for an overabundance of passion that bEarhighly pernicious—the heroine,
conspicuous for her extreme sensibility, warns e “must have vent for [her] feelings, or
[she] shall be opprest to death” (p.77); in cortfrédme inability to cry denotes a serious state of
shock or a hardened heart. Mother St. Magdalerstigbdr” was characterized by an inability to
cry or to speak (“I was stupid with sorrow; | hupger my almost lifeless parent, without
speaking, and unable to shed a tear”, p.97), vih#éeCountess of Wolfenbach grows resigned
to her unhappy marriage and is thus capable ofruggng the current of emotion from the
heart (“I met you with tears of joy, ‘tis long se¢hey were shed for grief. Here, (putting her
hand to her heart) here my sorrows are burieddesp for that relief’, pp.33-4). She excites
admiration precisely due to the degree of self-caminthat her resistance to crying, to an
alleviation of her overwhelming feelings, represei@ympathy towards those who exhibit such

fortitude must ensue, as Adam Smith explained:

“The man who under the severest tortures, allowseakness to escape him, vents
no groan, gives way to no passion which we do nttedy enter into, commands
our highest admiration ... We approve of his behaviand from our experience of
the common weakness of human nature, we are semprémd wonder how he
should be able to act so as to deserve approbiation.

% quoted in Porter:340.
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Although Adam Smith was here referring to bodilynpaather than sorrow or grief, we
could easily draw very similar conclusions for gyenpathy inspired by the stoical Countess of
Wolfenbach. Smith aptly makes the point that thecttor's admiration stems from the
comparison with a more usual behaviour, with “tbenmon weakness of human nature”, which
these characters (qua extraordinary beings) cenabgve (viz. section 1.2.). As we will later
examine, the arousal of sympathy is paramountignddnstruction of the theme of sensibility in

the novel.

The Countess of Wolfenbach'’s strength of mind bexothe more admirable inasmuch
as feelings in the novel are persistently definedrirresistible force. Characters are very often
“overwhelmed” (7 instances), “overpowered” (5 imstes, in different forms) or “overcome”
(11 instances) with different sentiments, amongcWigratitude, painful emotions, grief, horror,
or astonishment are frequently found. As we statdtie beginning of this section, the ubiquity
of these key words adds up to the notion thatesss one of the concepts around which the
theme of sentiment gravitates in the novel. Agdinisttide of irresistible feelings the characters
are left not even to endure, but merely to “endeadydo “try to exert [their] fortitude” (p.128).
As the words “tried” and “endeavoured” resonat®tigh the text, these characters’ resolution
emerges more forcefully, as if they were incesgaaitiempting, aiming at something—be it to
recover themselves, to amuse, to console or tsupde someone—in spite of the life of
idleness and luxury which is all the reader is\va#id to witness. In fact, it is those pervading
endeavours that obscure the rest of their occupsmtalthough we will presently argue that they

are very closely linked.

The only occupation of the group of friends thahais at the background of the plot is
to enjoy an extended holiday in company, thatddake pleasure in society (let us remember

that Matilda is initially admitted in the Marquis’souse as a sort of companion to the
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Marchioness). The reader can suppose that th@@xdss may have other affairs to attend to,
but these are never visible. To simply delighthie tompany of the rest of the party and to
travel occasionally are the only activities thegragto engage in while they protect Matilda and
the Countess of Wolfenbach, and this demands ahthecertain observance of rules of
propriety. While we saw before that the expressiadnviolent bursts of feeling carried
connotations of naturalness, of necessity andfretive of the main endeavours that the
characters’ social life inspires is the attemphitbe, to repress, or to control feelings: Matilda
“tried to acquire new spirits; but it was an endmavonly” (p.41); she “endeavoured to
compose her spirits” (p.46); “to assume a composteedid not feel” (p.132); “to be better
company” when she looks too dejected (p.75); Misur@ey “depended upon time, absence,
and her own endeavours, to conquer a passion sih@ ot but look upon as hopeless” (p.89);
the Marchioness addresses Matilda “[w]ith a degp,sivhich she endeavoured, though in vain,
to repress” (p.26); when the Countess of Wolfenbdactommanded to marry the Count, she
“endeavoured to reply, but burst into tears”, cagsier father to call her a “[floolish girl”, who
must “receive the honor (...) in a manner more wodhjherself] and [him]” (p.32). Society,
and particularly “polite” society, we could concljdimposes a restraint on the spontaneous
display of feelings—a notion we are familiar withyt which proves somewhat incomplete in a

complex system like the language of sensibilit}his novel.

First of all, even the relationship that binds ti@racters together is difficult to define,
and so the context to which they must accommodag& behaviour is in turn unstable.
Regardless of the time they have known one anotrad,in spite of the fact that the true
identities of the Countess of Wolfenbach or Matiédea concealed from some of them for a long
time, they become a sort of tightly-knit family. WWlave thus observed how the Marchioness
insists on welcoming Matilda into her family frotmetfirst day they meet, and even calls her her
“adopted child” (pp.76, 131), assuring her that slié behave like a mother to her (“I have

adopted you, | love you as a child, and will protgou; in me you shall find the mother you
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have lost: fear not therefore, my dearest Matilgie4,7). Even a more unrelated character like
Lord Delby feels it his duty to take care of Madldnd escort her to Boulogne when she leaves

the family, or to accompany the Countess of Woléatbto Vienna to meet her son.

On the other hand, we have devoted some time todheerous characterizations that
make mention of “manners” or “politeness”, a qualithich, ideally, can only be recognized
and defined in the “public” realm (although thissmapidly changing in favour of a model of
“domestic politeness” for women which was not devof controversy itselff? Alternatively
(or simultaneously) behaving as friends, protectosts or hostesses, guests, counselors, even
parents and daughters, the relationship betweese tbbaracters varies greatly, and so the
society they enjoy when being together can be @alkgther “domestic” or “private”, nor truly
“public”.*° The liminal character of this company is accusagdpounded in Cohen’s definition
of “social spaces”, among which she cites “thettdde, assemblies, mixed social gatherings,
visiting, the spaces for cultural production, comga These “were both more ambiguous and
less stable than thsalon in France, because they referred to a ‘space-lketwéovering

between inside and outsid&”.

The conflicting coexistence of attempts to hide'srieelings and inordinate outbursts
of tears arises both from this liminal nature o€iabspaces and the tendency to dwell on

extreme actions: either rushing out of the roorhitte every tear, or to burst out crying before

%9 viz. Cohen:1995, especially chapter 5, “The acd@hment of the eighteenth-century lady”.

“0'We are using the words “public”, “domestic” angrivate” in the most general manner possible in
order to define the in-betweenness of the chargictecial relation, but we are aware that they oaspto
very contested concepts themselves, and have ligect @f extensive criticism (see, for example, .L.E
Klein, “Gender and the public/private distinction the eighteenth century: some questions about
evidence and analytical procedurEighteenth-Century Studiego.29, no.1, 1995, pp.97-109).

" Cohen 1995:66. Cohen is characterizing the English spaces of socialization, which where brought
about by “eighteenth-century practices of sociability” in Britain (loc.cit.), as opposed mainly to the
French ones, and indeed the social activity of the party bears more resemblance to this type of spaces

than to the French salons, even when the action is not set in England.
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feeling becomes overpowering. The Count is canefllto disclose how affected he is when
Matilda wishes she would die soon to be free fromidar (“The Count of Bouville rose and
left the room to conceal his emotions”, p.76), Wwhien she announces her retirement, he enters
the room “with an air of wildness and distressd @amouts while “throwing himself at her feet,
with a frantic look”. To make it clearer that henist restraining himself, the narrator states that
“[h]is emotions were violent” (p.84). Matilda hidé®r tears with a handkerchief, something
that does not in the least hide her reaction, btiier betrays her feelings. She nevertheless
recovers her composure and declares the situatinbhetoming” of them, and it is not long
before she runs out of the room to vent her fesling these scenes where emotion is
alternatively suppressed and unbridled, we mugst tor greater scales to progress in the
analysis; we thus explore in the following secti@mw expressions of sensibility are connected

to the development of the plot and the relatiothefgenre with melodrama.

Due to the limited scope of the study, we have shthe various formulae isolating key
words, without entering much into their many conalbions. This would doubtlessly enlarge
and interweave the network of meaning we intendrag to light, which is nevertheless
complex and pervasive enough to deserve atter@or. conclusion we could draw from this
approach is that, given the persistence of the ¢hainthe expression of feeling, the words must
be repeated ineluctably, and this enables us t@dsto the construction of meaning through
repetition, association and cumulativeness, in acgss where excess in sensibility is
represented recursively with an excess of expressie could also argue that repetition is a
sign of a formulaic construction which is profoupéimbedded in the type of representation of
the genre, a symptom and a consequence of itsdlityinwhile it helps to construct a somewhat
“rigid”, heightened, overpatterned system, it alalbows for a greater instability as a
consequence of its complexity and of the paradoeaesed by a discourse based on extremes

and excess.






2.3. “EASIER CONCEIVED THAN DESCRIBED”: SYMPATHY ATTHE

BOUNDARIES WITH DRAMA AND FAIRYTALE

In a study of the expressions of feeling in theaipthe very word “expression” cannot
go unnoticed: it points to the transmission of ifeglas a crucial aspect of the analysis.
Sympathetic response, given a system with shariederees, assumptions and conventions
regarding feeling and sensibility, allows the liste or reader to conceive the emotions another
person is going through, even when these are teasédndescribable” (p.98), “undefinable”
(p.126) or “inexpressible” (pp.35, 47, 104, 12%)the previous section we touched briefly on
the context where emotion is displayed, which imesl entering into how, when, or to whom
feeling is communicated. The fluidity of feelingcathe experience of sympathy are now to be

examined both within the fictional bounds of therglcand as a source of pleasure to the reader.

Placing sympathy at the centre of the rhetoricrobon enables us to understand not
only the frequency and intensity of passionate unstis, but also the nature and import of
mediating discourses to render it a pleasurablenam@lly elevating object. In a discussion of
the effect of words, Burke explained in Iisiquiry that poetry and rhetoric were concerned
with “affect[ing] rather by sympathy than imitatioto display rather the effect of things on the
mind of the speaker, or of other[sic], than to présa clear idea of the things themselVés”.
Words, he argued, influence the passions when wiee mige of what he terms “a strong
expression”. As opposed to “a clear expression’iclvliregards the understanding”, a strong

expression “belongs to the passions”; and while ‘@escribes a thing as it is[,] the other

“2Burke 1757 (1987):172.



describes it as it is felf* The effect the latter have on our minds makesyiedd to sympathy,
what we refuse to description”. In other wordsréhare expressions that appeal to our reason,

while others appeal to our passions, working upancapacity for sympathetic response.

At this point, however, it seems indispensable dmtpout that the term “passion”, or
rather, “the passions”, still evades clear-cutmgéin. Ranging from “the antithesis of reason”
(an equally slippery term) to a violent emotiorisitisually charged with connotations of lack of
self-control and unchecked impulses. Accordinghose premises, Matilda’s sudden fits of
desperation and grief, or Weimar’s attempt to Miltilda when he is cornered by pirates, could
be termed as passionate reactions. In terms of atyrefic response, however, they are opposed:
the first arouses feelings of pity, usually labelle “tender” feeling, whereas in the second,
characters and readers alike perceive the proxiafijeath, a sensation productive of sublime
feelings in being related to primal instincts ofngwal.** It is from this perspective that a
distinction can be made between expressions oinsent and those of passion, respectivaly.
Even though we have not delved into that discritomepreviously in our study, it will serve us
(now) to probe the significance of the communicataf feeling further, as well as a first

introduction to the mediation of feeling expressiamnarrative later on.

In the light of this distinction, the strongest giass become associated with self-
preservation and individualistic impulse, whereés fnuch safer counterpart, sentiment,

promotes outwardness and strengthening of sociad$oThe line that separates them,

“bid.: 175.

4 Again according to Burke, “[tlhe passions therefahich are conversant about the preservationeof th
individual, turn chiefly orpain anddanger and they are the most powerful of all the passioand so
the suggestion of closeness to death falls intgH@tever is fitted in any sort to excite the idedpain,
and danger, that is to say, whatever is in any trible, or is conversant about terrible objects,
operates in a manner analogous to terror, is asafrthesublimé (ibid.:38-9, his emphasis).

4> Clery 2000:31-2.



therefore, is the one that delimits acceptabffitfhis means that we can refer to an excess of
emotional discharges in the novel not only in relatto the frequency of the scenes and
expressions (as we have seen in the previous sgdbiat also in relation to the intensity of their
effects, as they oscillate between the pathos eihtimerous scenes of tearful confidence and
reunions with long-lost relatives on one extrenmq &errifying, sanguinary tableaux on the
other. Although differing in force, all these diaps of emotion can be assimilated and, so to
speak, safely consumed, by virtue of the posititects that sympathetic response can have on
the rest of the characters and on the readeridmttential for catharsis we place the first of a

series of associations of the novel with stagecttgghat will occupy our analysis presently.

The Castle of Wolfenbads a perfect illustration of how the rhetoric ofightened
emotion in the Gothic novel was indebted to tragedseveral respects, establishing what Clery
calls “a fundamental kinship” that accounts to eagjrextent for aspects such as the falling from
grace of high-rank characters, the historical optiex settings or the presence of the
supernatural, on the basis that these were jub@Etetechniques envisaged to excite more acute
feelings of pity and terrdY. Taking tragedy as a model, therefore, respondéldetmecessity to
ensure the transference of emotion to the readgrwhRat shaped much of the expression of
feeling in novels, bringing in new, intergeneri@ses, was the approach of eighteenth-century
audiences to thperformanceof tragedy. Here the language of the novel findewa scale, and
with it new references and interconnections. Wendorefer here only to the fact that some
Gothic romances were considered as performablén (@it adaptation and abridgement), but
rather to the tendency to give form to accountstense feeling in narrative according to the
same conventions as in dramatic representationwBite it was still affecting to read how the
characters voiced their feelings, the verbalizatbpassion is most frequently accompanied by

the depiction of those actions, movements and geEstthat the passion in question would

“® Burke:38-44 and Clery 2000:31.
4" Clery 2000:14.
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provoke. In the experience of the reader, the figbhventionalized visual element involved in
the representation of emotion is replaced by lisgidescription, creating a doubly formulaic,

aural-visual echo throughout the text.

Although there is not an extensive catalogue ofnsatifestations of emotion in the
novel, those instances where bodily reactions etirfg are more vividly described are clearly
codified. The image of the character who rushesoba room to cry without being observed
becomes familiar enough to the reader, so thahtimaility and gratefulness shown by Albert
resonate in the scene staged by Joseph, bringitty dimaracters together as prototypes of
faithful servants: “Albert, overcome by this acknedgement, hurried from her, tears of joy
running down his cheeks” (p.28); “Joseph again dawphis knees (...) [a]nd he hurried out of
the room, tears of thankfulness running down heskk” (p. 50). Though the formulation varies
slightly, making the reference fainter, the evamatof those scenes attributes sensibility and
humbleness to Matilda when she first declines toents offer of marriage and when she
communicates her desire to leave the family, bdtthem scenes where she also hurriedly
retires to cry: “Dear Count, (said [the Marquis]hat have you done or said to my amiable
protegée; | met her running up stairs, out of ireanhd tears trembling in her eyes?” (p.80);
“[Matilda] rose quickly from her chair, and rantonMrs. Courtney’s dressing-room, giving
way to a violent burst of tears” (p.84). The pragmarticiples in three of these four scenes show
us the reaction of the character through a muclersiatic, stage-direction-like description than
if full clauses had been used: Joseph and Albertnat said to have “left crying”, but the
attention is directed to their faces only, withdite (...) running down [their] cheeks”. A
passage which even presents the same formula lblesdMatilda’s feelings in a similarly
impressionistic manner: “O, my beloved friendsjgdrshe, wringing her hands, tears running
down her cheeks) save me from future insults, saérom self-reproach!” (p.83). In this case,
hands and tears transmit the emotion, which mustlder to the reader by merely observing

movements, reactions and facial expressions. Far @haracters, too, feeling can and must be
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communicated this way when the power of speectoss br when words are not eloquent
enough. The protagonist’s gratefulness is patervdhe kisses the Marchioness’s hand “with
an expression in her eyes that spoke volumes tdhé¢laet” (p.25), and when she finds that
“speech indeed was not lent her, but her tears,eRpressive looks forcibly conveyed the
language she could not utter” (p.54). The verb akpas used several times more to allude to
externalisation and communication of feeling, agha reaction to Matilda’'s parting, where

“every countenance spoke pity, grief, and admirdti@. 84), and in the girl’s introduction to

the Marchioness, in the course of which she “cdat] whilst sobs spoke the genuine feelings

of her heart” (p.26). Each of these iterationsfaite the visual quality of speech.

Quotations like the one above lay stress upon thstration of any attempts at
deception or hindrance of feelings that the unadatility of passions produces: not only were
bodily reactions irrepressible, but they could,aasonsequence, be relied upon to show the
truest inclinations of the heart. For feeling, as €haracter, truth emerges in the outward
demeanour and the unavoidable physical responsemation. This is particularly so in the
case of fits of intense emotion, where this laclkaftrol takes the form of different inabilities.
No longer masters of their actions, the characamot cry, speak or move, their bodies frozen
in a paroxysm of grief or immeasurable joy. By nwaof this convention, a nearly
unconquerable power is bestowed upon the passitinbe characters are at some point moved
by them to some degree, as even those who are emt@ordinarily rational are at the same
time so acutely sensitive that every fit of strdagling actuates or paralyses them. This could
point to a way of expressing what is involuntaryteenalising an impulse that the character
cannot control as a force that “possesses” theem ¢hough that force emanates, paradoxically,
from themselves, from their own feelings. Verbsdjectives related to ability and inability are
common in the expressions that illustrate this eotion, like Mother St. Magdalene’s account
of her misfortunes, “I was stupid with sorrow; Inguover my almost lifeless parent, without

speaking, and unable to shed a tear” (p.97), oild4éd reply to Weimar’'s pressure, “[s]he
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trembled, and for some moments was incapable odkapg but endeavouring to collect
fortitude from necessity, she thus addressed hirh (p.123). The most pungent sorrow is the
reason for the Marchioness'’s incapacity to speaknwghe first meets her sister in Vienna (“I
was drowned in tears, her manner was so solemmgusbing, so resigned, that my heart was
wrung with sorrow, and | could not speak”, p.33)t lin other episodes what causes such
dumbness is unparalleled elation: “[t]hey threwntkelves at her feet: she blessed them with
tears of joy and joined their hands. Both were spless, but language was not necessary to
prove their mutual transports” (p.135). These lieasttake us to Burke's definition of the
reaction in a sublime experience, so intense tientind can be deprived “of all its powers of

acting and reasonind®.

Moving with difficulty is another instance of tivecapacitating power of the passions. A
whole sequence of movements and reactions stastitiga staggering search for support, is
employed at least twice to describe Matilda's neact when she overhears Weimar's
machinations to dishonour her, and when she lesbnst Mrs.Courtney’s lies. This last piece
of information, which implies that the Count is dréo marry her, echoes the first scene
forcefully in both action and wording, and so matke end of the adversities that Weimar's

plans generated:

“I was scarcely able to support myself. Having detlrus far | tottered from the
summer house, and got into the shrubbery, whdme2Wt myself on the ground, and
preserved myself from fainting by a copious floddears” (p.8)

“Joy, transport and unexpected relief from the fodinhoughts she long had
entertained were now too powerful for her feelinggh difficulty she tottered to a
seat, and leaning her head on her friend’s shouluanst into a flood of tears,
which preserved her from fainting” (p.129)

“8 Burke:57.
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The high degree of conventionalization in the demic of intense emotion can be
corroborated by examining the coexistence of séveemifestations of feeling in the same
scene. In the following passage, which is precdoedvatilda’s learning that she is finally
going to meet her mother, nothing but the respéms$eeling is described, leaving to the reader
the task of interpreting the girl’s gestures ameXipressible agitations”. This demands a clearly
identifiable code whereby the feelings of nervogsnand apprehension can be recognised.
Excitement being commonly related to agitation eagtlessness there emerges a contradictory
succession of movements once the conventional irlityobr insensibility that permeates the

expressions of intense emotion in the text appeatse description:

“This intelligence, though so anxiously wished fagave her inexpressible
agitations;she got up and sat down, two or three times, witBpeaking, or being

able to moveand at length, with trembling knees, was convegethe carriage”

(p-125, our emphasis)

As we have just remarked, conventional responsablerthe reader to identify the
emotion in question, and therefore the image tatds the correct operation of the mechanism
of sympathy. What transpires, moreover, is thafpdmsions are somehow kept under control by
making them easily identifiable, something whoséea$—particularly in a novel where
iteration is a prominent feature of the portraylaémotional outbursts—we can recall and even
predict. This produces an underlying tension betwbe depiction of excess in sensitivity and
feeling, and the confinement of those excessiviinfgeto a recognizable, stable representation

as a means of constraining the force of passiamlif within the bounds of our understanding.
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One of the most compelling scenes in terms of ematidischarge is the narration of
the Cavalier's death in the Castle of Wolfenbach, episode that makes use of repeated
allusions to several inabilities (among other cartiomal phrases) to maintain the feeling of

horror through sympathetic identification with tharrator, the Countess of Wolfenbach:

“l got up, and was under the most dreadful appreioes of what might happen;
my eyes were continually turned to the window; ffexed the most agonizing

terrors, when in a moment they were realized beyamatever | could conceive of
horror (...) the Count and his man appeared, dragginipe Chevalier, with his

mouth bound, his hands tied, and every mark ofldreatment; | screamed, and
clasped my hands, but could not speak (...) | treedpeak, | threw myself on my
knees, Spare, O spare! was all | could say, arldséiseless, but | was soon
recovered by the officious Margarite, to still geyahorror (...) | sat like one

petrified; | neither spoke, shrieked, or groanad,vaith my eyes fixed on the closet
| appeared insensible to every thing (...) findinggds unable to speak or move,
[the Count of Wolfenbach] pushed me farther inte ¢tloset, locked the door and
left me. How long | continued in this state, | knowt; | believe | swooned, for it

was day-light when | found myself on the floor, mipthes covered with blood,

and the unhappy murdered Chevalier dead beforéTigeimpossible to describe

the horror of that moment” pp.66-7

This story is one of the longest accounts of pastas in the novel, this bloodthirsty
scene in particular being the one that finally edsehe castle as a site of torture, horror and
secrecy. The novel presents four other inset stdhiat encapsulate a horrifying experience (“a
tale of horror” on pp.64, 111) and, within the feanof narrative (usually a character’s
confidence to another), they are recontextualisesktve as a vehicle for forgiveness, as is the
case of the Count’s and Weimar’s confessions, iigredf help in the case of Matilda’s story,
or an attempt to put someone else’s sorrows intspeetive, like Mother St. Magdalene’s
recollections. Ultimately, therefore, the insetrgteerves as a means for social bonding, framing
the expression of passion within an act of senttaléntimacy. Here, we note that the conflict
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between intense dramatic effect and moderation aslipn increases in complexity as the
intricacies of narrative and plot present new Is\al reference. The inset stories of the novel
are, on the one hand, narratives that allow faeadiuninterrupted transmission in the form of
uncommonly extensive passages in the first persdnhardly any paragraphing; on the other
hand, they work as a mediating device that antiegppand regulates the reader’s response to
intense feeling. They comprehend not only a bargatian of events, but also a vivid
description of the characters’ reaction (both tharyseller's and her or his confidantes’),
constituting a visual-narrative representation gratompanies the reader’s reaction, a sort of
fictional mirror where sympathetic response is pidated, and presented to the reader

conveniently filtered through the characters’ rem@s at the different levels of narration.

The plot is precisely one of the elements of theh@@onovel most often described as
“formulaic”, together with characters, and so oriethee elements most susceptible of being
analysed and outlined intertextually. In contrabie inset narratives of the Countess of
Wolfenbach and Mother St. Magdalene find their nerfiees also within the novel itself, which
alters their interpretation significantly And thus, although we could consider the Courdest
the nun as figures that echo Matilda, the repetitlmat takes place is not a replication. Their
stories do not reproduce exactly Matilda’s, butldaionfigure hypothetical evolvements of the
protagonist’s tale: in the case of the Countes®Voffenbach, it presents what her life could
have been like if married to the man imposed onasea husband; in the case of Mother St.
Magdalene, it shows her the life she could haveakethe orphan who finally takes the veil and
grows reconciled with her misfortunes. We are l@ssly to read these parallel stories as

alternative denouements, however, due to the markedextual influence of other heroines

49 As we remarked in section 1.1., the analysis obmplex system is scale-dependent, which implies
unpredictable variations of interpretation at diffiet levels. In this study, this is particularly sten
analysing the parallels and divergences of thaestavithin the same novel instead of doing so betwe
various novels, as the amount of information thetpes meaning increases greatly when we take into
account intertextual rather than intratextual asgons.
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that act as referents for Matilda's story. As wdl whoroughly examine in the following

sections, it is practically impossible not to patdhe heroine’s marriage despite all obstacles.

But what brings these three stories together nmarsefully, that is to say, the feature
that is repeated most effectively in terms of rbeeation and creation of symmetry, is the
expression of feeling. Fits of passion and episafi@snotional intensity run through the framed
narratives of the novel providing spaces for eviooaand reiteration, and suggesting that the
unifying thread of the three storiessfeeling. The foundations of the referential natkvin the
stories are laid by the recital of the passionsttitee women are victims of, as well as the
paralysing horror and desperation they endure. fits¢ intimations of the Countess of
Wolfenbach’s and Mother St. Magdalene’s tragicafiss (which are then typically deferred to
a greater or lesser degree) introduce them as daartgpMatilda in their management of their
feelings. They advise the girl to trust in Providerand endure all trials, voicing the moral of
the novel (directed precisely at exercising contnadr unbridled passions, especially grief and
desperation), and then epitomising it, as withrts@ries they prove the wisdom of both their
words and their actions. Sympathy acts as a catalysermitting the first emotional affinity
that leads them to expound their exemplary conducich is supposed to transcend Matilda's
experience and produce a similar affinity with tleader that will improve its efficacy as a

didactic story.

The fact that Matilda encounters these two charswatéth parallel sufferings to hers
runs counter to the uniqueness assigned to hetisit since the iteration of feelings here leads
to universalisation with a didactic aim, reveal@mgecurrent tension between the extraordinary
and the typical that is to be found at the levdlglmracterization (as we saw in Part 1), the
protagonists’ actions (analysed in Part 3), and gbdrayal of feeling. In section 1.3. we

formulated this tension as by means of the oxymorerpression “conventional uniqueness”, a
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definition that encapsulates the whole set of paxas than can emerge from the opposition of
two discourses or systems of representation: ongldvadvocate the depiction of extreme
feeling, repetition and heightened effect, wheries other would favour probability for the
sake of didacticism, as the heroine’s experienc® ilonger an isolated case, but is analogous to
other women'’s. This would also serve, among othieigs, to prevent the interest of the readers
from waning, while keeping the events close enctagtheir real experience so as not to lose

their exemplary purport.

Extreme sensibility was as ubiquitous as it wasdeomed in the eighteenth century.
Mary Wollstonecraft fought incessantly against genchant for “over-exercised sensibility”,
claiming that “a distinction should be made betwaafltaming and strengthtening [the
passions]™®® She (and many feminist theorists after her) sasvténdency as a manifestation of
submissiveness. It seems clear that Matilda yigdgassion (understood as extreme feeling)
when she decides to leave the family in a fit affpund contempt for herself. The Count's
accusation that she meant, out of “romantic notiohe abandon [her] friends, to distress the
most affectionate hearts in the world, to give apiaty, and (...) bury [her]self in a convent”
(p.84), seems to imply that a more unemotionalti@aevould have been more appropriate, as
if judgement were, in this case, tantamount to rapathetic consideration of the distresses of
others. At the same time, it points to the clodatianship that existed between sympathy and
society, by presenting Matilda’s decision as aabycdisruptive action. On the other hand, it is
regarded as positive mainly for two reasons. Fafstall, she did not display “inflamed”
passions, but those that, in Wollstonecraft's wottsve been strengthened, in that they are
directed and become resolutions. In this light, tbeoine’s merit stems not so much from her
capacity to subdue her most powerful emotions, flarh her resolve to sublimate them by

redirecting their force to an eventually harmless @rtuous end. In addition to any conclusions

we may draw regarding the nature of Matilda’s ingesl or motivations, which we will tackle

0 Wollstonecraft:67.
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thoroughly in the following sections, we observaiagas we did at the end of 2.2., the fragility
of the line separating virtue and vice, in thatréhés a discourse in which passions are
inherently uncontrollable, and must therefore cethilance the more self-possessed behaviour
which is guided by reason. And even though Wollstwaft's distinction seems perfectly valid,
and accounts partly for the extolling of the heendetermination, there must have been an
inevitable contradiction when referring to passi@ss something positive or productive of
benefits. Clery illuminatingly argues that the tendy to define or classify the passions, as in
this case to discriminate between “strong” andléimfed” ones, obeyed to an impulse to control
what cannot be reigned over, to turn them into $bing either manageable or at least more
understandable, as if, when defined, the passionkl dinally be subjected to our reasoning

power>

The second reason why Matilda’s decision can beatooed as positive is the opinion,
shared by most of her acquaintance, that she ilsgaatcording to an extraordinary sense of
integrity behind her desire to be independent,sarelédrom which all selfishness is denied, and
which becomes the epitome of her generosity. Insygng this laudable goal, she hurts
everybody’s feelings, so that in order to agre¢ ties motives arise from “a superior greatness
of mind” and to consider her decision as virtuoaspite the pain she causes to others, Matilda
as well as the rest of the characters must be mrssof the existence of a common good: in
this case, the preservation of a conservative systerank and social reputation (viz. section
3.6.) It is on this assumption that the novel’s ahdnasis lies, a moral which rewards Matilda’'s
virtue because of the general benefit it will britagsociety beyond her limited social circle.
However, this moral precept must be suspended tertin degree to allow for sympathy
towards the Count, who fights against those comsieer values in favour of unequal marriage
and the passion of unconditional love. This giveslue to the criticism that would deem this

novel and other similar romances morally threatgmmtheir female readership (in spite of the

*L Clery 2000:15
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strong didacticism present in the novel), if wesidar that suspension of the moral principle to
be an indicator that even social conventions wateimmovable, and that even in a world
where Matilda’s position is repeatedly defended pralails in the end, the Count’s differing
views could find their way through a little creviogpened by feeling and sympathy. The
ambivalences surrounding Matilda’s decisions, haxeare far from being resolved, and so we

attempt an extensive inquiry into this topic in thowing sections.

Ixiv



Part 3: The heroine’s motivations and actions

3.1. “YOU ARE NO BASE UNWORTHY OFFSPRING”: INNATE QALITIES IN

MATILDA

The intricacies of family connections and title gmation can have sometimes very
ironic results: when she refuses to marry Weimaatildla is actually refusing to become the
Countess Berniti, though she is unaware, of cowfsber uncle’s aristocratic origin. The turns
of the plot will ensure that she later becomes ftaethe title that has always rightfully belonged
to her, this time legitimately. Matilda thus chosghe correct option even when she does not
know the full import of her decisions. There iséer certain perversion of the type found in
classical tragedy, which Clery sees as a spititagficomedy, its structure summarized as “[tlhe
structure of past crime discovered and set tosighthe narrative present”, which culminates in
an inescapable happy endiidedipus had to disrupt the order of Thebes toosiscwho had
murdered his father, and in so doing he was finl§jllhis own tragical destiny, even though he
ignored the consequences of his actions; simildtitilda does not know that the decisions she
makes lead to her happiness, and so in disruptiegtder of her social circle to find out the
truth about her birth she fulfills her—happy, asauld not be otherwise—destiny. The feeling
that the plot is constructed by joining severatpgethat must (and do) fit together in the end to
yield a happy ending owes much to the classicdittom, but also to a high level of abstraction

that Max Luthi described to account for what heiglested “universal interconnection” in the

*2 Clery 2000:60-1.
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folktale. This was a feature closely connected teralency to “isolate”, that is, to abstract a
character to endow it with “unnatural clarity”, aopess cognate with the attribution of
uniqueness we have examined in previous sectioosording to Luthi, “the entire abstract

style of the folktale (...) isolates things in a wiagpt would be inconceivable in a realistic story.
However, this very isolation makes possible th&drdéss, elegant interplay of all its characters
and adventures with which the folktale delightsamsl which is as fully a part of its abstract

style as is the tendency toward isolatiéh”.

The study of Matilda’s characterization, therefarannot be complete until we explore
the perplexing nature of her motivations and asti@md the way in which she seems to find the
path to happiness, further elements of her compésence. In this section we will be concerned
mainly with those traits of her character that griver closer to the fairytale heroine, to unveil
how its “abstract” characterization can explain pnecision and predictability of her destiny. In
addition to Max Lithi's fundamental analysis of tkeyle of the European folktalélhe
European Folktale: Form and Natu(&948), which we have quoted above, we will berreig
to Vladimir Propp’s formalist studilorphology of the Folktalé1928), in which he proposed a
structural pattern for the plot of the Russianyiaile. It basically consisted in a system of thirty
one actions or events in the tale, identified wheek and Roman letters, that he termed
functions These were formulated in fairly abstract termy] asually presented a number of
more concrete formulations, also codified and nuetbeThis means that, when a tale features a
villain kidnapping a girl, for instance, the furati would be identified as the more abstract A
(Villainy), which in the said tale takes the form (Kidnapping of a person). Thus, the model
predicts that these functions (often in the incideishape of their different subtypes) will
appear in any given tale forming sequences, inrtaioeorder, the alphabetical code giving the
resulting pattern the appearance of a formula. gPsoppproach provided the ground for a

“grammar” of narrative, constructed along the sgntatic axis of the plot, and the paradigmatic

°3 Liithi, 1948 (1987):52.
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combination of the functions, however restricteddogier and required elements, considering
that some of the functions are indispensable toyetade. The fairytale obtained is different
each time but with a structural relationship witte toasic pattern, establishing action as the
structure-forming element of the genre. The releeato our study lies in the centrality
attributed to action against motivation, as therati®rs are defined according to the spheres of
action that correspond to their stereotyped rdiested to sevendramatis personaevery
abstract categories such as “donor”, “hero”, “wifeor “helper”)**. The discourse that we have
called “deterministic” points precisely to this &lastion of character that divests the heroine’s
actions of any motivations arising from her resolutand will. In this section we seek to

present how this discourse is constructed.

From her encounter with the peasants Jaquelinelaseph on her escape to Zurich to
her final acquaintance with the family of her matireNice, humble servants and members of
the nobility alike are subdued by “the charming iMaf. She is a character designed to
“engage the affections of all”, and the feelingattimost of the characters in the novel entertain
towards her are not only of love, but also of adtmn. After her refusal to marry the Count de
Bouville on the grounds that such a marriage waddlegrading to him, which represents her
climactic exertion of self-denial, the Marquis eagses his opinion of her decision in these
words: “it would have given me pain, had she ad#gerwise. | applaud, | admire, | love her
more than ever” (p.85). Sympathy working at diffégréevels, this exclamation should also
appeal to the reader, a man or woman “of sengihilio excite the same feelings of admiration
and probably even of affection. In a statement tloald be directed to the readers themselves,
Lord Delby points out: “I adore your sensibility,adam, (...) in my opinion, whoever loves
Miss Matilda does honor to their own heart” (p.88atilda’s capacity to continue undaunted

by her misadventures is set forth as an exampléheoreader, despite the claim that her

** The possibilities for combination are also quitemerous here, given that some rolesdcamatis
personaecan undertake a typical number of functions, whiompose &phere of actionwhile others
can undertake several spheres of action and bedomiastance, a donor-helper or a donor-villain.

Ixvii



extraordinary circumstances and virtues questionvadidity as a model, a point we have

extensively discussed in section 2.1.

As we have analysed in section 1.3., Matilda’'srareordinary tribulations, but neither
is she an ordinary young girl. The descriptionghaf protagonist as an innately virtuous and
extremely innocent being depict a stereotyped herout of a fairy tale rather than what the
readers could identify as an exemplary woman. H&oms and her words are nearly always
interpretable as manifestations of courage, seffifize, generosity or modestymaking of her
character a vessel of virtue. She is often predeatethe embodiment of a quality, a type
character, said to be “truth and virtue itself’4@)., and “truth and goodness itself’ (p.87). These
are the first hints to a language that we have eédras the “discourse of determinism” in the
novel, which also establishes that Matilda is evelbwith such qualities from her birth: “born
with sentiments of virtue” and endowed with a “matwnderstanding” that “pointed out the
right path to happiness” (p.13); she is said toeHawany natural if not acquired graces” (p.37),
and Matilda justifies her repulsion for her uncledxpressing her belief in an innate sense of
morality: “although | had never received any patte lessons on delicacy or modesty, yet
there is that innate virtuous principle within thgt shrinks involuntarily from any thing tending
to violate that sense of decency we are all, ieveli born with” (p.8). In this claim of an “innate
virtuous principle” she finds the reason why sheuld not account for the increasing coldness
of [her] behaviour” to her uncle (p.7), o why shiegulsed his caresses involuntarily” (p.7): she
was not consciously rejecting an objectionablertib&erself, but an inborn sense of modesty
was moving her to act in such a way. We can theszefmticipate her future behaviour to a
certain extent, as we have perceived an ingrairedesof propriety in her that will guide her

through life. As for the mystery of her birth (sdinieg she places at the very heart of her

> We can only find one exception: the special caeeputs in her dress the second time she is to timeet
Count de Bouville. This instance of vanity seembdoexempt of fault by the fact that it is “thesfitime

in her life” that she is concerned about her apgea®, and she does it “unconscious of her motives”
(p.38). Her conscious motivation is to please thardlioness, a far more honourable purpose than to
show off in front of a man. It would be an interegtstudy to determine if this unconsciousnesshef t
object of vanity is in fact an excuse for this sta her otherwise immaculate virtue.
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identity, as we will later see), the outcome caodle anticipated by suggestions of inherited

nobility.

The aristocratic descent of Matilda is not presgi® a characteristic that she acquires,
but as a quality inherent to her, perceptible thhober behaviour, implying that, like in a fairy
tale, the true nature of the heroine, despite behrguded in mystery for a long time, will be
revealed at the enfl.In the words of the Marquis, both her behavioud drer physical
appearance betray her noble origin: “I have lititubt but her birth is noble; her person, her
figure, the extraordinary natural understanding pb&sesses confirms my opinion that so many
graces seldom belong to a mean birth or dishor@mstexions” (p.49). This view is briefly
challenged by the Marchioness, who defends thatifaxe seen and heard of many instances
where a noble soul has been inclosed within a vuigdy” (p.49), but she readily agrees with
the Count de Bouville when he excludes Matilda fitbiese exceptional cases: “but there are so
many natural graces in this lady, that | think wiitle Marquis, they never could spring from a
mean or improper connexion” (p.49). There are “ratusignals, therefore, that mark Matilda
as a noble creature, since her “virtues (...) arediry ones” (p.83). Matilda herself endorses

this view, claiming that she has “a pre-sentimestite[is] no base-born unworthy offspring”

(p.57).

Armed with these inbred graces and notions of gjrtil would seem that Matilda
confronts adversity in a very advantageous positsimce she only needs to let her “natural
understanding” point out “the right path to hapgsie as the Countess of Wolfenbach puts it.
Matilda must note, however, that once the patindécated she must follow it (we will discuss
this necessity later). Considering the discoursedeterminism, however, failing seems

improbable. Her natural predisposition to goodnegsies that she would have to contradict

%6 Luithi, op.cit:72.
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her own nature in order to follow the wrong paththe Countess’ advice, the role of learning,
of education, is reduced to a blind adherence toimmeate principles: “judge always for
yourself, and never be guided by the opinions ofkweinds”, she adds (p.13). The heroine
appears in this light as a figure whose only roléhie story is to be herself as the plot unfolds—
a trait of the folktale character signalled by Lil{tbp.cit:72). Her decision to leave the familiar
home to escape from dishonour is, in the Countéds®/, the path that “natural understanding”
pointed out for her, reducing Matilda’s accountépifor it to a minimum; she simply fulfills
the role of heroine, and in escaping she perforenditst function as such: leaving to start her

adventure’

The description of Matilda as an inherently virtsoand noble individual thus
contributes to perceiving her as a fantastic creatufairy tale heroine, which other traits of her
character help to construct, as we saw in secti8nhkr extreme beauty, her ability to subdue
the worthy and excite the envy of the vulgar, eten orphaned condition configure for the
reader a frame of reference to the fairy tale eelab a fixed course of events that can be
anticipated by the reader that recognises theeeéer® It would even be possible to study the
novel on the basis of the similarities, deviati@mssubversions of the fairy tale structure and
characterization, although it would demand a mboedugh analysis that cannot be undertaken
in this introduction. Therefore, we are simply ddesing these references to the fairy tale to be
a part of what we have termed as the “determimd&tourse of the novel, which presents the
heroine merely in the form of a figure driven by hestinctual principles towards a preordained

destiny, neutralizing the function of human willfavour of the command of Divine Will.

" One of the Proppian functions is the departureneftiero (heroine in this case), which signalsoas f
Matilda, the beginning of the hero’s adventure.hArbugh study of the application of Propp’s moael t
this novel would serve to determine the extent hictv Matilda is assimilated to a folktale hero.

%8 Thus, the reader that recognised traits of thgttde heroine in Matilda would be able to anti¢&éor
instance, marriage (Propp’s function W) as a veoppble denouement of the novel.
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3.2. “PROVIDENCE INTERVENED”: THE SUPREMACY OF DIWE WILL

“Behold the hand of Providence in every event” 241 With this exhortation, the
reader is invited to consider the predestinatiothin lives of the characters of the novel. Far
from being an isolated allusion, it is part of asigtent Christian discourse that emphasizes the
reality of Divine intervention, promises consolatim resignation and endurance, and, as we

will see, establishes a due punishment or rewgpermting on our moral stance.

“Do not despair” seems to be one of the principihes Matilda is told to observe. She is
exhorted to “trust in Providence” (p.76), and neteedoubt that “Providence will provide for
you” (p.98). In statements like these lies a faithihe existence of Divine intervention, which
the references to Providence at the end of thelmalleconfirm: behind every incident lies a
divine design. “Providence preserved [her]” (p.1itBher childhood from the evil intentions of
her uncle, and from her escape to her final reuniith her friends, she is encouraged to
perceive the role of Providence “in every event’l@4): “had not all these singular events
happened, through Divine permission, you mighthis hour, have been ignorant of your birth”
(p.124). Hers is a life devoid of chance, wherergwgaffering is finally endowed with meaning
in its belonging to a divine plan. As an infalligeotector of the virtuous, “Providence has now
brought you out of all your troubles” (p.128), ralieg the task of the Marquis and Marchioness
to be a mere vicarious protection, since Matildas‘been committed to [their] care by the hand

of Providence” (p.47).

But if trusting in Providence is an expression of dopes of a better future, it also
involves the acceptance of present miseries. “[¥§aain its own good time, will send you

relief” (p.49); “Providence never forsakes the winis, but in its own good time will relieve us
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from every difficulty” (p.10). “In its own good tief implies that, for the time being, suffering
is our lot. Free will is then deprived of powena human will must accommodate itself to the
Divine decree. The female characters (it is neaflyays women) must try to reconcile
themselves with their situation. When the heroirenfionts one of her most difficult
circumstances, oppressed by obligations and arrnmsintable loathing for her uncle, she
reduces her choice to only two options: “theredsaiternative but Mr.Weimar or a convent”
(p.53)?° Once the convent is revealed to be the only plessidution to her dilemma, she learns
to be resigned to it, finding in it at least théisfaction of abiding by the divine will. It is “th
lowly path Providence seems to have pointed outh&r (p.83). This is the posture adopted by
Matilda when confronting another difficulty with me limited possibilities of action: when
Victoria is kidnapped by the Count during her stayhe castle, Matilda acknowledges that the
only alternative for her is resignation and accegteof the ways of Providence:

After giving free vent to her tears, she endeawbure compose her mind, by

addressing the Almighty Power to protect her.

Sweet are the consolations which religion affortfs!all our difficulties and
distresses, when supplicating the Supreme Beinly fervor and a perfect reliance
on his goodness, we feel a resignation and cordietihat enable us to support
present evils, and look forward with hope of happiays. Such were the feelings
of Matilda: she rose from her knees with serenitye recovered resolution and
firmness; “I will not despair, (said she) the Alrig will preserve a friendless
orphan, unconscious of guilt, that relies on histgetion.” She dried up her tears,
and met the family as usual. (p.18)

Endurance can simply be a consolation, a way ofmfmmsing the mind”, but it is also
an example of virtue. The passivity of acceptareepnes pious abnegation, and recounted in

the heroine’s own words in the final paragraphhef movel, it is supposed to be retained as the

% This alternative is what Robert Miles has termbd tRadcliffe choice”, due to its recurrence in
Radcliffe’'s novels. It presents a crisis for thenfde protagonist, which is usually “couched as eptie
uncongenial offer of marriage the subject is unableefuse. Often the Hobson’s choice offered is
between the veil and marriage to a misogynistiopetomes murderous, surrogate of the father” (Miles
2002:126), a crisis that for Miles illustrates tferoine’s incapacity to “enter the world”. Howevarthird
option is presented for Matilda in her six monttieferral with the Marquis and Marchioness, and when
she finally decides to take refuge in a convert to prevent her protectors from suffering pulsimame.
We will discuss the implications of this decisiactually a deviation from Miles’ model, in secti8r6.
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most important lesson that Matilda learns from heissitudes: “[flrom you, (said she), |
learned resignation, and a dependence on the Béingever forsakes the virtuous; from you |
learned never to despair” (p.138). It belongs Wir@ous heart, then, to believe and yield to the
decrees of Providence. In return, the shield ofgmton from above safeguards those who are
worthy of it. Providence “never forsakes the vidgbd (pp.10, 138): beside the infallibility of
divine protection implied in this “never”, a requés virtuous character is also established in
order to deserve such care, and so for those wbasehthe path of evil, divine protection turns
into due punishment. The Count of Wolfenbach adthis Providence “counteracts the designs
of wicked men, and turns those very measures we ttalsecure ourselves to our destruction”
(p.102)%° It is not without effort, then, that Matilda whle protected from every evil, and she is
aware of these terms: “heaven will preserve miepdrsevere in virtue and integrity” (p.27), she
claims, conscious that “if we perform our dutiewaods God and man, Providence will always
preserve us from evil” (p.10). In this preconditities the responsibility that Matilda has in
order to determine her destiny, and it is here tihatdiscourse of free will leaks in. Taking up
the Countess’ words again, “natural understandoigted out the right path to happiness”, but
Matilda will have to “pursue it through life”(p.13Yhe opposing discourse will suggest that
pursuing this path does not merely amount to thertefss task of following her virtuous
nature. On the contrary, it presents it as wilfatidion, as choosing the correct way at the
various crossroads that she will encounter througher life, an interpretation derived from the

expression of hesitation, sacrifice, and self-dehi we now proceed to examine.

% The punishment that Weimar and the Count of Waléeh suffer at the end, however, does not seem
to be eternal condemnation. In contrast to otherdemned villains, like Ambrosio ifhe Monkor
Victoria in Zofloya, or The Moqrtheir consummated murders are secrets of the galgtknown through

an extensive confession (except for the death efsérvant Margarite), and all their attempts td kil
during the time of the main narrative fail (one lreg purpose of this could be to stress the intetioa

of Providence in thwarting their schemes and ptotgaheir victims). But it would seem that the mos
significant element that procures a relatively géalcend to Weimar and the Count of Wolfenbach is
their final repentance. The benevolence of thedtivis in conferring instant forgiveness would then
mirror God’s mercy, although it does not prevernthfrom suffering the pangs of guilt.
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3.3. “I LEARNED RESIGNATION”: NATURE AND NURTURE INTHE NOVEL

As we have seen in the preceding sections, Matg&tarely on divine protection on
condition that she keeps on the path of righteasnbut the language that establishes her
innate virtue and the presence of predestinatidieiriife makes of this condition an unnecesary
one: she can do nothing but follow the life trapegtdesigned for her. Beside this discourse,
present for millennia in folklore and religion, teds a more recent one, a discourse that brings
to light the weight of education against nature, plossibility of choice, and therefore, the role
of free will as a determining factor in our destidyjthough this second discourse appears to be
predominant in the novel, we cannot argue thatavgils over the discourse of determinism. In
the following sections we will try to explore hoeghoing the philosophical discrepancy of the
18" century concerning this subject, the novel seembuild a compromise, albeit a very

unstable one, between the two discourses.

Matilda's letter to Mother Magdalene, which we b&ayartially quoted above,
constitutes the final paragraph of the novel. Itphasizes that the heroine has learned
something from her (in this case, how to trustiovitlence and endure pain), and we often find
scenes of counseling and instruction (somethinggbems reasonable if we consider that other
characters usually refer to her as a “girl”, andrfmst of the time in the novel she must be only
16). In his bookEssay concerning Human Understandifi$90), John Locke expounded his
concept of the tabula rasd, an untouched ground on which no ideas are impthrefore
birth. This theory encouraged the publication afatises on education foregrounding the
importance of example and indoctrination. Lockea®sws did not deny that some truths were
indeed known to man, but simply stated that theseved¢tained through experience, so that such
moral concepts as virtue and vice were sufficienitglerstood, but not etched in our minds

from birth. The juxtaposition of these ideas nextite discourse of innate qualities illustrates
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the ambivalent language that the novel presenthisrexcerpt of a conversation with Victoria,
Matilda's views are immediately counterbalanced\hbgtoria’s assertion of the girl’s natural

attributes:

“I shall think myself particularly fortunate if yowill condescend to instruct me,
for it is with shame | confess, more attention Haeen paid to external
accomplishments than to the cultivation of my miodany information respecting
those principles of virtue a young woman oughtyetrlbe acquainted with.” “You

are truly good and amiable, (said the lady;) boith wentiments of virtue, and
natural understanding pointed out the right patthappiness, pursue it through
life” (p.13)

None of the main characters of the novel app@aasitocate for either of the two views
one-sidedly, but reveal the same conflicting natime have just seen in the dialogue. Matilda
herself had claimed that she had repulsed her 'sniée@d books out of an “innate virtuous
principle” (p.8), whereas Victoria, after expreggimer ideas of inborn “sentiments of virtue”,
advises Matilda about the decisions she has to mdke (while Matilda’s innate virtue would
make these pieces of advice unnecessary), anfigadtier authority by claiming that she is
“qualified to speak from very painful lessons” @.1Mr. Weimar alleges to be Matilda's main
instructor in her childhood by stating that he “magplaud her adherence to those ideas of
virtue and propriety [he] had always inculcatedh@r mind” (p.44). In contrast to this, Matilda
explains that “confined as [her] knowledge of mawkivas, nature and decency had taught
[her] the impropriety of such behaviour” (p.46).tiAdugh this sentence alone does not clarify
whether decency is an acquired virtue or not, ‘cad” implies that this knowledge was at
least not acquired from social intercoutst.is significant that the behaviour Matilda alesito

is her uncle’s, which could imply that, despite l@ssons on decency, his negative example

®1 “Confined” here can refer metonimically to the smr whose knowledge is limited, that is, Matilda
herself. Her words imply that her understandingafial conventions could be constrained, and tbezef
this intellectual confinement is connected with gibgl confinement as well (“knowledge of mankind”
standing for “worldly” knowledge, of the kind the&n only be gained by socialising).
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prevails upon them, so that Matilda has to resotdr nature to detect the immorality of his

actions.

Mr.Weimar’s confession of his crimes also showatradictory statement on the role
of parental education, since he himself describesbbyhood as afflicted with an “early
propensity to wickedness” (p.111), and blames hiems for having “neglected to eradicate
those seeds of vice in my nature” (p.111). Theamotihat parents are responsible for the
elimination of native vices in their children appedn several other Gothic nov&sand it
seems related to an identification of nature wilsgilons and nurture with the cultivation of
reason. The reference, then, would be familiaremders, who may have also been able to
perceive the resonances of an ingrained Christiantride that stains every human being with
the impurity of the original sin before their birfhhe “cleansing” duty of the parents, however,
vindicates human perfectibility, or rather perméhisince the opposite (the corruption of the
mind by a parental figure) is also possible. Weimansuing lesson to parents, embedded in his
narrative as a moral to readers, maintains thatighéies, visibly bestowed on one child, whilst
others are neglected, (...) creates [sic] every wbéch envy and malice can give birth to”

(p.111).

The impossibility to resolve the ambivalence of tlevel's language on the subject of
Nature/Nurture may be an indication of the comgieaf the Gothic genre itself. One discourse
seems committed to the ideas on education ciraglati the 18 century, and in its reflection of
the didactic issues (and social conventions, asvildater examine) of the time, it brings the
novel close to a novel of manners. A heroine tvalves and gains knowledge is perceived
through this language, presenting signs ofBb@ungsromanThe opposite discourse, however,

seems bound by the influence of folklore in thergeand retains those traits of the characters

%2 Charlotte Dacre’€ofloya, or The Moomakes of this assumption a recurrent theme.
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that we have previously analysed, including therinipof innate, unalterable attributes in the
characters. Whereas the former, in its defenceuofidm perfectibility, offers a progressive,
historicist view of the story, the latter speaksaof affirmation of a nobility of mind that was
already present but hidden, intimating a returrotder that presupposes a cyclic pattern of

events.
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3.4. “IT WAS MY OWN VOLUNTARY CHOICE”: THE DISCOURE& OF FREE

WILL

An important part of Matilda’s education, a lessamich will be reiterated throughout
the novel, is the necessity to guard herself frone ‘officious” (p.90), from flattery and false
attentions. In a world where the correspondencedsat a noble deportment and a noble soul is
destabilized, some people may indeed use “delusbrapliments” (p.40) to betray others.
Placed in opposition to those characters, Matildaira appears to be an exception, and
embodies the traditional assumption that a “colartea is a letter of recommendation” (p.6).
Her “ingenous [sic] countenance speaks a hearthvhéver knew deception” (p.42), so that
among her motivations to act, we can dismiss amntian to deceive others. Quite the contrary,
one of the reasons that prompt her to go into aenis her oversensibility, which we have
discussed in section 2.1. above, which producéeirnthe feeling that she is pretending to be
somebody else in being treated like the Marquisigider: “why assume a character and
appearance | have no pretensions to?” (p.82), ctefl®atilda, to whom no favours and
attentions bestowed by the Marquis and Marchiomelselevate her from her condition of
“friendless orphan”. When she arrives in Paris ngjirgg the more Gothic scenario of the Castle
for an eighteenth-century-like capital city, the ietdoness compels her to pass herself off as
her little sister, an act that represents her fastial lie. However, she feels this imposed
personality is not her true self: “Ah! thought slifethe Count if Mademoiselle De Bouville
knew me, for what | am, a poor dependant, withaahtls or family” (p.45). For the Count, this
modesty and her natural manner are more valuahie @il the “gay females of fashion” he
encounters in Bath, the centre of amusement awnalifyi: “Ah! thought he, where is the modest
retiring sweetness of Matilda? Where those unaffkatharms—those natural graces of her
deportment?” (p.119). Matilda’s modesty is genumeuality that distinguishes her from other

women that, falling victims of fashion and an impdsole of social adornments and husband-
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seekers, affect a modesty that is in fact parthef game of seductidd.But Matilda is not
moved by an urge to find a husband. Mr Weimar'erafits to convince her to marry him
appealing to her desperate situation (“in France gould not hope or expect any proper
establishment”) did not cause the effect he desard Matilda vehemently refuses to renounce
her independence or to give herself up to a husbanmever will owe the obligation to any
man, nor have the chance of being upbraided, thatdng to nobody” (p.52), giving voice to
Mary Wollstonecraft's desire for women: “I do notsiw them to have power over men; but over

themselves®

It is power over herself indeed that Matilda sedambe striving for throughout her
adventure. Constrained by the intrigues of a tyi@iuncle, and the victim of continual turns
of fate, she expresses the desire of freeing Hdreeh her circumstances and being in control
of her destiny. Mother Magdalene exposes her tathinission to parental rule, a situation that
deprives her of the power to act for herself: “y@ve no right to dispose of your future destiny,
whilst there is the least probable chance you mayeglaimed” (p.100). In trying to prevent
Matilda from taking the veil, and giving her somepk of finding her real family, Mother
Magdalene appeals to social and familiar tradifiggra@cepts that Matilda seems to assume,
promising to come back “if my wishes are gratifiatdd | have ever any power over my own
actions” (p.108). When she finally finds her motheer power to accept the Count’s proposal is
totally subdued by her duty as a daughter: “no édongistress of my own destiny, she must
determine for me” (p.133), she replies. But shals® aware of the limitations of this rule, and
is jealous of her freedom. Consequently, when Wetalges her by force from the convent, she
protests claiming that “since | am not your niegsy have no legal authority over me” (p.108).
Probably due to the injustice that she perceivdgsrabuse of power, she makes at this moment

her most ardent defence of her liberty: “this yoayrbe assured, no force shall prevail upon me

83 Mary Wollstonecraft complained of this “object#iion” of women in her booR Vindication of the
Rights of Womali{L792).
% Mary WollstonecraftA Vindication of the Rights of Wom&2004:70).
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to act contrary to my own inclinations and judgnidpt108), she exclaims, and when pressed
further towards marrying him, she is ready to eisertier freedom by taking her life, her death
being at that moment the only thing on which she still choose, thus rejecting a life of

illegitimate submission.

Matilda asserts her capacity of choice in situaiomhere choice is practically
impossible. As we mentioned above, her final deaisif retiring into a convent is prompted by
the necessity of assuming the place in society shat believes truly corresponds to her,
although she will later insist that “it was [herjvio voluntary choice” (p.108). According to
Matilda, a sense of “the duty [she] owe[s] hers@if84) and peremptory circumstance demand
of her that she leave her friends and reject then€Ce proposal, and therefore what is termed
several times her own “resolution” is at the saimetinstigated by a dutifulness that seems to
impose itself over her wishes. Being a virtuous woirhowever, her reason will not oppose it:
“ The resolution | have formed is such as my reagmproves, and my particular circumstances
call upon me to adopt” (p.84). The decision thatyddictates, therefore, is immediately
sanctioned by her reason, suggesting that Matd#ast no precipitate decisions, but tries to

observe every limitation, disregarding no rules.

The existence of alternatives for Matilda, therefarhallenges the image of a heroine
swept away towards her destiny. There are momérisarete decisions which build a tension
between the force of circumstances and a perstioide: traits of her character, related to her
virtuous disposition, are depicted both as exemplaotivations and as insurmountable
difficulties for the fulfilment of her desires. Thaefinition of her motives as “a dignity of
sentiment” (p.80), “nobleness”(p.136), or “a raaige of principles” (p.79), terms that, with
slight variations, will be reiterated throughoue thovel, emphasizes that Matilda is making the

right decision, but these noble motives also represbstacles to the Count’s and her own
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happiness. The Count claims that “her dignity exftBnent, her true greatness of mind are the
bars to my happiness” (p.106), and insists: “[verly virtues preclude my happiness” (p.119),
while in the words of the Marquis, Matilda’s deoiss represent “sacrifices (...) made to honor
and principle” (p.85), and are defined in sevematances as the expression of her “self-denial”.
These words imply the negation of something whiehmiore desirable in favour of what is
morally correct, and in this light they can be véglboth as an external authority that opposes
her desires, and as an internal obstacle: whaisshigserving, after all, are her moral principles
sanctioned by her own reason, not trying to avoidublic judgement, but “self-reproach”,
conscious that “reason can subdue every afflidiiarwhat arises from a condemnation within”
(p.95). In the following sections we will see hdvisttension between inner and outer motives is
strengthened by the identification of Matilda's serof duty and social conventions. The
consequence for her autonomy to decide, howevstillishe same: even if choice is available
to her, Matilda cannot act unless according to whathe novel is described as virtuous
principles, and with that restriction her posstldk for choice are considerably reduced. Free
will appears to be a right which Matilda is dessdo enjoy, but she is also ready to observe

every limitation to it.

Ixxxi



3.5. “ AM UNDER A STATE OF OBLIGATION": THE BOUNDAMRIES

OF FREE WILL

In the previous section we have seen that Matilt@sdom to make a decision
is thwarted by forces beyond her control: oppreskgdthe weight of “duty” or
“obligation”, her motives seem to be imposed fromthaut. The idea that her opposing
motivations (desires/exercise of virtue, passi@som) are equally sprung from the
heroine’s mind might be more logical to a readenifarised with the concept of the
unconscious, or of internal struggles within a déd mind. We believe, however, that
in Gothic fiction there is a marked tension betwaetiscourse of free will that assigns
the self the power to decide, and a discoursesibeits to “externalise” either of those
antagonistic impulses, passion or reason. In tisevie tend to perceive conflicts taking
place inside the ponderer’s mind, in the secondibiegty to act is curtailed by forces
beyond the heroine’s control. This externalisingdiency of language can be traced
back at least to the folktale tradition. Accorditay Lithi, “[w]herever possible, the
folktale expresses internal feelings through extkeavents, psychological motivations
through external impulse$®.In short, this externalisation is merely an exgi@s of the
discourse of determinism that we have analysedegloasmuch as it presents choices

as imposed upon the protagonist.

From the beginning of the novel, Matilda expressgsofound awareness of her
position as a destitute being, which, combined vign character, in her own words
“naturally affectionate and grateful” (p.7), makhbsr particularly sensitive to the

protection of others, to favours conferred on Ifdne tends to overemphasize their

%5 Lithi, op.cit:15.
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import, and thus she speaks of “unbounded obligatiowed to Mr.Weimar (p.48), and
the feeling of what she owes to her benefactorsoiscute that to the Marquis and
Marchioness she claims to have “a thousand obtigati (p.28), amounting already to
owing her life: “my whole life is and must be atstaf obligation” (p.25). The same
measure she employs to consider what she ougletuonrto Mr.Weimar in exchange
for her upbringing when he proposes to her: “I hageight to refuse, nor any way of
discharging the obligations | owe you for the cafeny early life, but by the sacrifice
of the maturer part of it” (p.52). These obligasofoppress” (p.26) and “crush” her
(p.56), “burden her feelings” (p.74), and ultimgtaffect her power of decision: “I do
not think myself at liberty absolutely to refusg@’.%2), she exclaims, conscious that her
position makes it impossible to return any favoti@h! That | had died, (cried Matilda,
in an agony) rather than to live and be thus ugledafor favors [sic] | never can return”
(p.57). The capacity to return what she owes ish@arestimated in social status: while
she is destitute, she will be unable to return tasgroperly, but she cherishes the hope
of climbing up the social scale and requiting whla¢ owes: “I have a pre-sentiment |
am no base-born unworthy offspring ; one day, ISmay yet have the power to prove
my sense of the obligations you reproach me with, iawill be the happiest moment of

my life” (p.57)%°

The concept of social rank thus enters the piabfire question that in principle

seemed to be strictly moral. Not believing the Gess’ assertion that she is repaying

% Yet it corresponds to a noble mind to confer fasowithout expecting anything in return.
Both the Countess and the Marchioness express dkieision to a heightened sense of obligation, and
feel contented with the satisfaction of Matildae“bssured your acceptance of my little assistamee i
sufficient return for what you consider as an adiiign” (p.12), “let the words favor [sic] and oldigpn
be blotted from your vocabulary” (p.28), etc. A pgmraph of moralistic tone establishes their humble
behaviour as the appropriate one: “This is trueehelence; ‘tis the mode of confering [sic] favotinat
either obliges or wounds a feeling heart. Many pe@pe generous, but they forget how painful itois
ask favors, and think it quite sufficient if theiveg, let the manner of giving be ever so ungragiaunsl
their superiority ever so ostentatiously display€p.54)
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her favours by merely accepting them, Matilda whotsa future of social prosperity to
return them. In order to achieve that position, éesy, she rejects an advantageous
marriage, first with Mr.Weimar and later with theo@t, on the grounds that such
marriages would be degrading to them. The decisioentering a convent, in fact,
appears as a last resort in situations where hgraatance would be degrading to those
around her. In the case of Mr.Weimar, she is forocgeder sense of obligation not to
stay with the Marquis’ family without Weimar’s peisaion, but she is also unable to
marry a man whom she would degrade due to hersst@ihe basis for this reasoning,
which is also behind her refusal of the Count’snffs two-pronged: on the one hand,
Matilda is observing social conventions in condmigrherself a low connection to
Weimar and the Count, and in that respect her ecis an example of self-sacrifice.
She preserves the other person’s reputation bgirgfuhe means of achieving what she
so much desires: the opportunity of obtaining ahérgrank (with the purpose of
returning the favours she owes), and a family. @ dther hand, that somebody of a
higher social position consented to marry her woomean a downgrading of such
magnitude that it would force her to give up herolehliberty in favour of her
benefactor: “if you can stoop to degrade yoursgifabconnexion with a friendless
deserted orphan, | never will owe the obligationatty man, nor have the chance of
being upbraided, that | belong to nobody” (p.52)atildla, as we have seen in the
previous section, is jealous of her free will, goréfers to be deprived of physical

freedom rather than binding her liberty to furtiten demanding obligations.
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3.6.“THE PRIDE OF BIRTH”: MATILDA’S SOCIAL VALUES AND
EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY ACCOUNTS OF THE SELF

The class consciousness that moves Matilda toedheskindness of her friends
and the prospects of a convenient marriage is #isoobject of very ambivalent
language, in being alternatively depicted as a dhbiel principle or as a prejudice.
Matilda’s motives, as we saw previously, are defirses “a rectitude of principles”
(p.79), “nobleness”, “a sense of rectitude, andotinkess of sentiment” (p.80),
“nobleness of mind” (p.136), and such expressiossdenote her virtue and self-
sacrifice. In the words of Matilda, this is termeer “duty to [her]self” (pp. 79, 84). But
although her friends agree with her and praisesbfrdenial, the Count dismisses her
reasons as “romantic notions” (p.84), and those piaise Matilda’s respect for social
rules also applaud the Count’s wish to overstepntaties of class in proposing to
Matilda despite her rank. In their unresolved juégiof those “bars” (p.85) to their
connection, they lament the lovers’ difficultiesget married, labeling them as “unjust

(...) prejudices” (p.84), yet they believe them uridable.

For Matilda, the decision as to whom to marry cibmiss at the same time an assertion
of her social and her personal self. No mid-posiseems to be appropriate for her; the six-
month delay under the protection of her French farbeing useless to solve any of her
problems regarding her identity or her freedom égide about her future marriages, and the
awkwardness she feels for receiving a competemee fine family without being a relative, are
reasons powerful enough to prefer risking losingahnection with the people she loves. This
choice constitutes a variation on Miles’s “Radéliffhoice” insofar as a lot of the action takes
place during that impasse, but Matilda’s positidfeds from the Radcliffean dichotomy, which
radicalizes the heroine’s choice, and deprivesohéberty either way. Matilda, on the contrary,
is somehow free during those six months of limawdstence between infantine dependence and
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sacrifice to God'’s service, both often interpresschegations of femininity. Matilda’s freedom,
and so her feminine condition, are thus only realin the liminal space between objective and

subjective submission.

However, the threshold must be crossed if an ouwgdhappiness or misery in
extreme” (p.132), is wanted. As we hinted abovetilsliEs resolution is an obstacle for
her and the Count’s desires. Matilda’s duties avuas prejudices are identified in this
representation as obstacles to happiness. Thu€diet asserts that “[her] very virtues
preclude [his] happiness” (p.119), but he also mest “her birth” (p.73), his own
“birth and fortune” (p.80), “prejudices” stemmingpi “her want of birth” (p.85), and
“the pride of birth” (p.88), as the impediments.iSimplies that Matilda’s sacrifices,
“made to honor [sic] and principle” (p.85), arecateade to social codes of conduct. To
what extent, then, can we assert that Matilda l&lsing her own desires to a collective
good? If it is true that both Matilda and the Cowehounce marriage in order to
preserve each other’s personal reputation (a fae moble motivation than preserving
one’s own, which would be a truly private interdsif then again, their ultimate virtue
is self-denial), we can also point out that in sang they observe values which preserve

a certain social order, and which thwart individfraé will.

The two resulting models of the self, one that pessprivate benefit and one
whose inherent virtue is in accordance with sotiatmony, transpire through the
language that we have analysed, and their opposgisummed up in one of the Count
and the Marquis’ discussions, coloured with a tiefidEnglish-French enmity, which

would be worthy of study in itself in a longer peeaf criticism:
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“Ah! my dear Marquis, (cried the Count) say no morow happy are

Englishmen! Free from all those false prejudickeytcan confer honor [sic]
on whom they please, and the want of noble birthoislegradation where
merit and character deserve esteem; but we areidgtims to false notions,

and from thence originates all that levity and vimewhich we are censured
by other nations.” He walked away with a melanchaily the Marquis felt

for him, but national honor [sic] was in his opinief more consequence
than the gratification of a private individual, haeat soever the merit of
the object. (p.74)

The Marquis, who agrees with Matilda’s decisiomdicates the concept of a
social man, one that, with an innate sense of ptypand gregariousness, supports
order. In the early eighteenth century, this images echoed in the theories of the self
espoused by philosophers like tH& Barl of Shaftesbury, or divulged by tBpectator
In perfecting good breeding, which implies a prpdgtion to preserve order and
virtue, it is our exercise to control our passionth the power of reason. Shaftesbury
held that the ultimate aim of this discipline isget to know ourselves and so attain
independence: “aIND, by knowingit-self, and its own proper Powers and Virtues,
becomedree and independenf” True freedom, then, is granted to the highborriasoc
being that, fashioned after the Aristotelian so@atl political man, fulfills his own

entelechy of virtue.

On the other side of the philosophical spectre, dw@r, man was increasingly
viewed as an individualistic agent of progresshiBiown particular pursuit of happiness
he (involuntarily) ensures social welfare, suffgrimo preconceived notions of order to
restrain him from attaining his goals. The contrgyethat this theory, championed by
Shaftesbury’s contemporary Bernard de MandefAlereated at the time, illustrates the

difficulties to define the self in an age that weissed the rapid development of the

®7 Shaftesbury, Lord, Anthony Ashley Coop8aliloquy(1710), cited in Porter (2004:137).
% Bernard de Mandevillélhe Fable of the Bed§714).
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burgeoisie. Attempts to conciliate man’s naturadieg with the desire for social and
familiar welfare, and to explore the workings ofnfan motivation and will following
Locke’s empiricism, infused the philosophical scefighe second half of the century
with anatomies of the mind, Humean causality amdartanism. Finally, endeavours to
retain God's will in human life without either imipag free will or falling into
Protestant radicalisms of predestination complatétether the enlightened accounts of

the self.

What emerged in any case was a focus on humamagctm motivations. No
longer derived from our character, our passageutirdife was determined by our
decisions, and to arrive at the right choice, ttraggle within our minds was of the
same importance as our circumstances. The langahdkee novel, in leaving the
numerous oppositions that we have analysed unmegobresents the same instability as
the philosophical frame of the time in which it wasblished (even a greater instability,
we could argue, revealed by some aspects of thiysesmave have carried out, like
characterisation or plot). The tension betweernwuediscourses that we have studied is
active to the last paragraph, where Matilda stdtedessons that she has learned from
her eventful life until that moment, and her futptans. Regarding these she claims that
she will provide others with the advantages thatrsbw enjoys: “I shall feel it my duty,
by activevirtues, to extend, to the utmost of my abilitifmse blessings to others less
fortunate than myself” (p.138, our emphasis). Therenly one other mention in the
text of “active” virtues. This corresponds to thesdription of Mrs. Courtney’s

character:
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Mrs. Courtney was good-natured, not from principlg constitution (...);

she was polite and friendly, where she had no tatigot to be otherwise; in

short, she had many negative virtues, without aiy@ones. (p.88)

Mrs.Courtney’s passions, it is implied, find itsgato subdue her reason. The
“active” virtues that she lacks, therefore, mugtré¢o those derived from an exertion of
self-command. If that is how we must understand il reference to “active
virtues”, this would mean that she will strive tontrol her passions, following the
example of resignation and self-denial that MotMagdalene taught her. But this
emphasis on precisely “active” virtues seems tgyeagthat she will act according to
her reasoning faculties, “to the utmost of [her]itbs”. She will not act appealing to a
virtue “from constitution”, like Mrs.Courtney’s, imate and passive, but to a moral sense
born of her reason that will help her make thetrigrcision, giving her the reins of her
destiny. She will have then evolved from an inh#ydout “passive” virtuous person, to
a free, reasoning, righteous one. We can still tipreshe validity of this reading in the
light of the rest of the novel's discourse of detgtism, which still transpires in
Matilda’s admitted lesson of “dependence on thain@ewvho never forsakes the
virtuous” in the very same paragraph. The two disses of the novel still merge,

unresolved, in its last sentence.
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CONCLUSION

In this introduction, we have tried to offer a alktd study of conflicting
discourses inrhe Castle of Wolfenbadaking language as a point of departure to shav th
compromise between two contradictory world-viewhe Thumber of quotations employed to
support our thesis (and the number of those laftentioned for the sake of conciseness) is, in
our opinion, a proof at least of the relevancehed aipproach: the conflicting discourses are not
hinted but voiced out, they find their foundationthe most permanent element of the novel: its
words. We could conclude that in the novel revaalsnsistence upon certain topics that occupy
much of the literature of the ¥&entury, and which are mainly concerned with ant®of the
self. Iteration is both a consequence and an effiettte weight of these issues. While it is true
that we could simply term the novel “formulaic”time sense of “repetitive”, or judge it in terms
of its originality, we have preferred to analysenvhthe repetition of elements helps to build
complex semantic networks to construct meaningolme cases the language of the novel has
proven revealing enough to suggest ambiguity, biltygor inconclusiveness in several aspects,

and has proven, most importantly, to be produativeeaning.

Building from the construction of meaning throudbration, we have offered an
overview of the intricacies of characterizatiorthie novel, which yields a picture of conflicting
accounts of the heroine’s self. We have then usedame method to analyse the expressions of
feeling and the passions, finding that there ig@iptent tension between the representation of
extreme or extraordinary features and the reguldtiat stereotypes or conventions provide. A
very similar undercurrent has been found when $tgdyhe heroine’s actions in the novel,
whose interpretation is also conditioned by thetraposition of two discourses that we have
termed the discourses of determinism and free Wi#. have continued by working through the

various topics that the connotations of both dissesl suggest, revealing that the scope of the
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ambivalence of the novel's language offers a clesmage of the instability in many of the
novel's aspects: it is not only actions but als@rabter construction and the system of
communication of feeling which are affected by itconclusiveness. Additionally, the
consideration of eighteenth-century views on thg geugh extremely brief, has supported the

claim that the novel reflects in its language tigtability of notions of the self at that time.
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NOTE ON THIS EDITION

This edition of The Castle of Wolfenbacis set from the first edition of the novel
(1793), scanned from a British Library microfffrand manually copied onto a text processor.
This task was necessary due to the impossibilityain access to scanning facilities that could
enable eighteenth-century fonts (particularly tbegl s) to be directly transcribed. We have
tackled this edition with the aim of making as falterations as possible. When alterations have
been made, we have adhered to the editing crispeaified below for irregularities in spelling,
grammar, punctuation and capitalization. Those rerthat could be clearly identified as
misprints have been silently corrected. A phrdsgibble in the first edition (“a forgetfulness of
care”, p.131), as well as the rest of irregulasitieave been collated with a copy of the second
edition of the novel (1794) available at the Btitikibrary/® A number of irregularities in
spelling and capitalization have also been cheelgainst a one-volume edition bébngsword
andThe Castle of Wolfenbagiublished in 1835, obtained from the British Lity;& and with
Devendra P. Varma'’s edition for the Folio Club B68, available at Chawton House Libré?ry.
Aid from the Universidad Autbnoma de Madrid, thartksthe concession of an “Ayuda a
Profesor Investigador en Formacion” helped to nthkework possible. We are indebted to the
British Library and to Chawton House Library foropiding copies of the editions used, and to
Ms Eva Ardoy for the transcription of part of volarfl. Lastly, we are indebted to the Spanish
Ministry of Education, whose support with fundingrh the DGICYT made this edition, and

theNLP, a reality.
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Punctuation

As far as punctuation is concerned, we have remtvedpaces before semicolon and
exclamation and question marks, since we consiur they do not respond to any stylistic
purpose and are simply a printing convention tlzat loe excepted for the sake of readability.
The occasional profusion of commas, however, has lreated as a stylistic feature that looks,
to a certain extent, to faithfully evoke oral laage; for instance, to introduce an object instead
of usingthat (as in “it was decided, a house should be proctoethem”, p. 59), or before the
prepositionby). Therefore, we have only added or removed thasentas that could cause
confusion between defining and non-defining relatlauses, and in those cases where there
was no possibility of interpreting the comma agpresentation of a pause in speech due to a
resulting highly unnatural rhythm. Following thisrse criterion, we have not removed
punctuation inside brackets. We have also retaaised stylistical preference of the author the
use of a semicolon where a full stop seems tolixettar choice by current standards, as well as
long dashes to express a long pause in speechiotearuption. Any other sentences that could
be considered atypically punctuated have only lmamged when the punctuation affected the

meaning or the syntax of the sentence.

The abundance of dialogue and inset stories seebwes the reason for the inconsistency
in the use of inverted commas. We have silentlyembed a number of cases where the inverted
commas appear to have been forgotten or were expebut we have kept the occasional

inverted commas for reported speech.

Capitalization
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We have regularised capitalization after exclanmmd question marks where the
author’s dominant practice was discernible: thedbease has been retained where there is not
a change of speaker. Therefore, the upper casdd®s employed when we return to the
narrator’'s voice after a short exclamatory passageee indirect style (see p.55, “the Count
could not help thinking how happy that man mustwh® was destined to possess so great a
treasure! This reflection caused a sudden alteratidiis countenance”). There are also capital
letters after a reported question or exclamatiobezided in narration without inverted commas
(see p.4, “she knocked at the wainscot and callbér8 No answer was made”). Other cases
where the more atypical capitals appear after alamation or question mark are those in
which the narrator makes an emphatic comment (£5\aee the consolations which religion
affords! In all our difficulties and distresses, evh supplicating the Supreme Being with
fervor...”, p.18), or those in which the sentencerafhe exclamation or question mark conveys
a change in the subject matter or in the speecbfdbe narration or intervention. This suggests
that the lower case after exclamation or questi@ankmnimplies a thematic or pragmatic link
between the two sentences. The following examplestibtes this point: “What a scene
presented itselfl a woman on the bed weltring ool Both uttered a cry of horror, and ran to
the bed” (p.17). The first and second sentencds flepresent emphatic descriptions of a bloody
scene, so there is lower case by virtue of thigtfanal link. In contrast, the third sentence
starts with a capital letter because the narraurms to the narration of events, thus marking a

change in the illocutionary force of the sentence.

Irregularly capitalized words have been considesegghrately. Thus, we have chosen to
retain forms of address and titles, as well agptirase “the Lady of the Castle”, which appears
several times in the novel in upper-case letterebably to give a dramatic effect to the

utterance. In the rest of cases we have resorteegtdarization of the most frequent form. In
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the case of the worthdy, however, it has been impossible to find any pastehat would

support a correction or regularization, so we heh@sen to make no changes.

Grammar

We have not attempted to make any changes inafgg®positions or sentence order.
We will simply point out the fact that there seetnshe a preference for placimgver after
modal verbs (never will, never could, etc.), asasmul to current practice. For those cases
where the aspect of the verb may have appearedisingfwe have included an explanatory
note in the text, while we have corrected the att@tween subject and verb where necessary.
We have left any inconsistencies in present/paseteinchanged whenever they were caused by
the reading of a letter in the text, and problenih weference have been dealt with in the
explanatory notes. In general, the few correctimasle have been motivated by an excessive

obscurity of the sentence.

Spelling

In trying to impose some regularity on the spellamgl grammar in the novel, we have
started from the premise that, in 1793, the Endlsiyuage was highly variable, and was not
subject to any prescriptive set of rules, a cirdamse which was not devoid of controversy at
the time. What is more, the issue of the necessisettle the English language was a little short
of a political concern that went to the heart ofgish nationalistic pride. This must show us
that the variability of the language was much mearelent then than it is now. We have chosen,
therefore, to preserve the spelling used by thénamutvhenever possible, and make the

following corrections:
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In general terms, spelling has been regularizedhvdme form was at least three times
more frequent than other. Endings in —or and —asiinhonor/honourhave not been changed,
as it has been impossible to establish a patterth&r irregularity. Other alternative spellings
such as words ending in —enexgence, pretengevariations in the spelling of sibilants, or past
tenses ended in —est have been retained, singespiadiing did not affect pronunciation and
they were therefore easily recognizable words. Scases where the spelling has been changed
to conform to the modern standard were single auasis instead of double ones when
pronunciation was affectegified for instance, has been respeltpasned p.46), and when
there was a possibility of confusing past tensé \pitesent participle, as ioroke respelt as
broken or present tense with past,e respelt aste andrun asran. The spellingsat offas the

past ofset offhas been kept.

Given that they caused troubles with pronunciattbe, accents in French words have
been corrected (take for example the expresta-tetd but alternative spellings of place
names have not been changed, as these were asilyfied Surry, Turky. As to proper
names, the different spellings of Count and Counbkéarcellini have been retained. It presents
the variations Marsilini, Marsillini, Marsallini, kcellini and Marcillini. Finally, compounds
with every, any, soméjave been all written in two separate worelge(y body, some where,

any ong, since these were by far the most common spsliimghe novel.

Xcvi
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THE CASTLE OF WOLFENBACH;

A GERMAN STORY

By Eliza Parsons



VOL. |

The clock from the old castle had just gone ewghén the peaceful inhabitants
of a neighbouring cottage, on the skirts of the eyomere about to seek that repose
which labour had rendered necessary, and minds Wwids innocence and tranquillity
assured them the enjoyment of. The evening wasamaddempestuous, the rain poured
in torrents, and the distant thunders rolled wrdmtendous noise around the adjacent
mountains, whilst the pale lightning added hortorthe scene.

Pierre was already in bed, and Jacqueline prepaton follow, when the
trampling of horses was heard, and immediatelyud knocking at the door; they were
both alarmed; Pierre listened, Jacqueline trembiled; knocking was repeated with
more violence; the peasant threw on his humble gatyrand, advancing to the door,
demanded who was there? “Two travellers, (answargéentle voice) overtaken by the
storm; pray, friend, afford us shelter”. “O! (criekhcqueline) perhaps they may be
robbers, and we shall be murdered.” “Pho! simplefsaid Pierre) what can they expect
to rob us of.” He opened the door, and discovereshaa supporting a lady who
appeared almost fainting. “Pray, friend, (said than) permit this lady to enter your
cottage, | fear she has suffered much from thevstdiPoor soul, | am sorry for her;
enter and welcome, (cried Pierre.) Jacqueline gladwer wooden arm-chair by the
chimney, ran for some wood, and kindled a blaza moment, whilst Pierre put the
horse into a little out-house which held theirdgiand his working implements, and
returned with a portmantbido the lady. They had only some bread and milkffer,
but they made it warm, and prevailed on their guestake some. The man, who
appeared an attendant, did the same. The ladygatdmer clothes dry, but she wanted
rest, and they had no bed to offer. One single raoswered all their purposes of life;
their humble bed was on the floor, in a cornertpbut though mean it was whole and
clean. Jacqueline entreated the lady to lie dowa;refused for some time, but growing
faint from exhausted spirits and fatigue, she wampelled to accept the offer; the other
sat silently round the fire: but, alas! horror affliction precluded sleep, and the fair
traveller, after laying about two hours, returneghia to the fire-side, weary and
unrefreshed. “Is there any house near this?” (deedrshe.) “No, madam, (replied
Jacqueline) there is no house, but there is adideastle just by, where there is room
enough, for only one old man and his wife livetirand, Lord help us, | would not be in
their place for all the fine things there.” “Why&o(said the lady.) “O! dear madam,
why it is haunted; there are bloody floors, prisoams, and scriptions, they say, on the
windows, to make a body’s hair stand an end.” “Awaav far from your cottage is this
castle?” “A little step, madam, farther up the wdddnd do you think we could obtain
entrance there?” “O, Lord! yes, madam, and thank tm: why the poor old souls
rejoice to see a body call there now and then; $@uetimes in the middle of the day,
but | take good care to keep from the fine roomd aever to be out after dark.” “I
wish, (said the lady) it was possible to get tielreerre instantly offered his service to
conduct her as soon as it was light, and notwititstey some very horrible stories
recounted by Jacqueline, she determined to visifpitoscribed place.



When the morning came, the inhabitants of theagetiset out for the castle. The
lady was so much enfeebled, from fatigue and wamnést, that she was obliged to be
placed on the horse, and they found it very diffita lead him through the thickets.
They at length espied a fine old building, with twimgs, and a turret on the top, where
a large clock stood, a high wall surrounded theskoa pair of great gates gave entrance
into a spacious court, surrounded with floweringubl, which lay broken and
neglected on the ground, intermixed with the westgh were above a foot high in
every part.

Whilst the lady’'s attendant lifted her from ther$m Pierre repaired to the
kitchen door where the old couple lived, which staoone of the wings, and knocking
pretty loudly, the old woman opened it, and, witlo@k of astonishment, fixed her eyes
on the lady and her servant. “Good neighbour, (P#dre) here is a great gentlewoman
cruel ill; she wants food and sleep, we have brobgh here, she is not afeared of your
ghosts and so therefore you can give her a good Ibsgbpose.” “To be sure | can,
(answered Bertha, which was the woman’s name:gteube | can make a bed fit for the
emperor, when the linen is aired: walk in, madaay ok very weak.”Indeed the want
of rest the preceding night had so much addedrtéonmer feeble state, that it was with
difficulty they conveyed her into the kitchen. Bextwarmed a little wine, toasted a bit
of bread, and leaving Jacqueline to attend the, Isldy made a fire in a handsome bed-
room that was in that wing, took some fine linert oua chest and brought it down to
air. “Dear, my lady, (cried she) make yourself ed8lytake care of you, and if you
aren’t afeared, you will have rooms for a princé#&erre and Jacqueline being about to
return to their daily labour, found their kindnessply rewarded by the generosity of
the stranger, who gave them money enough, they gaiskerve them for six months.
With a thousand blessings they retired, promisiogvdver to call daily on the lady
whilst she staid at the castle, though their hemitgyave them that they should never
see her more, from their apprehensions of the ghbsit inhabited the rooms above
stairs. When the apartment was arranged, the laaly agsisted by Bertha and laid
comfortably to rest; she gave her some money teueofood and necessaries, and
desired her servant might have a bed also. Thigabd woman promised, and, wishing
her a good sleep, returned to the kitchen.

“God bless the poor lady, (said she) why she iweak as a child; sure you must
have come a great way from home.” “Yes, (answerbze the servant’'s name,) we
have indeed, and my poor lady is worn down by se@ad fatigue; | fear she must rest
some time before she can pursue her journey.” “Wedlid Bertha) she may stay as
long as she likes here, no body will disturb hethie day time, | am sure.” “And what
will disturb her at night?”(asked Albert.) “O, myad friend, (answered she) no body
will sleep in the rooms up stairs; the gentlefalso were in it last could not rest, such
strange noises, and groans, and screams, andikedhrfible things are heard; then at
t'other end of the house the rooms are never opdheg say bloody work has been
carried on there.” “How comes it, then, (said Athehat you and your husband have
courage to live here?” “Dear me, (replied she) g/ ghosts never come down stairs,
and | take care never to go up o’nights; so thatatlam stays here | fear she must sleep
by day, or else have a ground room, for they neeenes down; they were some of
your high gentry, | warrant, who never went inteckens.”Albert smiled at the idea,
but, resuming his discourse, asked the woman towthe castle belonged? “To a great
Barorf, (said she) but | forget his name,” “And how Idmaye you lived here?” “Many
a long year, friend; we have a small matter allowsdo live upon, a good garden that



gives us plenty of vegetables, for my husband, st know, is a bit of a gardener,
and works in it when he is able.” “And where isenv?” (said Albert) “Gone to the
village six leagues off to get a little meat, breadd wine.” “What! does he walk?”
“Lord help him, poor soul, he walk! no, bless ydwart, he rides upon our faithful little
ass, and takes care never to overload her, as wevdant much meat, thank God. But
where will you like to sleep? (added she;) will ygoi up stairs, or shall | bring some
bedding in the next room?”Albert hesitated, buhaased to have less courage than his
mistress, asked if there was any room near thedadyye, sure, (answered Bertha)
close to her there is one as good as hers.” “Theitl Eleep there (said he.) His good
hostess now nimbly as she could, bestirred hetsgliut his room in order, and was
very careful not to disturb the lady. Albert wa®s@ccommodated and retired to rest.

In the evening the lady came down into the kitchewch refreshed, and
expressed her thanks to the good woman for hemkssl “Heavens bless your sweet
face, (cries Bertha) | am glad to my heart youdwsll. Ah! as | live, here’s my Joseph
and the ass.”She run out into the court to acqueengood man with what had befallen
her in his absence. “As sure as you be alive, Jpsglpe is some great lady under
trouble, poor soul, for she does sigh so piteously;she has given me plenty of money
to get things for her,so you know it's nothing & if she likes to stay here, so much the
better.” “I hope, (said the old man) she is no bady.” “No, that she an't, I'll swear
(cries Bertha;) she looks as mild as the flowerMay.”They had now unloaded their
faithful ass, and entered the kitchen with theovender. Joseph was confounded at the
appearance of the lady; he made his humble bowwhstvery silent. Bertha prepared
some eggs and fruit for their supper; she eat itilg¢, land that little was to oblige the
old couple; she then asked for a candle, and $edwveuld retire to her room. Joseph
and Bertha looked at each other with terror, bo#rensilent; at length Joseph, with
much hesitation of voice and manner, said, “| feaadam, you will not be quiet there,
it will be better, to my thinking, if a fire was ma in one of the parlours and the
bedding brought down.” “There is no occasion foe fiianswered the lady) but merely
to air the room; however | am not in any appret@mmsif sleeping in the room above, at
least | will try this night . It was with greatItectance the honest couple permitted her
to retire; Bertha had not even the courage to apamy her, but Albert and Joseph
offering to go, she ventured up to make the bed,rar work finished, flew down like
one escaped from great danger.

The men having withdrawn, the lady seated hemsethe dressing table, and
having opened her portmantua to take out some fimrethhe ensuing day, she burst into
tears on viewing the small quantity of necessamsbée possessed; she cast a
retrospection on her past calamities, they madeshedder; she looked forward to the
future, all was dark and gloomy; she wrung her Barfivhat will become of me,
unhappy as | am, where can | fly? who will receavpoor unfortunate, without family
or friends? the little money | have will be soorhansted, and what is to be the fate of
poor Albert, who has left all to follow me!” Ovence with sorrow, she wept aloud.
When, turning her eyes to the window, she sawtld fifjde by from the opposite wing,
which her room fronted, and which Bertha had infednier was particularly haunted.
At first she thought it was imagination; she arasd placed her candle in the chimney;
curiosity suspended sorrow—she returned and sdeteslf at the window, and very
soon after she saw a faint glimmering light paseeond time; exceedingly surprised,
but not terrified, she continued in her situatishe saw nothing further. She at length
determined to go to rest, but with an intentionvisit every part of the house the



following day. She got into bed, but could not pleAbout twelve o’clock she heard
plainly a clanking of chains, which was followed two or three heavy groans; she
started up and listened, it was presently repeaed,seemed to die away by gentle
degrees; soon after she heard a violent noise twkeor three doors clapping to with
great force. Though unaccustomed to fear, she autidhelp trembling. She felt some
inclination to call up Joseph, she then recollecMloert was in the next room; she
knocked at the wainscot and called Albert! No answas made. She got out of bed,
and throwing on a loose gown, took her candle, apening the door of the next
apartment, went up to the bed; she saw he wasdunder the clothes. “Albert, (said
she) do not be afraid, ‘tis your mistress withghtj”"he then ventured to raise himself,
and though but little inclined to mirth, he couldtmefrain from smiling at the fright he
was in; the drops of perspiration run down his fdue eyes were starting, and he was
incapable of speaking for some time. “Pray, Alb&aid his lady) have you heard any
particular noise?” “Noise, (repeated he) O Lord!thé ghosts have been together to
frighten me.” “Here—where, (asked she) in this r@mM believe so, (he replied;) in
this or the next | am sure they were; there wasoaesor two in chains, then there was
groans and cries: but pray, madam, leave the canaimute at the door, | will throw on
my clothes and get down into the kitchen and newene up stairs again.” “Well, but,
Albert (said she) | must stay in my room, have yoore cause for fear than | have?”
“No, madam, thank God, | never did harm to man, &onor child.” “Then take
courage, Albert, | will light your candle, and ashiall be in the next apartment, and will
leave my door open, you may either call to me odgwn stairs, if you are a second
time alarmed.”It was with reluctance he obeyed, mmpdatedly desired the doors might
remain open.

The lady retired to her room, for some time héisitpwhether she should dress
herself or go into bed, she at length threw heida¥n in her night gown, but could not
sleep. Strange and various were her conjecturpgctsg the lights she had seen, and
the unaccountable noises she had heard; she wasmoised that the weak minds of
the old people should be terrified, or that Alberho was likewise far advanced in
years, above sixty, should shrink from alarms wiield given her a momentary terror;
but as she did not suffer her mind to dwell on daeises being supernatural, she
conceived there must be some mystery which, onfdhewing day, if her health
permitted, she resolved, if possible, to explorewdrds morning she fell into a
profound sleep, undisturbed by groans or noisesgfsort.

Albert, who, by his terror and apprehensions @frsg those ghosts that had so
greatly frightened him, was prevented from sleepgw up the moment day appeared
and crept down stairs, where he was soon afteegobby Joseph. “How have you slept,
my good friend? (asked he.)” “Slept! (replied thtes;) why, who could sleep, d'ye
think, when chains were rattling, ghosts roaringl gmoaning, doors banging with
violence enough to shake the foundation of thesidlord help me, | would not live in
such a place—no, not to be master of the wholgeest®\ye, | knew how it would be,
(said Joseph;) it's always the same business whgrbady comes here to sleep; we
never hear any noise else.” “Why, then your ghasés very rude unsociable folks,
(answered Albert) for strangers can do them no, lamtl there’s room enough, me
thinks, in this great house for them to have th@rriments, without coming to frighten
honest travellers, that never desire to interrbptrt.” “I don’t know how it is, (replied
Joseph) but as to merriment, sure there can beingreans and cries, and they do say
that cruel wicked deeds have been done in thisecastd | suppose the poor souls can’t



lay quiet.” “Dear me, (cries Albert) I wish my nriess may be well enough to go
farther, though, poor soul, she doesn’'t know whergo to, that's true.” “Poor lady,
that's bad indeed; has she no parents, nor hushemdy,ncles, nor aunts, nor——"
“Yes, yes, (said Albert, interrupting him) she Isasne relations, but what of that, better
she had none, | believe, for her——O, here come#hB&rOn her entrance the good
morrows and enquiries were repeated; Bertha exgalelsr sorrow for the lady, and
immediately ascended the stairs to see if she wafightened out of her wits by such
a cruel disturbance.

She soon returned with the lady, and breakfastgoguickly set before her, she
endeavoured to eat, but her appetite was so inéiffeas to cause great pain to the
friendly Bertha.

Joseph mounted his favorite beast and repairethgéotown, that he might
procure necessaries for his family, superior totwigahad bought the day before. After
his departure, and that Albert was gone to looleraftis horse, the fair stranger
demanded of Bertha if she could give her any adcofirthe owners of the castle.
“Why, madam, (answered she ) the present lordisfd$tate is—aye, his name is Count
Wolfenbach; he married a very handsome lady at ndeland brought her here; it was
then a beautiful place, very unlike such as it be;nbut howsomever they say he was
very jealous, and behaved very ill to the poor Jahd locked her up, and there she was
brought to bed, and the child was taken from hed, so0 she died, and ‘twas said the
child died, and so every body believes ‘tis théipsts that make such dismal noises in
the castle, for soon after my Lord the Count wevayg and Joseph, who worked under
the gardener, was ordered to take care of the hanskl lived then under the cook, so
we married: all the other servants were discharged, so we have lived here ever
since. My Lord came here once or twice, but thesthmade such a noise he could not
stay. Several gentry have slept here at timeshdiody would stay a second night, and
so we have all to ourselves by day, and the ghostahat they be, have got all the
rooms by night, and then they be quiet enough.ayP(interrogated the lady) can |
walk through the rooms and examine the oppositgWitiTo be sure, madam, you can,
if you be so bold, but neither | nor Joseph evasgihere, because that's the part where
the poor Countess died.” “How many years ago was“Near eighteen, my lady; for
next Christmas we have been married so many yaads] was fifty-three and Joseph
fifty-two when we came together; not very youngp®sure, what of that, we live very
comfortable, only a little lonely or so.” “Well, &l her guest) | shall be glad to walk
through all the apartments.” “I will attend you, daan, except to the other side, there |
never goes.”

After breakfast was over, the lady and Bertha edlkip stairs; they went
through several fine apartments, the furniture tfebugh old fashioned; one hung with
family portraits she was particularly pleased withp attracted her attention greatly,
which Bertha told her, she had heard say, wergithgent Count and his late lady.

After going through the body of the house they edmthe doors that led to the
other wing: “Now, for goodness sake, dear madam;td no farther, for as sure as
you are alive, here the ghosts live, for Joseplb kayoften sees lights and hears strange
things.” “My good friend, (replied the lady) you gnaeturn, but I certainly will look
into those rooms,” “O, pray good, your ladyshipnt@o now.”She persisted however
in her determination, and on Bertha's leaving Hex epened the door which led to a



gallery, and a handsome stair-case, on the righd she saw a suite of four rooms, all
well furnished, two as bed rooms, one handsomgitbom, the other a library, well
filled with books, in handsome cases; these two taesms, she observed, exactly
fronted the one on the opposite side, where sheshgut. Having examined those
apartments, she saw, on the other side of thergatieo other doors; these, on trial, she
found locked. She then returned and went down thie-case; after the first landing
place the windows where shut, and when she cartteetbottom she entered a hall, in
which were three doors; one she attempted to op@mgdiately a murmuring noise
was heard, and the instant she opened the dodhearai the end of the room was shut
to with great violence. The lady for a moment st®udpended; she trembled, and
deliberated whether she should return or not; babvering resolution, she entered; a
candle was burning on a table; this convinced herirthabitants were alive, however,
and going to the door, she said aloud, “Whoeveadessin this apartment need not be
under any apprehensions from the intrusion of alertumate woman, whom distress
has driven to this castle, and only a melanchohd kof curiosity has induced her to
explore a part of it proscribed by every one.”

She had scarcely uttered these words when theag@ored, and a lady, attended
by an elderly woman, appeared. Both started; baitvikitor, in a confused manner,
apologized for her intrusion. The other taking hand, placed her in a chair. “Perhaps,
madam, (said she) this may prove the happiest fayydife, and | may rejoice that
your curiosity and courage is superior to thoseotser by which others have been
intimidated.” “At least, madam, you will do me tlstice to believe (answered the
lady) that | would not have been guilty of thisrusion, had | known these apartments
were really inhabited, but be assured, madam, gearet is perfectly safe with me.” “I
do not doubt it, (replied the other;) your countet®is a letter of recommendation to
every heart.”"She then ordered her attendant togbsome refreshments, which
consisted of biscuits and fruits.

The woman being withdrawn, the lady of the housd,s'However, madam, |
may rejoice in seeing a female of your appearaincannot help lamenting that one so
young should know sorrow, or be driven to seeksyua in such a melancholy place
as this castle.” “I am indeed, madam, an objecpibf, (replied the other) without
friends, a home, or one acquaintance to sootheomgwss. | have fled from oppression
and infamy, unknowing where to direct my stepswbat will become of me.” “Surely,
(said the former lady) heaven directed your stegr®,hthat we might communicate
comfort to each other: griefs, when divided becdess poignant; | have known years
of sorrow, yet | still support life in a feeble hopf one day being restored to
happiness.” “Alas! (replied the other) not one sivaef hope can | derive from either
past or future prospects; and as | have intruded tipon you, madam, it is but fit you
should know who and what | am. | was born, as lehlagen told, at Fribourg, and lost
both my parents in my infancy. My birth was nolddet my fortune very trifling. The
first thing | can remember was a gentleman who $ teaight to call uncle, an elderly
woman his housekeeper, and a young girl attendanne; we lived in the country,
about three miles from any town or village. As égrup masters were hired to attend
me, and by their skill and my own attention, haviraghing to divert my mind from my
studies, | became tolerably accomplished at twgbaes of age, when my masters were
discharged. We received no company; a few gentlesalfed now and then, but those |
never saw. My uncle was exceedingly fond of me;rfame was Mr. Weimar, mine
Matilda Weimar. Our ancestors, he said, had beamtSpand persons of high rank and



fortunes, but by war and prodigality, they had beetuced to comparative poverty;
therefore it was fortunate for me he had never beamried. | think | am naturally
affectionate and grateful, yet | never felt any r@egof either for my uncle; and, young
as | was, have frequently taken myself to task whiemund a repugnance to return his
caresses. | devoted my whole time to my studiesungle, when | was about fifteen,
having some property in France, was compelledhbyfdilure of a house, to go there in
person: at first he talked of taking me with himt bhanged his mind, and gave me in
charge to his housekeeper and an old servant calteztt, with strict orders | should
never go beyond the walls belonging to his cadttehing could exceed the tenderness
of his behaviour at parting, and for the first timemy life | was affected; | returned his
embraces and shed some tears. “Ah! Matilda, (se)dare you indeed sorry | should
leave you?” “I am, indeed,”(l replied.) “Then yohadl go with me, (cried he, eagerly;
but striking his forehead, he exclaimed,) “No! thali not do; dear Matilda, my sweet
niece, keep yourself retired, apply to your studieshall soon return, and, | hope, make
you the happiest of women.”l felt at that momenal rgratitude and affection; |
promised strictly to obey his commands, and by mgeavours to improve my mind,
deserve his love and esteem.He quitted me withemdrreluctance, and for several
days | found the want of his company and convessatbut by degrees | grew
reconciled, and as Agatha and Albert were respkctaid intelligent persons, for their
stations in life; | made them both my friends amimpanions. This was really the
happiest period of my life; | was capable of amgsimyself with music and drawing, in
the evening | walked in the garden and adjoiningpdvavith Agatha, returned with a
good appetite, and slept quietly. My uncle remaimedFrance near nine months, he
constantly wrote to me, and | was punctual in mgwaers; at the end of that period he
returned; | was overjoyed to see him, but the pleakfelt and expressed fell very short
of the rapture and transport with which he embraaued praised me; he dwelt on the
improvement in my person with such delight, thaelt confused and uneasy; the
attention which used to give me pleasure now wasfydaand | repulsed his caresses
involuntarily. He told me he had brought me a pnés# some books and drawings,
both of which he knew would be acceptable to naskinowledged his kindness with an
apparent gratitude, yet | was in reality but lithenkful, though | could not account for
the increasing coldness of my behaviour. After a&tyhasupper | retired to bed,
notwithstanding his wishes to detain me, and dfteas alone | began to reflect on my
conduct, so cold and thankless, towards so kinduragie, whose affection for me
seemed greatly increased. | was displeased withowy reflections, and resolved to
behave better to him the following day.

“The next morning | rose early; my uncle was npt AAgatha met me going into
the garden. “My dear Miss, (said she) you were &y and unkind to your uncle last
night; the good man loves you dearly, and ‘tisymir business to be shewing him such
slights, | can tell you.”Though conscious | was mgd was amazed at the freedom of
her observations, as she was not much in the rodm ws; | therefore made some
trifling answer and pursued my walk.

“It was plain my uncle had taken notice of my cwds and complained to her: |
was mortified and vexed; after taking two or thtees | went into the house, and met
my uncle in the breakfast room; | assumed the lghdeanner possible in my
salutations to him, and | saw he was highly gradifby it.He produced his books and
drawings, the latter were very beautiful, but thi#wdes and want of decent drapery
confused and hurt me, for although | had neverivedeany particular lessons on



delicacy or modesty, yet there is that innate wingi principle within us, that shrinks
involuntarily from any thing tending to violate thaense of decency we are all, |
believe, born with; | therefore could not examitherh with the accuracy | wished,
much less praise them, as | saw he expected. “Arey tnot exquisite
pieces?’(demanded he.) “They are very fine drawihdselieve, Sir, but | think the
subjects of them are exceptionable.” “My dear dine replied, laughing,) you know
nothing of the world; whoever excepts against thigects of drawings, or the attitudes
of statues? ‘tis the execution and proportions #tact our notice, and | assure you,
my little prude, there is nothing objectionableaimy point of view, in those drawings
before you, nor in the books, which are now mostepute among the fashionable
circles in France.”

“Though my reason was not convinced | made ndwé&urscruples, but thanked
him for his attention to my amusement, and, brestkfaver, retired to my own
apartment, having my presents carried there, thmght examine them at my leisure.

“From this time my uncle’s behaviour was to meagmuntable, he was for ever
seeking opportunities to caress me, his languageewpressive of the utmost fondness,
he praised my person in such glowing colours asetiomes filled me with confusion. In
short, madam, not to tire you, within three motfterahis return | began to be extremely
uneasy at freedoms | scarce knew how to repulse. @orning after dressing | went
into the garden, a thing unusual with me at thairhand going round a serpentine
walk, which led to a summer-house, | thought | Heanices there; | stopt at the back of
it, which, as well as the front, had a door thatrogd into the garden, and plainly heard
Agatha’s voice, saying, “I tell you, Sir, therene other way, send Albert off for a few
days, or turn him off at once, for he loves MisstiMa as if she were his own child,
and therefore we must get rid of him; but you ardomg settling your mind—get into
her room at night when she’s asleep, I'll take capbody comes there, or tell her
roundly at once you are not an uncle to her—I wawdtllonger stand upon ceremony.”
“Well, Agatha, I'll take your advice, and dispatétbert to-morrow, and the next night
I will be happy.”You may suppose, madam, | was aelgr able to support myself.
Having heard thus far | tottered from the summaeusiep and got into the shrubbery,
where | threw myself on the ground, and preservgdeth from fainting by a copious
flood of tears.

“Overwhelmed by my own reflections, without a frieor habitation to fly to for
protection, uncertain whether this man was realjyumcle or not, yet convinced he had
the most diabolical designs against me, and th&aisrhouse | could not be safe: it is
impossible to describe my feelings and distresserajth | arose and recollected what
the horrid woman had said of Albert, it was my ordgource. | walked from the garden
towards the stables; most fortunately | met him iognrfrom them. “Albert, (said I,
hastily) | wish to speak with you, follow me intoet park.”The man looked surprised—
“Me, Miss—I follow you?” “Yes, immediately,”(I reptd.) | walked quickly to the
park, he came after me; when out of sight of theskd turned to him—*Albert, do you
love me? are you willing to serve me?” “Aye, thatill, dear Miss, to the last drop of
my blood.”l then, without losing time, told him tipdot designed against me, and what
was determined with respect to himself. The gocghttre was struck dumb with
surprise, but recovering himself, “By my soul, écfihe) | will save and serve you
whilst | have breath, from such devils. My dear yguady, be easy, | have a sister who
lives at Lucerne, she will be proud to serve yadis; a long journey, but never fear, you



can ride behind me, as you have often done in spibrhanage the business to-night,
never fear—get up a little early in the morning andet me here.”"We then concerted
our whole plan, and I returned to the house wiligtgter heart, and got to my apartment
unobserved. | was soon after summoned to dinneenwtsaw my uncle | turned faint,
he flew to me with tenderness—“My dear Matilda, goai ill?” “Only a sick head-
ach,”(I replied, disengaging myself from him, arnitdirsg down.) “I fear you have been
reading too much.” “Very likely, Sir; | shall be tber by and bye,"was my answer. |
could eat but little, yet | tried to do it, and @l® rally my spirits to avoid suspicion.
When Albert was removing the cloth, “I have a gréatour to ask your Honour.”
“What is it Albert?”(said my uncle.) “Why, Sir, lave got a sister married at a village
near Lausanne, and the poor soul does so longtmeethat if you could spare me for
a week, | should be mightily obliged to you?” “Foweek! (replied his master, pleasure
dancing in his eyes) you may set off to-morrow atad/ a fortnight, it cannot be less
time, to give you any comfort with your friends.h& poor fellow bowed his thanks and
withdrew.

“I now exulted in our prospect of success in myivéeance: | grew more
cheerful, my uncle was tender and affectionatarélthis caresses without any repulses,
but left the room soon as possible. | employed mhyseacking a few necessaries in a
small portmantua, with what little valuables | haohd was tolerably supplied with
money, as | thought, knowing little of the expenoga journey. I did not go to bed, and
at about four in the morning, when the whole howses buried in sleep, | took my
portmantua, and with some difficulty carried it dowtairs, opened the doors with the
greatest precaution, and to my no small joy, foltaert walking upon the green; he
took my load from me, and, without speaking, legl\way to the stables, fastened on the
portmantua, and getting me behind him, we rodeasffast as possible. Previous to my
quitting the room the preceding evening, | desimgd uncle not to wait breakfast for
me, as | believed | should scarcely rise sooner tha, as | had not slept well the night
before; | therefore thought we should have somershatart of any pursuit, and we
proceeded on to Lucerne, the very opposite roaoh ftausanne, where Albert had
asked permission to go to. After a tedious andfphjourney we got safe to Lucerne.
Alas! how great was our disappointment; this sjsber whose protection | relied, had
been dead three weeks, and her little shop an# gieen to a young woman who lived
with her, and only a small legacy left to Alberthe&f now was to be done? The mistress
of the house humanely offered me a bed for a nayhtwo; vexation and fatigue
compelled me to accept the offer: my poor felloavéller was more affected than
myself. We consulted what was next to be donehbe tecollected he had a relation at
Zurich, and proposed my going on there. He sawig a good city, and some way or
other, doubtless, | might procure a living by mieitdis. Small as this hope was | had no
alternative but to embrace it, and the next mormirggpursued our journey; the day
before yesterday was the second day of our tragefiom Zurici.The storm came on
just before our entrance into the wood, we tooktshdéor some time, but the trees
getting thoroughly wet, and the night setting ire wode through it, in the hope of
meeting some friendly cottage; we were fortunateuowishes, and by the inhabitantas
of that cottage we were conducted to this castle.”

She then proceeded to relate the conversatiohathdeard, relative to its being
haunted, with her terror of the preceding nightd aletermination to explore every
apartment in the castle.



“I hope, madam, (added Matilda) the relation | éna@wen, though tedious and
little interesting to you, will apologize for my alpt intrusion here.” “Dearest madam,
(answered the Lady of the Castle) can you thirgogsible | should be uninterested for
a situation like yours? Young, new to the worldthmuncommon attractions, without
friends or protectors, surely misfortunes have niae early hold in your destiny; but do
not despair, my young lady, Providence never farsdke virtuous, but in its own good
time will relieve us from every difficulty; an agsunce of that truth has supported me
under the bitterest calamities, and though | amprasent dead to the world, | flatter
myself | may be of some service to you, but do thatk of quitting this castle yet;
happy should | think myself if | could enjoy yourcsety always, but ‘tis a selfish wish
and shall not be indulged, however our confidengghoto be reciprocal, and you shall
know, in part, the peculiar distresses which haweed me to this asylum, though my
confidence must be limited from restrictions | dao# break through.” “I fear, madam
(answered Matilda) however eager my curiosity amdedy may be awakened by your
uncommon situation, | must for the present postpiieegratification of it; my long
absence will, I am sure, cause much trouble to aspitable entertainers, and therefore
‘tis time | should return.” “Well then, (said thady) when may | hope to see you
again?” “After dinner, madam, | will attend you.I S$hall think every minute an hour
till then, (replied the lady.)” They parted with toal regret. Matilda carefully shut the
doors, and returned to Bertha’'s apartments, wiihh@er heart and a dawn of hope.

On her entrance into the kitchen the good creatlasped her hands and shouted
for joy; “O good God be thanked, (said she) thaeé¢ you once again; my dear lady,
where have you been and what have you seen?” “&ellext library of books, (replied
Matilda.) “And did you see no ghosts, nor hear mises?” “I saw no ghosts, but |
certainly did hear noises.” “Lord have mercy upshand so, had you courage to stay?”
“Yes, | stayed to view the apartments, but | wdgtle frighted, | must confess.” “O,
dear heart, but | hope you won't go again.” “Indéathall, (said Matilda) | intend to sit
there very often, and shall borrow some books tegbhome with me.” “O, madam,
don’t be so hardy, who knows what mischief may carfig one day.” “I have no fears,
good Bertha; if we perform our duties towards Gad aan, Providence will always
preserve us from evil.” “Ah! Lord, madam, you tal& good; | am sure | never did hurt
to any body, nor Joseph neither, and when no coynpames here we be as quiet as
lambs, and yet methinks | do wish for folks somesmbecause you know ‘tis very
lonely—but will you have your bed made below stéarsight?” “No, (replied Matilda)
| will sleep in the same room, | have no apprehmmsiat all now.”Bertha wondered at
the lady’s courage, but said nothing.

Albert had before this requested to sleep belaw,als they were ghosts of
quality, who never condescended to visit kitchémsthought himself perfectly safe on
the ground floor.

When dinner was over, Matilda said she shouldogin¢ library and fetch some
books. Bertha looked quite woe begone, but wasitsileot so Albert, who had been
informed of the perilous adventure his young mgstriead undergone in the morning; he
besought her, with tears in his eyes, not to thesself again in the haunted rooms. “If
any harm betides you, madam, | shall be a poorrate fellow for the short remnant
of my days.” “Be not uneasy, my friend Albert, nbogts can hurt me; ‘tis the living
only | fear, not the dead; assure yourself | stelirn in perfect safety.”
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Saying this she went up stairs, leaving Bertha aldert under great
consternation. “Well, the Lord love her, (said tloemer) she must be a pure good
creature to have so much courage—I hope no harincaihe on’t.” “I hope so too,
(cried Albert, wiping his eyes.) She is the beseatgst tempered young lady that ever
lived;—ah! | little thought to have seen such a dayhis for her.”

Whilst these two worthy creatures were expatiatipgpn her praise, Matilda
pursued her way to the Lady of the Castle, who exgeecting her with impatience, and
warmly embraced her upon her entrance. “How montifithe reflection, (said the lady,
leading her visitant to a chair) that the unexpetteppiness | enjoy must be purchased
so dearly as by your peace of mind; what deligbugh| feel in your society, if distress
and misfortune had not driven you here!” “Believe,nmadam, (answered Matilda)
your presence and conversation have greatly atexVidnose sorrows which oppress my
heart; and if my company should be productive ebpure to you, | shall feel much less
regret for the causes which compelled me to seek dastle as an asylum for an
unhappy orphan, though but a temporary one onlh!‘my dear young lady (replied
the other) you are but young in the school of etifhin; you can look forward with hope,
you can feel only for yourself, and, God forbiduyshould ever know the sorrows of a
wife and mother, who knows not but that she isdtéds and cut off for ever from those
endearing ties.” “O, madam (cried Matilda, inteting her) forgive me that | have
revived such terrible images to your mind; let not curiosity occasion such painful
ideas, at least we enjoy the present hour with adigatisfaction, and defer you painful
recital ‘till another day.” “Charming girl, (saidh¢ lady) | accept the delay you offer me,
and am happy that | can assure you of an asylunmeviee you grow tired of this castle.
| have a sister in France, married to the Marqeidvielfort, she is one of the best of
women; she is no stranger to my situation and bpsatedly wished me to come into
the world and reside with her, but | have power&dsons for refusing, though she is
the dearest friend | have on earth, and | am cendll rejoice to offer you an
accomodation in her house, and a place in her ,h@aishe has no children to engage
her attention.”Matilda made the warmest acknowledg®s for this kind offer, but
said, unaccustomed as she was to the busy woddyahk apprehensive Paris would be
the last place she ought to reside in, particuladyher uncle might go there, having
property and friends in that city, and she migit tlue hazard of being discovered.

Whilst she was speaking the lady’s attendant edterith a letter, “Joseph has
just brought this, my lady.” “Joseph! (repeated iMat involuntarily.) “Yes, (said the
lady, smiling) your friend Joseph is my friend aldus letter is from my sister—but bid
our old friend step in."Joseph entered, but staltack with surprise when he beheld
Matilda seated quietly in the room,—“Good Lord!iéck he) how came young madam
here?” “This lady’s courage, you see, has penetriteough our secret, and now we
have no occasion for any reserve before her, sheasvicarefully guard it from your
wife as you do.” “Lord! | am sure (answered Joseplgoes to my heart to keep any
thing from poor Bertha, she is such a good creatomé women’s tongues will blab
sometimes, to be sure, and as | have sworn tolgdyship, God forbid | should break
my oath, though often and often | have longed Hanig wife.” “However, Joseph (said
the lady, gravely) | depend upon your honesty aatti.b“You have nothing to fear, my
lady, eighteen years practice has learnt me to hoidongue; have you any further
commands?” The lady replying in the negative, hel@rfais bow and retired.
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“That man is a faithful good creature, | owe nfg lio him; | know nothing of
his wife, though I am told she is a worthy womanf Bs a secret should never, if
possible, be trusted to chance or accident, | hadeswear not to reveal mine, without
permission from me.”Matilda exprest her satisfactibat the lady had such a faithful
servant, and taking a book from the table, reqdesite would open her letter.

This being complied with, she presently exclaim@dias! my brother and sister
are going within a month to England, perhaps ty stame time; yet why should |
grieve at that, they cannot come to me.”Then repdim she again cried out, “My dear
Miss Weimar, if you will accept of my sister’s peation, it is now at your service: hear
what she says, after expressing her regret thahnat be of her party, “I wish | could
meet with some amiable female companion, to takedhr of England with me, there
are so few of one’s acquaintance that are desiablatimate friends, that nothing can
be more difficult than to obtain such a one as |lamious to have: young ones we
cannot meet with, and | cannot bear the idea ofghgilagued with the ridiculous
fopperies of an old coqufetfor | am not yet so much of a French woman athiiok
there is no difference in ages, and that a finssé@ and high coloured lady, though
near to her grand climacteric, shall be indulgedlinthe expectations of youth and
beauty.”

“Now, my dear Miss, you are exactly the lady that suit my sister; it is not
proper, at your age, that you should be buried, ratesrwise it would be the greatest
felicity in the world for me to enjoy your conveta.” “I certainly, madam, (answered
Matilda) should think myself most fortunate in adeng the Marchioness, but indeed
my finances are so slender, and the necessarggeldre so trifling that | am unable to
take a journey of consequence. When | left my usdleuse | was so entirely ignorant
of travelling expences, that | conceived | had plesf money to last a considerable
time, but | find myself much mistaken; my littleosk is considerably diminished, and |
must try, by my industry, soon to support poor Allas well as myself.” “I am happy,
(returned the lady) that | can obviate some of yaljections. | have a large store of
linen | never can wear in this place; | have a gdedl of money by me, for | do not
spend half the income allowed me; you must—youl sltame the favour to accept my
little assistance, as from a mother to her childjll not be denied.” “Your goodness,
madam, (said Matilda) overpowers me, but, alas!r gdbert, | cannot forsake him.”
“Nor shall you, my dear young lady; a faithful sant like him is an acquisition to any
family: my sister, | am persuaded, will rejoiceraxeive him; tell me, therefore, you
accept of my proposal, and | will write instantlye shall then know when it will be
absolutely necessary you should join her, that y mat be too soon deprived of the
pleasure | now enjoy. | shall leave it to yourgelfacquaint her, or not, as you please,
with your story, ‘tis sufficient | recommend you asfriend of mine.”"Matilda could
form no objection to this kind offer in her desgera@ircumstances; and whilst she
amused herself with a book, the lady wrote heetetind having read it previous to its
delivery to Joseph, her young friend exprest hemveat acknowledgements for the
favourable manner in which she was mentioned iThis business settled, the lady
took her into the next apartment, the windows ofciwhwere also closed. “This room
(said she) opens into the garden, where | walk sscnally of an evening, when not
liable to observation. In these drawers, my deasiMihere are plenty of necessaries, all
at your service; to-morrow we will examine themlcannot find language, madam, to
express my gratitude.” “Do not attempt it, be asduyour acceptance of my little
assistance is a sufficient return for what you aersas an obligation. But pray tell me
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how you came to venture visiting these apartmenitéch are generally believed to be
haunted?” “As | never had my mind occupied by adgas of ghosts, (answered
Matilda) and could not conceive any actions of ifeythad subjected me to the terror of
supernatural visitations, | believed there mussd®e other cause for the appearance of
lights which | traced in the windows above, and floe noise | heard in the night,
though | confess the latter did terrify me; | resal therefore to visit these rooms,
although | was told in one of them there was bloadhe floor and horrid inscriptions
on the windows.” “Your information was true, (ansee the lady, with a sigh she could
not suppress) it is the room above which answeesdiscription you have heard;
another day, when | have related my melancholyystpou shall see it. | am much
pleased with your courage, which proceeded fronglat principle: when the mind is
conscious of no evil actions, nor any deviatiomsrfrrectitude, there is no cause for fear
or apprehensions in a thinking sensible person,ldmgphe, my dear Miss Weimar, you
will never want resolution on similar occasionsjge always for yourself, and never be
guided by the opinions of weak minds.” “You areywgood, madam, (replied Matilda)
in favouring me with your approbation; | shall tkimyself particularly fortunate if you
will condescend to instruct me, for it is with sheinconfess, more attention has been
paid to external accomplishments than to the atitvmn of my mind, or any information
respecting those principles of virtue a young womaght early to be acquainted with.”
“You are truly good and amiable, (said the lady)rbwith sentiments of virtue, and
natural understanding pointed out the right pathappiness, pursue it through life, ever
remember it is better to suffer from the follies oces of others than to feel self-
condemnation from a sense of your own: the ones amd patience may subdue, or at
least blunt the sharp edge that wounds you; butth® other there is no consolation,
self-reproach admits no healing balm, that can lenais to stem the torrent of
oppression, or the evils which arise from our owisaonduct. You will pardon the
freedom you have invited, my good young lady; wiea know my story, you will find

| am qualified to speak on the subject from verinfud lessons, which | pray heaven
you may ever be a stranger to”. She now took hedlend led her to the other room,
where refreshments and pleasing conversation nfedémo hours Matilda passed the
most pleasing she had ever known. When she toole Iteey parted with regret, and
proposed meeting at an early hour the following; dayen the lady promised to relate
the events that had compelled her to a seclusamn the world, and the motives which
induced her to alarm every stranger that cameddtrstle.

Matilda stept into the library, and selecting taothree books, returned to her
friendly hostess, whose surprise and pleasure skequally gratified by seeing her in
safety. Joseph came in soon after; he looked witheased respect and kindness, but
was entirely silent as to their meeting in the ladypartment.

When the hour of retiring came, Matilda repaired ter room with great
cheerfulness, and when Albert, with tears, entcediker to sleep below, she replied,
“You may, my good Albert, if you chuse; but | shsliéep perfectly quiet above stairs;
be under no apprehensions for me, (added shengniliam no longer a stranger, and
have not the smallest apprehensions of being nealetftis night.”"She took up her
candle and left them.

“Well, (cried Bertha) the Lord be good unto herm, $ure she is the best and most

courageous lady | ever saw in my life; | believeviuld kill me if any harm was to
happen to such a sweet creature.”
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All now retired to rest, and Albert thought hinfsgliite safe on the ground floor
from the quality ghosts.

In the morning they met with great satisfactiomery one eagerly demanded of
Matilda if she had slept undisturbed; she assuhsointshe had, and was greatly
refreshed. This account pleased them all. Alberitwet to assist Joseph in the garden;
and his mistress was preparing to visit her friemden Jaqueline made her appearance
from the kitchen with Bertha. Matilda was extremgiad to see the good woman,
enquired after Pierre, and thanked her for the gmmmbmmodations she had procured
for her in the Castle. “Dear me, (said Jaquelira) gannot think how glad | am to see
you, my lady; | was a-coming yesterday, but | wasybwashing, and, Lord help me,
this morning before day | was a-frightened out of wits, for | heard some horses
galloping by the door, and | thought | heard thidyl screaming most piteously; so, says
[, dear heart, Pierre, | am afraid some mischisfligppened to young madam, so I'll be
sure to go to the Castle when | have hung out mthek; so Pierre he went to sell
wood, and | made all haste here, and glad to mst haan to see you all safe.”

Matilda thanked the friendly woman for her attentiand after a little chat left
the two gossips together, and hastened to the tatling them she was going to sit in
the library. She crossed the apartment and desdethéestairs, saw the lady’s room
open, and walked in; no one was there, but a gyga¢arance of disorder in the room,
one of the stools thrown down, a candle on therflanother burning on the table, and
several things scattered about: she was surpriskd-krsocked, she called, she had no
answer. Terrified beyond expression, she ventuneal the other room, where the bed
was; it was empty, but had the appearance of Haidgn; a little cabinet, which stood
on the drawers, was open and emptied of its cant&tte returned; she went through
the several rooms that were open, all were desatae once more went back to the
ground floor. The candle was nearly extinguishdw® ®ok up and lighted the other,
and, on looking round, she saw the door that opénoed the bed room into the garden
was a jar, and on trial it opened; she then reazbiyceived the lady must have been
carried away through the garden, but by whom it wagossible to guess; robbers
would never have incommoded themselves with fem&ke came in and was about to
shut the garden door, when she thought the souridotéteps reached her ears—she
trembled and stopt, presently a door, the oppasite of the bed, opened, and Joseph
appeared: she was overjoyed—he looked surprised;JtSeph, (cried she) what is
become of our lady?” Astonished at the questioa,pbor fellow repeated her words,
and added, “Good Lord, madam, has not your ladysbégn her?” “No, (replied she;) |
have searched every room in vain, and found thidegadoor open.” “O, she is carried
off then (cried he) and we are all undone—O, myrddear lady, you are betrayed at
last.” Tears burst from his aged eyes; Matilda sutd a chair, overcome with sorrow,
“But, (said she, when able to speak) how could @mg enter, there is no door forced?”
“Yes, madam, there is, (answered Joseph) | fouaditichen door burst off its hinges,
and came in trembling for fear of what had happén#&tom whence could any one
come into the kitchen?” “Why, madam, there is &gte passage underground, from the
garden to the under apartments, which is unknowevtsy body, as | thought, but to
the lady and myself; but it must beiscovered by somebody, and we are all undone.
Hasten, madam, out of this place, | will fastentlup doors and follow you.” “Joseph
(said Matilda) can you meet me in the garden by layel | wish to speak with you.”
“Directly after dinner, madam, | will wait upon yoladyship; | will look about a little, |
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think no one will come here in the open day.”Matiletired, with trembling limbs and
a beating heart, to her own apartment; here shenated on what had happened to her
friend so recently gained, and so irrevocably |0%das! poor lady (said she) who
knows what evils she may have to encounter wigtranger as | am to her story, | have
no clue to guide me who may have carried her afthyowhom the cruel action was
committed; doubtless it must have been her crias dlarmed Jaqueline—What will
become of me? how are all my flattering prospeasished?” With these bitter
reflections she passed the hours ‘till dinner ticaene; she then went down, but with a
countenance so altered, that Bertha started batlkcraed out, “O, for a certain young
madam has seen something and been frightened!'rtAbimeked with anxious curiosity,
“Be not uneasy, my good friends, (said she;) | @sgau neither ghosts nor noises have
terrified me, but | am not very well; after dinnmrhaps | may be better.” “Heaven send
it"(cried Bertha.) Albert joined in the wish; andatlda, affected by their kindness,
went into the parlour, where her dinner was serygdnot in state or profusion indeed,
but good wild fowls, eggs, sallads, and fruit. Steated impatiently until she thought
Joseph had nearly dined, and then walked towarlgdinden; in a little time Joseph
joined her, and walking before, conducted her tdistant part of it, where a small
arbour in a shrubbery appeared almost choaked wettds; he led her into it, she sat
down—*Now, Joseph, for heaven’s sake, tell me eubigg about the dear lady.”
“That | cannot do, (replied Joseph, shaking hisdheay oath will not permit me; but
underneath this stone (said he, stamping his fe@t) underground passage, one end of
which goes to that part of the castle, and opetwsarprivate place behind the kitchen;
the other end goes through to the end of the wbbdlieve, for | never had courage to
go so far on, but this morning, when | went dowa plassage, and came round, | found
both doors forced off their hinges below, and wasimafraid to come up, where |
found you, madam: who it is that has been so wickedn only guess, and Lord have
mercy on the poor lady, | fear no good will comehtr.” “But how come the garden
door open; could they convey her through that thi road?” “Yes, (replied Joseph)
that was the way, for after you went up stairs hinato the garden and the great gate,
at the end, was unbolted just at the end of thedwand | do suppose they had horses
waiting there, or a carriage. The few jewels myrpady had is taken from her little
chest, but there are no locks broken on the drawedsher pockets are left behind, on a
stool, with every thing in them; ‘twas no robbemsy lady, | fear.” “I fear so too,
(answered Matilda, with a deep sigh;) | dread #te is fallen into worse hands—"
“Into worse than | fear has got her, (said Joseght® cannot be fallen—Lord how |
rejoiced she had got your ladyship with her.” “Ay@seph (resumed Matilda) | grieve
for her and feel my own loss;—Do you know her siste Marchioness?” “I saw her
once after my lady was married; they say she ig kappy—God help us, ‘twas A'so
here.” “Your lady has wrote to the Marchionesstreéato me; did not you take a letter
yesterday?” “Yes, my lady, and if there be any arsw it | shall be sure to have it, and
you may open it, you know, because the good ladgmerote to any one else.”Poor
Matilda knew not what to do; she was desirous ayiag ‘till this answer arrived. She
was anxious to explore those apartments that wameetl, and after some hesitation
asked Joseph if he would meet her there, to-momawning. “Ay, sure, that | will
(returned he) and as | left the lamps burning engghssage, if you like, | will go down
this way with you now.” “No, (said she) not nowwill meet you to-morrow in the
library, and we may return this way, for | own lositd like to see it, though ‘tis plain
the passage must be known.”
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They now separated, and Matilda found no possitofi gratifying her curiosity,
Joseph’s oath being against her, and she too mespected her friend to urge a
violation of it on any grounds.

She returned to her apartment and amused heosedf $hort time with a book;
but the agitation of her mind would not admit otextainment; she threw it aside and
called for Albert; he instantly attended her. “Mpagl friend, (said she) | propose
remaining here a week or ten days, perhaps natrgp to refresh myself; how far are
we from Zurich?” “About a day and a half's journaypt much more.” “Well then,
Albert, we will wait a few days until | am more lrealth, unless you are very anxious to
get there.” “Me, my dear young lady, Lord bless yowant to go only on your account,
it's all one to me where | am, if you are safe.”tNtta was pleased at this answer and
exprest her gratitude for his kindness in such seasibrought tears into his eyes. “God
bless you, madam, I'll go with you all the worldesvHe bowed and retired. “Good
creature! (exclaimed Matilda) heaven has blest widh an honest feeling heart; how
much superior are thy sentiments to those of battderstanding and cultivated talents,
when their minds are depraved by the indulgenceedular passions!”

She sought to compose her spirits, and wait watiepce for the expected letter,
which she thought must determine her future destiine had recommended to Albert
not to stir from the house, lest he might be sgearty one that knew him in passing the
road, which caution she observed herself.

The following morning after breakfast she repaitedhe library; ah! thought
she, what transport, if | should find the dear ladyurned! But no such happiness
awaited her; she entered the apartments with anigebeart, and remained near ten
minutes in the library before Joseph made his ajppea. “Well, Joseph, (said she,
hastily, on his entering the room) how are thingkow stairs?” “All the same as they
were yesterday, madam; the doors were fast, any ¢évieg as | left them.” “I| have a
very great desire, (said she) to see that roomemfer inscriptions are, and which 1 find
is locked up, can you open it?” “Yes, | can; theg ke below, but if | may speak my
mind, | think you had better not go.” “Why so, (demded she.) “Why, because, to my
thinking, it's a dismal place, and will put me innd of sad doings.” “You make me
more curious—pray indulge me, Joseph?” “Well, maddigo with you, but ‘tis sore
against my mind.”"He went down, and soon returneith wivo keys, but with evident
reluctance in his countenance; “I believe one ekthis the key (said he;) there used to
hang three upon the peg, the other is gone, omiefte closet door perhaps yet: | don't
think my lady ever came up to open these rooms.I%Whe was talking he was trying
the keys; neither of them would open the first dabe second he unlocked presently;
they entered; it was a dressing room, handsomeitystied; they tried the door which
opened into the other room, it was fastened onrthiele. “This is very strange, (said
Joseph;) | will go down again and see if | can fine other key, if you are not afraid to
stay alone.” “Not in the least.”(said Matilda, wiveas examining the room very
carefully.) The windows were very high and gratathvwars of iron, the hangings were
dark green damask, every thing was handsome, gajrdted windows made it appear
gloomy.

Joseph now returned with a countenance of homdrddssmay—"O, my lady, |

can find no key, but looking about the kitchen, indithe door | found a large knife, all
over blood.” “Gracious heaven! (cried Matilda) whatit you tell me; | tremble with
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apprehension; let us force that door, at all evéfitsntend it, (answered Joseph) and
have brought a bar with me for the purpose.” Therdo the dressing-room being the
slightest, after a good deal of labour, the old rbarst it open. What a scene presented
itself! a woman on the bed weltring in blood! Batitered a cry of horror, and ran to the
bed; it was the elderly attendant of the lady dégd wound in her throat.

The sight was too much for poor Matilda, she sfamkting into a chair: Joseph
was frightened out of his wits; he flew down ast fas possible, and returned with
water, he bathed her face and her hands, and @ede

“O, Joseph! (cried she) the lady—the dear ladyatwk become of her in such
bloody hands?” “The Lord only knows, (answered lbeking with terror towards the
closet.) Directed by his eye, Matilda arose anckealto the door; the key was in it; she
unlocked it, and was about to enter, when castergelges on the floor, she saw it was
all over stained with blood, dried into the floorkesstarted, and involuntarily retreated,
but Joseph, who had looked round, said, “You magremadam, nothing is here.”
With trembling steps she entered the closet, hartheeating with terror; it was a large
light closet, with a very high window, grated likge other, hung with dark green stuff;
two stools covered with the same, and a large whadin it. On the floor was plainly
mark’d the shape of a hand and fingers tracedandylwhich seemed to have flowed in
great quantities. “Good heavens! (cried she) soemsgm was doubtless murdered here
too.” “Intended to have been murdered (answereéplgswiping his eyes) but thank
God she escaped then.” He said no more. Matildaemely terrified, hastened out of
the closet, when the poor creature on the bed sretyes, “O, Joseph! (exclaimed she,
turning with horror from the scene) what is to lmne with this unfortunate woman?”
“Dear, my lady, | can't tell; | have neither stréhdo dig a grave, nor can | carry her
down.” “It is plain, (said Matilda) the wretches whave carried off the lady, murdered
the servant to prevent discovery.” “I fear, (cridgdseph) my turn will be next—my
mouth will be stopt from the same fear.” “God fatp{said Matilda;) but as | have now
no hopes of finding the lady, and it will be darges to entrust another person with the
secret, | think, Joseph, if we can find a smalhkrer chest, to fill it with the linen and
necessaries your lady offered me, and conveyanh®of the rooms in the other wing; |
will write a line and leave on the table: yet, @ez@nd thought, it will be useless, should
she escape, she can never think of coming hera:agaiwill therefore lock and bolt up
every door; you can take the keys of the placesvb&b your own kitchen, and now and
then come through the passage to see if all is"sRéor Joseph, with a heavy heart,
agreed to this.

They had now stayed some time, and thought it teeséparate and meet again
after dinner: they gladly left these horrid roorasd returned by different ways to their
own habitation.

When Matilda came to her apartment, the terrohesf mind was unspeakable;
all she had seen, all she had heard crowded uporetr@mbrance, and gave her the
most horrible ideas. She could not think Josepleard unreasonable: if he was
supposed to be in the secret, his life was not saif@ in his fate the whole family might
be involved: “What can |—what ought | to do? (cr&te, shedding a torrent of tears)
no friend to advise me, no certainty of a placeeteive me, if | go from hence, and a
probability that, if | stay, | may be murdered;—wleadreadful alternative is mine!”
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After giving free vent to her tears, she endeavtimecompose her mind, by addressing
the Almighty Power to protect her.

Sweet are the consolations which religion afforttslall our difficulties and
distresses, when supplicating the Supreme Beinlg feitvor and a perfect reliance on
his goodness, we feel a resignation and confidethes,enable us to support present
evils, and look forward with hope to happier dagsch were the feelings of Matilda:
she rose from her knees with serenity; she recduwasolution and firmness; “I will not
despair, (said she) the Almighty will preserveiarfdless orphan, unconscious of guilt,
that relies on his protection.” She dried up hargeand met the family as usual.

When dinner was over, she returned to the librdogeph soon joined her; they
went down to the deferred parlour, Matilda could help shuddering; Joseph found a
trunk, the drawers were opened, and she took alit secessaries of every kind as she
thought she must want, yet left plenty behind. te alrawer she found a purse, with a
good deal of money in it; here she hesitated;dldg had told her she would supply her,
yet she knew not to what amount: Joseph persuaetet take the whole, “Be assured,
madam, my dear lady will never return,”(cried hdjter much hesitation and
reluctance, she at length divided it, and thenngka pen and ink, she took and
inventory of the clothes and money, with an ackmalgement to repay it when able,
and locked it in the drawer with the purse.

Having packed up those few things she had seleeted requested Joseph
would take it, by and bye, to a room near hers, s, “I cannot be easy under the
idea, that the poor woman above should lie themetmay; is there no way to place her
in a decent manner?” After some pause Joseph“slagile is a large chest in the back-
kitchen, with old trumpery in it, if | take them thyerhaps we might get the body there,
but | fear | have no strength to bring it down.”etLus see the chest first, (replied
Matilda) and then we will consider of the otherheSfollowed him into the back-
kitchen, saw the chest, and its contents were sooibled into one corner. “Now,
Joseph (said she) | will assist you to bring thdybdown.” “You, my lady!” (cried he,
staring at her.) “Yes, (rejoined she;) let us go’ \ghe led the way and he followed;
having unlocked and entered the room she couldhalpt shuddering; yet took more
observation of the gloomy apartment than she had le@abled to do in the morning;
and recollecting what she had heard about insoriptishe got upon a chair, and from
thence to a kind of window seat very high from treund: standing on this she
examined the window; it looked out towards a sétaitlement, which surrounded the
back part of the castle, the north wind blew fydlon it, the only prospects were the
walls and distant mountains. On the window she sawveral lines apparently cut with a
diamond; in one place she read,

“I am dumb, as solemn sorrow ought to be;
“Could my griefs speak, my tale I'd tell to thee.”

In another place these lines were written;
“A wife, a mother—sweet endearing ties!
“Torn from my arms, and heedless of my cries;

“Here | am doomed to waste my wretched life,
“No more a mother—a discarded wife.”
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And again, in another place,

“Would you be happy, fly this hated room,
“For here the lost Victoria meets her doom.

“O sweet oblivion calm my tortur'd mind,
“To grief, to sorrow, to despair consigned.

“Let gentle sleep my heavy eye-lids close,
“Or friendly death, the cure for all our woes,
“By one kind stroke, give lasting sure repose.”

Several other lines, expressive of misery, thongh of poetical talents, were
written in different places, that proved the unhappiter sought to amuse her painful
ideas by her melancholy employment.

Poor Matilda, concluded the wretched victim to somerciless man was
sacrified in that closet where the hand was de&ppyinted in blood on the floor; she
viewed it with horror, and getting down from thengdow, as Joseph had wrapped the
body in the counterpane which lay on one sideyied to lift it, and found the weight
less than he expected, “I can carry it myself, ady|” and crept out of the room with it.
Matilda, shutting the door hastily, followed himhdy deposited the unfortunate woman
in the chest, which was fastened down, and witlspegking a single word returned to
the parlour: here Matilda burst into tears, heok&son and spirits began to fail; the
scenes she had witnessed, added to her own destressre indeed sufficient to wound
and terrify a stouter heart than this young creasurlittle acquainted with the
calamities of life, she had flown from approachdanger, without the least idea of the
miseries she might encounter in her journey! Josgphpathized in her sorrow, and
waited without speaking ‘till she grew more compmhs&ome, dear lady, let us leave
this sorrowful place; | will take some oil and tritme lamps, for | shall come here every
day, though, God knows, with very little hope okeegeeing my dear mistress again.”
Matilda, opprest and languid, rose from her chiagr;followed her with the box to the
apartment next hers, and having deposited it, metuto lock up the doors and trim the
lamps in the passage, assuring her he would céyl alathe post to seek for letters, as
all came directed to him.

She threw herself on the bed after his departamd, gave her mind up to the
most melancholy reflections; “Good heavens! (créée) what scenes of murder and
atrocious crimes must have been perpetrated ircsile; how great is my curiosity to
know more of the unhappy Victoria, so recently taeise of joy and sorrow, and her
unfortunate attendant, but their fate is envelapeaystery and horror, what mine may
be, heaven only knows.”

When it grew near dark she went up stairs, bu#lssed by the agitations of her
mind, that Bertha started and exclaimed, “Dear,lady, are you ill.” “I am not very
well, (replied Matilda;) | shall take an early sappand retire to bed.” The poor woman,
with great nimbleness prepared her supper, of whashguest ate but sparingly, and
after sending for Albert, who appeared very sortdwibr her indisposition; she
comforted him by an assurance of its being vefiintg, and that she should be better
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after a night’s rest; which was indeed verified; fmving commended herself to the
protection of the Father to the fatherless, sh@pkd into a soft slumber, and arose the
following morning quite refreshed and composed.

For several days nothing particular occurred; fnends at the cottage called
often to see her; Joseph visited the desertedrapats every day, all remained quiet;
the uncertainty of the lady’s fate gave them goesquietude, but there was no hope of
obtaining any information of an event which seerneded in obscurity.

One day when Joseph returned from town, he whaspttre lady to go into the
garden; she walked thither it directly, he soonofeed, and delivered to her the
expected letter from the Marchioness; she made anopke of opening it. After
lamenting the unhappy situation of her sister, exygressing her wishes that she would
quit her gloomy abode, she thanks her most coydfall her recommendation of the
young lady, whose company will be highly acceptdbléer, and assures her sister she
will endeavour, by every kindness and attentiohen power, to make the young lady’s
situation agreeable, and shall esteem her acceptahdheir protection as a very
particular favor. She admires her resolution intivig the apartments in the castle, and
is only sorry her sister cannot participate inplesasures of society. She concludes with
requesting the young lady may join them at Paosnsas possible, within a fortnight;
and assure herself that her old and faithful servalh be received and retained in the
family with kindness and ease to himself.

This letter, so gratifying to the wishes of Matildvas read with transport; she
determined to set forwards on her journey withio tw three days. Joseph undertook to
procure her a carriage from the next town, andistended leaving the horse for his
use, and take Albert in the chaise with her. Thd nensideration was in what manner
to account to the latter for her sudden intentibigang to Paris, and his reception in
the family of the Marquis: after some deliberati@he returned to the kitchen, and
calling Albert aside, told him, by the most forttmand unexpected intelligence she had
heard of an asylum for herself and him, at Panishé house of a worthy family, where
she hoped they should both meet rest and happiaessthat it was her design to
proceed on her journey the third day from that.eMlstared with wonder, but never
interrupted her ‘till she stopt speaking, thenairmesitating manner, “Paris is a long
journey—I have no friends there; are you sure, meddd'Yes, Albert, (said she) | am
very sure we shall find friends there to receivelusannot explain every thing to you
now, some time hence perhaps you shall be inforofieery thing.” “God bless you,
my dear young lady! (cried he) if you are satisfieaim sure | ought to be so, and will
go with you when and wherever you please.” She affascted by his love and
confidence; she assured him, she never shouldtftiigeobligations she owed to him,
and that his ease and tranquillity would ever hefingt care. The old man hurried from
her with tears in his eyes. Bertha was next infatroiher intended departure, and was
truly sorry, because, as she said, ‘twas confagtabl have some kind body in that
lonely place, and because the lady having plentymaoey, they had very good living
now, which, to say truth, she was sorry to lose.

The day previous to her departure she sent fardPand Jaqueline: the honest

couple were vexed to hear she was about to leara.tBhe gave them some money,
and assured both families, whenever she had ieirpbwer, she would remember their
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kindness, and reward it in a more ample manner shamow could do. They bestowed
a thousand blessings on her, and declared she &ael ttem rich for life.

After they had left her Joseph acquainted Berthat, a chaise would be there
early the next morning, and desired she might lhagakfast ready for the lady.

Matilda had but little rest; her journey, the ainestance of such an awkward
situation, as a self-introduction amongst entirargjers, to one so little accustomed to
company as she was, gave her much pain; yet oattiee hand, she ought to consider
that in her unfriended, unprotected state, an asykuch as was now offered to her,
must be desirable and advantageous; and that #sisirlife we seldom meet with
pleasure or happiness, without some alloy, she toiaghe thankful for the good, and
submit to temporary inconveniences without murngiri@he arose early; her heart was
depressed when she reflected on the uncertainofatee lady to whose kindness she
was indebted for her present hopes and expectatiadhs(cried she) heaven bless you,
dearest lady, wherever you are, and may Providenealay restore you to felicity and
your friends.” She quitted the apartment with afloof tears, and coming, found the
breakfast ready, and soon after a chaise at thee gaseph conveyed her portmantua
and box to the carriage; Albert stared a littl¢hatlatter, but said nothing.

She shook hands with the worthy couple, tearsingndown their cheeks at
parting with so gentle a lady, she having liberalgwarded their kindness, and
previously concerted a correspondence with Joségmy thing new occurred at the
castle, and receiving advice from him how to maratighe post-houses about carriages
and horses.

A few days after her departure, Joseph went to nibighbouring town, to
procure a few necessaries, and, proud of his present upon the horse, instead of his
old friend the ass. Whilst he was there, a genttensne up to him, and, viewing the
beast very attentively, asked him if the horse Vs Joseph answered in the
affirmative. “Will you sell it?”(demanded he) “N&ir, (replied the other) | cannot sell
it.” “How long have you had it?” “Some time, (saldseph, roughly, and rode off, not
liking the stranger’s curiosity.) He was howevdidaed at a distance, and had scarcely
put the horse into the stable, and entered thaditcbefore a knocking at the door was
heard, and Joseph saw the same gentleman who wagqussitive, with another, who
had the appearance of a servant, enter the roomntDbe alarmed, (said the stranger)
| want to ask you a few questions, which, if yoswaer truly, no harm shall happen to
you, else you must look to the consequence; telfroma whom you had the horse | saw
you ride, and how long it has been in your posse&siAt your peril answer me with
truth.” Before Joseph could recollect himself tewar his demand Bertha fell on her
knees, “O, Sir, do not hurt my poor husband, amdllitell you all.” “Be quiet, wife,
(said Joseph) | will answer for myself. | had thede from a man, a friend of mine.”
“What was his name?” “Sir, | humbly think that is concern of yours.” “Villain! (cried
the gentleman) tell me this instant, or | will sey@li and your wife to prison, for the
horse was stolen from me. “ “O, the Lord be grasionto us, (exclaimed Bertha) the
man’s name was Albert, Sir; we are innocent, indeedare.” “I believe it, (said the
other, very mildly;) you look like an honest womamd | will reward you handsomely,
if you speak truth. William, take care of the mamiill go into another room with this
goodwoman.” “Bertha!”(cried Joseph, as the stratgeéher away into the parlour, she
crying and begging no harm might happen to Joséidquieted her fears on that head,
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and then asked if Albert was in the house. “Noget| Sir, (answered she;) he went
away four days ago, in a chaise with the young.lathh! (cried he) that is the very
thing | wished to know; and where are they gone,frignd?” “Alack, Sir, | believe
they be gone téarish or some place like that.” “The devil! (exclaimbd) to Paris.
Well, and are they to return here?” “O, no, Sietyrned Bertha;) no such good luck to
us, for to be sure she was as generous as an aripres

He then returned to the kitchen, where Josephesgtsullen; “I tell you what,
friend, | believe you may be innocent; but the lgdy have had here is my niece, who
has eloped from my care, and seduced my servastetd the horse you rode to-day,
and go off with her; I am now in search of her, #@rdcan find her, and she will return,
| shall receive her with kindness and joy, and ife@gevery thing; therefore, if you can
tell me where she is, you will do her a great pietservice, | assure you; some wicked
person has persuaded her to run away.” “Sir, (3asgph, firmly) | heard the lady say
she was going to travel,—it was not my businedsetampertinent and ask questions.”
“But you know where she is.” “I do not, Sir, (anse@ he) | cannot tell where she is,
nor the places she is going to travel through.” tManow she is gone to Paris?” “Yes,
Sir; but | heard her say she should not stay thawe travel further; and this is all |
know. As to the horse, if you can prove it younsegme a receipt, and you may take
it.” “No, my friend, (replied the gentleman) kedgdor your use, but if you should ever
hear from, or see Albert or the lady, and will te¢ know, | will give you a hundred
crowns.” “O, the goodness (cried Bertha) bless fionour, you shall surely know.”
“What say you,”(said he, turning to Joseph.) “I,s8y, money would not tempt me to
do a wrong thing, but as you say it will be for ymung lady’s advantage, to do her
service | will obey you.”

The gentleman appeared satisfied, and writingakidress, whilst he desired
Joseph to get a little wine and water for him, lrespered Bertha, “Get every thing you
can out of your husband, and | will make your foagumy man shall call again to-
morrow.”

Having drank his wine, he took a civil leave, agojing Bertha two crowns,
rode off.

“Lord! (cried she, when he was gone) what luclerads us! what a kind

gentleman; how sorry | am he didn’'t come beforepber lady went away.” “So am not

| (answered Joseph;) | don’t like him at all; hes lsasmooth speech to be sure, but if he
was good, neither madam nor Albert would have mayal dare say: however | shan't
ride the horse any more, ‘till | know to whom itetobelong.” Bertha tried every way to
find if he knew where the lady was gone, but hededaall her questions, and though he
loved his old woman dearly, yet he knew she cowldb® entrusted with a secret; not
that she would discover from ill-nature, but frongarrulity natural to old age, and a
desire of obliging any one who wanted informaticoni her.

Joseph, in the early part of his life, had obtdiaetolerable education, and had
better expectations, but the wars had carried isfffiiends and little possessions; he
was glad therefore, in a humble state, to earnbhead, and be contented with the
situation Providence ordained for him; but his gseahts were above his condition, and
he prized his word, and kept it when pledged witihcinmore exactness that a fine
gentleman does his honour, when given to a fawuaitly, or a humble tradesman:
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Joseph therefore persevered in his integrity, batught there would be no harm in
writing what had passed that day to the young laohg take her directions how to
conduct himself; for he had a perfect reliance enttuth, and thought only ill treatment
could have induced her to quit an uncle’s housthawuit a friend to help her.

The following day the gentleman’s servant madedgpearance, but to little
purpose, for though Joseph was in the garden, 8drdid gained no information; but
she told all she did know of the lady’'s coming thdhe ghosts disturbing her the first
night, her subsequent courage, her kindness amdesudsolution to leave them, and
that she heard her say something about going\elttaParish but she knew no more,
and she was sure Joseph knew no more than she—should he? he never spoke
twenty words to the lady.” He asked who was the evai the castle, she told his name,
and with a present of another crown he took le®egtha looked at the money, “Ah!
(said she) what a pity now | can't tell where s$ieal hundred of these would make one
happy for life.”

A very few days after this, the old couple wered@iner, when they heard the
trampling of horses; they hastily opened the dommd beheld, to their great
astonishment, a carriage with three attendants, ianithe carriage Joseph saw his
master, Count Wolfenbach: struck with wonder, hegdb to tender his services, but
stood staring at him until he alighted. Being cartdd into the parlour, one of the
horsemen with him, “Friend Joseph, (said he) | hsold this estate, and next month
another family will take possession of it.” “Goodrd! (cried Joseph) what will become
of me and Bertha?” “Don’t be uneasy, friend Josdpthall take care of you; | have
another estate in Suabia, a fine house and garihepsifect order; Bertha and you shall
have the care of it, with a servant under her tepkie clean, and a man under you to
work in the gardens—what say you to that?” “I amchmwbliged to your Lordship
(answered the honest man;) ‘tis rather late infilfeme to travel, but | must obey your
pleasure, and if you have not already got a manvaowchan there, | know a very
industrious couple hard by, the only friends weehavho will be glad to go with us.”
“By all means, (said the Count, eagerly) but prag wou pretty quiet now; do the
ghosts trouble you, as has been foolishly talkéd tfam seldom disturbed, my Lord,
(answered Joseph;) | never saw nor heard any ghtisk®lieve not, (said the Count;)
the silly imagination of some people conjure umHtful fancies, and endeavor to
impose them upon others as realities; but prayplo$®w soon can you leave this
house? my man Peter will go with you to the othauy will find a much better
habitation, and can take your friends with youri dbout a week, my Lord, | shall be
ready.” “Not sooner?” “I must speak to my friendge must get our little domestic
business put in order, and then we shall be figgocomfortably, though ‘tis a long
journey for old folks, my Lord.” “Nothing at all—nbing at all, (said his Lordship;)
Peter will see you safe. We shall be with you neeek—use all the dispatch you can,
for | have alterations to make in the house, befgjige it up.”

The Count and his attendants mounted their h@sdgode off, leaving Joseph
in great perplexity. Bertha, ignorant of the evemtsch caused his uneasiness, was well
pleased to change her abode for a better one, aadnva violent hurry to call on Pierre
and Jaqueline, but Joseph requested she wouldanatiher day, ‘till he had considered
the matter. He well knew, that if the Count visitbé other wing, he must be sensible
that it had been lately inhabited. If he was inmda® his conjectures, and unconcerned
in the late transactions, he would judge unfavolyrab Joseph; if, on the contrary, he
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had any hand in carrying off the lady and murdehieg attendant, the removal of the
body would convince him some person must have lbeere; his suspicions would
naturally fall on himself, and perhaps he mightskerificed also. These considerations
greatly distressed Joseph; every way he saw pétipkexd vexation, and was afraid to
throw himself into the Count’s power, though he sawchance of avoiding it. He had
been every day to the other apartments, excegirdeeding one, and found every thing
tranquil; but now that the Count was in the neigitbood, he was afraid to go: yet he
thought the only way to avoid suspicion, or impagdevils, would be to replace the
body on the bed, at all events.

Endeavouring to derive courage from necessityirémbling ventured to the
private passage, but, to his surprise and horhar,lamps were all extinguished; he
knew they must have been put out, otherwise theyldvbave lasted that day; he
therefore hastily turned back, and regained theséoAfter a little deliberation he went
up the staircase, and opening every apartmentsadtly till he came to the door which
led to the gallery of the other wing, he found astened on the other side. This
circumstance confirmed his fears: he listened sbme, and plainly heard voices, but
could distinguish nothing; he then retreated with $ame care, locking up all the doors
on the outside, for whether it was the Count argddairvant, or a set of banditti, he
thought his situation equally dangerous.

Poor Joseph could not communicate his fears tdhBerand therefore his
uneasiness passed off for indisposition, but heahsldepless night.

The next morning he went to the post town, andhisogreat joy, received a
letter from Matilda. She was safe at Paris; andMaequis and his Lady, under the
greatest apprehensions for their sister; convirstexdwould never return to the Castle,
should she be alive, and grateful to their oldnitiddoseph, offered him and his wife an
asylum at their house, thinking they might one dagther be sacrificed to the Count’s
revenge.

Scarcely had he read this letter, when he saw,ReeeCount’s servant, coming
towards him; he had the paper still in his hana, ‘Bseph, you have been at the post, |
see.” “Yes, (answered he, with as much ease asuiid assume;) | hear now and then
from a sister of mine, who is in service at Pabst is my Lord here in this town,
Peter?” “Yes, (replied he) his Lordship is settlisgme business with his tenants.”
“Well, (said Joseph) next week we shall be readgdapPeter.” “Very well,” (cried the
other, with a smile) and they parted.

On Joseph’s return to his house, he began to @ensi his removal; he was
sure he could not depend on the Count, but hovet@agay without his knowledge was
the difficulty; after much deliberation, he tookshiesolution, and going to Bertha, told
her the Lady Matilda was in Paris, and had senttfem to live with her. She was out of
her wits with joy: “O, (cried she) that will be hausand times better than living in the
Count’s house; yes, yes, let's go, the sooner #dieeh say I.” “But, (said Joseph) you
must not say a word to the Count, or any body ttierworld.” She promised secrecy,
and they began to contrive about taking away tlitder matters, and setting off in a day
or two.
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That night Joseph thought to get some rest, thduglfears still remained, and
kept him waking for some hours: about midnight mepged asleep, but was soon
awakened by a great smoke and a terrible smeltafie hastily got up, and opening
the door, the flames burst in upon him; he ranht lled and called Bertha to follow
him; she jumped out, as he thought, for that pwepbe got into the court, and saw the
other wing also on fire, and presently the buildhmg came out of fell in. He called
Bertha; alas! she was smothered in the ruins. Th@enbuilding was now in flames. He
ran to the stable, got the horse, and riding thnotie wood as fast as possible, a
contrary way from the town, he stopt not till heneato the foot of a mountain; with
difficulty he crept off his horse, and threw hinfseh the ground. “Bertha! my dear
Bertha, | have lost thee for ever; | am now a dodorn creature, without a friend in
the world: why did | fly,—why did | not perish ime¢ fire with my wife? what a coward
I am! O, that cursed Count, this is all his doingexpected he would seek my death,
but poor Bertha, she was unconscious of offendcbddarbarian, yet she is gone, and |
am left desolate who ought to have been the suffdfghausted by grief and lassitude
the wretched old man lay almost motionless for someeirs, when Providence
conducted a carriage that way, with a lady andlgern in it, and two attendants on
horseback. Seeing the horse grafing and an eldedy lying on the ground, the
gentleman stopt the carriage, and sent a servdmtriohe explained his situation in a
brief manner, which when the domestic informedrhéster of, he ordered he should be
brought and put into the carriage, and the hod®teby the servant to their seat.

We will now return to Matilda, who with her faitHfiAlbert, arrived at Paris
without meeting any accident. They soon found tleeHde Melfont, and Matilda
writing a short billet to the Marchioness, reposedself a little after the fatigue of her
journey.

In less than three hours the Marchioness arrimdter carriage, and entered the
room with that delight in her countenance whichirplatestified the pleasure she
expected to receive in the company of her youngnttj she flew towards her, and
embraced her with a warmth that affected the guhtbEart of Matilda to tears.
“Welcome, a thousand times welcome, my dear Missmae the friend of my poor
little sister must be the friend of my heart! chargngirl! (said she, gazing on her) that
countenance needs no recommendation; what do éwetmy Victoria.” Matilda, in
returning her caresses, involuntarily started apeéated Victoria! “Yes, my love, that is
my sister’'s name; you know her only as the unha@pyntess of Wolfenbach, |
suppose: but let me see your faithful Albert, tcowhl hear you are greatly indebted.”
“I am indeed, madam, (replied Matilda) my whole Idt present is and must be a state
of obligation.” “Dismiss that idea, my dear Miss Wiar, and see that you have the
power of obliging in your society those whose studyill be to convince how grateful
they are for the favour you confer on them.” Matildowed and kissed the hand of the
Marchioness, with an expression in her eyes thakeswolumes to the heart. Albert
now entered the room; “My good friend, (said thelyal hope you are well; | wished
to see you, to thank you for the services to tlwang lady.” “I humbly thank your
Ladyship, (cried Albert) but | have only done mytyjwand when you know my mistress
you will think so, for she deserves all the worlibsld serve her.” “I doubt it not,
(replied the Lady) and after my first care to rengteur mistress happy, my second shall
be to make the remainder of your days comfortaleither Matilda nor Albert could
refrain from tears. “Come, come, (said the Marchg®) lets us be gone; my carriage
waits; the Marquis is impatient to see you, andvéha thousand questions to ask about
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my dear sister.”Ah! thought Matilda, how shall Ifakl the dismal tale—how must |
wound a bosom so tender and affectionate! Thigegfin threw her into a melancholy
reverie, as the carriage drove on. The Marchiowméserved it, and taking her hand,
“We are not strangers, my dear Miss Weimar; | hanly been to meet my younger
sister and introduce her to my husband, alreadypapesl to love her.” Matilda,
overcome by a reception so kind, cried out, wislsbs spoke the genuine feelings of
her heart, “Dear madam, you oppress me with yonegesity and goodness: O that |
may be found, on further knowledge, to deserve goad opinion.” “I am persuaded of
it, (replied the other) and if you please, (addeé, svith a smile) here ends the chapter
of favours, obligations, and such kind of stuff] &sve an utter aversion to.”

By this time they were arrived at the hotel, ahe Marchioness led her young
friend to the saloon, where the Marquis sat expgdiiem. “Here, my Lord, permit me
to introduce to you my younger sister; | bespealryaitention for her, and think you
will find no difficulty in bestowing it.” “You jud@ right, my beloved Charlotte: your
sister claims a double share of my esteem from dwen merit, legible in her
countenance, and your introduction.” Having saluéed led her to a chair: “ | am
charmed (added he) that our dear Victoria has peacus such a delightful companion;
she must have sacrified a great deal to give wssple, in losing your society.” Matilda,
unable any longer to repress her feelings, burst iears. Both were alarmed; the
Marchioness, taking her hand, “Dear Miss Weimau flave something on your spirits;
tell me, pray tell me, did you leave my sister ®ellou have, | think, avoided
mentioning her.” “Ah! madam, (she replied) | amyenfortunate that my introduction
to you must occasion pain and sorrow; yet | trb&t dear lady will be the care of
Providence, though alas! | know not where she*Ndt know where she is? (exclaimed
the Marchioness) good heavens! has she then &effdstle?” Matilda then entered into
a detail of every event that had happened at ttstléCdhe death of the attendant, and
the absence of the Countess. Perceiving the agitamd distress of her auditors, she
added, “I have little doubt of the poor Lady’'s sgfdrom a persuasion that if any ill
was intended towards her, they would have destrbgedas well as the servant.” “You
judge very properly, my dear Miss Weimar: be congy my Charlotte; your friend’s
observation is founded on truth and reason; | hefs, long we shall hear from the
injured sufferer, or else (said he, raising hiscediby heavens! neither oaths nor
promises shall prevent me from publicly calling the Count to produce her.” This
threat alarmed his Lady, and suspended her grlefll ‘'ne, my sweet girl, are you in
her confidence—do you know my sister’s story?” ‘#ed, madam, | do not; Joseph,
whom | have mentioned, is the only one acquainted ker woes, and he is bound by
oath not to reveal them without her leave; unfaatety | postponed a recital which
otherwise might have been a clue to trace her ntear unhappy sister! (cried the
Marchioness) how severe has been your punishmemith&r time, my beloved Miss
Weimar, | will acquaint you with all | know relagvto her situation: | trust heaven will
protect her, and therefore | will not sadden yoemrh now, nor give you only sighs and
tears for your reception, when we wish to make goeerful and happy.” With a deep
sigh, which she endeavoured, though in vain, toese she conducted Matilda to the
apartments appropriated for her, and embracing“Newy are dearer to me than ever;
the child of misfortune, as you just now styled rgmlf’, and the friend of my sister, has
entire possession of my heart; love me but half@lsas | feel inclined to do you, and |
shall be very happy.” Matilda replied in the mofeetionate and grateful terms. The
Marchioness insisted upon her taking a few houss, qgrevious to their meeting at
supper.
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When she was alone she began to reflect on heatisih; a recollection of past
distresses impeded the satisfaction she must oigehave felt for the fervent reception
she had met with. An unhappy orphan, thought sitbpwt a single claim on the world,
from affinity or natural affection—a dependent ¢ tbounty of friends, even for my
daily subsistance, and of which | am liable to leertved by a hundred accidents; is it
possible any one can be more unfortunately circantgid than myself? yet, when | left
my uncle’s house, could | have hoped for such &eption as | a now under? O, | will
not despair, heaven will preserve me, if | perseveirute and integrity; if | can acquit
myself of wilful error, and dare appeal to the ttecke of my sentiments, when
misfortunes and distresses befall me, | will kiss tod of correction, and submit with
resignation to the Almighty will.

Composed a little in her mind, she dropt asleembmve three hours, and then
rose, refreshed and with recruited spirits. She nieasived by her good friends with the
greatest and most flattering marks of kindness, lardgrateful heart impelled her to
return them by every attention in her power. Therdqda said, it was time, from
Albert's age, that he should be laid up to resis “honesty and affection to Miss
Weimar deserves reward, | shall therefore allow samething above the wages he has
had, and only request he will superintend my stlded see that they take proper care
of my horses, but on no account to take active pathe business.” Matilda most
gratefully aknowledged this kindness to her olerid, whose wellfare was very near
her heart. The Marchioness told her they had irgdridaving Paris in about ten days,
“now, (said she,) | shall feel great reluctanceqtot France without obtaining some
knowledge of my poor sister’s destiny; but as ygpeet to hear from Joseph, | will still
try to flatter myself he will give you some infortien concerning her.” Matilda
encouraged the hope as it appeared to composduteshe thought it a very slender
one.

Two days passed swiftly away. The Marchionesdeaxhiver young friend round
the city, pointed out every place worth observationthat could afford amusement.
Matilda was in a new world: the polite and sensitdaversation she now enjoyed was
so different from every thing of the kind to whishe had been accustomed, that she
was mortified at her own deficiencies, and mostdasaisly endeavoured to profit by
the good sense and elegant manners of her pragsstor

The third day after her arrival the Marchioness wahave an assembly. Matilda
requested she might not appear, as the clothebahaevere by no means suitable to
such an occasion. “Indeed, my love, | cannot exguse that objection shall soon be
done away (said her friend.)” And presently sonegaht silks, laces, linen, &c. were
produced for her acceptance. “These things aremfpryounger sister; she must not
presume to refuse a small testimony of affectiamfrher elder one.” Before Matilda
could reply several trades people came in, and/itrehioness gave orders every thing
must be ready that evening; which was promised.Whey were alone she kissed the
hand of her benefactress, “O, madam, in what ai@raagnanner do you confer favors,
without wounding the feelings of the person oblijéd truce, if you please, (said her
friend) to your—Oh! and Ah! the favor, if any, isrderred on me by your acceptance;
but once for all, | beg it may be understood, |remkledge you as my sister by
adoption; | have no children, therefore, in theéhtsgof a sister, you have a claim to
participate with me in every thing; you must onlginlg yourself to submit to the
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commands of eldership, and let the words favor alligation be blotted from your
vocabulary.”Saying this, she hastened from her, laftdMatilda overwhelmed with
grateful emotions. Before she had recovered Alappeared, “Pardon me, madam, for
coming up, but I longed to tell you what a blestedily we are got into; such kindness
as | am treated with! such good servants, all dgatin their Lord and Lady! O, it was a
happy day when we entered the gates of Paris! ¢ hopdear young lady, you think so
too?” “I do indeed, my friend; | have a thousandigdiions to this noble family; and
‘tis not the least of them, that they have provifladyou, to whom | shall always think
myself indebted for every good | enjoy.” Albert,esgome by this acknowledgement,
hurried from her, tears of joy running down his eke

In the evening Matilda’s clothes were brought horttee servant who was
ordered particularly to wait on her, dressed hahamost fashionable style. When the
Marchioness came into the room, she was charmdd ét appearance. “My love,
(said she) you will cause variety of emotions tn&ning; | foresee an abundance of
admiration and envy, when | introduce my lovelyatign, for such you are, remember;
but there are two families | wish you to like; ti@untess De Bouville and her
daughter, and Madame de Nancy and her sister MadelleoDe Bancre. You will
receive a hundred professions of admiration anekestfrom every one, but these ladies
will speak from their hearts, and | trust they whiank me for the acquisition of a friend
for their select parties.” “You leave me nothingstyy, my dear madam, but a repetition
of the same words, and the same feelings for ypaommmon goodness; | will study to
deserve your recommendation, and to render mygedfeable to the ladies, as the only
proof | can give of my sensibility.”

The Marchioness conducted her to the saloon, aod after a croud of ladies
and gentlemen made their appearance; to whom shsevarally introduced, and a buz
of admiration, with a hundred audible complimeniswdated through the room: at
length two ladies addressed the Lady of the houtteam affectionate freedom that told
Matilda they were the persons whe was bid to lowe; was she mistaken. “My dear
Countess, (said the Marchioness) for this youny ldzespeak your friendship; not only
because she is a relation of mine, but becausepessuaded Miss Weimar has merit on
her own to recommend her to you esteem, and thgbwf charming daughter.” “You
could not have paid us a greater compliment, (arexhvilne Countess, saluting Matilda;)
this young lady’s mind is legible in her counteran&delaide, (said she, turning to her
daughter) | present you an amiable companion, wlestgem you must endeavour to
merit.” She joined their hands. “You could not, migar madam, (replied the young
Lady) have given me a command more agreeable timchigations.” “You do me great
honour, ladies, (said Matilda) in your approbatidtnmust be my care to merit the
distinction which | already perceive will be neaagsto my happiness.” The young
ladies were indeed mutually struck with each otMademoiselle De Bouville was an
only daughter, and, contrary to the general fashiofrance, had been educated at
home, under the eye of a respectable mother, wimygh she submitted to the
frivolities, the gaities, and round of trifing asements which engage the attention of
that lively nation, yet found time to superintemdialirect the education of her child, by
which she avoided the stiff monastic air of a cany@nd was equally unacquainted
with the follies and vices which too generally pagvwn those seminaries of education;
for though they do not always incur general censyet it is extremely difficult to
discriminate, as too often it is the punishmenprmaffligacy to be confined in a cloyster;
and what injury a person of that descripion mayadwngst a number of young people,
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some with weak heads, and others with bad heatsiat be expressed nor thought of
without horror.

Adelaide De Bouville had a very pleasing persaaagsweetness of temper, and
a cultivated understanding; she was near twenty haid been for some time addressed
by Monsieur De Clermont, son to the Marquis of thm#tme, an amiable and
accomplished young man; and it was expected by fhiends the union would take
place when the young Count De Bouville returnednfrbis travels: Adelaide being
particularly fond of her brother, made a point @itwg till she could have his presence
at an affair on which her happiness must entiregeihd. She was charmed with the
introduction of Miss Weimar to her acquaintancegd aought, by the most polite
attention, to obtain her esteem. Matilda was eguwddlighted with her companion, and
they soon after had an additional charm to thertyphy the arrival of Madame De
Nancy and Mademoiselle De Bancre; the latter waar nevo and twenty, very
handsome, a great share of good humour, and a enckinting vivacity; her sister
being sacrificed very early in life to an elderlyam every way unworthy of her, except
by his immense fortune; he used her extremely allyays out of humour and
suspicious: she suffered under his tyranny fiveigryears; he then died, and left her
mistress of a large independence, the expenditurehah did her great honor. Her
sister, who had witnessed her bad treatment fronuramorthy husband, determined
never to marry; they resided together, equally\edoand respected.

Matilda was charmed with her new acquaintanceyar® of beaus surrounded
them, but she thought their conversation, theipéses, and fulsome compliments truly
disgusting, on a comparison with the sensible aedamt manners of her newly-
acquired female friends.

When the company separated Matilda received nwmserwitations, every one
professing themselves delighted with the charmingsMVeimar; but those professions
were not equally sincere. A Mademoiselle De Foeteéheld her with envy and dislike:
she was a young woman of family and large fortuma&l been taken about two years
from a convent, where she was placed on the dddtieranother; and soon after that
period her father also died suddenly, and leftdudely to the care of an aunt, an old gay
coquet, whom every body despised, yet every bodited, because she had large
parties, elegant entertainments, and high play.edtite care, if it can be so called, of
this ridiculous old woman, Mademoiselle De Fontélbd acquired all the follies and
vanities incident to youth and beauty, when underestrictions, no proper precepts or
example. She detested handsome women, was desufowengrossing universal
admiration to herself, had a malignant heart, geflaa as a coquet’s affections could be
engaged, hers were devoted to the young Count DgilBg but as her attractions were
not powerful enough to detain him from pursuing tnévels, she flirted with every one
that came in her way, to the utmost extent thané¢hremanners and customs would
allow among young persons, where there is certambye reserve than in any other
country (Spain excepted.) Therefore ‘tis no uncomrtiong for girls gladly to marry
the man pointed out by the parents, if he is eweold, ugly, or little known; the
restraint laid upon them is so strict, and theinduct so narrowly observed, that to
enjoy liberty they marry; from hence proceeds teaity for which the married ladies in
France are so remarkable, and which has giveriaiaa almost general censure, which
they do not always deserve: for those who haveieduithe characters and manners of
the French ladies frequently declare, there is niogesemblance than reality of vice in
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them; and though many are profligate, like soméhair neighbouring kingdom, who
apparently carry more modesty and reserve in théward deportments; yet there are
very many amiable French women, who, under thetronal gaiety of heart and
freedom of manners, are most truly respectablevaryesituation in life. But the old
aunt of Mademoiselle De Fontelle was not one o$eh@or had she instilled any such
sentiments of respectability in her niece, consetiyeéhe young lady ventured to the
utmost bounds custom or courtesy would allow: sheseoner saw Miss Weimar than
she dreaded and hated her; being a stranger, fukaand engaging, she obtained
universal admiration; but when she observed thedddcpreference and selection of
Mademoiselle De Bouville for her companion, she matsageous. The Count was soon
expected home; he would doubtless be attractedhibyhaiteful stranger—the idea was
dreadful, and from that moment she was the declanetiny of Miss Weimar, though
resolved to cultivate the most violent intimacy twher; consequently when the party
broke up, she advanced and solicited the youngdaalgquaintance, in the politest
manner possible.

When the company had left the rooms Matilda thdrtke Marchioness for the
pleasure she had procured her, in the introdud¢tosuch charming young women as
Mesdemoiselles De Bouville and De Bancre. “Thers waaother lady, (said she) who
paid me much attention, and invited my acquaintdnc¥es, (answered the
Marchioness) Mademoiselle De Fontelle; but bewéateeo, my dear Matilda; she is far
from being a desirable intimate—I neither like her her aunt, Madame de Rérbut
| know not how it is, one meets with them every mheand cannot avoid seeing them
sometimes in public, but they are never of my pavparties, therefore let common
civility only pass between you.”

The young lady promised to observe her advice, theg separated to their
respective apartments.

On Matilda’s table lay a letter, which the servplaticed there, not to disturb her
whilst in company. She hastily broke it open; itsvieom Joseph: he related the incident
respecting the horse, mentioned the gentleman’siees, and described his person. It
was her uncle. She was terrified and shoked beyweasure, she sunk into a chair, and
burst into a flood of tears: “Good heavens! (sdid)sf he should trace me here: yet so
many days before him, I think | may be safe; Bektlaa not in the secret, and Joseph |
can, | know, depend upon not to betray me.” Undler host painful reflections, she
retired to rest, but sleep forsook her pillow: thead of falling again into the power of
a man so abandoned gave her the most poignanttiafii— “O, that we were in
England, (said she) I should then, I think, be $afe his pursuit.”

She past a restless night, and in the morning meetfriends, with a pale
countenance and uneasy mind.

“My dear child, (exclaimed the Marchioness) wrathe matter, are you ill?”
Matilda gave her Joseph’s letter, and expressedelaes of being found in Paris by her
uncle. Her friends requested she would composenivet. The Marquis assured her of
his protection. “You are not well enough, my lowe, go out or see company this
morning; we will retire to my dressing-room, andamuse you from thinking of your
own troubles, | will enter upon the story of my arifinate sister, as far as | know of it,
for great part is involved in mystery, and she tak®n, she says, the most sacred oaths
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never to divulge the rest, without permission obther person. My father, Baron
Stielberg, inherited from his ancestors, a resjpéetaame, a great share of family pride,
and very small possessions, which by wars, andruggle to keep up the family
consequence, had been diminished greatly withidasiefifty years. He had no son, a
source of eternal regret to him, and two daughtgh®m he determined should marry
advantageously, or not at all. Our mother died wiheas about ten, and my sister eight
years of age. We were placed in a convent for satsy; at the expiration of which time
we were sent for home. Our father seemed satigfidtdour improvements. We had the
good fortune to please, and it was the fashiondtoige us. In a few months after our
return to the world the Marquis De Melfort, who washis travels, stopt at Vienna; we
met at an assembly, and a mutual approbation téeéephe was introduced to my
father; and, in short, not to be tedious, his asklrs were allowed, for though my father
would have preferred a German nobleman; yet thalalmcharacter of the Marquis, his
very large fortune, and an earnest desire to sesettied in his life time, prevailed on
him to accede to the advantageous proposals maaeefoand in a short time | became
the happy wife of one of the best of men. We reethinear six months at Vienna, but
the Marquis began to express a wish of returningeaios, having been absent above two
years. | requested my father would permit my sigdeaccompany me; but to this he
peremptorily objected. | took leave of my friendsdamy country with tears and
reluctance. The dear Victoria was ready to expitewas our first separation, and we
had lived in the most perfect harmony with eaclentshe was my father’s favourite,
and therefore he did not feel that grief on my iegvhim, which might have been
expected. | had a consolation—I accompanied a bdltnmisband, and was received by
his friends with the most flattering attention. Migter and | constantly corresponded. In
about eight months after my residence at Pariswsb& me, that at an assembly she
had met with one of the most amiable men in thedyar Chevalier De Montreville, a
gentleman of a noble family, but small fortune,retary to the French ambassador. The
manner in which she described this young man, caed me she liked him: | was
sorry for it, | knew he never would be countenanibgany father. She also added, that
Count Wolfenbach was her very shadow—that she wetdgm, notwithstanding his
immense fortune and prodigious stock of love. In amgwer, | cautioned her against
indulging a patrtiality for the Chevalier, as | wkhew my father never would approve
of it. A short time after | received a very melaabhletter. “Pity me, my dear sister, for

| am miserable—I cannot deny my attachment to tlstndeserving of men: he has
been rejected with contempt by my father, and ydatel was commanded to receive
Count Wolfenbach as my destined husband! | hadetdst him—he is morose, savage,
sneering, revengeful—Alas! what am | saying? thenrmay be my husband—O, my
dear sister, death is far preferable to that sandt

“These expressions filled me with extreme griel; generous husband wrote
my father immediately; he besought him not to $merihis child,—that if the want of
fortune was his only objection to the Chevalierwmild gladly remove that deficiency,
and he had both interest and inclination to prod¢ume a handsome establishment: that
from the affection he bore me and my sister, it higearnest desire to see her happy, if
at the expence of one-third of his fortune.”

“To this letter we received no answer within #aepected time. | grew very
uneasy, | wrote again to my sister. It was moren thamonth before | received any
return. | have it now in my pocket book:”(the Maiamess took it out, and read as
follows:)
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COUNTESS ORNOLFENBACH,
TO
THE MARCHIONESS

My dearest Sister,

“JusT recovered from the jaws of death, the lost unhafiptoria acknowledges
the receipt of you kind letter: alas! the contenéve almost broken a heart already
exhausted by grief and despair. | have been a fivieeweeks, near a month | was
confined to my bed; but if | can, | will be methodi in the relation of what has befallen
me. The letter your generous and respectable hdskante, unfortunately was
delivered by the servant in the same moment with foom the Chevalier. My father
believed you acted in concert. Never shall | fordpet fury of his countenance. “This
insolent Frenchman wants to degrade me into a diegmee on him, and marry my
daughter to his beggarly countryman.” Ah! my fati{eried 1) do not judge so unkindly
of my excellent brother, his views are for our gah&éappiness.” “And that, (said he,
interrupting me furiously) can be accomplished withhis interference; the Count has
a noble fortune, high birth, a title, and is a Ganm-not another word, (added he,
seeing me about to speak) not a single objectionMonday next you become his
wife—see that you obey without the least reluctdn8aying this, he left the room, and
in a few minutes afterwards | fell senseless fropnsmat. How long | continued thus, |
know not, but on my recovery | found myself on nedband Therese with me; she was
bathing me with her tears. “Thank heaven, my ydadg, you are alive still! O, what a
dismal day for me to see you thus.” | thanked thergreature, her kindness was of
service,—I shed a copious flood of tears. Soorr afig father sent to know how | did,
and to tell me | was expected in the library. Iydsbthe summons with trembling steps.
The odious Count, | must call him so, was with hivty father advanced, and rudely
snatching my hand, “There, my Lord, | give her tmyyour day shall be ours.” “This
day, this hour, (cried he, eagerly, kissing my hawmd not delay my happiness.” A
sickness came over my heart—I sunk into a chairctdvia!” (cried my father, in an
angry voice.) | endeavoured to reply, but burst tetars. “Foolish girl, (said he) receive
the honor my Lord does you, in a manner more woothyourself and me.” He left the
room. The Count approached me with a malicious‘@marming Victoria, am | so very
hateful; has the Chevalier so many advantages ower as to engross all your
affection?” | started, but indignation rouzed myrigp—"“Whatever are his advantages,
my Lord, or whether he has any real superioritynot, for I make no invidious
comparisons; yet if you suppose he is the objeatyfffections, surely | am unworthy
the honour of being your wife; no man of spirit kbbear a divided heart; but if he
engrosses all, which | neither affirm nor deny, rybardship will do well, both for your
own sake and mine, to renounce all thoughts of fi¢d, madam, (said he, in the
highest rage) your father has given me your hamnd, you shall be mine, let the
consequence be what it may.” He flung out of thmmwawith a look of vengeance. You
may conceive, | cannot describe my situation. k& ¢évening my father told me the
Chevalier was gone to Switzerland. From the hourfatlyer rejected him, | gave him
up to outward appearance: | wrote and conjured Hile valued my peace, to think of
me no more. His answer almost broke my heart, fbytcommands were sacred, my
peace all the good he sought for in his life.” WHemeard he had quitted Vienna a
momentary pleasure seized hold of my heart; he dvout be here when | was
sacrificed to his rival, nor until | had left th&yc Not to tire you, my dear sister, the
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Monday following | became a wife—spare me the rmgjpet of the dreadful
circumstances. The following day | was in a highefe and continued ill for a month; |
received but little attention from the Count—thes@s more of resentment than
tenderness in his manner when he came into mymagatt and involuntarily | used to
shrink from his view. However it pleased heavemestore me to health. | am gaining
strength daily, but as yet keep my own apartmera=obrrow | have engaged to meet
our father down stairs to dinner. Pray for me, sevine, dearest sister; depend upon my
honour, | will deserve your love whatever becomkme. Heavens bless you and my
dear generous brother.

MICTORIA WOLFENBACH.”

“You must suppose, my dear Miss Weimar, (said Machioness) that this
letter made us extremely unhappy; | wrote howeard, fearful the Count might have
meanness enough to insist upon seeing her lektersk little notice of her complaints,
but congratulated her on the recovery of her hedklsired she would pay attention to
it, for the sake of her husband and friends; inrshiowas an equivocal kind of a letter,
and | thought could give no offence. After thisdaind from her but seldom, and then
there was an evident restraint in her style, whiaht me, but which | dared not take
notice of. She had been married about eight momthen the Marquis received a letter
from the Count, acquainting us that my father weadd after only three days’ iliness,
giving an account of his effects, and inviting tarquis over to see a proper division
of them. | persuaded him to comply. He would notwgthout me, and | was not sorry
for the opportunity offered me to see my sister. e safe to Vienna. We met the
Count and his lady, who had come from their coust®t, about seven leagues from
Vienna, for that purpose. We flew into each otharims, with tears of mingled joy and
sorrow. Alas! it was but the shadow of the onceobiing Victoria. | surveyed her with
surprise and distress: she took no notice, bubdiniced me to her husband; the cause of
the alteration | observed was then explained. Nsusgly was there a man with a more
ferocious countenance; he inspired me with hoterrmoment | examined him: | felt
for my sister, but tried to receive his cold citidls with politeness for her sake. After
dinner we were glad to leave the gentlemen to legsinand retire to ourselves. “My
dearest Victoria, (cried |, embracing her) tell mel-me all: you are not happy, your
fragile form too plainly speaks it.” “I endeavor b@ contented, (she replied:) my dear
father thought happiness must be connected witbndplur and riches; he sought to
aggrandize his children; | respect the motive, ha@xeéhe has been deceived.” “The
Count, | must own, (said 1) is a disagreeable dbijédly dear Charlotte, (she cried) do
not think so meanly of me, as to suppose his wampecsonal attractions weighs any
thing with me—I should despise myself in that cam®ther is it now any preference for
another: | have never seen or heard from the Ciegvsaahce my marriage. | will strictly
fulfil every duty | have sworn to observe, perhdpse may do much for me; it will
either soften the severity of the Count’s dispositior habit will enable me to bear with
less feeling, evils | cannot prevent. Ask me nostjoaes, my dear sister, | am not at
liberty to answer them; but if you regard my peaceet my husband with good-
humour and complaisance: and now tell me, (saill ahgour comforts, your pleasures
and mutual happiness—in your felicity | will findynown.” | was drowned in tears, her
manner was so solemn, so touching, so resignedimyeart was wrung with sorrow,
and | could not speak. “Dear Charlotte, (contingkd, wiping my eyes) spare me those
tears, | cannot bear them: remember what | haweyiol, be cheerful when you return
to company, or | shall be the sufferer. | met yathwears of joy, ‘tis long since they
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were shed for grief. Here, (putting her hand to ieart) here my sorrows are buried,
too deep for that relie——but | have done, deatesidet me enjoy pleasure now in
your society.” She attempted to smile, it was deiwii woe; | tried however to suppress
my emotions, and to divert her attention; askecew fuestions relative to our old
acquaintance, and in about an hour we returnedatdie composed. The Count
examined my looks; | approached him with smilestigd about our journey, and |
observed his features grew relaxed, and he behawNkedjreat civility. We continued at
Vienna a fortnight; he never asked us to his sé@toria conducted herself like an
angel; she was attentive to every word and wishigif her deportment was grave but
perfectly obliging, so that it appeared more a ratdisposition than arising from any
particular cause. When all our business was figisitbe Count one morning took
occasion to observe his presence was much wantdteicountry; that he had lately
purchased an estate in Switzerland, and shouldhg@ tsoon, consequently had many
affairs which required his inspection. We took kiet, and finding | must part with my
sister, | was very ready to leave Vienna. The da&yipus to our departure an old friend
of my father’s paid me a visit; after chatting sotime, “My dear Marchioness, (said
he) | sincerely lament the unhappy fate of yourregtiag sister; she has certainly the
worst husband in the world; she is shut up, dealédociety; he is jealous, cruel, and
revengeful: | am sorry to grieve you, but | tremfde her life—she cannot long support
such wretchedness. The poor Chevalier, (added & )bben absent from hence ever
since her marriage: | am told he is now daily expeche will hear most afflictive
news, for her happiness is the chief wish of hisrtiel answered this worthy man, and
told him my sister's reserve, as to her husbandéatinent of her: he praised her
prudence, and added, “your father had two motiaesbliging her to marry the Count;
he was disappointed in both, for he was no stratmdrer situation before he died.”
“And what, Sir, was his other motive?” “An intentido marry a relation of the Count’s,
but she absolutely refused him, and married andtiver months ago. You know, I
suppose, (added he,) that the Count was a widow®, Sir, | never heard that
circumstance.” “Why, it is a black story, as iréported: ‘tis said about three years ago
he married a young lady, an orphan, of good fanblyt small fortune, at Bern, in
Switzerland; that he treated her so ill as to cdwesedeath, and left two children, who
were put to nurse, afterwards taken from thencéhowut any one’s knowing what
became of them; however your father told me then€mformed him they were both
dead. Almost every person believes his wife antddm came to an untimely end; but
he is a man of such rank and large possessionedgalhuses to say much. | hinted the
affair to your father, but fortune and love were mowerful to be given up, he affected
not to believe it; but after his own disappointmédra thought more of his daughter, and
had he not been so suddenly cut off, | believe didalve interfered; at least, | am sure,
would have made some separate provision for hdependent of that bad man her
husband.”

“You may conceive, my dear Miss Weimar, how muchas shocked at this
relation. | trembled for my Victoria, in the handssuch a monster, but alas! we could
do nothing. | entreated my good friend to watch @wunt narrowly, and to give me
information, from time to time, concerning her, whapnsidered a victim to a villain.

“The following day we took a heartbreaking lea¥ée Marquis entreated the
Count to pay us a visit. “In another year perhapsrtight.” My sister, dear unhappy
creature, never shed a tear. “My Charlotte, my\masister, think no more of me, (said
she, an hour before we parted;) my pilgrimage kellshort; the hour which gives birth
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to an unfortunate being (I had forgot to tell ydweswas with child) will, in all
probability, give me everlasting peace: fortundtehé dear infant accompanies me to
the grave, if not, O, my sister, consider it asdhé/ remains of the wretched Victoria,
who has, does, and ever will love you to her lastrti 1 will not wound your heart, my
dear Matilda, by any further recital of our conaign. When we parted, in presence of
her husband, I could have struck a dagger to hasth8he embraced me with fervor,
“Heavens bless you, my dear and happy sister! amnd yny generous, my noble
brother, may you both live to enjoy years of uninipted happiness.” “Doubtless they
will, (said the Count, with a malicious smile;) slyr you forget we are to meet again at
Paris next year, and not taking leave for life.tU&, (returned the Marquis;) | thank you
for the remembrance, Sir,—a few months hence, myedafriends, | hope to see you at
Paris.” She tore herself from my arms, and | gt the carriage, more dead than alive.
Not to enter into an unnecessary detail, we retisafe to Paris, and in a short time
after | received a few lines from my sister, ddteen their castle in Switzerland, telling
me she was tolerably well, both in health and &pithut hourly in expectation of an
event which might affect both.

“Near three weeks after this letter we received;twne from the Count
informing the Marquis, that, to his inexpressibteefy he had lost both wife and child;
the other from the medical gentleman who attended imforming me of the same
event, and that my sister, in her last momentsjesigd she would write to express her
affection and wishes for my happiness with her dapabreath.

Though | had always apprehended this event, yeautsed me inexpressible
misery; and there being no longer any ties to hisdo that detested Count, we never
answered or took any further notice of him.

“About six weeks after the dreadful information Wad received, a letter came
to me, directed in an unknown hand; | opened it-ggugvhat were my emotions in
reading these words, deeply impressed upon my memor

“Your sister lives, though dead to all the worldtkyou; a solemn vow has
passed her lips, never to disclose preceding evesttsout permission—ask no
questions, and you shall soon hear more, but nf@e bne life depends upon your
secresy.

MVICTORIA.”

“l flew to the Marquis with this billet; he was egjly surprised and overjoyed,
but naturally concluded we might have spies upgrand that therefore we had better
continue our mourning the usual time.

“It was upwards on a fortnight before | heard againd | grew very impatient;
at length | had another letter: this informed me slas confined, that she had reason to
hope her child (a boy) was alive. Under that hdpe Isved, and, notwithstanding her
confinement, was better in health than when | sawl&st. | might write a few lines
now and then, under cover to Joseph Kierman, imnlgav disguised hand; that she
perhaps might never see me more, and meet cedath d the secret was discovered.

35



“This letter, like the former, was in a differémnd from hers. | answered it, and
from that time, near eighteen years, we have gooreded about once in two months,
never oftener, till our last epistles concerning.yo

“The whole affair is certainly very strange: oftbas the Marquis vowed to
apply either to the Count or courts of justice; the letters we received were never
written by her, we could adduce no actual proofshisf guilt, and she continually
warned us to take no steps without her permissits, in a most unaccountable
manner we are prohibited from doing her justiceilstfall the world believes her dead:
he lives chiefly at Vienna, a dissipated life; thburom my friend | hear he is at times
gloomy, and apparently unhappy: this gentleman kewéelieves my sister and her
child dead, nor dare | undeceive him.

“Thus, my dear Miss Weimar, you have before yol laknow of this
melancholy affair; what now is become of this hapleictim heaven only knows,—I
cannot think of leaving Paris yet; the Marquis saarcely be restrained from exerting
himself, and, indeed, in a short time, if we gam farther information, | shall feel
disposed to coincide with his wishes.”

Matilda returned the Marchioness thanks for taltte she had taken in giving
this painful relation: she felt deeply for the pauffering Countess, and could not help
joining in opinion, that some decisive step oughbe taken, if she was not heard of
soon.

They both waited with impatience to have anotlettef from Joseph, as he
promised to write again about the gentleman andhbise; and the Marquis and
Marchioness requested Matilda to offer him and ligerin their name, an asylum at
Paris, if they had any fears of remaining at thetlea

Three or four days passed, and nothing new oatumdademoiselles De
Bouville and De Bancre had frequently called ongvigeimar, also Madame Le Brune
and her niece.

On the fifth morning the first mentioned young yaéntered the house,
accompanied by a very elegant young man, whom mstneduced to Matilda as her
brother. The Marquis and his lady were rejoicecsée him and gave him the most
cordial welcome.

Matilda was uncommonly struck by his appearanbe;tought him, (and with
justice) the most amiable man she had ever seen.Cbunt De Bouville was indeed
deserving of approbation: he had all the elegaricEBrench manners, without their
frivolities, an excellent understanding, and a esf improving it induced him to visit
England, after his tour through Italy and Germamg;had gained knowledge from the
different manners and customs of each nation, enuirred a truly accomplished young
man, with much good sense and polished mannensictaistegrity of heart, and the
highest sense of duty and love for his mother @tdrs He had always entertained great
respect for the Marquis and Marchioness De Melfang that, added to his sister’s
warm eulogiums on Miss Weimar’s perfections, brdulgim the morning after his
return to make his compliments. He had never segouag woman like Matilda; she
was in truth the child of nature; for, though acptished and well informed, having
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been bred up in obscurity, never visiting nor beirgited, a stranger to young men, to
flattery, or even the praises of a chamber-maidh &wimost beautiful face, an elegant
shape, and many natural if not acquired graces; whe unconscious of her
perfections—she knew not the art of displaying theradvantage—she had no vanity
to gratify—thought but humbly of herself, and re@sl every mark of admiration and
respect as favors to which she had no pretensircharacter so new to the world,
which was easily understood in a short visit, frtme frankness and naiveté of her
manners, could not fail of engaging the attentind asteem of the Count. Her person
was charming; her conversation and unaffected swestinsensibly gained upon the
heart, and rendered it impossible to avoid bestgwliat homage to which she made no
claims. When the visit was over and an engagemedenfor the Melfort family to dine
the following day at the Bouville’s. Matilda, witker usual candour, warmly praised the
young Count: her friends smiled, but coincided widr sentiments, and expatiated on
his good qualities with all the warmth of friendstand esteem. They were yet on the
same subject, when a servant entered and delieetetler to Matilda. “From Joseph,
(said she, looking at the address.)” “O, pray ope(cried the Marchioness.)” She did
so, and perusing it hastily to herself was strudk \Wworror at the contents. He was now
at the seat of Baron Wolmar, from whence he watesccount of all the proceedings at
the Castle. He concludes with telling her the Baaod his niece have given him an
asylum, but that the Count’s story was still unknovis desirous of receiving her
commands, and bitterly regrets the loss of pootHzer

When she had looked it over, without a single cemimshe gave it to the
Marchioness, but her looks prepared her friendstone dreadful intelligence. “Good
heavens! (cried she) what a villain! every thingvnie past a doubt—most certainly he
has destroyed my sister, and by burning the casilgght to make away with the person
privy to his transactions.”

When the Marquis had read it, “By all means, (daajl let Joseph be sent for
immediately, he will prove a material withess, dradn determined, if no news arrives
from her shortly, to enter a process against thenG@nd oblige him to produce her.

A servant was ordered to set off the following mog to bring Joseph, and the
Marquis wrote to thank the Baron for protecting him

Various and melancholy were their conjecturestiradao the Countess, whose
strange fate they all deplored. “I shall never feegmyself, (cried the Marquis) for not
interfering in this business years ago. When | kisée was first confined, though we
never understood so clearly the nature of thatinenfent till she wrote to us of the
courage and resolution a young lady, driven bydssti to the castle, had shewn, in
exploring the way to her gloomy apartments. At faene time she was cautious in
witholding any particular information as to the urat of her situation. Maria, her
attendartt always wrote for her, nor was any name signedither side.”

“Every circumstance (returned Matilda) convinces her life is not in danger,
for had that been determined on so many years waaudr have passed, and left her in
possession of it.” “I hope and wish your observatimay be verified, (said the
Marchioness.)” “But pray, madam, (cried Matilda)attbecame of the poor Chevalier
after her marriage and the subsequent report ofdeath?” “My friend at Vienna,
(replied the Lady) informed me, he returned the@nsafter the Count carried my sister
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to Switzerland, and in a short time quitted the assiador, and talked of visiting Asia,
and remaining abroad some years; since which we haver heard of him, whether he
is living or not.”

Some company now broke in upon them; and an engagein the evening
prevented any particular conversation.

The following day they were to dine with the Coasd De Bouville. Matilda, for
the first time in her life, took some pains withr ltgess, and felt an anxiety about her
appearance; yet, unconscious of her motives, shibuaed them solely to a desire of
pleasing the Marchioness. When they arrived atr thetel, the Count was ready to
conduct and introduce them. The Countess recehaa with pleasure. “I know, (said
she) my good friends, you rejoice with me on therreof my son. We are a family of
love, (added she, turning to Matilda) therefore youst not be surprised to see us a
little intoxicated with joy on meeting again afty long an absence.” “Indeed, madam,
such affectionate feelings do you great honour.”

Adelaide was all transport, which was soon aftaether checked by the
introduction of the Marquis de Clermont and his:sthe young men ran into each
other’'s arms. “A thousand welcomes, my dear De Bleyv impatiently longed to see
you.” “I believe it, (returned the other, with a b)) you had powerful reasons, and |
have shortened my stay in England considerablyoom gccount.” “Apropos, (said the
Marquis;) how do you like England, my young friend®o well, Sir, (replied the
Count) that | could be contented to pass my liferéhin the bosom of my friends. |
consider the English as the happiest people uruerstun: they are naturally brave,
friendly, and benevolent; they enjoy the blessiofya mild and free government; their
personal safety is secured by the laws; no marbegwunished for an imaginary crime,
they have fair trials, confront their accusers, eaen object to a partial jury; in short, as
far as human judgment admits these can be deerfaltibie. Very few, if any, suffer
but for actual crimes, adduced from the clearesbfgr Their commerce extends all
over the known world; their merchants are rich eegpectable, the first nobility do not
disdain an alliance with them, they are consida®the supporters of the kingdom: ‘tis
incredible to think of the liberal sums subscribbg these opulent, respectable,
generous people, on any popular occasion, or grivanefaction, without astonishment.
The men of fashion are many of them admirable ocsaggreat politicians, and perfectly
acquainted with the government of different natjoas much as of their own. The
young men, | believe, are the same every where—foinglleasure, expence, and
intrigue; but the rock on which they most generaldit is that spirit of gambling which
pervades through almost all ranks of people, didsgp fortunes, distresses families,
hardens the heart, depraves the mind, and rendetess all the good qualities they
receive from nature and education. There are veigt $aws against play, but those
laws only awe the middling or poorer kind of peoplee great infringe them with
impunity.

“But | beg pardon (added the Count) for fallingoithe common mode of
travellers, engrossing the attention of the comganyyself.” “I desire you will go on,
(said the Marquis;) | am pleased with your obseovet” “And the ladies, dear brother,
(cried Mademoiselle De Bouville) pray tell us sohieg of the ladies.” “I shall punish
your curiosity (said he, smiling) by and bye. Whatost admire in the English, is the
great encouragement given to all manufactories, tandll useful discoveries; there
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ought not to be any poor, that is, | mean beggargngland, such immense sums are
raised for their support, such resources for imgusind so many hospitals for the sick
and aged, that, if proper management was obsenat need complain of cold or
hunger; yet in my life | never saw so many pairdod disgusting objects as there are in
the streets and environs of London. | admire thélipubuildings, the places of
entertainment, and the performers at them; but somas, as will ever be the case,
liberty degenerates into licentiousness, and thle wib rudely interrupt the performers,
and carry their applause or censure in opposittoeviery effort of their betters: this
certainly is an abuse of their freedom, but ‘tiseaii they know not how to remedy in a
land of liberty.

“As for the ladies, my dear sister.” “Aye, brotherow for it,—I hate your
English belles, they are such monopolizers wheg thake their appearance at Paris.”
“And yet, Adelaide, | assure you, it is not oftesuysee the most beautiful of them here,
doubtless there are very many charming women arttan{jrst circles of fashion, who
may dispute the palm of beauty with any court ie #mown world; but generally
speaking, the middling ranks of people are by figr tandsomest of both sexes, and |
account for it in this manner. In fashionable @scthey keep very late hours, play deep,
enter into every scheme for amusement and dissipatiithout regard to their health or
complexions; hence they injure one, and destroyother: no artificial resources can
give brilliancy to the eyes, or health and vivaditythe figure; acquired bloom can
never deceive, and the natural beautiful complexioh the English ladies are so
delicate and transparant, that art may disguisenbuer can improve them. Their ill
hours, and deforming their lovely faces by the atyof avarice, envy, and passion,
when at their midnight orgies, adoring and watchihg effects of chance in their
favour, destroys their beauty many years before wgeld have lessened their
attractions; for | must confess, (added he, smidihbis sister) the English women, take
them all in all, are more fascinating than any othation | ever saw.” “And yet, (said
she) you are returned heart-whole, brother?” “lfidtegging the question, my curious
sister; but where there are so many charmers, ney@s involuntarily wander, and
must consider it almost an insult upon the reselect one, when there are such equal
pretensions.”

“The English ladies are much obliged to you, Coustid the Marquis de
Melfort) and we shall soon have an opportunity wdging if your picture is over-
charged, as we design visiting England within thenth.”

This declaration conveyed no pleasure to any efgarty. The De Bouville’s
were already so much prejudiced in favour of MissiMar, that they were but hurt at
the idea of parting: the Count particularly felteasy, though he could not express it
upon so short an acquaintance.

Matilda was highly pleased with Monsieur De Clennyder friend’s lover; he
was polite, sensible and intelligent; the Marqtis, father, lively, chatty and attentive
to ladies.

The dinner hours passed very agreeably, and dgrgtted that an assembly in
the evening must break in upon their party.
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The young folks had an hour to themselves: thenCpaid Matilda the most
marked attention; congratulated his sister on tigition of such a friend, and hoped
some event, favourable to his wishes, might pretiesit tour to England, though he
acknowledged the hope a selfish one. After chattingvarious subjects, the Count
accidentally enquired of Matilda, if she liked Rads well as she did Vienna? The
question confused her, and she replied, with soemtdtion, she had never seen
Vienna. “I beg your pardon, madam, (said he) | wsid®d you came from thence.”
“No, brother, Miss Weimar resided in SwitzerlantiXt Berne, madam? (asked he.)”
“No, Sir, (answered she, still more confused) lefllyi resided in the country.” The
Count saw by her manner he had been guilty of sonpeopriety, though he hardly
knew of what nature; he was therefore silent, am# secovered from her
embarrassment.

In the evening the company began to assemble; gshdhe rest that eternal
gad-about Madame le Brune, and her niece, MadetteBe Fontelle. The Count was
obliged to pay his compliments, and receive themgratulations on his return; which
done, he hastily returned to the side of Matilda.

The envious De Fontelle could not bear this; shderher way to them, took the
hand of Matilda, called her her sweet friend, asduher they must be violently
intimate, she was quite charmed with her; with adrad such delusive compliments, as
meant nothing, and to which the other replied weitbold civility. All at once, turning
quickly to her, “Bless me, Miss Weimar, | forgotdsk if you have a relation of your
name in Paris?” The roses forsook Matilda’s chestle trembled, and could scarce
stand; every one observed her confusion: the Ccaunght her arm. “Bless me! (cried
Mademoiselle De Fontelle) has my question disoxtigoel; | only asked because | was
in company yesterday with a gentleman of your ngose arrived from Germany.”

This was enough for the unhappy girl—down she trapd had not the Count
been attentive to her motions, and caught her smahins, she must have fallen to the
ground. Every body was alarmed, and crowded rowndthe Marchioness particularly
so; she was carried into another room, the Coulhtsapporting her, and followed by
his sister. It was some time before she returnddetoThe first objects that struck her,
were the Count, holding her in his arms, the Mambss on her knees, applying salts,
and Mademoiselle De Bouville pressing her hand.f@dam! (cried she, eagerly and
trembling) he is come—he is come.” “Compose yodysety love, (said the
Marchioness) no one is come that can hurt you.”s,Yges, (answered she, hardly
knowing what she said) ‘tis he, he will carry mé& bk will take me from you.”

Her friend still endeavoured to soothe and calmdpdrits. The Count and his
sister were surprised; they saw there was someenyy$tut forebore any enquiries.

It was some time before she was perfectly restdrexy urged her to return to
the company—she felt a repugnance, ‘I fear thatsMis—" “Fear nothing, madam,
(interrupted the Count;) you have friends who wilbtect you with their lives.” She
looked at him with an expression of gratitude, baid nothing. She arose, and with
feeble steps attended her friends into the saloon.
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Mademoiselle De Fontelle officiously came to catglate her return. The
amiable De Bancre felt real concern, and expressesith feeling, and without
exaggeration.

Matilda, sensible of the kindness of her frieratsd ashamed of the observation
she had attracted, tried to acquire new spirit$;itowas an endeavour only; her eyes
were incessantly turned towards the door, she dceadery moment she should see her
uncle enter, and nothing could exceed her joy wthenevening closed and they were
seated in the Marquis’s carriage.

“O, madam! O, Sir! ‘tis assuredly my uncle—he viiHow where | am, and tear
me from you.” “Do not afflict yourself, my dear MisNVeimar, (answered the Marquis;)
if it should be him, he shall prove his pretensibefore he gets any footing here, much
less take you from our protection.”

Poor Matilda thanked him with a grateful heart, astited to her bed, but not to
sleep: her mind was greatly disturbed, “What a po®ature | am, (cried she;) no
father, brother, or protector, not even the clothe®ar my own property; if this man,
this uncle claims, who can dare detain me? whatharevils which may befall me?—
whatever becomes of me, | will not embroil my fden Happy, happy Miss De
Bouville! (said she) you have a mother, a brotbegsrbtect you! such a brother! what an
amiable man! O, | never knew my wretchedness riillv, that | am humbled to the
dust!” Under these melancholy impressions she ghashight, and when morning came
was in a high fever.

The servant who came to attend her was alarmiedrandisposition, and flew to
inform the Marchioness, who instantly went to hgardment. She found her very ill. A
physician was sent for, who ordered her to be hletlkept very quiet. About noon the
Marchioness left her asleep, and had scarcely exhtdre parlour, when she was
informed a gentleman requested to speak with herpsdered his admittance.

A middle aged man, of respectable appearancetepyokntered the room. “I
must apologize to your Ladyship for my intrusionthout sending in my name, which |
now avow to be Weimar, and | am uncle, | may sélyefia to a young lady of that name
now in your house. | fear, madam, you have beamgély imposed upon to afford her
protection; it is painful to a person so nearlymected as | am to that unhappy girl.” “I
beg your pardon, Sir, for interrupting you, butdvke no person under my roof that
answers to your description; you are thereforegspme, in an error as to the lady you
allude to.” “I believe not, madam, (answered hehea haughtily;) | come here to
demand my niece, Matilda Weimar, and through hetiscover a servant with whom
she went off, after robbing me.” “Robbing you, Siake care what you say; you shall
bring proofs of your assertions, and then we wilwser you: at present Miss Weimar is
safe in our protection, and you will find, Sir, s powerful friends to guard her, and
expose those who are her enemies.” “Tis well, madgeplied he) you will hear from
me in another manner.” He bowed and quitted thesé.ou

She was glad he did not see the Marquis, at thke $eme she felt they were in
an awkward predicament.
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Soon after the Count De Bouville and his sistdledeon her. “My dear madam,
(said the latter) how does our charming young fiiewe have been quite unhappy for
her indisposition.” “You are very obliging, my deAdelaide; she well deserves your
solicitude, and | am sorry to say she is reallyyvdirthis morning.” “Ill! (cried the
Count, eagerly;) O, madam, has she any advice—Hmaa physician?” “Yes, (replied
the Marchioness;) | hope there is no danger,—heitspare hurried and she is a little
feverish.”

The Count walked about the room. His sister s&ifll you pardon me, madam,
if 1 tell you the strange reports we have heard thorning?” “I shall thank you for the
communication, (replied the other.)” “This morniegrly Mademoiselle De Fontelle
called on us, “O heavens! (said she, eagerly) nadepoMiss Weimar fainted last night;
why she turns out to be an imposter, and a sholdrepture.” “Who, Miss
Weimar,(cried my brother) impossible, madam; go einculate that envious tale some
where else, there will be no credit given to itehetYou are very ready, Sir, to insult
your friends, and take the part of strangers; basdure you (added she, haughtily) |
have no cause to envy Miss Weimar, and should beraely unhappy to be thought
like her.” Seeing my brother smile contemptouslyeéll, (said she) ‘tis of little
consequence to me if her uncle is come in seartlemfif she run away from his house
with a servant, and jointly robbed him of his prdgeand now has contrived to impose
herself upon the Marchioness for a different pergemhaps she may elope with one of
her servants next, the thing is nothing to me, qagple ought to be careful how they
introduce improper persons into a circle, thougtytire beautiesand objects oénvy—
envy indeed! | shall never forget the pretty ideBlie flung out of the room, leaving us
almost petrified with astonishment. When my brottemovered, he said,” “What | say
now, (cried the Count, interrupting her) that Ilvatake my life upon the honour and
integrity of the young lady—that ingenous countergaspeaks a heart which never
knew deception.”

“You judge rightly, my dear Count (said the Mamess:) | have not time to
explain things now, but be assured she is truth\arde itself; the servant, a worthy
and very old man, who knew her from her infancyyasv in my house; he fled with her
to save her from dishonour, from the wretch who pomsues her.” “Heaven and earth!
(cried the Count) where is the miscreant, | wilbhiahim through the world for daring
to asperse her character.” “Softly, my good friefcgturned she, smiling) your
interference will do no good; the Marquis and miysgke upon us to do her justice;
mean time you may pay him a visit, and you sidtatigust step up and see my patient,
provided she is very silent.” “My best respects,ekide, (said he.)” “O, doubtless,
(returned the Marchioness) we shall make abundaihcempliments and fine speeches,
but it will be by dumb show, for | prohibit talkirig

Being let blood, had checked the fever, and Matilay tolerably composed
when her friends entered; she rejoiced to see theoh,held out her hand. “Yes, (said
the Marchioness) we can take hands, but you aretortell us how you are.” “Much
better, my dearest, best——" “Enough, enough, (#zédLady) that’'s all we wanted to
know, so now kiss and part—by and bye you may ragain.” “My brother, dear Miss
Weimar, sends his best respects.” “Very well, ieatufficient. Heaven bless you, my
love, go to sleep and compose your mind.”
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The ladies returned to the parlour; the Marquid &ount were there, and
expressed great joy to hear so favourable an atajuviatilda’s health. The Marquis
entered into a little detail of her story, and sgly engaged the affection and
compassion of the Count and his sister. “I tell ybis in secret, (said the Marquis)
remember it goes no farther; we have powerful nemswt to extend our confidence,
nor withdraw our protection from a friendless onplracommended to us by a valued
relation.” “I admire, | honour you (cried the Coumtith earnestness;) do not give her
up to this pretended uncle: but how shall we sigecalumny, how stop the tongue of
that malignant girl?” “We must act as circumstansiesll require; | will call at Madame
Le Brun’s myself, and assure them there is a méstakhe affair, and warn them not to
speak ill of my protégée, for | will defend her iny life and fortune.”

They now separated; Mademoiselle De Bouville psmuito return in the
evening, and the Marchioness went out to pay avVisits, and see if the scandal was
extended among her acquaintance; to her greatfroatibpn she was told of it every
where, some condoled with her on being so greatlyosed upon, others affected to
resent such a creature should have the assuragee herself introduced into company,
but all agreed, “They saw what she was, nothing @little pretender, who was a
stranger to good breeding; no body was deceivedhsutMarchioness, for every one
could see art and duplicity in her face.”

Thus she, who the preceding evening was the nagjhtful, most engaging,
most elegant girl in the world, by one stroke o&nsler, was deprived of every
perfection, and admiration turned into contemptpsme is the world to believe ill, and
so little dependence is there to be placed ontbatih of praise.

The Marchioness was exceedingly exasperated; stemadbd her young friend
with warmth;—she congratulated the ladies on thrgenuity, in finding every virtue
and every vice, every charm and deformity in thees@erson, within the space of eight
and forty hours. “Their candour and good nature highly commendable (she said)
and the compliments they paid her judgment weriicdy very flattering.”

In this ironical manner she treated the tittlél¢adf the envious and malicious;
but, driving to Madame Le Brun’s, she met her njgast arrived before her, from
circulating her scandalous tale: a malignant jogoga in her eyes, though she was a
little confused when she saw the Marchioness. { thee favour of speaking to you,
Mademoiselle, (said the Lady; and taking her séatfjnd | am to thank you for
presuming to propagate reports to the disadvardbgs relation: you would do well to
recollect, Mademoiselle, there is no characterrsly despicable as the slanderer and
tale bearer; you should also be well informed @f fiicts you relate, and of their origin
in truth, before you asperse characters, or sugmatself to the mortification of being
disappointed in your views, and of having the calymetorted on yourself.” “What
views do you mean, madam,—what is it to me whelMiss Weimar is the runaway
niece of Mr. Weimar, or not?” “Your views, (answerthe Marchioness,) are pretty
evident; but permit me to observe the Count De By esteem will never be
obtained at the expence of veracity and generoaityg it would have been more
becoming a young lady of liberal sentiments, inlestst a doubtful case, to have
suspended her judgment, and have inclined to tbd-gatured side of the question; but
I am now to inform you, the whole tale you havethvéo much avidity, related, is false;
that Miss Weimar is as irreproachable as she isiteh and in a short time the
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Marquis will severely punish and expose those wilaoedassert any thing to the
prejudice of that young lady: you will do well, Madoiselle, to profit by the
information.” Saying this, she arose, with a loodk contempt, and returned to her
carriage.

When she met the Marquis at dinner she repeated s¥te had heard, and her
behaviour in consequence. The Marquis applaudegrbeeedings.

“When | left you this morning, (said he) crossitig street St. Honore, | met
Monsieur Du Versac, with another gentleman. “Tkighe Marquis De Melfort, (said
he,) and immediately added), permit me to introdocgour Lordship, Mr. Weimar; we
were going to your hotel.” “Has Mr. Weimar any mess, Sir, with me?” “I have, Sir,
(he replied, in a very calm tone of voice;) | hiad pleasure to wait on the Marchioness,
but there was a misunderstanding took place.” “®gppwe step home to my house,
(said Du Versac.)” We agreed so to do. When sedtddw, Sir, (addressing Mr.
Weimar) | am prepared to hear whatever you pleasay.” He then began a long story
of taking Matilda from her infancy, after the death her father and mother; the
tenderness he had treated her with, the educatidratl given her, his design of giving
her his moderate fortune; mentioned a variety ofuchstances to prove his affection,
and her subsequent flight with Albert, taking aggofrom his stable, and deceiving him
with false pretences. As her uncle, he had a tightlaim her: her behaviour to him
made her undeserving protection, but duty to hisedsed brother called upon him to
protect his child; and he would therefore forgikie error she had been drawn into, and
receive her as kindly as ever. When he stopt, lla@gp“Sir, there is much plausability,
also, | believe, great truth in what you have edatyou must not be offended if | also
state facts exactly as Miss Weimar has related tivens.” | repeated her story; when |
came to the circumstance of the conversation betwiea and Agatha in the summer-
house, he started and turned pale, but quickly veveal. | added, that meeting
accidentally with a relation of mine, she was rep@nded to our house as an asylum,
which it was my determination to afford her, andhbuld suppose no uncle of hers
could object to her situation with the Marchioneskp was desirous of considering her
as an adopted daughter. “I am no longer at a tbas¢ount for her conduct (replied he;)
and so far from blaming, | must applaud her adlereo those ideas of virtue and
propriety | had always inculcated in her mind; blaé ought not to have taken up things
lightly, nor have proceeded to such lengths upoarihg imperfectly a desultory
conversation, which, if she had heard the wholéd, imtrue meaning, she would have
formed a very different judgment of; therefore, thb same time | applaud her
discretion, | blame her precipitant decision: hoarewny Lord, | beg the favor of seeing
my niece alone for an hour in your house, befortake any steps equally as
disagreeable to myself as to her and your famllydld him | would consult with Miss
Weimar, without the least interference on my pamt] transmit to him this evening her
answer.”

“This is indeed a very complex piece of businésglied the Marchioness) but |
really think she ought to see him, and | shall @wve it no breach of honor to be within
hearing of their conversation; for although nothadow of a doubt remains with me
concerning her truth and innocence, yet | wishaeehan investigation of the affair, that
| may openly assert both, from a thorough convictibit.”
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When dinner was over she went to Matilda’'s apantm&he was infinitely
better, and proposed getting up in the eveningerAdtthousand expressions of kindness
and assurances of protection, she mentioned théngdeetween Mr. Weimar and the
Marquis, related the conversation that took plaoé, his wish to see her.

Matilda clasped her hands, “Oh! | cannot, canred &im! | could not be
mistaken. His words,—his actions previous to thenscl overheard in the summer
house, leaves no doubts upon my mind; yet | oughtlrtannot involve my benefactors
in trouble: instruct me, tell me, dearest madamatwlought to do, and that | will do,—
your opinion shall decide for me.” “Why then, myadeMiss Weimatr, | think you had
best hear what he has to say.” “Not alone, madakit” Weimar is desirous of being
alone with you.” “No, my dearest lady, that canhet let me entreat the favor of your
supporting presence.” “Since you are so desirous (faid the Marchioness) and think
you can see him to-morrow, | will appoint him tdeaid you in the library, the closet
adjoining having a very thin partition, | can dmstily hear your conversation, and he
will then have no restraint on his words or behaxid

This plan being adopted, a note was dispatchetthdarquis to Mr. Weimar,
signifying that the young lady would be glad to &&a the next day, at twelve, if her
health would permit.

Poor Matilda dreaded the interview, and the pdweemight exert over her, yet it
was a justice due to her character and friendg, sha should confront him; she
therefore endeavoured to reconcile herself to teetimg, though she knew it would be
extremely painful to her.

Mademoiselle De Bouville paid her a visit in theeeing: she was sitting up,
and, from the quantity of blood taken from her le tmorning, and the little hectic
which the fever occasioned, she looked uncommomwjcate and beautiful. After
saluting her in the most affectionate manner, shé, S| am charged with a thousand
compliments from my brother; he has been extreraabasy, but if he was to see you
this evening, | think he would have but little cadesr it;—without any flattery, my dear
Miss Weimar, you look quite enchantintf.”

Matilda smiled, but it was not a smile of pleasukh! thought she, if the Count,
if Mademoiselle De Bouville knew me, for what | ampoor dependant, without friends
or family—I should have few pretensions to theitice.

Adelaide took notice of her dejection,—“Come, nwest friend, recover your
spirits. My brother will be anxious for my returyou must enable me to give a good
report, if you are desirous he should have restight.” “If | am desirous (replied poor
Matilda;) is there any thing | more sincerely wistan happiness to you and your
amiable brother?” “Well then, (answered Adelaidel ynust make haste to be well.”
“You are very obliging, (returned Matilda;) | am ofu better, and should be very
ungrateful to my friends if | did not exert mysatjainst trifling indispositions.”

Adelaide surveyed her with admiration and commessher generosity felt an
increase of affection from the knowledge of herforisines, though she was cautious
not to drop a word that might give the other angpstion that she was acquainted with
them.
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They parted at night with mutual reluctance, andtidda endeavoured to
compose her spirits for the dreaded interview e to take place the following day.

When the Marchioness entered her apartment nexhingp she found her
dressing, and much better, which gave her greasfaetion: she encouraged and
applauded the resolution she had assumed; but titleetime came, and the name of
Mr. Weimar was brought in, she could scarcely kikem fainting. The Marchioness
retired to the closet, and he entered; Matilda toseeceive him, he hastily advanced
and embraced her, “My dearest child, | rejoicede gou, cruelly as you have used me,
miserable as | have been from apprehensions of yaiaty, | am happy to see you
under such respectable protection.” He seated hdr hamself. “The Marquis De
Melfort, (said he) has explained to me the causgoof absenting yourself from my
house, therefore | am neither surprised nor argriysurely you acted precipitantly, and
judged on very slight grounds, the conversation goly partially heard and little
understood.” “I heard enough, Sir, (said Matildathwsome spirit) to inform me | was
not in safety in a house with a woman of Agathaiagiples.” “You entirely mistook
the affair, (interrupted he) but before | explaigself farther, tell me, Matilda, is there
no gratitude, no affection due to the man who hggpsrted you from childhood, who
took you, a helpless infant, without a friend tetpct you from every evil incident to
deserted infancy? did | not treat you, love youa &¢essing sent from heaven?”

Matilda was drowned in tears at this represematibher forlorn state; with a
deep sigh she answered, “Yes, Sir, all this | asckedge, and heaven can witness for
me how grateful 1 was for your kindness, until neficacy was alarmed by freedoms |
thought improper from our near connexion.”

“One question more, (said he;) should you havenbeffended at those
freedoms, (as you call very innocent attentionag they been offered by a man who
designed to make you his wife?”

Matilda started, “His wife! ‘tis a strange questicbut | answer, yes, Sir, |
should; for confined as my knowledge of mankind westure and decency had taught
me the impropriety of such behaviour.”

“Perhaps, (said he) you carried your ideas of petyptoo far; but doubtless you
erred on the right side. But now, Matilda, | amrgpto disclose a secret, known only to
Agatha, and which occasioned the conversation yousumderstood and
misrepresented—I am not your uncle.” “Good Godie@rMatilda) who, or what am |
then?” “That, (replied he) is a question | canrestalve, | wish for your ease | could do
so; but what | do know, | will repeat. One day Isaia the garden, when Agatha came
running to me with a bundle in her arm, “Lord, Sire strangest thing; | am sure | am
as innocent as the babe itself, where it came fontg whom it belongs, but Lord, Sir,
here is a child sent you from God.” Very much sisgu, | uncovered a cloth, and
beheld the most beautiful infant | ever saw. | @isker how she came by it: this was her
account; she heard a knocking at the door, andygoiopen it, saw a man at a distance,
running very fast and a bundle at the gate; the weas soon out of sight; she took up
the parcel, and found the child, wrapped in a dirpétticoat, and two or three cambrick
handkerchiefs, but no clothes, and apparentlyljost; a bit of paper was pinned to the
petticoat, on which was wrote, with a pencil, “Look this child as committed to your
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care by the hand of Providence; be careful ofrit] gou will not repent it.” | was very
much struck (continued Mr. Weimar) by such an enttanary circumstance, but
resolved to do my duty: a nurse was provided inhitnse; | had it baptized and named
it Matilda. | said it was my niece; having then other servant but Agatha, and she
being faithful to my wishes, as my niece the betbadopted child was brought up, and
had masters of every kind to instruct her. Yealledaaway, no enquiry was ever made,
and | began to see a thousand graces in this yowgagure, which insensibly warmed
my heart, and taught it what it was to love, adesshad never learnt till then. When |
returned from France my protegée was improved autyeand statue; she knew little of
men, and she was less known by them; | determioextdquaint her with the secret |
have related, and to offer her my hand. | delietagome time in what manner to
disclose it, and was consulting with Agatha howntake the discovery when you
overheard the conversation, mistook the purporit,ofind in consequence of that
mistake gave me inexpressible misery.”

Here Mr. Weimar stopt. Matilda, who sat almost abinéess and stupified,
fetched a deep sigh, “Then | am an outcast, a Kersarphan, without friends or
protectors! gracious heaven! the offspring of gpéthaps, for who but guilty wretches
would give up their child to strangers?” A friendburst of tears relieved her beating
heart.

“Take comfort, my dearest Matilda; permit me téeofyou my hand, my heart, |
will be your protector through life; | consent thadu shall consult the Marquis and
Marchioness; you shall make you own terms for Albeshom | shall value for his
fidelity to you. If 1 have mentioned you in Paris any niece, it was to avoid
disagreeable questions, and keep your secret. Bneage may be private or public, as
you like, no one will dare interfere with my wif€hink of every thing; I will return to-
morrow for your determination.” He arose, he kisked hand, and left her motionless
in the chair.

The moment he quitted the room the Marchionessredt and, embracing the
warm statue, as she called her, “I have heardmafl,dear Matilda, and am equally
astonished with yourself: his tale is plausiblehp@s true. Whoever were your parents,
| should suppose them dead, from their not makimgueies during so many years after
their child. Some praise is doubtless due to Mrirkée, for his care of you; his first
motives were certainly benevolent ones; whethdatterly intended you honourable, or
not, cannot be known; he offers to marry you nawthe face of your friends; ‘tis
possible you might mistakkthe tenor of the conversation you overheard—atratg
he seems now ready to act with honour. All thisay $or Mr. Weimar,—justice
demands | should be impartial; now, on the othedhd your heart is repugnant to his
offers; if you cannot be reconciled in your own thio the account he has given you; if
the gratitude due to his care of you in early Igeeffaced from your heart by his
subsequent conduct, and you cannot overcome tlgeistigt inspired, never think of
accepting his hand, to render both wretched. | lzagpted you, | love you as a child,
and will protect you; in me you shall find the metlyou have lost: fear not therefore,
my dearest Matilda, to decide as your heart angmeht shall direct; do nothing
hastily, take this day and night to reflect anded®ine with your whole heart to-
morrow. | shall, with your permission, inform theakquis of this extraordinary story,
and | am sure his affection for you will coincidémwmine.”
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Whilst the Marchioness was speaking Matilda hatetio recover herself from
the astonishment she had been thrown into, andnsbite from the humiliating idea,
that she was indeed a friendless orphan, and owedunded obligations to a man she
had for some time past looked on with detestation.

When the Marchioness was silent the unhappy gk her hand, and kissing it,
with a flood of tears, “My dear, my generous bent&ss, do you and the Marquis
decide for me, | am incapable of judging for myskefeel what | owe to Mr. Weimar’s
humanity—I honour him for his benevolence and d¢iidd a poor deserted infant; he is
a good master, and beloved, as | have heard, bieh@ts; | may have erred, | may
have condemned him wrongfully, yet my heart, mygueént is not on his side.
Condescend, dear madam, to direct me; | will thkieday and night to reflect on every
thing | have heard; have the goodness to informmtiee morning of your own and the
Marquis’s opinion, and | hope | shall act so as tooforfeit the friendship you have
honoured me with.”

The Marchioness embraced her with expressionsraferness, and repaired to
the Marquis, to whom she repeated the precedingersation.

He was very much surprised and puzzled. “We cagpatrovert any of the
circumstances he has related, and his behaviolretp from the moment she was
thrown on his protection, deserves the greatessgrane would scarcely believe a
mind capable of such good actions could entertegigths so contrary to honour and the
tenor of his former conduct; his offers now cergiprove his affection, but | own |
should be sorry to see such a lovely young creatomgpelled to be sacrificed to a man
older perhaps than her father: if there is a mysteher birth, time yet may bring it to
light; however she must determine for herself, itit be free from the idea of
necessity, for on our protection she may rely.”

The Count De Bouville, anxious for Matilda’s héaltand the result of the
expected conference, made the Marchioness an\@aitlyas he had been informed of
the preceding circumstances, they made no scroptelate every particular that had
taken place that morning. The Count was very muutled; he scarcely knew the
nature of the sentiments he entertained for Matilik true, he admired and esteemed
her, from the little observations he had found agparstunity of making on her
character, but he possessed too much sense twleatly attached on so slender an
acquaintance; yet he could still less bear the, itteds she should marry Mr. Weimar. A
man of quality in France to marry an obscure yowogian, without even knowing the
authors of her being, would, he knew, incur evérigscontempt; yet, were the
Germans less proud? but then Mr. Weimar was anlglden, accountable to no one,
lived in the country, detached from the world, aodld do as he pleased. In short, he
saw insuperable difficulties attending an attachimterMatilda from himself, and the
certainty of it gave him more pain than in prudeheeought to have indulged. He had
forgot himself, his long reverie surprised his ffids; the Marquis interrupted it by
asking his sentiments on the story he had heard8akdeit was impossible for him to
form an opinion; the account, with respect to heghpwas uncommon, yet nevertheless
it might be true, such things had happened, ané wet impossible; but if Mr. Weimar
was just in every particular, although he had arcigpon her gratitude, he could not see
he had any to her person, contrary to her inclmsti The Marquis said, “Your
sentiments exactly coincide with mine, therefore ftoung lady must determine for
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herself; for my own part | have little doubt but loérth is noble; her person, her figure,
the extraordinary natural understanding she possessnfirms my opinion that so
many graces seldom belong to a mean birth or dedtaronnexions.” “There may be
some truth in your observation, (said the Marchéshidut we have seen and heard of
many instances where a noble soul has been incloisleith a vulgar body, and honour,
fidelity, integrity and attachment are seen in @udand examples among people of the
lowest class, though | grant not it common to bé with; but then every one has not
had the cultivation nor accomplishments of Matild&h! (cried the Count) your
remarks are undoubtedly very just; but there anmany natural graces in this lady, that
| think with the Marquis, they never could sprimgrh a mean or improper connexion.”
“l think so too, (replied she) but be that as itymahe shall always command our
friendship and protection.”

She had scarcely said this before a servantezhteith a letter, she looked with
surprise at the post-mark, and withdrew to the wimdshe had no sooner opened it and
perused two or three lines, than she exclaimedac¢i®us Heaven! in England, O, my
Lord, the Countess is safe in England?” The CownBDuville instantly took leave, nor
did they attempt to detain him, but engaged hisrrein the evening, with his mother
and sister, if they were disengaged.

He had no sooner left the room, than she eagealy the contents of her letter as
follows:

“My dearest sister will, I know, rejoice when llther | have escaped from the
worst of evils, perhaps from death, and am satbéenprotection of a charming English
Lady, Mrs. Courtney, at her villa about three mifesm London. The uncertainty
whether you have left France, or on your journe¥tgland, prevents me from being
more explicit; if you have not left France, writader cover to Mrs. Courtney, Harley-
street, Cavendish-square. If this letter is setatr gfou, hasten to me, dearest sister,—O,
what happiness | promise myself in embracing myektdriends. | hope Miss Weimar
is with you; the uncertainty has given me greatceon. Do not delay an hour to satisfy
you affectionate sister and friend.

MICTORIA.”

“Good God! I thank thee, (cried the Marchione$s3 is blessed news indeed.”
“I rejoice with you, my dearest love, (said the figis) but pray communicate the news
to your lovely protegée.”

She hastened to Matilda; she was reclining orahas, thrown across the table,
and weeping bitterly. “My charming girl, do not giway to sorrow, heaven, in its own
good time, will send you relief; here is an ins&rneo prove it, (giving her the letter.)
Poor Matilda raised her drooping head, and haktibked it over, clasped her hands
with joy, “O, my dearest madam, this is happinesteed—Ilet me not be so selfish to
mourn on a day of joy like this.” “Let this, my degoung friend, be a lesson to
yourself, never despair; to misfortunes and comttexhs to our best wishes, we are all
liable, and all must expect; none are exempt from ¢alamities incident to human
nature; to bear those inevitable evils with pateerto acquire resolution and fortitude
under them, and to look forward with hope, that yoay one day be delivered from
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them, will blunt the arrows of affliction, and emabyou to support them with
resignation.”

“My beloved, my charming monitress, (cried Matdavill try to profit by your
advice; the Countess and yourself shall be my greatmples—dear lady, how kind to
think of the poor Matilda; | wish | could see héyt alas!'—" “No sighs, (said the
Marchioness, you must and shall be cheerful thiys dape, my dear girl, and all may
be well yet.”

They descended to the parlour, and in the afteri@al the pleasure of hearing
Joseph was just arrived with the servant. “Let bome in, (they all cried, as with one
breath.) He entered; poor fellow, he fell on higdésm and wept, it was difficult to say
whether with joy or sorrow—nhe felt both; the sigitMiss Weimar remembered him of
Bertha’'s dreadful fate, though he rejoiced to seeslafe. The Marchioness and Matilda
ran to raise him. “Welcome, my good Joseph, (sha&l former) you are come on a
happy day.” “My dear friend, (said the latter, mieg his hand) do not give way to
grief; we have all our sorrows, but we have ouagplges too, and | have news for you,
Joseph. Our good lady is alive, and safe from th&egp of her enemies.” “Heaven be
thanked, (said the old man, wiping his eyes) thisléssed news indeed; and to see you
safe too, my dear young madam, makes me happyglthboan’t forget poor Bertha:
alas, your ladyship, she was a good and faithfié;wshe knew nothing about my
lady—poor soul, she kept no secrets from me.” Havgal to feel a reproach for his
secresy.

“My honest friend, (said the Marquis) your kindsesnd fidelity to our dear
sister deserves reward; in this house you mayfrestfrom care the remainder of your
days, and | will settle two hundred livfé®n you yearly besides.”

Joseph again dropt on his knees, “God bless yonour! God bless the dear
ladies!” And he hurried out of the room, tearslarikfulness running down his cheeks.

“Good creature! (cried Matilda, wiping her eyesayrthe rest of your life be
peaceful and happy.”

They now again returned to the subject of the @msiand her letter. The
Marchioness expressed her wishes to set off witipadsible expedition to England,
and within ten days it was fixed they should depifiatilda heard this determination
with a sigh, which did not pass unobserved, thotigty forbore to notice it; they
concluded however she should be left to herselfl tiné next morning, that their
opinions might not appear to influence her. Fosakythe idea of her obscure birth was
a severe mortification; she considered her friebdsBouville and De Bancre as so
much her superiors, that she could no longer tieanh with that easy familiarity she
had been accustomed, though she little thoughtfdimeer was acquainted with her
whole story.

In the evening came the Countess of Bouville agrdféimily, with Madame De
Nancy and her sister. After the first complimeriBless me! (cried Mademoiselle De
Bancre) what in the world, ladies, have you dondtamlemoiselle De Fontelle; | met
her this morning, and pleading an engagement hsr@a aeason for refusing her
invitation, she flew into a violent rage, accusad Marchioness of treating her with
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rudeness umpardonable; and for Miss Weimar, shshas such a torrent of abuse on
her, that had | not known her fixed aversion to rhdsome women, and a small
predilection in favor of a certain person, whosterdgtons she is fearful of losing, |
should have been at a loss to account for her aayrh

“If the lady has any dislike, or fears respectimg, (answered Matilda, with
evident confusion) she does me great injustice;irtipossible | should ever injure her,
or clash with any views she has formed.” “Ther@assaying what her views may be,
(said the Count) but I will venture to assert, ¢hean be no divided opinion concerning
the merits of Miss Weimar and Mademoiselle De Higteand the jealousy of a mean
mind, when conscious of its deficiencies, is ndtersugh.” “Come, come, (said the
Marchioness) no scandal, my good friends: we cabadturt by malice, any more than
we can be gratified by undue praises at the expehcthers.”

The uncommon spirits of the Marquis and Marchisretracted observation, as
well as the dejection of Matilda, which she attténlito ill health. The Count and his
sister sympathized with her, and the former wasagtated for the event of the
following day, that he did not dare ask himself wigywas so much interested.

Matilda rejoiced when the evening concluded areliuld retire to herself: she
was far from well; her anxiety in what manner shwuwd answer Mr. Weimar
distracted her mind; she felt the strongest repoga#o become his wife—she was sure
she could not be happy with him; if she had wronigiea, he never could, she thought,
cordially forgive, nor should she ever look up tmhwith confidence. She past a
restless night, and arose ill and unrefreshed.eBlreated her friends to be present; they
at first objected, but she was so extremely unhaigheir refusal, that they at length
consented to come in after his appearance, if shiefer them.

His name was at length announced, and he absokitated at the alteration in
her countenance. “The solemnity of your air, myrotinag Matilda, gives me great
uneasiness; how great will be my transport to reaneery cause of sorrow from your
heart, and see cheerfulness restored to your ésathiave you acquainted your friends
here with my communications?” “I have, Sir, (reglghe, endeavouring to collect some
firmness) but they decline giving any opinion; hawi any objection to their being
present now?” He hesitated; “I see no necessityitfebut as you please.” She then
rung the bell, and requested the Marquis and kig Veould do them the favor of their
company. They entered, and after mutual complimemtd they were seated, Matilda
addressed herself to Mr. Weimar. “At the time, $8inen you permitted me to believe |
had the honour of being your niece, although sémsibyour kindness, and conscious
of my obligations to you, for the care of my infgnthave often taken my heart to task,
and upbraided its want of gratitude; what must duse myself of now, when | am
informed that to your charity alone | am indebted the advantages | possess. O, Sir,
never, never can | return what | owe you—Ileastlipfoy becoming your wife; ‘tis an
honour | do not deserve—" “Pardon me for interragtiyou, my dear Matilda: |
disclaim the name of obligation; you owe me noitgde but for my affection; consider
how many years you have been the delight, therdpdf my heart, and now, when my
love is stronger than ever, am | to be thrown o¢fbrace; have you no feeling for the
wretchedness you doom me to for the remainder ofifi@y” “Oh! Sir, what can | say
(answered Matilda;) impressions once strongly cweceare difficult to eradicate; the
conversation | overheard is ever present to my mand could | forget that, then my
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reverence for my uncle would return, and | shoutddsler at the idea of a nearer
connexion. When | think of it, and indeed, Sir,dvle endeavoured to think of it, an
unaccountable repugnance makes the idea horribteetoyet after all, if you persist in
wishing me to become your wife, | do not think mi/s¢ liberty absolutely to refuse,
but | tell you candidly, | never can love you; thiough | will obey you, and do my
duty, | know | shall be miserable, and in that passon surely ‘tis impossible | can
make you happy.” “I am sensible (said he) that g & against me, | cannot expect to
be loved like a young fellow, but my unremittingegitions to please will make me
deserving your esteem.” “Well, Sir, (said Matildegstily) it is fit you should prefer
your own happiness to mine, | have no right to sefunor any way of discharging the
obligations | owe you for the care of my early Jifeut by the sacrifice of the maturer
part of it.”

Unable any longer to struggle with the grief araror that opprest her, she
burst into tears. Her friends felt for her, but es yet silent. Mr. Weimar took her
hand and kissed it, “Cruel Matilda, is this theuratfor all my tenderness; but | do not
prefer my own happiness to yours; consider, pardenf | say, consider your situation;
with all the charms you possess, such is the gotegudice against those who have
neither friends nor family to protect and provide fhem, that in France you could not
hope or expect any proper establishment.” “Hold, &aid she, with indignation) do
not insult me; | know what | am, and since | am artw of an establishment in
France, | never will have one in Germ&hyo, Sir, you have now convinced me, if |
cannot honour you | ought not to degrade you. I rgtire to a convent: | will become a
lay-sister, ‘tis perhaps the line Providence inshibr me; be that as it may, you have
convinced me | ought not, nor | solemnly declarever will be your wife.” She spoke
with a force and spirit as surprised them all. “Dat be rash, Matilda; | offer you a
handsome fortune; you shall no longer be confimetthé country, as my wife, you shall
have a house at Berne, at Lausanne, or where wasql every pleasure shall attend
you; the Marquis himself shall secure your futwdune: do not be offended for trifles,
and what never was intended as an insult; trustytdove to create an interest in your
heart.” “No, Sir, (answered she) the die is cadlifte while since | thought, if you
desired it, | ought to be yours; but if you canogtdo degrade yourself by a connexion
with a friendless deserted orphan, | never will dive obligation to any man, nor have
the chance of being upbraided, that | belong toodgbPardon me, my good friends,
the trouble | have given you, a few days hencdllmde myself for ever.” She arose to
leave the room. “Stop, madam, (said Mr. Weimangsinothing can prevail on you to
accept my hand, at least permit me to tell you, lyave no right to dispose of yourself
without my permission; you were commited to my ca@ubtless by your parents; you
may one day be reclaimed; | am answerable forrthst teposed in me, and with me |
shall insist upon your remaining till those to whgou belong appear to claim you.”

Matilda sunk back in her chair, overwhelmed witnrbr; he looked furious with
passion; the Marquis and his lady were perplexetdragrined, at length the former
said, “Without the smallest intent of contestinguyaights, Sir, | have patiently
attended to what has passed between this youngtatlyourself; the Marchioness and
| have been scrupulously exact not to give ouriopinmuch less advice on the subject;
but now, since she has resolutely made up her mpoudcertainly have too just a sense
of what is owing to yourself, to persist in addmegsher; taking that for granted, and
that you think it improper she should become a nueguest it as a favor, that Miss
Matilda may be permitted to spend a few months wi#hshould any person appear to
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claim her, | trust it will be no dishonour to haker found in my protection; and |

pledge my honor she shall form no marriage or eeget under our care, but return to
you as she now is.” “My Lord, (returned Mr. Weim&mnust consider of this request,
and she will do well to consider and repent heh rdstermination; if she does, | will

receive her with open arms. | trust her to yourdrpand shall to-morrow wait on you

with my decided opinion.” With a polite, but genldoaw, he left the room.

The Marchioness was supporting Matilda’s head upemshoulder. “Look up,
my dear girl, be composed, he is gone.” “Thank kaaysaid she) but my head is very
bad, and with your leave | will lay down an hournwo.” “Do so, my dear,” (replied her
friend;) and calling the servant to attend her,whe conducted to her apartment.

When she left the room the Marchioness said, “‘Wieimar’s conduct appears
very strange, and unbecoming a man of his yedmpw not what to think; had he not
injudiciously mentioned her birth she would certpinave accepted his hand, though |
own it would have given me pain had she done so.”

“For my part, (answered the Marquis) | marked hirell during the whole
scene; that he is excessively fond of her, | belidwt | am not perfectly satisfied,
although | know not, what part to blame of his aactg nevertheless she has now taken
her resolution, and only force shall compel me ftthdraw my protection from a
friendless orphan, whose situation is really degldte. If the circumstamces he related
of her birth are true, | have no doubt but one tonether a discovery will take place to
her advantage; all | wish at present is, that shg atcompany you to England.” “Do
you not think, (said the Marchioness) the CountBaewville is very fond of her?” “|
fear so, (replied he;) but you know Mr. Weimar’'ssetvations with respect to the
obscurity of her birth are founded on truth, |1 wbbly no means encourage a dangerous
intimacy between them, which might be productivenubery to both; ‘tis for that
reason | should wish her to leave Paris whilstlitieg which | think is mutual is in its
infancy.”

During the conversation of her generous frientig, inhappy Matilda gave
herself up to extreme sorrow. If Mr. Weimar choseexert his right over her, she saw
no one to whom she could appeal for redress; hgrméed as she now was never to
become his wife, she was sensible she had littm@h of becoming the wife of any
other man; to engage her benefactors in disputescantroversies with him was
equally repugnant to her inclinations, and withbig consent it would be in vain to
think of accompanying her friends, as he might parser every where. She knew she
had many obligations to him, but she could notrrethem in the way he was desirous
of, which must make her miserable, and of course go happiness to him. What then,
(cried she, weeping) am | to do? there is no aéra but Mr. Weimar or a convent;
the latter is my preferable choice, and if he @tssio-morrow in exerting the authority
he claims over me, | will fly to that for proteatio

Having now made up her mind, she dropt asleephbuslumbers were broken
and disturbed; and in about three hours she reduméer friends, very little refreshed,
but was much gratified by their peculiar tendernasd attention, and an increased
respect in their manner proved they wished to rester self-consequence, and make
her at ease with herself.
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This is true benevolence; ‘tis the mode of comfgfiavours that either obliges or
wounds a feeling heart. Many people are generautsthiey forget how painful it is to
ask favors, and think it quite sufficient if theive, let the manner of giving be ever so
ungracious, and their superiority ever so ostemiaty displayed. Not so the Marquis
and his lady—they endeavoured to persuade her,ieeg the persons obliged by her
acceptance of their little civilities, and enteiiatb all her concerns with the affection
and anxiety of her nearest relatives.

Matilda’s grateful heart overflowed; speech indeeas not lent her, but her
tears, her expressive looks forcibly conveyed émgliage she could not utter.

In the meantime Mademoiselle De Fontelle was di#; iscarce a person the
Marchioness was acquainted with, but knew she &laehnta girl under her protection,
who had robbed and run away from her uncle, wigoang handsome footman; and
during two days circulation of the story Miss Wemvwaas detected by her uncle in
several low intrigues, which he kindly forgave)l ‘quite abandoned and incorrigible,
she had taken away all his gold and jewels, andedantaris with this fellow, whom
the Marchioness herself had taken into the house.

“Ciel, (cries one, shrugging her shoulders) atprstory indeed; this is the
discreet, the admirable Marchioness De Melfortdhgl as a pattern to all the women in
Paris.” “Yes, | thought she was a wonder, (saidtlzg) abundance of art, to be sure
she has; for I'll answer for it, this intrigue withfootman is not the first by many; but,
poor woman, her charms are in their wane now, sontlan is a substitute for the
master.” “What, (cries a third) has the Marchionkssself an intrigue?” “Lord, didn’t
you hear that? why this girl is only a cover to b&mn amusements.” “Well, (said a
fourth) | saw both the other night at Madame DeBigels, and | am sure they are both
ugly enough, notwithstanding the men made suclsadbout them.”

‘Twas thus the scandal of Mademoiselle’s fabriggtivas increased and
magnified among their generous and charitable actprece: like Sir Peter Teazle’'s
wound, it was in all parts of his body, and by aety of murderous weapons, when the
poor man was unconscious of having received anyélimand could scarcely obtain
credit when he appeared in perfect health: so lingiis the good-natured world to
give up a story that is to the disadvantage of rstfielt was in vain the Countess De
Bouville, her son and daughter, Madame de Nancyhandister, attempted to stop the
scandalous tales; like lightning it flew from househouse, and every one who had no
character to lose, and others of suspected repntatily rejoiced to level an amiable
respectable woman with themselves.

The Count De Bouville was distracted; he flew frarset of envious wretches to
the Marquis De Melforts; when he entered the roanntet the eyes of the lovely
dejected Matilda, with such an expression of gaied softness in them, that it pierced
his heart: she blushed, and withdrew them, withga she could not suppress. The
Marquis had left the room, the Marchioness was ihgléher young friend’s hand with
an affectionate tender air.

After the usual compliments he enquired partidylafter Matilda’s health; she

could not trust her voice just then to speak, trerdlioness answered, “She is better,
only a dejection on her spirits, which you mushidsi® removing: | was trying to
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persuade her to accompany me in a carriage to fay sisits.” The Count, alarmed at
the intention, replied, “Paying visits might podgilibe too fatiguing, but an airing
would surely be of service.” “Well then, (said tharchioness, forgetful of her Lord’s
caution,) you shall accompany us.” The carriagacwiwas in waiting, drawing up, he
gladly escorted the two ladies to it, and took deat very quietly opposite to Matilda,
who had hitherto observed a profound silence. Hern@d however to draw her into a
little conversation, and was charmed with her geedse and sweetness of manners.
The languor that pervaded her fine features, pawgrengaged the heart, and the
Count could not help thinking how happy that marstibe who was destined to possess
So great a treasure! This reflection caused a sudtteration in his countenance; he
grew thoughtful and uneasy, when he was disturhelig reverie by an exclamation
from the Marchioness, “Good heavens! what insolérit®hat’s the matter, madam?”
“Bless me, didn’t you observe the two carriages gast, in one was Madame Remini
and her two daughters, in the other Madame Le Bmenniece, and two others of my
acquaintance. As the carriage past, | bowed ansed&isny hand; they one and all
returned a slight bow, and laughed in each othaces: upon my word | never saw
such rudeness.” The Count, who could too well astdor this behaviour, was
however very much vexed. “Dear madam, (said hef) supertinent women are scarce
worth your notice, and only deserving contempt.hérs true, Count, (replied she) and
henceforth | shall treat them as they deserve.”

As neither of the parties were in high spiritithairing was not a long one, and
they returned to the house as the Marquis entéered i

After they were seated the Marchioness was expiggdser wishes to be in
England. “Does Miss Weimar accompany you? (askedXbunt.) “I hope so, (replied
the Marchioness.) The Marquis giving the Countangg, they retired to the library,
where the conversation of the morning, between W¥eimar and Matilda, was
repeated. The Count felt indignation, pity, andergsient; he was delighted with
Matilda’s spirit, yet most sincerely felt for henhappy situation. “Good God, my dear
Marquis, what is to be done for this amiable gifi?hope, (he replied) we shall prevail
on him to leave her with us,—to-morrow will detenai but take it how he will, | have
this day made several persons acquainted with éirgglthe guardian of Matilda, and
his offers of marriage in my presence: the circamsé of a young lady’s flying from
her guardian is nothing extraordinary, and wilhdpe, do away the scandal that has
been propagated at her expence.” “You are very g@eturned the Count) and | am
sure she merits the esteem of all the world.” Hik tis leave under such a contrariety
of sentiments, and so much real concern for therturate Matilda, that when he
returned to his sister she was quite alarmed, akddaa thousand questions relative to
her friend. When he had explained every thing,géetle Adelaide felt equal concern,
and lamented that her troubles were of a kind pheted it out of the power of their
friendship to afford her any consolation or relief.

Whilst they were expressing mutual regret Madeei@sDe Fontelle was
announced; she was received with a coldness thatdwmave mortified any other
person, but putting on a gay air, “Ah! Count, sorsceturned from your party; | did not
expect to find you here.” “Perhaps, madam, haddvkn your intended visit, | might
have been elsewhere.” “Very polite, upon my woshiq she, colouring deeply;) your
brother, my dear Bouville, has acquired the Engl@ighness of manners, by his tour
to that country.” “I hope, madam, (replied he, sigantly) | have acquired the sincerity
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of that nation, at least, to speak as | think; asd proof of it, were you not my sister’s
guest, | should be free enough to say, | so mutestiéhe fabricators of scandal, that |
heartily rejoice when they are mortified by beirgiged to hear the object of their envy
is as much superior to them in every amiable qualithe mind, as she is in the beauty
of her person, and that it will be her own faultyorf she is not established in a more
brilliant situation than her enemies can boast of.”

With these words he left the room, with a looksobrn she could not support,
but burst into tears. “Your brother has cruellyuitsd me, (said she.) “I am sorry for it,
and for the occasion, (answered Mademoiselle DeviBey) but indeed you have been
too unguarded in your reports to the disadvantdgeliss Weimar.” “Name her not,
(cried she) | hate her.” “That may be, (returneel dther) nevertheless | hold it my duty
to do her justice.” She then briefly mentioned Mfeimar was only her guardian, and
that he was come after her to solicit her handptilg thing for which she left him; his
offers before the Marquis and his lady, and they/ \ggeat justice he did her character.
The malicious girl was ready to burst with spleleut, carried it off with an air. “Upon
my word, (said she) Mr. Weimar was himself the pera/ho first mentioned the affair
to her disadvantage; and | suppose there is somg fpocarry, or some mystery in an
affair where there are such contradictions, whiatolnot comprehend, and which, |
dare say, will deceive nobody, though | would veatio swear, hardly any person will
concern themselves about the Marchioness’s litiieegée, or whether the German is
uncle or not to one whom no body knows.” She arasd, desiring her respects to her
very politebrother, flounced out of the room.

Neither her resentment nor absence was a subjeeigeet to Adelaide, who
only visited her in compliance with the fashiontlo¢ times, which is to go every where
with the rest of the world, and assist in formingrawd, withour knowing or caring for
three-fourths of the comparly.

Meantime the remainder of the day was spent atMhequis’s in the most
affectionate endeavours to console Matilda, andwbemest assurances of love and
attention to her interests. The all anxiously expeédhe return of Mr. Weimar next
morning, as the crisis on which her future destipgeared to depend.

At the appointed hour Mr. Weimar sent in his nammer; friends had persuaded
Matilda to receive him alone, and send for themmige thought it necessary. She had
tried all the morning to reconcile herself to hispeasure, but she was resolved to
persevere in the resolution she had formed ofimgtito a convent, if he made it
necessary.

He entered the room with an air of kindness andptacency, took her hand and
kissed it, “Let me flatter myself, dearest Matildsaid he) that you are in better health
and disposition than when | left you yesterdayavénpassed many uneasy hours lately,
indeed | may say truly, from the day you were cotethto my care, every hour of my
life has been spent in anxiety on your account.b ‘ot, Sir, (said she) for heaven’s
sake, do not crush me with the weight of obligagibrowe you: a poor forlorn being,
without family or friends, as you have justly tolde, is entitled to no one’s
consideration; | am therefore beyond all possipibit return at present; indebted to you
for every thing, for the life | enjoy, hard is th@sk upon me to refuse any thing you
request, but as this meeting is to decide oncalfppardon me if | say | cannot marry
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you, but this deference | owe to your fatherly aairene, |1 solemnly declare, that unless
the authors of my being claim my first reverenceeler will encourage marry man
without your permission; this, Sir, is all | car, ever will promise in your favour.”
“Ungrateful girl! (cried he, raising his voice) amlthis all, this all you owe to a man
who preserved your life, and bestowed his timefandne to make you what you are?”
“Oh! that | had died, (cried Matilda, in an agomgther than to live and be thus
upbraided for favours | never can return; but myaniells me you will one day be
repaid for all,—yes, | have a pre-sentiment | ambase-born unworthy offspring; one
day, Sir, | may yet have the power to prove my sesfsthe obligations you reproach
me with, and it will be the happiest moment of nifg.T She had spoken with such
vehemence as precluded interruption; he was segri¥ou are warm, Matilda, (said
he, very calmly.) “I cannot help it, Sir, you har@de me desperate; | will seek peace
and quietness in a convent. You will not permit tneaccompany the Marchioness,
(said she, softening, and tears running down heeks) and | think | owe you that
respect not to go without your leave; thereforavéhno other asylum but a convent to
hope for.” “Have | not a house, Matilda?” “Yes, ;Simight have resided in my uncle’s
house, but | cannot, with propriety, in yours, whdmve no such claim to boast of.”
She arose and rang the bell; “Desire the Marquishas lady to favour me with their
company.” When the servant retired, “You are theteanined, madam?” “I am, Sir.”
“Then so am |, and you may take the consequence.”

Her friends now entered; after they were seatedilddaspoke, “I took the
liberty to request your presence, that you mighiviieess to my declaration for the last
time, That | never will be the wife of Mr. Weimanpr without his consent, unless
commanded by my parents, (alas! how unlikely as@méthat hope) never to marry any
other mart® It would be the joy of my heart to have been péedito accept the honor
of the protection you have offered me, but as t feat cannot be, | will retire into a
convent, ‘tis the only place of refuge for a poaorfartunate, friendless being, without
family, friends, or even a name.” She wept aloudnpuncing those last words. The
Marchioness sympathized with her, and addressing&imar, “Come, Sir, (said she)
let me prevail on you to accede to our requestaskeit as a favor; permit Miss Matilda
to be in our care for six months; | engage my hat@ shall return by that time free
from every engagement.” He made no answer.

“Shall | entreat the favor of a few words in ptizaSir, (said the Marquis.) They
arose and left the room. Within a short time thetpymed. Mr. Weimar, advancing to
Matilda, “I have consented to oblige you, too unefa girl; | permit you to remain
with the Marchioness, but conditionally, that yotiteyme constantly every occurrence,
nor presume to enter into any engagement without aoguiescence.” “To these
conditions, (cried she, her eyes sparkling with) joynost cheerfully subscribe.” He
looked full of resentment at her, but taking a fgoleave, declined an invitation to stay
dinner, and hastily withdrew.

The moment he left the room Matilda arose, andwimg her arms round the
Marchioness, her grateful heart overflowing intarge “Oh! my dearest, my generous
protectress, how shall | ever return your goodrieé®?loving me, my precious girl, as
affectionately as | do you, (answered she, embgatier.)” Observing the Marquis
seemed musing, “May | ask, my Lord, what occupiesrythoughts?” “Yes, (replied
he;) it is fit you should know; to be plain thendan’t like Mr. Weimar; | suspect he
means to deceive us.” “Good God, (cried Matildasrakd) how is that possible?” “Be
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it as it may, (answered the Marquis) we will guaghinst any sinister design; let our
young friend retire this night to some place oksaf “You do not surely apprehend he
will apply for a lettre de-cach€® (said the Marchioness.) “I should not be surprise
it, (returned he.) “Then (said she) we will set ioitantly on our journey; Louison and
Antoine can attend us; Mariamme shall take camlafur baggage here, and follow us,
with Pierre, in a day or two, or come with you."Ti$ a hasty, and rather an
inconvenient scheme, (said he) but | have no dtheffer at present.” “O, what trouble
| occasion to my friends,” (cried Matilda.) “Go y@ur apartment, set about packing,
my dear girl; we must take a few necessaries withamd set off immediately after
dinner.” She obeyed. The Marquis set about thengements for their journey, and
promised to follow in four or five days.

Poor Joseph and Albert deplored their fate, imdpeoo old to accompany the
ladies, and were the only domestics left in theskowho knew to what place they were

going.

Every thing being settled in a few hours, it wageg out in the family, they
were going into the country for a short time; ewarianne and Pierre knew no more
for the present; and the ladies, attended by Louimod Antoine, set off, with all
expedition: fortunately, Antoine had been in Englamce before, with a former master;
he was therefore acquainted with the roads andnawmoalations, and consequently
extremely useful.

The Marquis found the following day he had beghtrin his conjectures. Two
men came to his hotel, armed with authority, to dedha lady commonly known by the
name of Matilda Weimar, with a description of hergon, then under the protection of
the Marquis de Melfort. The Marquis was not at hpiie men were informed the
young lady was gone, with their mistress, into toentry. They searched the house,
and being disappointed, waited till the Marquisureéd; he gave them the same
information, and drew up a paper, signifying, thating taken the young lady under his
protection, by the consent of Mr. Weimar, who ahll@mself her guardian, she had
accompanied the Marchioness on a visit to somadsgethat he pledged his honor for
her safety, also to answer any charges that coelthrbught against her. With this
declaration the men departed and returned no rbateg person was observed to watch
the house for some days after.

The Marquis made no secret to the Bouville faroilyhe past transactions, and
though they felt great regret for the loss of tHaends, they acknowledged the event
had justified their prudence in the steps theyta&dn.

The Count felt more than he dared express, y& to subdue his feelings, from
a consciousness of their impropriety to be indulgéid sister was to be married the
following week to Monsieur De Clermont, and hemaefishment engrossed much of his
time and attention.

The Marquis very soon arranged all his affairg anthin five days after the
ladies left Paris, he followed them.

The Marchioness and her friend pursued their roateéved at Calais, and
crossed over to Dover, without meeting a singladsed; here they determined to rest,
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and wait for the Marquis. They were exceedinglygia¢d with the expedition they had
used, and were glad to sit down comfortably.

The Marchioness understood the English languagkeqily well, and spoke
enough to make herself comprehended in common rea&atoine did the same, but as
to Matilda and Louison, they knew not a single wiiltithe Marchioness taught them
to name a few necessary articles, and write downmoon words.

Much sooner than they expected, they had the ymeasf embracing the
Marquis, and then learned the danger Matilda hadpesi, and the duplicity of Mr.
Weimar. She shuddered to think how near she had themisery, and her affection and
gratitude to the worthy pair who protected her, wagportionably increased.

The following morning they left Dover, and by ggsurnies arrived at
the Royal Hotel in Jermyn-street. A card was intyasent off to Harley-street. The
messenger returned, with a line only, from the Gess that they should follow the
bearer with all speed, and within ten minutes after coach drew up. The Marquis
hastened down to receive and conduct the ladies.Cduntess was almost breathless
with joy; she flew up stairs, and in a moment waber sister's arms. Their mutual joy,
their tears of affection and transport excited sgthp in every one. The Countess,
recovering, led her sister to Mrs. Courtney, “Th® tdearest friends | have on earth,
(said she) love each other for my sake now, youehaangenial hearts.” She then
warmly embraced Matilda. “This is the first dayro¥ life, (cried she, putting her hand
to her heart;) | have all that | love in the worddbout me, at least, all that |
know,”(added she, with a suppressed sigh.)

Matilda, whose grateful heart expanded with déjighsee all her friends happy,
expressed her feelings with such a warmth of satigfn as engaged all their affections.
She was introduced also to Mrs. Courtney: and wherfirst tumults of joy were over,
the Countess, taking that lady’'s hand, said, “Be&haty dear sister and brother, the
preserver of Victoria’s life; to her goodness | ardebted for all the happiness | now
enjoy, a vast debt of gratitude, never to be repdiou neither do me nor yourself
justice, (answered Mrs. Courtney;) if you do nahkhl am a thousand times overpaid
for any little services | have been so happy tadeenyou, by the pleasure of your
company, and the honor you have procured me, olvikkigpyour respectable friends. “
They all gratefully bowed to this compliment, arigert began to talk of their future
residence. The Marquis wished to have a readydhed house, in the neighbourhood
of Mrs. Courtney. She contended for the pleasuraccbmmodating them in hers; but
this, for several reasons, they declined; and aftéong and friendly contest it was
decided, a house should be procured for them innleeghbourhood, but that they
should spend every other week at Mrs. Courtneyta,\and until a habitation was fixed
on they would remain at the hotel, where they#iped together that evening.

“l know, (said the Countess) you must all be vanyious to understand by what
means | obtained my present happy situation, amd €qually curious to know how my
dear Miss Weimar conducted herself from the timelast met; but we will suspend
curiosity for the present, nor cloud our happy nmeetvith a recital of painful events.”
“You are right, my dear Countess, (said Mrs. Caeyfhwe are now all happily met,
and ‘tis of little consequence by what means it eainout at present.”
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They passed a most delightful evening, and pawét reluctance, after
engaging to spend the following day in Harley-streead Mrs. Courtney promising to
search the neighbourhood for a house to accommduzte

“What a charming woman is Mrs. Courtney,”(said kharchioness.) “Ah! (cried
Matilda) 1 wish | understood English, | should like speak to that lady in her own
language.” “You shall learn it, my love, when wes aettled; but as the lady speaks
French remarkably well, you have no cause for te€gre

They retired to rest, and the following morningdhsome trade’s people with
them, who are always on the watch to attend foesgat the hotels. They purchased a
few trifles, but chose to have Mrs. Courtney’s joant before they bought any thing of
consequence.

The Marquis, who had letters of credit on the leoak Sir Thomas Herrié%
attended by the master of the hotel, went out tocgsh, whilst the ladies attended to
the business of the toilet, as they had engagdx twith their friends at a very early
hour.

Soon after his return they drove to Harley-street] were received with that
affectionate cordiality, a thousand times more régée than distant civility and respect:
they met like old friends, with congenial minds,eigjoy the pleasures of society. Mrs.
Courtney told them, she hoped she had already dadae her endeavours to procure a
residence for them; “and, fortunately, (said shdy three doors from hence; if you are
inclined, we can now look at it.” The proposal veaexepted. The house and furniture,
which had been all new within the twelvemonth, d&widonged to Lord G——, who
found it convenient to go abroad for his healthswiaw to be let for a year certain, at
4001. per annum. They were extremely well pleasét the house, and readily agreed
to the terms. Within two or three days it wouldrbady for their reception.

This being settled, they returned in high spiriisgd spent a most delightful day
in a quiet family party.

The next day was appropriated to shopping andrsixms round the town; and
indeed, except sleeping hours, they passed thee folely together, Mrs. Courtney
having shut her doors to all company, ‘till theyrevaettled in their new abode: for the
same reason the Marquis deferred sending all tiex$eof recommendation, or waiting
on the French Ambassador.

The fourth day after their arrival in England thepk possession of their house;
and having been fortunate enough to obtain a résplecwoman, who was perfectly
conversant in the French language, as housekeepgragreed to spend the following
week in the country, previous to their being puglannounced in town.

Nothing particular occurred until their arrival Beéllvue, Mrs. Courtney’s little
paradise: they were quite delighted with its siirgtand charmed with its polite and
friendly owner. The second morning after theirdesice here, the Countess entered the
Marchioness’s dressing-room, (Matilda was with h&virs. Courtney has just got two
or three neighbours with her; my presence not be&iagessary, | have seized the
opportunity, to make our respective communicatidrsm sensible you must be very

60



curious, but | wish to hear my dear Miss Weimatarg taken up from the visit she
promised me, and | suppose intended paying me.ilddatery readily gave an account
of every event at the castle. The Countess shuddarel heaved a sigh to the fate of
poor Margarite, but did not interrupt ‘till she carto the letter received from Joseph, of
the fire in the castle, Bertha’'s miserable fate hisdescape. “Good heavens! (cried she)
of what atrocious wickedness is that man capaldet prretch, what a long account has
he one day to make—God grant him repentance!” BMefiroceeded, and related every
circumstance until their safe arrival in London.eT@ountess embraced the lovely girl,
who had betrayed a sense of mortification in retiagrthe particulars of her birth. “I
thank my beloved sister (said she ) for the atbenshe paid to my request, and | am
persuaded your charming society has amply reconepemar for the favor she did me.”
“You judge right, my dear Victoria; | am indeed tbbliged person: but come, pray
begin your narration, and take it up from the tipo&1 married that brute whose name
you bear—” “But which | do not assume here (ansdete Countess;) | pass for a
Madame Le Roche, and as we neither go to couriatiend any public galas, | have
never been particularly introduced, and am knowrorgnmy dear Mrs. Courtney’s
friends, as a widow of some fashion, but smalluiog, on a visit to her, and not very
desirous of much company; therefore you must get yesson by heart against we
return to town. Now, as to your request, you magsgay think | am too observant of
my word toward an inhuman monster, when | declaa¢ the sacred vows he drew from
me still bind me to secresy, as to what occasiongdeing shut up in the Castle, and
permitting the general belief of my death.” “Gooddb sister, (cried the Marchioness)
vows forced upon you, under such circumstances havwower to bind; and you have
sufficiently proved your truth and honour, by presgg them so many years from your
dearest friends;—I am sure our confessor will alesofou.” “May be so, (replied
Madame Le Roche) and on our return to town | welhgult him, till when | shall take
up my story from the day Matilda left me. “Charnbat | was likely to procure and
asylum for her, as | doubted not of your accedmgny request, | retired to bed at an
early hour, but could not sleep; about midnightdught | heard an uncommon noise at
the outward doors; | listened, and, convinced is wat fancy, | called on Margarite; the
noise had alarmed her, she ran to me in the sast@ninthat we heard the door in the
kitchen burst open, and the Count appeared with-boking fellow. | was out of bed,
and had thrown on a wrapping gown about me; | ttechirom head to foot; he came
up to me furiously; “Wretch, (cried he) you haveoken your oath with me, and
therefore mine is no longer binding—prepare to”dbespair had given me courage—I
was no longer the poor weak creature he had emt@drsgime years before; my spirits
returned, “Strike, barbarian, and complete youmes, | fear not death, it will free me
from all the miseries you have heaped upon me;l btl not suffer under imputed
guilt—I have broken no vows, | have kept the fatath you extorted from me in the
hour of terror.” “How dare you persist in falsehsp(cried he;) you have had a woman
here—you see and converse with Joseph daily; darelgny those charges?” “I do not,
(answered |) but still | have preserved my faitie tvoman came here by accident,
unawed by the terrors Joseph and | endeavouredpireé, but she knew not who | was,
nor any thing relative to my situation, and goesrfrhence in a few days: as to Joseph,
the poor fellow, when he brings my provisions, eniato a little chat with Margarite,
and sometimes | speak to him, and where is the tyiigiime? You must know your
diabolical secret is too well kept, or | need nethere in your power.” He paused a few
minutes, then withdrew to the window, and spokéheoman in a low tone; then came
again towards me, and | expected instant deaththeytlocked the doors, and stopping
the mouth of poor Margarite, dragged her out of b, still locking the door after
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them. The apprehensions | was under for that pomatare, overcame the courage |
assumed, and | swooned; how long | was deprivethyfsenses, | know not, but |
recovered by cold water they threw in my face. idat have you done with my poor
nurse?” “She is safe from betraying secrets, (eephe:) come, madam, put on your
clothes, and | shall bestow you safely too.” “lfuydesign my death, (said I) let me die
here.” “Do as | command, (cried he, furiously) oshall carry you off as you are.” |
threw on my clothes, as well as my terror wouldhgermeantime he broke the locks of
my cabinet, although he could have had the keyk twmt what valuables belonged to
me; and then taking me between them, they led noaigin a thicket to the skirts of the
wood; it was but faint star light; | saw two hordastened; | was immediately put upon
one, though | made some resistance, expectingitbeyded carrying me into the thick
part of the wood, and murder me there,—and | thiinkas so designed. The man held
me fast; we passed a small cottage, but all waet,camd soon after entered another part
of the wood, when suddenly the Count’s horse fedl threw him over his head; he lay
motionless; the man who held me rode up to himgidenot move. “I must see what
hurt he has,” (cried he;) and jumping off, left orethe horse; at the same instant | gave
him a kick, and the animal set off full speed tlglouhe wood. | must inevitably have
been killed, had it pursued its way through theckéis, but providentially he made
towards the road, and being tired, slackened hise.pdnable any longer to support the
fatigue; my head giddy, and dreadfully galled wile saddle, | slipped off on a small
hillock, on one side, and lay quite exhausted, etxpg every moment to be overtaken
and murdered. | had been there but a few minutEsda carriage appeared, with two
or three horsemen; | uttered a cry; the carriagptsta servant came up, “Who are
you—what is the matter?”(said he.) | replied, fgeBAn unfortunate woman, escaped
from being murdered, for God’s sake save me.” Tla@ mvent to the carriage, it drew
up, the door was opened, and | was put in. The esugoly added to the terror and
fatigue | had gone through overpowered my senses| éainted; | was soon restored
by the help of the lady’s salts; | was able to lagk by my side sat the charming Mrs.
Courtney, supporting me; opposite was a middle aggutleman, and a young one
about seventeen or eighteen; | tried to speak kasgd her hand. “Be composed, dear
lady, (said she) your spirits are already too mexdmausted; (seeing me look with terror
then on one side and then another) you fear beimgupd, (she continued;) we shall
stop very soon, but as the day appears the blihdd be drawn up.” This was
accordingly done: ‘tis needless to tell you our\@rsation. My heart expanded with
gratitude to heaven for my deliverance. | was umablgive a satisfactory account of
myself, only so far as related to my escape froenvtbod; | mentioned you, my sister,
and your intended journey to England, and the dacgy how soon you might depart,
and therefore my wishes to join you. Mrs. Courtt@g me she was immediately going
there, and as | was apprehensive of being knowmuid be much better to accompany
her, and write my sister from England. Before Ildoeply to this obliging proposal,
we stopt at the post-house, changed horses, asdguuour journey with rapidity ‘till
about noon, when we drew up to a very fine oldleasthich | found belonged to a
friend of theirs, and where they proposed passi rtight. | was shocked at my
appearance; my clothes thrown on in a hurry, digmsead by the flight of the horse,
and not one article about me calculated for travglIMy amiable preserver requested |
would make myself easy; “Fortunately, (said she)anenearly of a size; | have another
habit in my trunk, with which | can accommodate yanod my woman will soon make
your appearance decent, and reconcile your feelinggh | see are much oppressed.”
The moment we alighted, “My friend has been ilgigsshe) and is in dishabitfe will
you shew her an apartment, that she may alter iess@’ The lady’s woman instantly
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attended me to an elegant room, whilst Mrs. Coyitngot the trunk opened and
procured me necessaries. | was soon equipped; arynahg friend came to conduct me
to the company; | was received with kindness atehtibn by an elderly gentleman and
lady, the owners of the castle, and passed a ctaibfernight. The next day we pursued
our journey, though much pressed to stay, and eatrigt Lausanne. | found the
gentleman with us was uncle to Mrs. Courtney, aad wome over to place his son at
Lausanne, to finish his education; but having fatyneesided some years in
Switzerland, he had been paying a few visits tdfiiesds, and was returning from one
of them, when | was so fortunate to obtain thewtgection. We stayed a week at
Lausanne. | kept very close in my apartment, imr@stant dread of being discovered,; |
was heartily rejoiced when we pursued our jourmeych more so when we arrived in
England. Mrs. Courtney’s kindness cannot be desdrishe treats me like her dearest
sister, and her uncle, who lives not far from u€avendish-square, appears to make no
difference between us; he is a nobleman, a widoamut forty; has an only son, and is
one of the most amiable men | ever knew. Judge imoeh happiness is now my lot
with such friends, and blest with the company of dearest relations. Sometimes,
(continued she) | thought it possible the Counthhigave been killed by his fall; at
other times, that he might be only senseless; antshhad a hundred conjectures about
him, but ‘tis plain he was not much hurt, sincecbald return to the Castle and contrive
more mischief. Now, in this land of liberty, shout@ ever appear to persecute me
again, | shall make no scruple to open the whoenes of wickedness he has been
guilty of;—there is one corroding care that hanlgsud my heart, but of that hereafter.”
She arose in visible emotion, “Come, let us takanable in the garden after my tedious
narrative.” They accompanied her.

“| think, my dear sister, (said the Marqti)s'tis a justice you owe yourself and
friends to institute a process against this moristeshall think of it, (said she) but |
have many objections; at present let us drop thgsu” They acquiesced.

Mrs. Courtney joined them in the garden; “Lorddslane! (said she, laughing)
how eager and persevering is curiosity; here | Haae three ladies dying to see the
French family with me; asking ten thousand questiabout their dress and their
persons, their fashions, and many other matterallggmportant. They made a most
tedious visit, and as | discovered the motive, $ whalength obliged to inform them my
Parisian friends saw no company until they had beteaduced in town: this effectually
did the business,—they rose all together, made tgigées, and put an end to their
tiresome enquiries.”

A week was spent at Bellvue, in all the delightdowe and friendship, in little
excursions round the neighbourhood, and in viewiregdelightful prospects the Surry
hills afforded them.

Persons of good sense, like the present partye wever at a loss for national
amusement when at home, and on their return taméeopolis they separated with
reluctance, though so near to each other.

Two days after their arrival the Marquis receivedetter from the Count De
Bouville, informing him of his sister’'s marriagendathat three days subsequent to an
event which had given them so much joy, they hashbexceedingly alarmed by the
sudden illness of their respectable mother, whdicoed in a dangerous way, which
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was the reason Madame De Clermont had not writteNatilda, whose health they
were extremely anxious to hear of: he further shedhad made some secret enquiries
about Mr. Weimar, and learnt, that after remainingParis near a week, he had
disappeared, but whether returned to Germany arthey could not tell; that great
prejudice was still entertained against Matilda,consequence of which their family
had declined seeing Madame Le Brun and her enviees.

The Marquis communicated this letter to his frignout as Matilda was ignorant
of the scandal circulated at her expence, whateglen Mademoiselle De Fontelle was
omitted. She shuddered at the name of Mr. Weimadl, drteaded lest he might have
pursued her to England. But this, the Marchionesd, swas by no means to be
apprehended, as it could answer no purpose.

The Marquis and his lady now prepared for the@spntation at court, and had
sent their friend’s introductory letters to sevgratsons of fashion.

On Thursday they were at the drawing room with Fhench Ambassador, and
returned highly gratified with the politeness arffalaility of the king and queen, and
equally charmed with the princes$ésThe following day they received abundance of
visits from the nobility, both English and foreigand very readily coincided with the
sentiments of the Count De Bouville, as to thentite@ and charms of the English
ladies.

They were now obliged to be in public, and botly pad receive a number of
visits, consequently Matilda spent most of her twith Madame Le Roche and Mrs.
Courtney; both ladies were extremely fond of hkeytsometimes accompanied her to
the play, and as she studied the language with sheshoped in time to have her ears
equally gratified with her eyes.

Lord Delby, Mrs. Courtney’s uncle, was always loéit parties, and his great
partiality and admiration of Madame Le Roche wasl@w to the whole family; she
was sometimes rallied about it; the subject gavegphm. “Compassion is the only claim
| can have to his Lordship’s notice, (said she, deng) do not, my dear friends, suggest
an idea which would make me very miserable.” “| seg (answered the Marquis) why
you are to give up every pleasure in life, and celnypuself to refuse the blessings of
love and friendship, through any dread of a villamho deserves the severest
punishments; but | will send another person to vtk you to-morrow, for | really will
not permit you to live in a situation so unworthyyourself and friends.”

The following day Doctor Demouriez, the Ambass&id@haplain, called at
Mrs. Courtney’s, and had above three hours contrersaith her. He returned to the
Marquis. “I have heard a tale of horror, (said eyl having subdued all your sister’s
scruples respecting her compulsatory vows, shecbafessed every thing to me, and
will this evening, she says, repeat each circunestan you, after which we must
consult what steps will be necessary to pursue.”

They all anxiously expected the hour of meetingh@ evening; and after they
had dined, and retired to the drawing-room, the dilmness eagerly claimed her
sister’'s promise. “I will obey you, my dear sistdrpugh you little think what it costs
me to make such a painful relation.
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“You well know the reluctance with which I marri¢ide Count, my subsequent
illness and recovery. When my health was restorbdglan seriously to consider my
situation, and the sacrament | had vowed to obséketermined to do my duty; and if
| could not love the Count, at least, to esteem @bidje him. | was then a stranger to
his real disposition; | thought him severe andrstbut | soon found he was gloomy,
suspicious, and revengeful. Whilst my father lieel observed some little decency
towards me, but after his death, and you had guktienna, my sufferings, from his
causeless ill-humour, cannot be described. | wasfao advanced in my pregnancy, an
event | looked forward to as the end of all my bies; for | had lost my spirits, my
strength, and appetite. One day he returned at mga most horrid temper. “Prepare
yourself, (said he) for a journey to Switzerlarttg tlay after to-morrow.” “Good God,
to Switzerland, in my situation?” “Yes, (he replipgou can bear the journey very well,
and Margarite, who is to be your nurse, shall attgou.” “Indeed | am very unable to
travel so far,”(said 1.) “I know better, (he remig¢ but the reasons you have for
declining, madam, make me the more anxious forWell, Sir, | have no more to say,
but to obey you.” “You do well, madam; for any thiyou could urge will have no
effect upon me.” | was silent; | withdrew, and pEbs& wretched night. The next day
poor Margarite and | were employed in packing dothes and other necessaries, and
the following day, soon as it was light, we setaff our journey. We at length arrived
at the old Castle which Matilda has described to. ydy blood chilled when | entered
the gates. | was conducted to the right hand wirdgch had then a door into the court,
though it was afterwards bricked up. The furnituras handsome, but antique even
then. “This, madam, is your apartment, and | ttilnk Chevalier will have good luck to
obtain entrance here.” “Chevalier! what Chevaligepeated 1?) “Your Chevalier,
madam; don’t suppose | was ignorant of his retarNienna, and sauntering about my
grounds.” “I don’t know, Sir, what you mean; theéseno Chevalier belongs to me, nor
do I know of any man sauntering, as you call ityanir grounds. My heart justifies me,
that ever since | became your wife, | have striélyilled the duties of that situation.”
“Your conscience, madam, is mighty convenient torywishes, | don’t doubt: but | am
not to be duped by either. This is your habitatitwe; other parts of the house are not so
good, but with them you need have no communicatitimsy are occupied by the
gardener.” My bed room was the horrid one wheresMig&eimar saw poor Margarite
murdered, and very gloomy it was then, though withwon bars. | wept almost
incessantly; my nurse was still more miserable, she had been brought up from a
child in the Count’s family, and was obsequiousitowill.

“I had been in the Castle about three weeks, wbea,evening, as | was sitting
in my room, at the close of the day | heard aelitibise at the window. | was startled,
but recovering myself, | took a chair and got ugmamwindow seat; |1 saw the figure of a
man, | shrunk down; again the window rattled, loresred and looked up; presently |
distinctly perceived a man, who, with a diamondswatting a small strip out of a pane
of glass; he accomplished his work, thrust a leiterand disappeared behind the
battlements in a moment; | secured the letter, witheating heart, and on opening it,
found it came from the Chevalier De Montrevillewhs surprised and agitated; |
perused this fatal letter; it was filled with thentlerest expressions of regret at my
unhappy fate. His own misery he could have boreesdid, had | been happy; but to see
the woman he adored treated so unworthily, was rpaie than he had philosophy to
support; he entreated | would write a few linestelbhim in what manner my husband
behaved to me, and if there was a possibility sfduing me either service or pleasure. |
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shed floods of tears over this epistle: | foundyuith | had suppressed, | had not
subdued my affection for him; yet what would it &¢a encourage a correspondence |
felt was improper: | hesitated,—I considered fomsotime whether | should write or
not; at length | took up my pen. | acknowledged effysbliged for the interest he took
in my happiness, but at the same time assured hynatentions of his could never do
me service; on the contrary, | had reason to beltee Count was very jealous of him,
and that possibly all his motions might be watcHdberefore besought him to return to
Vienna, and leave me to my destiny. The followiag,chearly at the same hour, | heard
the noise at the window repeated; trembling for &danterruption, | hastily got up, and
slid my answer through, resolved at the same tonein no such risques, nor receive
any more letters,—happy had it been could | haye ke resolution. The next evening
| did not go to my room till accompanied by Margearil trembled every moment, lest
the signal should be repeated, but | heard nothiing. next day | was peevish and
dissatisfied; the Count gloomy and sullen. Afterrdir, as usual, he went out among the
people he had at work in the wood: involuntariyaktened to my apartment; | will own
the truth, | wished, though | dreaded hearing tgead. Towards the close of the day the
sounds at the window were repeated: scarce knowira | did, | got on the window-
seat, and secured the letter: fancying | heardsteps coming up stairs, | too hastily
stept back on the chair, which gave way, and | catie violence to the ground; at the
same instant my door opened: | had received a fidebldw on the side of my head,
though it did not altogether deprive me of lifet y&as unable to speak. The Count ran
to me, he snatched the fatal paper from my hardlttzen rang for assitance; Margarite
came up. With his help | was placed on the bedjsitieed my head, gave me drops and
water, and | was soon restored to sense and miskeryrdered the nurse out of the
room, and then coming up to me, “Wretch! (cried foeiously) behold a proof of thy
guilt and falsehood: | could sacrifice thee to mgngeance, but | will have more
exquisite satisfaction, and complete revenge, siscbhall strike thee with remorse and
endless sorrow.” | besought him to hear me; | reggeavhat | have told you, and added
it was the last | ever intended to receive. He sdwlith disdain, “Doubtless it was, and
| take upon me to say it will be the last you sleair receive from him.” He never left
me the whole evening, but used every cruel malgiexpression it was possible to
conceive. | continued very ill and agitated thaghtiand great part of the day. In the
afternoon my persecutor left me, but Margarite rieed | got up, and was under the
most dreadful apprehensions of what might happgneyes were continually turned to
the window; | suffered the most agonizing terrevBen in a moment they were realized
beyond whatever | could conceive of horror. A vitl@oise was heard on the stairs,
like persons struggling, and in a moment the doas Wwurst open; the Count and his
man appeared, dragging in the Chevalier, with heaittn bound, his hands tied, and
every mark of cruel treatment; | screamed, andoeldsny hands, but could not speak;
he made several desperate efforts to free himsddfs-to little purpose. Let me hasten
over the dreadful catastrophe. “Now, (said the lc@eunt) you have your minion
where you wished him to be, in your bed-chamber,sthall he ever quit it alive.” |
tried to speak, | threw myself on my knees, Sp@rspare! was all | could say, and fell
senseless, but | was soon recovered by the ofchMargarite, to still greater horror.
“We have waited your recovery (said the barbariawpuld not deprive you of so great
a pleasure as seeing your lover’s last breath expiryou.” He was then dragged into
the closet opposite to where | sat, and immediateheated stabs were given with a
short dagger, by the Count, through several pdrthis body; his blood flowed in
torrents, and with groans he fell on his face axpired. Great God! (cried sfi§ here
the scene never will be absent from my remembransat like one petrified; | neither
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spoke, shrieked, or groaned, but with my eyes fixedhe closet | appeared insensible
to every thing. The inhuman Count was not satisfirezlcame and dragged me to the
closet, and seated me by the side of the bodyblted flowing round me. “Now, (said
he) clasp your beloved Chevalier—now despise teanl cross-looking Count (words
| had once said in his hearing, long before | wasriad) and now enjoy the company
of him for whom you despised your husband.” Sayimg, he ordered Margarite and
Peter to leave the room; and finding | was unablegeak or move, he pushed me
farther into the closet, locked the door and led tdow long | continued in this state, |
know not; | believe | swooned, for it was day-lighbhen | found myself on the floor,
my clothes covered with blood, and the unhappy ened Chevalier dead before me.
‘Tis impossible to describe the horror of that momd found myself seized with
violent pains; | began to think the monster hadspoed me—the idea gave me
pleasure, and | endeavoured to bear my pangs withgtoan; nature however asserted
its claims; | became so very ill, | could be silem longer, | groaned, | cried aloud.
Presently the door was unlocked,—the Count and Maegappeared; they saw me in
agonies; “I am dying, barbarian; you will be saéidf you have murdered a worthy man
who never injured you—you have killed an innocentew | could say no more.
Margarite cried out, “My Lord, my dear mistressndabour, for God’s sake assist her
to her apartment.” He seemed to hesitate, but shiegiher request, between them |
was conveyed to the bed, and without any othestasgie than hers delivered of a boy.
When a little recovered, the Count entered the rd@ater with him. “I do not design to
destroy you; no, you may live a life of horror, ligad to all the world; yet your infant
shall be sacrificed.” | screamed,—I cried for meteyny child and instant death to me.
He paused and | expected the welcome stroke at‘@stone condition your child may
live.” “Oh! name it, (I said;) any conditions.” “Reember what you say: you shall join
with these two persons, in taking a solemn oatlh wWie sacrament, that without my
permission, you will never reveal the transactiohthis night and day—never mention
the Chevalier's name, nor ever presume to contrdde report | shall make of your
death to the world.” | shuddered, but alas! theas wo alternative; he fetched a prayer-
book, and making the two poor creatures kneel, Wpiaed in the solemn oath, and
received the sacrament from his polluted handshilkes at this moment | tremble at
the impiety of that horrid wretch. My child was delred to me; Peter was ordered to
assist Margarite in making a fire and getting neages for me. How | survived such
horrors is astonishing! The curtains were drawnl, @at night the body was removed,
but where it was carried to, heaven only knows,Margarite never was informed. A
coffin and every necessary for a funeral was bes@rid brought home. It was given
out | had died in child-bed, and therefore in degemy own women only could attend
me. A figure or bundle, wrapt in a sheet, was mlaicethe coffin (Margarite used to
think it was the Chevalier's body) and the wholeeogony took place without any
one’s presuming to doubt the truth. Judge what rhase been my feelings, and what
an excellent constitution | must have had, to Iseah dreadful scenes without dying of
distraction. In a few days | was removed to anotte®m, and, as | heard, the fatal
closet was cleaned out by Peter; the rooms lockedand order given no one should
enter them. The Count never appeared before mel wvdis up, and able to walk about
the room; one morning he entered, just as | ha@ doeakfast. | forgot to tell you | had
no sustenance for my poor babe, consequently it wasgght up by hand. The dear
infant was laying on my lap; | started with surprand terror. “Come, madam, (said he,
with a look that made me tremble) come and view yormer apartment.” “Good God!
(I cried) why must | return there?” “Tis my pleasy'(answered he;) then bidding
Margarite take the child, he ordered me to follam.hl tottered across the gallery, and
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on entering the room saw the windows barricateth wdn bars, the pictures and toilet
taken away, and the whole apperance gloomy to ext&his is once more your bed-
chamber; no more Chevaliers (said he, with horrid)gcan convey letters here—here
you are to reside for ever.” “Oh! kill me! (I cridather than shut me up here—death is
far more desirable.” “That is the reason | chuse gball live, to repent every hour of
your life the wrongs you have done me: and now heayour child you will see no
more.” At these words, overcome with the unexpestextk, | dropped senseless on the
floor; | was soon recalled to life. “Your oath, ¢tied;) O, spare my child!” “I do not
mean to hurt its life; 1 will have it properly takeare of, but the indulgence is too great
for you to enjoy. | here swear, that as long as g@uain confined in this castle, and
observe your oath, never to reveal the Chevaliensder, nor undeceive the world
respecting your fate, so long your boy’s life ifesa will take care of him, and one day
or other, there is a possibility, you may see hpgai but if you ever escape from
hence, or divulge these particulars, without mynpssion, instant death awaits you
both, for | shall have a constant spy.” To theseddaoons, dreadful as they were, | was
compelled to subscribe. Margarite was ordered ¢otafinement with me, for he found
she was my friend. That night the child was condege/ay: dear and precious boy!
alas, heaven only knows whether | shall ever see fiore; unconscious he has a
mother, if he lives, we may remain strangers tdestber! We were locked in, and for
three days the Count himself brought our scangy, fidwe fourth, he entered with Joseph,
who was the under gardener. | was startled to segaager,—he appeared equally
shocked at seeing me. “Here you both are, remeygtheroath, madam, for on it more
than one life depends. And you, (said he, turnmmgdseph) tremble, if you dare break
your solemn vow, never to let any person know wWasnan is alive, never to suffer her
to pass from these apartments, without my permrmss$ohold no conversation with her,
but when you bring her food, and in fine, to obegrg command of mine and not
hers.” “I will obey your Lordship,”(cried the matrembling) “Tis well, then you will
preserve her life, and gain my favor. No strangetst be permitted to remain here,
should chance or inclination engage any one td this castle. Remember this side of it
must never be seen, ‘tis haunted—do you understa® “| do, my Lord, (answered
Joseph) and | promise you, these apartments shaéirrbe looked into.” “On that
depends her existence and yours.” They now quittgdoom, and left me scarcely able
to breathe. The following day the Count and Petfr the Castle. Every other day
Joseph came with necessaries, and Margarite wastfest to go down, accompanied
by Joseph, to carry up and down water and otheresoancies. In this state | lived two
years, if living it could be called, having no atleensolation than now and then hearing
from my sister; for | had so far gained upon Joseppermit Margarite’s letters, after
shewing them to him, to pass under cover to hird,anhe found | carefully preserved
my secret from others, the poor fellow granted ha indulgence. At the expiration of
two years, the Count unexpectedly made his appeardrmshrunk from his sight; he
viewed me some time with great emotion; “I am $&dswith your conduct, (said he)
and am come to extend my indulgence to you.” “O, chyid! (I cried out.) “No,
(answered he) that cannot be granted; but you bha# permission to live in the rooms
below, and if you swear to enter the garden onlyight, the door into it shall be
opened.” | joyfully agreed to this, and was onceerled to the rooms below. Peter was
still with him; a bed was brought from another rqa@nd placed in a small parlour, also
one for Margarite. The apartments above were alpaiked up. | tried to soften the
Count; he sometimes appeared moved and affecten apain stern and cruel; he staid
near a week—the day he left the Castle he caméstiorwe. “Once more | leave you,
but as there is some danger that strangers may hereel charge you, by every thing
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that is sacred, by your child’s life and your owhpuld any person sleep in this Castle,
that you go to the gallery or next apartmentsleatchain | shall leave for that purpose,
groan, and make such kind of noises as may appsé ttwho come here, and drive them
hence, under an idea of the Castle’s being hauhtealie already sworn Joseph, do you
promise the same.” “Ah! Sir, (cried 1) why all tleesaths, why all these persecutions,
which must give you a world of pains, to punishimmocent woman?” “Because, (said
he, furiously) because | prefer revenge to my owiety because | will be feared, and
make your destiny hang on my pleasure.” | could saymore, | wept bitterly, but
nothing could soften his heart; he made me renewaoms, still threatening the life of
my child, if | failed—he told me it was well, andrefully attended. | was compelled to
acquiesce with his request, or rather command hanohce more left me. He regularly
came once in two years, for some time, but latténlyas above four years since | had
seen him, till the fatal night he carried me offis' plain he was well informed of every
thing, and knew of Matilda’s being at the Castle.

“l dragged on a wretched existence, in a dailyehdpat from his own words,
“There might be a possibility | should see my clalghin;” and that time might soften
his heart, or death deprive him of all power oves. ivlargarite, who at first hardly
brooked her confinement, grew more reconciled,amed by the dreadful oaths we had
taken, we submitted to what we could not prevertngd always in terror of being
watched, and that nothing in the Castle passedtioedo This was our situation when
Matilda came. Joseph came to me late in the evettiegday she arrived at the Castle,
acquainting me with the circumstance, and in comsece of our vows we were obliged
to conform to our orders,—he to give hints of whaght happen, and myself and
Margarite try to frighten her from thence—you knthe consequence. Had Joseph been
at home, probably she would hardly have obtaineohigsion to sleep in the Castle, but
Bertha knew nothing of me, and was prevented by flars from ever venturing
through the apartments. The rest you know. | intentb have placed a confidence in
Matilda, as far as being brought to the Castle,daytond that | dared not violate my
oath. At your request, my dear brother, | consutiad good Dr. Demouriez, and he
absolved me from my vows, which were compulsataryd made under such horrid
circumstances; | have therefore complied with ywishes, and now pray tell me what |
can do, or what | ought to do? | cannot discloseht® world what | have related,
without bringing the Count to condign punishment, the death of the unfortunate and
ever-lamented Chevalier, and perhaps may irritaterfever to inform me whether my
child exists or not—Alas! every way | turn is ref@evith difficulties and horror.”

Here the Countess stopt, leaving her auditorscovee with astonishment and
terror.

“Good heavens! (said the Marquis) | never coulgehaupposed it possible a
man should carry jealousy and revenge to suchtfubguilty lengths, and the whole
story appears incredible and almost impossiblé, lieashould proceed so far, trust so
many with his secret, and that you should remaah sunumber of years a victim to his
diabolical passions, when there was always opeyotothe means for escaping and
appealing to your friends.”

“Consider, my good brother, (said she) the dittieg, the oaths | had taken

never to leave the Castle without his permissiba,fate of my child, the certainty that
every step | took was known, otherwise | could haffered Matilda an asylum with
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me, but he assured me | was constantly watchedtrerdfore any attempts | might
make to free myself, would, too probably, accekethe events | dreaded, and my life
(as | doubt not was intended, when he carried miag¢owood) would have been the
sacrifice. If you look back, you will observe hisnning: when he afterwards came to
the Castle and saw Joseph, he did not mention mmg pand to be sure expected that he
would have told him of my being carried away by sofmanditti, as he doubtless
intended Joseph should believe, but the old mangbsilent, he supposed he was
suspected as the author of the outrage, and tmerdé&termined to put that withess out
of the way——"

“What a villain! (cried Mrs. Courtney) and whataetched life that man must
have endured, with such fears of detection, andsaouns of such complicated
wickedness.”

“It is ever the fate of villainy (said the Marchiess) to plunge deeper into vice,
and suffer tenfold the miseries they inflict, fraime apprehensions of a discovery,
which they know seldom fails at some time or otteeovertake them, and Providence
has so ordered it, that we generally see the vergns they take to hide their crimes
from a knowledge of the world, are productive oflsevents as lead to their detection.
| sincerely lament the fate of the poor Chevalier——

“Ah! sister, (cried the Countess) never shall 4 reproaching myself on that
account; had | with firmness refused to receiveseisond letter, and avoided going to
that room alone, perhaps his life, and all my sqbeat miseries would have been
spared: | failed in the duty | owed my husband anaelf, in permitting a clandestine
correspondence, although | did not intend to camtiit; and one false step, you see,
brought on irreparable evils and eternal remorse!”

“I will not pretend, my dear Victoria, (answerdtketMarchioness) to exculpate
you, as entirely free from blame, but if we consitie ill-treatment you received from
the Count, previous to the Chevalier's attemptsde you, and the sudden surprise of
the moment, when the first letter was conveyedon, yloubtless some allowance ought
to be made in your favor; and had you positivelfused to receive a second, you
would, ‘tis possible, have escaped much bitteertibn, but the worst that can be said
of you, in my opinion, is, that, in your difficuétind unpleasant situation, it was an error
of judgment, for | am well assured in you there waslepravity of heart.”

The poor Countess was drowned in tears. “Be cdedpmy dearest sister, (said
the Marquis, kissing her hand, whilst the ladieslegly embraced her) you are, thank
heaven, and that good lady, restored to your feghdill consult Dr. Demouriez, as to
our future proceedings, for | will do nothing ragh&nd for your sake, would avoid
dragging your husband’s crimes into public view.”

END OF VoL |
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The ladies proposed an airing, to divert the Cesmtfrom dwelling on past
events, and Matilda from apprehensions of futuresoifhe carriage was ordered, and
they drove as far as Hampstead. The evening wasmunonly beautiful, and when
they returned, the moon, which was in its merid&mgne with all its splendour. Just as
the carriage stopped in Harley-street, Matilda, wdai next the door, saw two
gentlemen pass slowly and look into the coach;pdaimly perceived one of them was
Mr. Weimar: she met his eyes, and he turned hisiljhdeom her; she gave a faint
shriek, and hid her head behind Mrs. Courtney.fHends were alarmed, but hastened
her into the house; she ran into the dining-parlamd, in inconceivable terror, cried
out, “He is come — he is come!” “Who, who?” (exat&d the Countess.) “Mr. Weimar,
(answered she;) did you not see him?” “No, (reptteel Marchioness) and | hope your
fears deceived you.” “Too sure they did not (saigtiMda) and | am convinced also that
he knew me.” “Fear nothing, (said Mrs. Courtneyiyare in the power of your friends;
he must prove his right to you before he can taike fyom us: here are no lettres de-
cachet, the laws will protect you from injury; cooge yourself, therefore, my dear
girl—in England no violence can be offered to yowany shape.”

This kind and seasonable assurance calmed tlweserd the trembling Matilda;
but when she retired to rest, and reflected orchexl destiny, she shed floods of tears,
and passed a sleepless night.

The following day was appointed for their retusnMrs. Courtney’s villa, to
spend a week or two, previous to the preparationghe birth-day, after which the
whole party, with Lord Delby, proposed going to fhoaiough.

The Countess and Matilda bore evident marks iim fbatures and pale looks, of
the uneasy state of their minds; their amiablenff®esought to raise their spirits, and
they felt too much gratitude to their kindness tootake the effort, though their smiles
were clouded with sorrow.

They had a pleasant excursion to Mrs. Courtnegssh, and its delightful
situation, with the cheerful hospitality of its ¢hang owner, could not fail of making
those happy who had the honor of her friendship.

The Countess, who was known in public only as Mz&ld.e Roche, and by
which name her friends always called her in compdoynd in the sympathy of
Matilda more consolation than the conversationtangers or any amusements could
afford her; they generally contrived to steal froompany and ramble in the gardens,
relating past sorrows, and mutually endeavoringngpire each other with hopes of
happier days, though despairing of any to themselve

A few days after they had been in the country, Mequis received another
packet from the Count De Bouville, enclosing aelefrom Madame de Clermont, to
Matilda. They learnt, with much sorrow, that theu@tess died three days after the
Count’s first letter; that their affliction had beeery great, and preyed much on the

71



spirits of her affectionate daughter, in conseqaesicwhich she had been advised to
visit Aix, and from thence to the Satheir departure was fixed for the end of that
week—Madame De Nancy and her amiable sister De rBamere going with them.
Madame De Clermont requested the correspondendaiilfla, and charged her to take
great care of her brother. This charge Matilda il comprehend, until the Marquis
congratulated the party on the agreeable additr@y imight daily expect from the
company of the Count De Bouville, who had writtenhim, that his sister having a
party of her own going to Aix, he had no inclinatito visit that place, and therefore
should gratify his wishes, by returning to Engldaoda few months, and hoped to enjoy
additional satisfaction by the pleasures of theaiety.

Every one appeared gratified by this informatiergept Matilda. She felt her
heart flutter at his name; she was convinced he ma® interesting to her than any
other man, and that in her circumstances she cugthto indulge a preference which
never could be returned. Ah! thought she, wherthéssorrows that can equal mine?
Scarce a wretch that breathes but has some comesdme relation to own them and
sympathise in their troubles, | alone am destiafteamily, or fortune; | can carry only
disgrace to the arms of a husband, and am theraforeutcast—a being without any
natural ties, and must despair of procuring anyemfrotection but what charity and
benevolence affords me! She felt the full forcettedse melancholy reflections, and it
threw such a sad impression on her features thatyewne was touched with
compassion, though they knew not the cause, anghsdoy kindness and attention to
render her more cheerful.

Within three days after this letter, which had agioned so much pleasure and
pain to different parties, the Marquis, by a netas informed of the Count’s arrival in
London. Mrs. Courtney entreated the honor of himgany, and Lord Delby offered to
accompany the Marquis and escort him to their @é%eThis offer was too obliging to
be declined; they set off that evening, and théowahg morning returned with the
Count.

Matilda spent the intermediate time in laying dowtes for her behaviour. She
still suffered under the apprehensions that Mr. Mé&i had pursued, and would
occasion more trouble to her; she therefore reddiveavail herself of that fear, keep as
much in her apartment as possible, and avoid mixirgl the little pleasurable parties
where the Count might make one.

The company received the Count with the politéstnéion. His amiable person,
his polished manners, and enchanting vivacity, @owlt fail of engaging the esteem of
every one who had taste and discernment. Afterdaebeen introduced to the lady of
the mansion, to the marchioness, and to Madame dehd&k whom he knew not, he
advanced to Matilda; she trembled; he took her hand bowing on it, “I am charged,
(said he) with a thousand expressions of kindnessfaendship from my sister and
mademoiselle De Bancre, to the charming Miss Matilslt you must take them upon
trust now, and permit me to express my own happiimeseeing my lovely friend well,
and situated in the midst of a society so delighdafuthis.” She attempted to speak, her
voice, her powers failed her; “Your Lordship does honor,” was all she could utter.
The conversation became general and sprightly,shathad no share in it; the day
appeared uncommonly long, and she rejoiced whdrt oegme, that she could escape to
her apartment and enjoy her own reflections.
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The Count, who had observed her emotions, harcgland melancholy air, felt
himself much concerned for the unfortunate girl; theught her more lovely, more
interesting than ever: the soft melancholy whiclhvaded her fine features could not
fail of touching a susceptible heart; and the Caaan found the tender interest he had
formerly taken in Matilda’s misfortunes, revive Wwimore solicitude than ever. He
seized an opportunity the following morning, to eing some particulars respecting the
cause of her distress. The Marquis told him of &arm on seeing a gentleman she
believed to be, and possibly, said he, might be, Meimar. “I am really (added he)
unhappy about this charming young woman; we ak lber exceedingly; beauty is her
least merit; she has every amiable quality, joiteedn excellent understanding, that can
adorn a human being; | could not love my own chiktter; but she has too much
sensibility to be happy—she feels her dependentusapiotected state too keenly,—it
preys upon her mind and injures her health. Comgulvith the Marchioness on this
subject last night, | intend this day to write, arder a deed to be drawn, agreeable to
our design of making her independent; at the same, tl wish not to burthen her
feelings with too high a sense of obligation, bitlsg any very large sum on her: four
hundred a year, English money, paid her quartevll},enable her to live genteelly,
should she ever wish to separate from us, andb&ith handsome provision for pocket
expences, if she does us the favour of continuitdetour protection®

“Will you permit me, (said the Count, eagerly) add another two hundred to
her income?” “Indeed | will not, (replied the MargQ | think myself as much the
guardian of Matilda’s honor and delicacy as of person: no young man shall boast
any claims upon her, nor shall she be humbled bgiveng favors which, if known,
might subject her to censure—say no more, my deamC (added he, observing he
was about to reply;) the Marchioness will not h&wee protégée under any obligations
but to herself.” “Shall | be sincere with you, Marsf?” (demanded the Count.)
“Doubtless, my Lord, you may, and assure yourskeihy secresy, if necessary.” “Well
then, (resumed the Count) | confess to you, thtt thie Marchioness’s protegée, as you
call her, | should be the happiest of men: | fegld acknowledge, that she has more
than beauty—she has a soul; she has those vithese amiable qualities, which must
render any man happy: but, my dear Marquis, hethbithe scandalous stories
promulgated of her in Paris: ah! what can do awepgé objections which rise hourly
before me, and bar me from happiness and Matildafice you do me the honor of
your confidence, my Lord, 'tis my duty to be candiadd explicit. That | entertain the
highest opinion of Matilda, is most certain—thathink whoever the man is, who is
honored with her hand, will be a happy one, | @sknowledge; but, my Lord, family
and society have great claims upon us; we oughtoniojure the one, nor disregard the
other. Could you bear to see your wife treated withtempt, as one whom nobody
knew, as one who had no claims to distinction, vt your very great friends might
allow her? Could you support the idea, that shesetgenuine merit might entitle her to
the first society, should be refused admittancerajrsuch, as in real worth she very far
surpassed? No; | know you would feel such a degi@adanost painfully; and, though
young men, in the moment of passion, think theyld&@acrifice every thing to the
object of it; yet, believe me, passion is but shiggd, and though your wife may yet
retain your love and esteem, you will regret theslof society—you will feel the insults
offered to your wife, and you will both be unhagpy.

“Ah! my dear Marquis, (cried the Count) say no moHow happy are
Englishmen! free from all those false prejudicégytcan confer honor on whom they
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please, and the want of noble birth is no degradatihere merit and character deserve
esteem; but we are the victims to false notiond,feam thence originates all that levity
and vice for which we are censured by other natiohe walked away with a
melancholy air: the Marquis felt for him, but nat& honor was in his opinion of more
consequence than the gratification of a privatéviddal, how great soever the merit of
the object.

The Count walked into the garden, his arms foltesimind distrest, unknowing
what he should, what he ought to do. Turning in&n®ll alcove, he beheld Matilda,
her head reclining on one hand, whilst with theeotshe dried the tears which fell on
her face: they both started; she rose from her beadvanced, prevented her going and
seated himself by her. Both were silent for a mamanh length Matilda, making a
second effort to rise, exclaimed in a faint voiti®less me! | dare say | have made the
family wait breakfast,” and attempted to pass HiBtay, Miss Weimar, | beseech you;
tell me why | behold you a prey to sorrow and ¢tiefBecause, Sir, (said she,
withdrawing her hand) | am the child of sorrow; dver knew another parent; poor,
forlorn, proscribed and dependant, | never canrgelko any one.” She snatched her
hand, which he endeavoured to retain, from him, f#&a like lightning towards the
house; the Count followed, full of admiration antef) He entered the breakfast room;
every one was seated, and rallied him on his pagsiomorning rambles: his natural
vivacity returned, and he tried to make himselieagble and pleasant.

They had scarce finished breakfast when the Marmgeived a letter from the
French Ambassador, requesting he might see hilmwin tmmediately, on an important
affair. The Marquis was surprised, but gave ordershis horses to be ready. The
Countess trembled, Matilda was terrified; each ¢idinerself concerned, and when the
Marquis quitted the house, retired together.

“Ah! (cried the Countess) the Count has discovemesl” “No, no, madam,
(replied Matilda) ‘tis, | am discovered and shadltorn from you.” Both burst into tears,
equally for herself and friend.

The Marchioness, who saw him depart, now entdreddom; “As | supposed,
(said she) you retired to frighten each other,that | shall not allow, so ladies, if you
please, throw on your cloaks; | have made up twagsathis morning for an airing: in
my coach goes Lord Delby, the Count, my sister, Mgt Matilda; | accompany Mrs.
Courtney, in her chariot;,—so pray hasten diredtig, carriages wait.”

She withdrew on saying these words, and left thenpower to frame excuses,
and consequently they were obliged to follow, tHougth aching hearts.

They were disposed of according to the Marchideeagangements, but for
some minutes after the carriage proceeded all witget. Lord Delby first spoke, and
regretted the party did not seem to accord withwishes of the ladies, if he might
judge from their averted looks. “Indeed, my Lortgplied the Countess) you do me
particular injustice; | entertain the highest retptor every person here; to your
Lordship | owe obligations never to be forgotteripfinitely esteem the Count, as a
friend, and this young lady | love with the affectiof a sister. | have been a little
agitated by the sudden departure of the Marquid,nay uneasiness has communicated
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itself to my friend; we beg your pardon, and witideavor to be better company”. After
this the conversation became more general and agiusi

The Marquis proceeded to town, and instantly wiagte the Ambassador. “l am
sorry, my dear Lord, (said his Excellency) to haveken in upon your retirement, and
must mention the visit | received yesterday as pglayy. A German gentleman, who
sent in his name as Mr. Weimar, requested pernmmissio wait on me; he was
consequently admitted: he entered upon a long stoay orphan he had preserved from
perishing, of a paper fastened to the child, degutiim the guardian of it 'till claimed
by its parents; and in short, that despairing, fibie number of years past, that those
parents had any existence, he resolved to marrydheg lady, that he might provide
for her without injury to her reputation; that, finowhat motives he knew not, she had
been induced to fly from his house, seducing aas#ref his to go with her; and she
was now detained from him by you, notwithstandieghiad a lettre de-cachet, which he
produced, commanding you to give her up; consetyey virtue of that order, he
requested | would compel you to deliver the youadylto his care. Now, my dear
Marquis, | am prepared to hear you on the subfectit is a delicate affair, and | am
convinced you would be sorry it should be noisedad).” “No otherwise, Sir, (replied
the Marquis) than as it might wound the young ladielicacy to be publicly talked off.
| am obliged to your Excellency for your communicas, and must trespass on your
patience to elucidate the affair properly.” He thienapitulated the whole of Matilda’s
story, concealing every thing relative to the Cesastat that time; and having deduced it
down to the present period, he besought his Exuglléo protect an amiable young
woman, under the most unfortunate circumstances.

“I am really (he replied) much interested for hand perfectly disposed to
comply with your wishes, but the whole affair iplete with so many extraordinary
circumstances, that | think we had best consultGleeman Ambassador before any
thing can be determined on.”

The carriage was ordered, and his Excellency thekMarquis with him. They
most fortunately found the German Minister at hoare] after some deliberation it was
settled Matilda should remain under the protectibthe Marquis for one year, he to be
answerable for her; during that interval advertiseta should be sent to the different
kingdoms, in quest of her parents; and if in therse of one twelvemonth no such
persons appeared, Mr. Weimar was the natural gosteé the young lady, but could
not oblige her to marry him—neither could he prevser retiring to a convent, though
she might be accountable to him for her choicauchs retirement.

The Marquis was obliged to be contented with ti@sision, and returning with
the Ambassador, he said, “I shall in all probapihive to trouble you again soon, on a
still more extraordinary affair, and relative toeomore dear and nearer to me than this
young lady.” “Upon my word, Marquis, (replied theister, smiling) you are quite a
knight-errant, to protect distressed damsels.” “Aryw honourable employment,
(answered the other, in the same tone;) but ththugge are not the days of romance, yet
| have met with such extraordinary incidents lataky carry much the face of the
wonderful stories we have heard of former timest &s the development of this
business will be attended with serious consequemhaeeast consider a few days before
I make the discovery.” “Very well, (said his Exalky;) you have excited my curiosity,
and, if | am not too old to join in a Quixote-likxpedition, behold me ready to assist in
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the defence of the fair.” The Marquis smiled, theshkim, and declining an invitation
to dine at his house, got into his own carriagel drove back with all speed, rightly
conceiving every one would entertain uneasy conjest

The party were but just returned from a long magis drive when the Marquis
arrived; every one met him with anxiety in theiloks—he accosted them with a
smiling countenance; “A truce to interrogatoriepedsent, (said he) | have good news
for all, but | am really faint for want of refreslemt; order something for me, and then |
shall give an account of my proceedings.”

Every one flew to the bells, and in a moment he dfeocolate, jellies, wine, and
biscuits set before him.

“Ah! (said he, laughing) nothing like giving atlé spur to curiosity, | see; this is
an excellent lesson for me how to be well served.”

When he had taken his repast, which he malicioysiyionged 'till the
Marchioness in a pet rang the bell, and declareshbeld eat no more, the things taken
away, and the servants withdrawn. “Now listen, déadiand thank me for having
procured, in the person of our gallant Ambassadddon Quixote, ready to fight in
your defence.” He then, in a more serious tonesatga the particulars which have been
already related.

Poor Matilda felt but a gleam of satisfaction; téelvemonth,” (cried she.) “A
twelvemonth, (repeated Mrs. Courtney;) why, do gouasider, my dear girl, how many
strange events may happen in that time?” “Yes,warsd she, sighing) | consider and
hope death will free me from his power long befibra period expires.”

The Count of Bouville rose and left the room to@®al his emotions.

“I will not forgive you, my dear child, (said théarchioness) if you indulge
such desponding ideas; depend upon it happier aagst you—trust in Providence,
and rejoice you are now free from anxiety: equallyder the protection of the
ambassadors and the Marquis, Mr. Weimar will noé da molest you.”

The ladies all congratulated Matilda; and, the dhaness taking her hand,
“Come with me into the garden, | must chide you, lbwill not do it publicly, though
you deserve it.” She led her to a little templeg end of the garden, and when seated
she said to the still silent Matilda, “You do nabnsider the advantages we have
gained.” “O, my dear madam, (cried the other, mieting her) how sensible | am of
that kindwe have gained!” “Well, well, (resumed the Marchioglebear me out. We
can now take public methods to enquire, if thetteeyésts a being who has any claim to
you, without fear of Mr. Weimar; a twelvemonth meake great alterations in his
sentiments; should it appear you have no partigelations, he has no legal claim upon
you, but from his expenditure for your maintenaace clothes—Ilet him bring in his
bill, he shall be paid to the uttermost farthingiuyare my adopted child; consider
yourself as such, and dare not refuse that trdteybur future expences;—if you utter
any ohs! or ahs! if you ever talk of obligationsyill never pardon you: to be cheerful
and happy is the only return you can make or | pict&he then placed the deed
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mentioned by the Marquis, with a fifty pound notgon the lap of the astonished
Matilda, and hastened away to the house.

It was some moments before she recovered herseligh to examine the
papers. The contents overwhelmed her with gratjtske burst into a flood of tears, the
papers in her hand, when unexpectedly the Countidtefore her. “Good heavens! (he
cried) what means this distress, these tears?irYl.ord, (answered she) they are tears
of sensibility and gratitude.” “I rejoice to hedr (replied the Count) heaven forbid they
should ever flow from any other cause.” He seatiewsélf by her, she dried her eyes,
and put the papers in her pocket. “I congratulaia, ynadam, (resumed he) on the
happy turn in your affairs, which the Marquis ha®rmed me of.” “You know me then
for an unhappy deserted orphan?” (said she, blgsaimd mortified.) “I know you
(replied he, eagerly) for the most amiable of yesex; no adventitious advantages of
birth or fortune can add to those claims your owaritrgives you to universal esteem.”
“Ah, my Lord, (said she) to generous spirits likeuys and this family’s, misfortunes
are a recommendation to kindness and attentionwiihtthe generality of mankind |
have not to learn it must be otherwise. Strangdraas to the manners and customs of
the world, | am sensible birth and fortune haveesigp advantages, and that without
them, though with liberal minds we may obtain cosgian, we can never hope for
consideration or respect.” “Pardon me, madam, ieédghe Count) if | presume to say
you judge erroneously; she who with merit, with dogense, delicacy, and refined
sentiments can command respect, is a thousand supesior to those whose inferiority
of mind disgraces a rank which the other would &b “You are very kind, Sir, (said
Matilda, rising, and unable to support a conveosatihich she feared might grow too
interesting for her peace:) you are truly friendly,endeavouring to reconcile me to
myself; and | have no way of deserving your favtgglidgment, but by constantly
remembering what | am, that | may at least preseryehumility.” She courtesied and
walked fast towards the house, and to the apartmietiie Countess. That lady was
alone, her head resting on her hand, and seemestibnrthought. Matilda would have
withdrawn, the other entreated her return; “Comemuy dear girl, (said she) my own
thoughts are the worst company you could leaverma present.” “I come to tell you,
my dear madam, (cried her young friend) that myrthisabursting with gratitude: the
Marchioness will not hear me, but | must have Wenmy feelings, or | shall be opprest
to death.” She burst into tears. “My dear Aprillgisaid the Countess) no more of those
showers,—you have too much sensibility; | know whaii want to tell me, therefore
spare yourself the trouble, and let me acquaint jfwat | am indebted to my generous
brother, for a settlement of treble the value oatie has given you, yet | make no fuss
about the matter.” “But, dear madam, (cried Malildare there is great difference in
our situations,—you have a natural claim—" “A natluclaim (repeated the Countess;)
the best claim to a generous mind, is being unf@tiel with merit that deserves a better
fate. | think little of those favours which are twged from claims of affinity only;
since family pride, the censure of the world, angngncause, may unlock a heart to
support their own consequence in their connexibasthe truly benificent mind looks
upon every child of sorrow as their relation, amditked to their assistance; but when
beauty and virtue suffer, from whatsoever causke\®eme, dear Matilda, they receive
a superior gratification that have the power oierghg sorrows, than the receiver can in
accepting the favors® “| believe, my dear madam, (replied Matilda, heatt warmed
by the idea) | believe you are right; for if thesea human being | could envy, it would
be the one who can raise the desponding heart pe lamd peace.” “With that
conviction, (resumed the Countess) feel as if yoaferred a favor, without the
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oppressive notion of having received one; and naay fisten to me. My brother and
sister hourly importune me to prosecute the Coyati know my objections,—God
only knows whether | have a child living or not—ttheubt gives me a thousand pangs;
as to the murder of the poor Chevalier, Peter aay a witness beside myself, and he is
a creature of the Count’s; then to accuse one’ddndgs what an indelible reproach! |
never can submit to it: tell me, advise me, dedr gihat | must do?” “Impossible,
madam, (replied she;) | am incompetent to advis®gryown good sense, and the
opinion of your friends, are more capable of itrntluae so little conversant in the world
as | am.” “Well, (resumed the Countess) | will beidgd by Lord Delby and Mrs.
Courtney; my own relations are too warmly interdstemy favor to give an impartial
opinion:—but pray, my dear, what do you think ofr &@ount, is not he a charming
youth?”

A gquestion so mal-a-propos, when poor Matilda'arhéore testimony to his
merit, threw her into the greatest confusion, she unable to speak.

The Countess observed her emotion, but was toatielto notice it; she
therefore added, “'Tis a needless question; | yeek sentiments correspond with mine;
but your spirits are low, child—in truth mine aretrhigh, so let us seek for better
company.” She arose, and taking Matilda’s passaredhled her to the drawing-room,
where the company was assembled.

Matilda could not see her benefactors without deiisibly affected, which the
Marchioness observing, “Come, ladies, (said sheg gie your votes, | am collecting
them for a party to Windsor to-morrow.” “O, doulsteeyou may command ours (replied
the Countess;) novelty has always its charms fofeusales.” “Very well, (said the
Marquis) then it's a settled business.”

The excursion to Windsor, and several other plaoethe fortnight they staid at
Mrs, Courtney’s jumbled the Count and Matilda segfrently together, and he had so
many opportunities of admiring her strong undemitagn and polished manners, that his
affection was insensibly engaged beyond all poweesistance, and he determined to
brave the censures of the world, and marry hdrgitould obtain her heart. From the
moment this resolution took place, he treated h#r that insinuating tenderness in his
voice and manners, which seldom fails of commumgathe infection to a susceptible
mind. Matilda’s feelings alarmed her; she was canscof the impropriety of indulging
them, and felt the necessity of avoiding the Caamtmuch as possible. He quickly
observed the alteration in her behaviour, and vedsrchined to come to an immediate
explanation; justly conceiving nothing could be m@rounding to a delicate mind than
suspense under such circumstances.

She so carefully shunned him, that it was not éadind her alone; but in the
morning, when it was intended to return in the @wgno London, chance afforded him
an opportunity. The Marchioness, Matilda, and theur@ were in the garden; the
Marquis came to them and requested to speak a fadswo his Lady; she disengaged
her arm from her companion, and went with him t® tlouse. Matilda turned with an
intention to follow; the Count took her hand, “Lee entreat you, madam, to pursue
your walk; | wish to speak a few words, on an afédiconsequence, that will not detain
you long from your friends.” She trembled, and wiih speaking, suffered him to
conduct her to an alcove at the bottom of the garddey were both seated for a
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minute before he could assume courage to spedqggth, “I believe from the first hour

| had the happiness of being introduced to you,athyiration was very visible, but it
was that admiration which a beautiful person ndiunaspires,—I knew not then it was
your least perfection. Your story, which the Magjuelated, convinced me you had
every virtue which should adorn your sex, joinedhwa courage and perseverance,
through difficulties which might do honor even tars. Since | have been admitted a
visitor in this house, | have been confirmed in éxalted opinion | entertained of your
superiority to most women, and under this convictiomay justly fear you will
condemn my presumption, in offering myself anduoé to your disposal.” “How, my
Lord (cried Matilda, recovering from her confusicand interrupting him) do you
consider who and what | am?” “Yes, madam, (rephedl | have already told you, |
think you one of the most perfect of your sex, asdto any other consideration ’tis
beneath my notice: if you will deign to accept of,nt shall be the study of my life to
make you amends for the injustice of fortune, whindby bestows her favors on the
unworthy.” “You will pardon me, my Lord, (said sh&r interrupting you a second
time, but | cannot suffer you to proceed in erdoentreat you, therefore, to hear me
with patience, and believe that the sentimentspress are the genuine feelings of my
heart, from which no persuasions, no temptationasll shver make me depart. |
acknowledge, with a grateful mind, the honor yodewofme is far beyond any
expectations | can ever form in life, and suchfamds me both pride and pleasure, that
| am not deemed unworthy your esteem. At the same &lthough you can generously
resolve to forego the respect you owe to yoursadf family, my duty to myself obliges
me to remember it: without family and connexionghaut even a name—perhaps the
offspring of poor, or still worse, of infamous pat® brought up and supported by
charity; shall | intrude myself into a noble familgontaminate its lustre, reflect
indelible disgrace on the author of my undeserviedation, and live despised and
reproached, as the artful creature who had takemaraalge of your generosity and
compassion? No, my Lord, permit me to say on seohg | never would condescend to
be the wife of a prince. | shrink at my own littess; | am in a state of obligation for my
support, but I never will incur my own contempt, dgserving it from others. My mind
is indeed, | hope, superior to my situation: | witeserve a rectitude of principles under
every evil that may befal me; those principles impe to avow, with the greatest
solemnity in the face of heaven, that under thgrdseful circumstances in which my
fate seems enveloped, | never will be yours.” “Hdidld, madam, (cried the Count,
endeavouring to interrupt her) great God! what haue vowed!” “What duty to myself
and you required of me, (said she;) and now, mydLdet this subject never be
renewed. If it can afford you any consolation, @didhe, softened by the disorder and
distress of his appearance) be assured, my Loatl,ath | never can be yours, | never
will be another’s; and if my happiness is as dearau as yours will ever be to me, you
will from this moment cease to think of me but asumfortunate girl, deprived of all
power to return obligations, and therefore with taach pride and spirit to receive
them, but from this worthy family, where | conceiiteno disgrace to hold myself
dependent.”

As she ended these words she rose. “Stop one niomadam, (exclaimed the
Count;) unless you would drive me to madness, dffoe one gleam of hope, distant as
it may be: your cruel vow precludes me from bligs, tell me, too lovely Matilda, that
you do not hate me, that if——"
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“Ah! Sir, (said she, involuntarily) hate you! Heawes my witness, that did my
birth and rank equal yours it would be my gloryatept your hand; but as there exists
not a possibility of that, | beseech you to spaseand yourself unnecessary pain; from
this instant determine to avoid me, and | will esteyou as the most exalted of men.”

Without giving him time to reply, she darted likghtning towards the house,
leaving him overwhelmed with admiration, grief, atebspair.

“What are the advantages of birth and rank, (chiedwhich this sweet girl does
not possess? A dignity of sentiment, a rectitudbezrt;,—how greatly superior to that
wretch Fontelle, whose malicious stories have sahmimjured her reputation, and
whose birth and fortune only render her the mospaable; as mine must be to me of
no value, when considered as bars to happinesMatilda.”

He walked slowly to the house and met the Marqtibear Count, (said he)
what have you done or said to my amiable protefyéest her running up stairs, out of
breath, and tears trembling in her eyes?” The Cawitlhout the least reserve, repeated
the preceding conversation. “And did you really makich an offer, (cried he) and did
she refuse it?” “'Tis very true,” (replied the Cayri'Why then (said the Marquis) you
are two of the noblest creatures under heaven;ythatmy worthy friend, should step
beyond the prejudices of your country—that you $thaasolve to brave the censure,
the malevolent whispers and contemptuous neglegtoaf equals, and support the
insolent derision of your inferiors, in favour ofyaung woman under such peculiarly
distressing circumstances, excites my wonder amdiraton: but | scarce know any
words that can do justice to my sentiments, whegfléct that this very young woman,
without friends or fortune, from a sense of recigpand a loftiness of sentiment which
would do honor to the highest rank, could peremigtoefuse a situation and prospects
so brilliant—do violence to her own heart, and ered dependence her soul is much
superior to, rather than incur self-reproach fourydegradation. Indeed, my Lord, |
know not any language sufficiently expressive of faglings: you must admire her
more than ever.” “Doubt not, (answered the Counta imelancholy tone) of my more
than admiration—my adoration; but, alas! she iseible—she has sworn never to be
mine—she has charged me to see her, to think ofrieemore.” “Do her justice, my
Lord, and obey her; prove your esteem for suchxémra@dinary exertion of virtue and
prudence, imitate an example for deserving prase, be assured the trial, however
severe at present, will afford you satisfactionelagter, in subduing love, though your
highest esteem she has a right to challenge.” 8ayare, Marquis, (cried the Count;) |
must cease to think of her before | can ceasevi, or this day has riveted my chains
more firmly than ever. | will not however be an iat@ of your house; though | cannot
relinquish the charms of her society altogethet,lygomise you | will indulge in no
more dangerous tete-a-tetes, but | must see heetsoas.” “Ah! Count,” (said the
Marquis, shaking his head.) “Trust my honour andcudtion, (replied he, to his
significant looks;) “you may, for that angelic gwill never put them to the proof.”

They proceeded to the house, and the carriagesirdraup, the party was
collected together. Matilda contrived to accompémy Marquis, his Lady, and Mrs.
Courtney. The two latter kept up a sprightly cosagion with the Marquis, and but
once or twice broke in upon her reveries; yet ghpgeared easy and cheerful; in truth,
the delight of being dear to the amiable Count, aednsciousness of having performed
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her duty, gave that peace and serenity to her mvimdh never fails of communicating
itself to the countenance.

On their arrival in Harley-street the party sepedla and the Count was
compelled to accept an invitation from Lord Delby,reside with him. “The Marquis,
(said his Lordship) has his family party, but | atone, and therefore you will do me
particular honor and pleasure in complying with wighes.”

As the Count could not reside with the Marquiss thas certainly the next best
situation, for his Lordship was himself too fondtbé “family party” to be long absent
from them; he therefore gladly accompanied him avéhdish-square.

They had been now near a fortnight in town, emgyts variety of amusements,
and preparing for their journey to Scarborough,cwhivas now to take place in four
days. The birth-day being arrived, the Marquis,Ltady and the Count proposed paying
their compliments at court, with Lord Delby: the ®d had been previously presented.
The Countess (still known even by the Count onlyMasdame Le Roche), Mrs.
Courtney, and Matilda, contented themselves witanding the ball, at night, in the
Lord Chamberlain’s box. They were accordingly acowdated with an excellent
situation, and were extremely charmed with the beand splendor of the British court.

Matilda’s eyes were so intently fixed on the Royamily, she had scarce
thought of looking round her, until some audibleisplers in French reached her ear;
turning her head quickly, her eyes met those of &naaiselle De Fontelle. A stranger to
the malice of that young lady, she bowed with aesntieing rather too distant to speak;
the lady gave her a look of contempt, and speakingto the person next her; before
Matilda could recover from her surprise and cordosishe observed three or four
persons look full at her, with scorn and disdairorggly marked in their features.
Shocked beyond measure at this to her unaccounteblaviour, she turned sick and
faint, was obliged to have recourse to her saltd, lseard a laughing whisper on one
side of her, whilst the Countess on the other wagery enquiring the cause of her
illness. Her salts, and natural dignity of mind s@mabled her to recover. She evaded
the curiosity of her friend, by complaining of theat, and declaring herself better. She
then turned her head towards Fontelle and her coimps; she viewed them with a
steady air of the highest contempt and indifferertdeeven the eyes of that malicious
girl fell under hers, and she was evidently confusiglatiida then returned to the
amusements below her, and, though her mind wassa®y, she appeared to enjoy
uncommon satisfaction.

When the Royal Family had withdrawn, and they waseut to quit their seats,
they perceived Lord Delby and the Count making veagssist them in getting out. The
latter had no eyes but for Matilda, 'till a suddexclamation, and his name, caught his
ear in the moment he had presented his hand to dueckly turning, he saw
Mademoiselle De Fontelle and her aunt Madame Len&r$urprised and vexed, he
darted at them a look of scorn, and with an aithaf highest respect and attention,
assisted Matilda into the room, joined her friendad they were safely conveyed
through the crowd to their carriage,—Lord Delby &mnaself following in theirs.

When they alighted in Harley-street, Matilda, wiaal suppressed her feelings in
the ball room, and had been likewise deeply aftebiethe Count’s attentions, scarcely

81



entered the drawing room before she fainted: esagywas alarmed, but the Count was
distracted; his behaviour discovered the secretsioftheart to all the company, and
when she recovered, she saw him on his knees,ngotdaie of her hands, whilst his air
of distraction was but too expressive of his fegdinshe withdrew her hand, and he
arose; she apologized to the company, and impwgedisorder to the heat of the room,
and the sudden chill she felt in getting out of tlaeriage. Her friends, glad to see her
recovered, enquired no further, but the Count diewMarquis out of the room, and in
much agitation, cried out, “That persecuting fiench female form, is the cause of her
illness.” “Who do you mean?” (demanded the Marqui8Vho should | mean,
(answered he, warmly) but that malicious Fontelkgw her not far from Matilda, and |
dare say she insulted her; but, by heavens! ifgbpagates her infamous falsehoods
here, she shall repent it, however she may trustytdionor.”

The Marquis was a little surprised at this sabyt without appearing to observe
it, said, “You know, Count, we shall leave townaérdays hence, and consequently be
out of her malice. | wonder what brought her to land.” “Spite and envy (replied he;)
but does the amiable girl know how much MademasBle Fontelle is her enemy?”
“No, certainly, (answered the Marquis;) you do moijppose we would wound her
feelings, by repeating the disagreeable reporesasbamong our acquaintance at Paris.”
“l am glad of it, (said the Count) yet | cannot bhink the other affronted her.” “We
shall know to-morrow, but let us return and eatswgper now.”

They went down to the supper room, and were muehaspd in beholding
Matilda cheerful and perfectly well.

When the company separated, and she was retiredrtapartment, she gave
way to her own reflections; she could no othervaseount for the impertinence of
Mademoiselle De Fontelle, but by supposing she acagiainted with her birth; “Ah!
(said she) | doubt not but Mr. Weimar publisheatitParis, from motives of revenge,
and she, who as a relation to the Marchionessjvextea thousand civilities, is now
despised as an imposter, an orphan, and a depewodlectarity; nay, even my
benefactors may suffer in the opinion of their ride for introducing me! Good
heavens! (cried she) why should | continue in tleldv—why assume a character and
appearance | have no pretensions to? what blamegaide, what meanness, in
accepting gifts which draw upon me contempt andsoier—I will no longer support
it.”

Tormented all night by the distress of her sitwatishe arose unrefreshed, pale,
feeble and agitated.

The Marchioness, alarmed at her appearance, edsispon sending for a
physician; the Marquis was going to pull the b&ltay, my dear friends, (cried she) |
beseech you; 'tis my mind, not my body, that isodiered, and you only have the
power to heal it.” “Speak your wishes, my dear ahifsaid the Marchioness;) be
assured, if in our power, you may command the goatihem.” “On that promise, my
dearest benefactress, your poor Matilda foundshbpes of peace.” She then repeated
the affronts of the preceding evening, and her oamectures upon it. “I am humbled,
my dearest madam, as all false pretenders oughetdadded she:) | can no longer
support the upbraidings of my heart; a false pradéespicable vanity induced me to lay
hold of your sentiments in my favour, which, aftéwe discovery of my original
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meanness, | ought to have blushed at your condeiscerand sought some humble
situation, or retired to a convent, where, unkngnand unknown, | might have pursued
the lowly path Providence seems to have pointedaute. | have been punished for
my presumption and duplicity—it has made me lodk imyself; doubtless, out of this
family, every one beholds me with the scorn andempt | have justly incurred from
Mademoiselle De Fontelle, and all who know my déwbbrigin. O, my beloved
friends, (cried she, wringing her hands, tears inglown her cheeks) save me from
future insults, save me from self-reproach! Congigiur generosity and goodness, and
let me retire to a convent. My poor endeavoursnmse you as a companion are no
longer necessary; the Countess is restored to awd,| have only been a source of
vexation and trouble ever since the hour you fo@bhdescended to receive me;—a
convent is the only asylum | ought to wish for, dhdre only | can find rest.” Here she
stopt, overwhelmed with the most painful emotions.

The Marquis was affected, the Marchioness drownddars. “My dear, but too
susceptible girl, (said she, when able to speak) wil you thus unnecessarily torment
yourself; what is Fontelle and her opinions to W€ are going to Scarborough; you
have friends who will protect you from every instwho will treat you with increased
respect, from a conviction that your mind is supeto all the advantages which birth
and fortune have given to Mademoiselle De Fontallea thousand such: besides,
depend upon my assertions,—you sprung not from humbdishonest parents,—the
virtues you possess are hereditary ones, douldtt,itrmy dear Matilda; if nobleness of
birth can add any lustre to qualities like yourguywill one day possess that
advantage.”

"Tis impossible to express the agitations of M#ftjl on hearing such kind and
consoling sentiments; but her resolution to reticen the world was unconquerable;
she found her heart too tenderly attached to thenCeshe knew the impossibility that
she should ever be his; she was convinced her stasyknown, her friends had not
attempted to deny it; in whatever public place stight visit, it was very possible to
meet persons who had heard it, and she might besegpo similar insults, which her
spirit could not brook.

The Marquis and his lady made use of persuasiarmgiments, and even
reproaches, but she had so much resolution anitLiftet when once she had formed a
design, approved by her judgment, as could notasdyeshaken; and though her heart
was wounded with sorrow, and her mind impresset wiitef, in being obliged to resist
the kindness of her friends, yet she still perseder

“Well, Matilda, (said the Marchioness, in a reprofat tone) since you are
inflexible to our wishes, | must insist upon youwirgg with me to Mrs. Courtney’s:
what will she, what will my sister think, but thiahave treated you ill, and you can no
longer remain with one you have ceased to love.”

“Kill me not, (cried she, in agony) with such repches; let me fly to the
Countess and disclose my reasons—ah! surely shedawhore justice to my heart: oh!
madam, that you could see it—that you could readdke, the admiration and respect
indelibly imprinted there, with your image, neveever to be erased whilst it beats
within my bosom.”
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Overcome with these sensations, she wept aloedylilrchioness embraced and
soothed her.

The carriage was ordered, and they drove to Mmuri@ey’s, the Marquis
setting them down, and going on to Lord Delby’s.

It is needless to repeat what passed at Mrs. @eyid, since it was only a
repetition of every argument and persuasion whieh grotectors had before used in
vain. Nothing could shake her resolution; and ladl favour they could obtain, was to
permit Louison and Antoine to accompany her to Bgok, and remain in a convent
there, 'till her friends returned to France, and tivelvemonth expired Mr. Weimar had
allowed her to remain under the care of the Marquis

Whilst every countenance spoke pity, grief, andniaation, the gentlemen
suddenly entered the room, the Count with an awittfness and distress. The moment
Matilda saw him she trembled violently, and couldhwdifficulty keep her seat. “Ah!
madam, (said he) what is it | hear—is it possilie ynean to abandon your friends, to
distress the most affectionate hearts in the waéoldjive up society, and, from romantic
notions, bury yourself in a convent? Hear me thulgiply, (cried he, throwing himself
at her feet, with a frantic look) hear me avow nhiygeur lover, your protector, and if
you will condescend to accept of me, your husbaed; that is the enviable distinction
| aspire to; plead for me, my friends,—soften thewate heart that would consign me
to everlasting misery. Oh! Matilda, cruel, unfegligirl, has a proud and unrelenting
spirit subdued every tender and compassionate nsenti—has neither love nor
friendship any claims upon your heart?” His emdiiarere violent.

The ladies, 'till now, strangers to his sentimestg mute with wonder.

Matilda had covered her face with her handkerc¢hwken he stopt she withdrew
it; it was wet with tears: he snatched it from trembling hand, kissed it, and thrust it
into his bosom. “I beseech you, Sir, to rise, (shid, when able to speak) this posture is
unbecoming of yourself and me. The resolution lehfrmed is such as my reason
approves, and my particular circumstances call uperto adopt; | ought to have done
it long ago, and blush at my own folly in delayiitg “But, good God! madam,
(interrupted the Count) can the ridiculous behawicur unjust prejudices of one
worthless woman weigh against the affections, tbieesn of so many respectable
friends? what have we done to deserve being redderserable through her envy and
malice?” “Could the warmest love, gratitude angess, which | owe to every one here
(answered she;) could the arguments of the mostesmending kindness, deeply
imprinted here (putting her hand to her heart) ddbkese avail to alter my purpose, |
might not be able to withstand your persuasiond; my Lord, when | have had
fortitude sufficient to deny those who are deamrme than life, you cannot be
offended, that 'tis impossible for me to oblige yaund here, in the presence of those
who have been witnesses to the honors you haveedffae, | release you from every
vow, every obligation your too ardent love has eordd on me, and from this hour
beseech you to think of me as a friend, zealouydor honor and happiness, for your
fame, and the respect you owe to your family; loputadly jealous of every duty | owe
myself, and therefore determined to see you no rh8tee rose quickly from her chair,
and ran into Mrs. Courtney’s dressing-room, giwvay to a violent burst of tears. The
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astonished Count, who had not the power to prelventeparture, threw himself into a
chair, without speaking. The Countess had folloMedilda.

“This is really (said Mrs. Courtney) the most extrdinary young woman | ever
met with; | wonder not at your attachment, my d€munt, but after this public
declaration, you have nothing to hope for: imithes example of fortitude and self-
denial, and suffer not your mind to be depresséunit is necessary you should exert
man’s boasted superiority of reason and firmneBse’ Count replied not.

The Marchioness looked with a little surprise asMCourtney, who she thought
appeared less affected than she ought for her yiiemgl.

Lord Delby was warm in her praise, and offeretde@cher escort to Boulogne, as
he thought it highly improper she should be accamgzhby servants only.

This offer was thankfully accepted by Marchione$She has absolutely
prohibited the Marquis and myself, (said she) babpe will make no objections to the
honor you intend her.”

The Count, making a slight apology, withdrew, @very one joined in pitying
the necessity for a separation of two persons sthyof each other. “Was fortune the
only obstacle her delicacy could raise, (said therduis) there are those who would
rejoice to remove it; but when we consider the ipaldr disadvantages of her
situation— the disgrace and insults which wouleradt the Count, from her want of
birth, however great her merit: unjust as | knowstn prejudices are, yet | confess it
would have given me pain, had she acted otherweggplaud, | admire, | love her more
than ever, but | do not wish to see her the Countfe, unless those bars could be
removed, which now appear next to an impossibilitilo! (cried the Marchioness,
briskly) no! I will not believe, merit like Matilda is born to wither in the shade; | will
hope to see her one day in a conspicuous poiniegf,\that may reflect honor on all
who are connected with her, either by blood omfilghip.”

“You are romantic, my dear madam, (said Mrs. Gueyt with a smile;) but
suppose we go to your young favorite, and see hHwwvpbor thing does after her
heroics.”

This was said with so little feeling, that the Maioness was surprised; and a
sudden idea darting into the mind of the Marquescbuld not suppress a smile, whilst
Lord Delby looked offended with his sister’s lighanner of speaking.

Under these different impressions they entereddiiessing-room, and found
poor Matilda reclining her head on the Countessd, lasth weeping. “Fie, fie, my good
friend, (said Mrs. Courtney) is this the way to dorhithe young lady, for the sacrifices
she has made to honor and principle.” “I adore ysemsibility, madam, (cried Lord
Delby, hastily;) in my opinion, whoever loves Mibtatilda does honor to their own
heart.”

Both ladies bowed to his Lordship, though unablegeak; but endeavouring to
recover themselves, the Countess said, “This destinate girl proposes setting off the
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day after to-morrow.” “Well, and if she is so detémed, what hinders us from all
taking a trip to Dover, previous to our Scarboroymirney?” (said Lord Delby.)

Every one agreed to the proposal, after which goght to amuse their minds,
by talking on different subjects.

The Countess and Mrs. Courtney accompanied thetvtaress home to dinner,
but Lord Delby excused himself, that he might adtém the Count. On his return to
Cavendish-square he was informed his guest waseititirary. He found him writing,
and would have retired; The Count requested he dvsiil down: the conversation
naturally turned on the recent occurrences in Nasteeet. “Don’t think meanly of me,
my dear Lord, (said the Count) if | cannot helptifyang a little malice and revenge; |
have just finished a few lines to Mademoiselle atElle; | will, at least, make her
remember she is in my power, and tremble every montest | should put my threats
in execution; | will plant a thorn in her bosomslie is capable of feeling, though, alas!
| can never draw the one from my breast she has theecause of transfixing there for
life! 1 shall send to the Ambassador’s, to procher address, as doubtless from old
acquaintance Madame Le Brune has been to pay $@eats to his lady, and that is the
only cue at present | have to find her.”

When Lord Delby acquainted him the day was fixadMatilda’s departure, and
their intended jaunt with her, “Ah! (said he) hoardi, that the person most interested in
that event should be precluded from being a witreéss though | know | could not
stand the shock.” If my sister does not accompasyywhich | rather doubt, as one
coach cannot hold them, and | intend going on Hiarsle there being no necessity for
great expedition, | shall consign her to your cang,dear Count, in our absence.” “If
Mrs. Courtney will accept the attendance of sushidtless being as myself, (answered
he) | shall be honoured by permission to wait upen”

Not to dwell on the melancholy circumstances atipg, when nothing new or
particular occurred, 'tis sufficient to say bothriees were overwhelmed with grief, and
Matilda submitted, with much reluctance, to Lord#és going in the packet with her;
but her friends all protesting, if she refused,rgvene would go, she was obliged to
acquiesce; and embracing the two ladies a thousaied, with streaming eyes, she tore
herself from them and embarked.

The wind was fair; they reached Boulogne in selienrs; and whilst they
partook of some refreshment at the hotel, Louismh Antoine walked to the Ursuline
Convent, in the high town, and having acquaintedpibrteress with their errand, found,
to their great mortification, they took no ladiesdhamber, or high pensioners. They
were directed to the Annunciate Convent, and tlsgren procured admission, and
accommodations for Matilda, and Louison, who glaaliended her, thinking it would
be only for a short time, 'till her lady came frdemgland.

Within a few hours Matilda was received and sditShe took leave of Lord
Delby with tears of gratitude. “Ah! (said he, muchoved) not one word of
remembrance to my worthy guest?” “Yes, Sir, (sdid, gaising her voice) tell him |
admire, | esteem him—that his happiness is thé Witsh of my heart. Take care, my
dear Lord, of the worthy Count: teach him to forget, and if ever he should be united
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to an amiable woman, deserving and possessingfetian, | will then boldly claim
his esteem—"till then we must be for ever separated

She entered the gates, unable to say more, and thibg were shut upon her,
Lord Delby, overcome with pity and admiration, meted to the hotel; that same
evening reembarked for Dover, and joined his friebefore nine the next morning.

Spiritless and unhappy, they arrived in Harlegstithe following evening, and
sending a messenger to Mrs. Courtney, that ladytlghafter entered the house, the
Count with her; she cheerful and lively, he lookipgle and dejected. She enquired,
with an air of indifference, the particulars of theurney, but seemed little interested in
it; not so the Count, he asked a thousand questibhave a message to you from the
amiable Matilda,” (said Lord Delby.) “For me, (salte Count, eagerly;) O! why have
you delayed it?” His Lordship repeated her lastdsofSweet angelic girl! (cried he) is
my happiness dear to her! but why should | doubtSike is truth and goodness itself;
my esteem, my love, must ever be hers, for no atleenan shall ever possess that heart
she condescended to prize, and never will | m#riatilda cannot be my wife.” “Lord
bless me! (exclaimed Mrs. Courtney) let's have mrendismals; | declare these last
five days have vapoured me to death: | hope ounguto Scarborough will teem with
more pleasant incidents than yours to Dover seentgte produced.” “I am sure so
(answered the Count;) the world does not abountl witaracters like Matilda’'s to
lament.”

No more was said; supper was announced, and mamera conversation
introduced during the remainder of the eveningugfioevery one appeared absent and
uneasy.

After the company had left them the Marchiones& taotice of Mrs. Courtney’s
behaviour. “Surely she has taken some pique agiliasikda,” (said she.) “Yes, (replied
the Marquis) the pique natural to a jealous womafléalous! (repeated the
Marchioness) why, surely you do not think she sdfef the Count?” “Indeed, but | do
(replied he;) nay, | am certain of it, from manysebvations | lately made on her
conduct.” “Bless me! (returned she) why Mrs. Coaytins seven or eight and thirty, the
Count only two and twenty.” “That’s true, (said fsiling) but my love, ladies have
various ways of concealing their age, and the digtiens of time; besides, vanity
never forsakes them; and to do Mrs. Courtney jastshe is an agreeable woman.
“Yes, and a sensible woman, (returned she;) | neaarsuppose her guilty of such a
weakness; | rather think her prejudiced againstili¥igtby some falsehoods or other.”
“Very well, (replied the Marquis) be it so: | amnalys more gratified by your favorable
opinion of your own sex, than a readiness to comd#ram; the one shews a generous
mind, free from guile itsel—the other, a malignapirit, desirous of acquiring merit
from the deficiencies of others.” “But, pray, (sdlde Marchioness) how will you
account to Mr. Weimar for the retirement of Matildaould he hear of it, and apply to
you?” “By the simplest truth, (replied he) excepbaw relates to Bouville. He must
thank himself for all the stories Mademoiselle Dentelle has repeated to her
disadvantage, and from whence originated her sudd&rmination. She is now safe;
the letter | procured from the Ambassador, addcesseany convent, at least, the
superior of it, will always protect her, since misghe only claim she is subject to.”
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Tranquillised by this, the Marchioness recommenbed young friend to the
care of Providence, and retired to rest with auews heart, and an easy mind, which
could not fail of producing quiet and refreshingrsbers.

The Count, Lord Delby, and Mrs. Courtney, were eqgually happy. The
former, more sensible every hour of Matilda’s worthrsed the pride of birth, which
stood between him and happiness, and determinkeetonly for her. Lord Delby had
been many years a widower; he had only one sonma® carried to Switzerland, at
the time the Countess so fortunately obtained higeption: he was then extremely
struck with her appearance; beauty in distressatth®usand claims upon a susceptible
mind; but the Countess had good sense, sweetndsmpér, and delicacy of manners
to recommend her; and though the first bloom ofubeavas worn off, she had
sufficient charms both of mind and body to prociareher the admiration of any man.
Lord Delby conceived a very warm affection for hirpugh he knew it was entirely
hopeless, unless death should rid her of her paigedie was therefore condemned to
silence on a subject nearest his heart, and fe@t réstraint very painfully. Mrs.
Courtney, from the first moment she beheld the Gowas charmed with his person
and manners. She had been a widow four years: wheuat three and twenty, at the
request of her father, Lord Delby, and the temptetiof a very capital fortune, superb
carriages, fine jewels, and those other avenudisetdeart of a young and fashionable
female, she gave her hand to Mr. Courtney, who stasck with her person, and
thinking it right to have an heir to his immensesgessions, suspended for a time the
delights of Newmarket, and his favorite sprighttyattend the laws of Hymen; but in a
very few weeks his former propensity returned; yosing bride was forsaken for the
pleasures of the turf; Newmarket, its jockies,timultuous pursuits, deep bets, and
jovial companions, engrossed all his time and &tienHis lady, happily for her, was
not doatingly fond of her husband; she was posdessevery appendage proper for a
female in fashionable life, and outshone two-thivflker acquaintance in jewels, plate,
carriages, and dress; she was therefore extrenmsdy about the absence of her
husband, and whilst he neither contracted her egsnnor deprived her of the
amusements she liked, she was perfectly dispossded him the same complaisance.
This very modish pair lived some years togethetheuit feeling either pleasure or pain,
from their different engagements. Mr. Courtney \aagirst much disappointed by not
having an heir, but time reconciled him to an evestcould not remove; and having
determined to make a distant relation, who wash@iit his estate, take his name by
Act of Parliament, he ceased giving himself anyhferr concern about the matter. They
had been married upwards of ten years, when umfardly taking cold, after very hard
riding, a violent fever terminated his life in gibays, and his disconsolate widow was
left to undergo all the forms and ceremonies ofpde®urning, and to wear odious
black for three months. This state of mortificatibeing rubbed through, she found
herself mistress of all her former finery, and ayvaoble jointure, to live as she pleased.
Mrs. Courtney was good-natured, not from principlé constitution; she hated trouble
of any sort, therefore bore any thing, rather thawe the fatigue of being out of
humour; she was polite and friendly where she hademptation to be otherwise; in
short, she had many negative virtues, without aiye ones. Such was Mrs. Courtney,
when she appeared in this book first. All men wiedifferent alike, 'till she saw the
engaging Count; a few interviews decided her fale found she loved to excess, and
hated Matilda in proportion; she discovered higdighiy in her favor, long before it was
publicly known, and sought to recommend herseliitonotice, by paying attention to
his favorite; but finding all her endeavours inettel, she began to dislike the innocent
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object of her jealousy, and was casting about mnhied how to get rid of her, when
Matilda unexpectedly declared her intention of gointo a convent. The Count’s
subsequent behaviour, his public declaration andteptations, were mortifying
circumstances, 'tis true, but she depended upoes, tailhsence, and her own endeavours,
to conquer a passion he could not but look upohageless. The Countess, so many
years secluded from the world, at first felt orthe twvarmest gratitude to Mrs. Courtney
and her brother, for their generous protection; the polite attention, the mark’d
kindness of Lord Delby, inspired her with the mastrfect esteem for him,—and
though, from the melancholy circumstances whicerated her early prepossession, her
heart was dead to love, she yet experienced dllpdiality in his Lordship’s favor
which her heart was capable of feeling.

Such was the state and sentiments of the party, aoout to set off for
Scarborough. The day previous to which, after asgltation between the Marquis, his
Lady, and the Countess, on the entrance of the tCtaupay his morning compliments,
the Marquis led him to the Countess, “My dear fiiegou have hitherto known this
lady only as Madame Le Roche, the name she be&msgland; | now introduce you to
her as our dearest sister, the Countess of Wolbédmhahose death you have heard us
often lament.”

The Count started with surprise; “Good heavenaid($ie, after saluting her)
how is this possible?”

The Marquis gave him a brief recital of her coafiment, and promised him the
particulars another day. “I could no longer keep secret from you, but she must still
retain her former name, until the whole affair reught forward. The Ambassador was
made acquainted with it yesterday; he will take sgrivate steps, at first, if possible,
to do us justice; and when we return to Londontlfi@r winter, we shall use decisive
measures; mean time, | have written to a friendhass likewise my sister, to procure
Joseph’s testimony, as far as his knowledge exjdesis as he is old, we should lose a
witness of some consequence.”

The Count entered warmly into the business; lies dnd fortune was at the
service of his friends: they embraced and thanked h

The following day they left town, after writingdhmost affectionate letters to
their beloved Matilda, whose absence they mosesahg regretted.

Matilda, on her first residence in the conventunid it replete with many
inconveniences she did not expect. For the firstknghe cried incessantly, and poor
Louison, not happier, continually prest her to nettfAh, mon Dieu! (cried she) if my
good master and lady, if the dear charming CounBBaville knew how miserable you
are, they would fly to bring you out again. Ah! theod Count, the morning before we
came away, gave me ten English guineas; the teznes iw his eyes; “Take care of your
charming mistress, Louison, (said he) and | willa}s be your friend:"—Dear, dear
gentleman! O, that he was but here!”

This little anecdote, which one might have supdos®uld have added to

Matilda’s grief, proved a most salutary remedy iorshe instantly dried her eyes.
“Amiable, generous man! (said she) shall | repittgt | have devoted myself to
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retirement to preserve a mind like his from repeo¢aand self-reproach, and from the
disdain of those low-minded people, incapable eftbbleness of heart which would
prompt him to forget his own dignity, to raise &ifdless orphan. No; | will at least
prove deserving of his esteem, by my own self-deniawill support every
inconvenience, every trial with resignation—happfy, in sacrificing the trifling
amusements the world affords, | can promote hiscgeand secure his future
happiness.”

Fortified by these generous sentiments, she ngelowept or sighed; she sought
consolation in the practice of her religious dutiefich strengthened her mind and
composed her spirits: she found in the uniform olzsee of piety, charity, and
compassion towards the sick and unfortunate, tbate which the world could not
give, and that serenity of mind which no recollestof misfortunes could deprive her
of.

She became the admiration of the whole commueitgry one was desirous of
her favor, but Matilda, blest with uncommon pensirg and capable of the nicest
discrimination, was at no loss to distinguish tledish and fulsome attentions of the
officious, from the approbation of the worthy anghible few who looked on her with
eyes of kindness, but never intruded; from these f® whom she paid particular
civility, her heart selected mother St. Magdalestee was about eight and twenty, and
had been a nun nearly ten years; she was one &¢ thery elegant forms you cannot
behold without admiration; her face was more exgwvesthan beautiful, yet more
engaging than a lifeless set of features withouhation, however perfect or blooming,
could possibly be; she was pious without ostentationd and affectionate to her
sisterhood, and courteous, without design or mesne the pensioners.

This charming woman soon attracted the notice atilidta,—she sought her
company and conversation—she received her attentitth particular complacency.

Mother Magdalene was sensible of her civilities-e-phainly comprehended the
value of them, but from peculiar notions of deligaand to avoid giving umbrage to the
sisterhood, she rather repressed than encouragegbangcular kindness. Matilda,
however, would not be repulsed, and Magdalene wdsngth compelled to be her
“Dear Mother.”

They were frequently together, and by her exanva¢ilda was encouraged to
the perseverance in every moral and religious duty.

Letters from her two friends, the Marchioness @ulintess, were the only
things she permitted to break in upon them, andsehtetters were a continual
stimulation to a sense of gratitude and generosibych she found herself called upon
to exert.

Whilst Matilda had thus happily reconciled her thio her situation, her friends
were enjoying the amusements that Scarboroughdaitior

The Count was always the attendant on Mrs. Coyrtaed though his passion

was as fervent as ever, and his regrets as powerftthe loss of Matilda, he could not
be always in company with an amiable woman who pait such particular attention,

90



without being gratified by it, and sometimes sheywthose little marks of gallantry
which all women expect.

The Count, though he had a more than common giaselidity and stability,

with the most refined understanding and integriy heart, yet he was still a
Frenchman—still possessed a natural gaiety of hebhe greatest politeness and
attention to the fair sex, and sometimes fell thi® hyperbolical compliments so natural
to his countrymen, when addressing the ladies. urtney, too ready to believe
every thing to be as she wished, gave him everywagement, and contrived
frequently to draw him into situations and expressiwhich were rather equivocal, but
by which he meant nothing, though the lady thowghérwise.

They had been near three weeks at Scarborougladies had heard twice from
Matilda, but as she requested her name might nesanentioned to the Count, but
from necessity, they only answered his eager erguiby saying she was well, and
appeared to be much pleased with her situationsa¥e there was a reserve in their
manner, and justly supposed it owing to her restns: he did justice to her greatness
of mind, which only served to increase his love eagtets.

One morning Mrs. Courtney, entering the Marchisfesiressing-room, flung
herself into a chair, “Bless me! (said she) whatllshdo with your friend, the Count?
he has drawn me into a pretty scrape,—I never daérmarrying again, but he is so
pressing, so irresistible—" “Who, (cried the Mamheéss, surprised) the Count? he
pressing?” “Why, yes, (answered she;) surely yowstnfiave observed his particular
devoirs for some time past.” “Not |, upon my hor(answered the Marchioness;) |
never supposed his attentions to you wore thedagparticularity.” “Then you can have
observed nothing, (said she, peevishly.) Pray, wihatk you, my dear madam?”
(turning to the Countess.) “Upon my word, | am dlyusurprised (replied she;) but if
you can settle the matter agreeably between yaasel shall certainly rejoice at it,
because | am very sure Matilda will keep her resmi in refusing his addresses.”

Those last words, which were spoken undesigngadtyed Mrs. Courtney a
good deal. “I do not think 'tis of much consequen@aid she, haughtily) whether she
keeps her resolution or not,—I believe by this tihe is very sensible of the
impropriety of his offer—— but | forget, | appoimtehim to meet me at a friend’s, in
the next street,—bon jour, ladies,” (said she, véitforced gaiety, and ran out of the
room, leaving them looking at each other with aisioment.)

“Can this be Mrs. Courtney? (cried the Countesg)3duad, what a change!” “But
is there, can there, be any truth, (said the Marwss) in the Count’'s attentions?”
“Heaven knows, (said she) but if it is so, | sim@Ver depend upon man again.”

Some company coming in, prevented further contiersabut at dinner, when
they all met, the ladies observed the Count appearée thoughtful and uneasy, Mrs.
Courtney gay and lively, Lord Delby rather atteatiw both; in short, it was the first
dinner in which the party seemed collected witthaniselves, and forgot their friends,
except Mrs. Courtney, who behaved with remarkablggmess and sweetness to all.

When the ladies retired to the drawing-room ther@@ddressed the Marquis in
the following manner. “I believe, my dear Sir, yare sufficiently acquainted with me,
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to know that | am equally incapable of a dishonblgahought or action to any one,
much less towards a lady for whom | entertain tighést respect, and the sister of my
hospitable entertainer.” “For heaven’s sake, (ctie&l Marquis) what is all this,—who
dares accuse you?” “A misapprehension only, | h¢ged the Count, in a calm tone)
not an accusation. Both you and all our friends peefectly acquainted with my
attachment to the amiable Matilda,—an attachmettidd he, raising his voice) that
will be as lasting as my life, for | never shal/éoany other woman: but unhappily the
respect and attentions | have paid to the meritsMo$. Courtney, have been
misconceived; | have been upbraided with seekingam her affections, and with
having given colour to suppose mine were also a&lvtd her: the highest respect, nay,
even admiration of her many amiable qualities, Wehandoubtedly expressed, but not
one word beyond what friendship would warrant, frarman who made no scruple to
own his love for another, though perhaps that otterer can be his. My heart, my
honor, does not reproach me with the least duplmitmean design. Can you, my dear
Marquis, from the whole tenor of my conduct, sugpbsould be a trifling coxcomb,
much less a deliberate villain, for I must hold angn as such who could seek to gain
the affections of an amiable woman, to gratify\asity only?” “I am equally surprised
and concerned (said the Marquis) that such mishppstons should have taken
place—" “And | (interrupted Lord Delby) equally gieased and mortified, at being
made a party in the business; but there is no atecwufor the vanity of women, and
how very readily they entertain ideas they wishnidulge. | am very sorry, Count, |
have been drawn into this foolish affair, for | ebged at first it was very
unaccountable, that a man should make his cowwhéowoman, and avowedly profess
his admiration of another; | shall however talkmg sister, and | beg the subject may
drop and go no further.” “I feel myself extremely aloss how to behave (said the
Count;) I think | had better leave Scarborough.’y“Bo means, (said his Lordship,
hastily;) behave as usual to Mrs. Courtney, in jgulidut avoid tete-a-tetes;,—if she is
wise, she will herself approve this method, to psaabservation.”

The Count reluctantly submitted, knowing after whad passed, he must appear
very awkward in his civilities, which had been s@soonceived.

They attended the ladies in the drawing-room, iabding proposed to go to the
theatre, the Count, as usual, offered his hand & Kourtney, though with a look of
confusion and reserve; she accepted it with agpahtd tender air.

Lord Delby, not knowing she had exposed herselthto ladies, requested the
Marquis would not mention the affair to them.

The evening past off very well, and at supper theye more cheerful and
talkative than usual. The following day however M@ourtney appeared with a new
face; she looked pensive and unhappy, complaineal @din in her breast, ate little,
sighed frequently, and in short, engaged that dar attention we naturally pay to
those we love, and see indisposed. The Count lotileetnage of despair; he addressed
her one moment, with an air of tenderness, the hextudiously seemed to avoid her;
his behaviour was unequal, confused, and evidgetlglexed.

Things continued in this state for some days,—MNb@urtney more melancholy,

the Count more distressed; when one day, as they at¢able, the Marquis received an
express from London. Every one was alarmed; it caora the German Ambassador,
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requesting the Marquis would instantly come to tpttxe Count of Wolfenbach being
there dangerously ill, and desirous of making aigible reparation to the Countess.

This news suspended all the new schemes. The €suobuld scarcely be kept
alive; she was apprehensive of some fresh plot$,daeaded the idea of being again
within his power. “Fear not, madam, (cried Lord De) the monster shall never see
you without your friends to protect you.” “Besidesster, (urged the Marchioness) the
Ambassador is himself a pledge of your safety, @tld us he is dangerously ill,—
perhaps the poor wretch cannot die in peace withiout pardon.” “O, my God! (said
she, starting up) let me go this instant'—alashhg need of forgiveness; his crimes are
great, yet if they were the consequence of his fovene, 'tis my duty to speak peace
and pardon; grant heaven! (cried she, lifting up lends) | may not come too late! |
will set off this very hour.” “Be composed, my desaster, (said the Marquis) we will go
this evening; the Marchioness and | will attend .ydAnd |,” (exclaimed the Count.)
“We will all accompany you,” (said Lord Delby.) “Ahmy Lord, (answered the
Countess) why should | so suddenly call you from @imusements of this place: you
proposed staying three months, we have only beea &elittle better than one.”
“Wherever my friends are, (replied Lord Delby) essrhe the desirable place; | have no
local attachments without their presence; and & darswer for my sister, she has no
objections, as | think the air of Scarborough hasrbof little use to her health.” “You
judge very right, my Lord, | shall certainly accoamy our friends, (said she, in a
languid tone, adding) their happiness must corstituine.”

The Count, who took every thing literally which tkag/ed generosity of
sentiment, could not help saying, “ 'Tis impossibie doubt Mrs. Courtney’s
concurrence in every scheme productive of pleasoréhose she honors with her
esteem.” This compliment made her eyes dance Wetspre.

Their women were called and desired to set abadkipg immediately. Every
thing was hurried on, and at five the next mornihgy were all on their return to
London.

About a week previous to this Matilda receivecetder from an unknown hand,
and without a name, signifying that the Count DenBlbe was paying his addresses to
Mrs. Courtney; that he was extremely fond of hei, that she hesitated on account of
his vows to Matilda, which made him very unhappy.

She read this letter with composure,—she felt spawegs at her heart,—she
tried to overcome them: “Why should | be uneasgid(she) have not | wished the
Count might make a suitable alliance?—did | noeask him from his vows? Alas! |
have neither claims nor expectations,—let him malrrgan then renounce the world,
and settle here for life,—when lost to him | havdyahis asylum to bury myself in for
ever.” The tears would flow, but she quickly drigetm. “From whence this sorrow,
(said she again) had | any hopes? O, no! all ipaleand bitterness on my side, but |
will rejoice in the happiness of the amiable Cowitatever befalls myself.”

Within three days after this, she received aiddtten Mrs. Courtney; these were
the contents:

My dear Miss Matilda,
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“Honor, sentiment, and generosity impel me to adsgryou; I am well
acquainted with the nobleness of your heart, amdceafide in its integrity. You have
refused the Count De Bouville, publicly refused hinas there a shadow of hope you
ever could be his, | would have been silent; butadeem that impossible, | trust to your
generosity and fortitude, when | tell you, he hassome time past paid his addresses to
me, with the warm approbation of all our friendsatlfirst made objections on your
account; he pleaded, you had publicly rejected land, as | did not feel satisfied, he
offered to write you, and procure his release: kndwing men have great duplicity,
when they wish to carry a point, | declined hiseofind chose to write myself; and |
conjure you, my dear Matilda, to believe | will nobnsent to what he calls his
happiness, without your permission. If you have hoges or expectations; if you think
his love may ever return to you, and that differgtuations may give a countenance to
his addresses, and admit of your claims upon hapedd upon it | will dismiss him,
however unhappy he may be; for | would not woundrypeace, by acceding to his
wishes, be the consequence what it may. Your fagmtho are mine also, choose to be
entirely silent on the subject; nor will they taketice of it, until settled between you
and me. Look on me as your friend, dear Matilda,—ekplicit,—do not consider the
Count or myself; speak your wishes, your hopes,lmndssured that your felicity is my
first wish, whatever it may cost me.

| am my dear Matilda’s sincere friend

And obedient servant,
MARIA COURTNEY.”

Prepared as Matilda had been, by the anonymoduer,leb expect such
intelligence, no words can express her feelingseegiving this letter; overcome with
grief, she retired to her apartment and gave lt@ske painful emotions that oppressed
her. After a little time she grew more composed: dlheart like this worth regretting?
(cried she.) Could he, if his love had been foundeddsteem, so soon have offered his
addresses to another? O, no! it was only a tranaféection, not imprinted on the heart,
but vanished with my person: how fortunate then bands were not joined; how
miserable should | have found myself, if unitedIffe to so fickle a disposition.”

Whilst this impression was strong upon her, slok tap her pen and wrote the
following answer.

“Dear madam,

“Accept, | beseech you, my warmest acknowledgmémts/our very friendly
and obliging letter: your candid communications andsideration for my peace, | feel
in the most sensible manner; but | beg leave tawrasgou, madam, neither my
happiness nor peace depend now upon the Count DeilBo | shall always think
myself obliged for the affection he offered me, bstit is impossible we should ever
meet on those terms, | hope reason has entirelyugaban improper sentiment, and if
we ever should meet again, which is not likely, siall behold each other with the
indifference of common acquaintances. | am exceggihappy here, and, if at the
expiration of the twelvemonth Mr. Weimar allowed ,mney friends will accede to my
wishes, and permit my stay in this convent, | tiustall be happy for the remainder of
my life.
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“l hope this will prove satisfactory to your vefyendly offers respecting the
Count, who has my sincerest wishes for his happinegh any other woman but her
who is, my dear madam,

Your much obliged humble servant,

MATILDA.”

After she had sealed and sent off this letterdpénits grew more tranquillised;
she tried to conquer her feelings, and considey thd fickleness of men’s dispositions.
“Yet why should | upbraid him, (thought she); hes lzafamily, a name to support, and
ought to marry: Mrs. Courtney is amiable, has gdandependent fortune, respectable
friends, and a noble origin to boast of,—what ama comparative view with her? Ah!
(cried she, bursting into tears) the retrospedtiombles and subdues both my pride and
regret: what have | to do but to submit to the lpstate | am placed in, and bless at a
distance those generous spirits that have enalbdeth procure such an asylum as this.”

Mother Magdalene entered as she was wiping the feam her cheeks; taking
her hand affectionately between hers, “My dear golaaly, why those tears? spare me
the pain of seeing you unhappy; remember this tsabshort and transitory life; our
pilgrimage through it is painful, no doubt: thoragse strewed in our paths, sorrows
planted in our bosoms; but if planted and strewdthers, where is the sting to afflict
our own hearts? Believe me, dear lady, reason oshdug every affliction but what
arises from a condemnation within; with a self-ammmg conscience, we can look
forward with hope; and if turbulent and ungraciesrits are too powerful for us to
contend with here, we can trust to our Heavenlyhé&atthat our sufferings and patience
will meet with a recompence hereafter, far supendhe brightest expectations that can
be formed in this life.” “My dear friend and comfer, (said Matilda, kissing her hand)
be you my monitress if | grieve for temporal evigt, alas! my misfortunes are not
common ones.” “You think so (answered Mother Magdal) we are all apt to magnify
our own troubles, and think them superior to whaers feel; but, my dear child, you
are yet a novice in affliction; when you know maoiehe world you will know also that
there are varieties of misery which assail the hufname,—and ’'tis our own feelings
that constitute great part of our distress.”

Matilda sighed, and after a little pause, “Thahdy not appear impatient, nor
grieved at trifles, I will unbosom myself to youndaperhaps from you obtain that
consolation | have hitherto sought in vain.”

She then related every part of her story, exdeptname of the Countess and
situation of the Castle.

Her gentle friend sympathized with her, and cosdeds for so young a woman,

her trials were very great. “But still, my dearyadsaid she) | bid you hope; you have a
Father and Protector, trust in him, and you wileatay assuredly be happy. Another
time you shall know my sad story, and will then fess, of the two, | have been most
wretched; and, though | cannot entirely excludaiafpl remembrance sometimes, yet |
am now comparatively happy,—my troubles no longastgand religion has restored
peace to my mind. Adieu, my dear child,—take hapgdur bosom and compose your
spirits.” “Yes, (cried Matilda) I will at least trip conquer one cause of my distress, and
in destroying this fatal letter of Mrs. Courtneylese all remembrance of the Count:
surely after having so solemnly renounced him, Jehao right either to complain of
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him or grieve for myself,—'tis an unpardonable yolfor every way he is dead to me.”
She threw the letter into the fire and walked ithi® garden.

In the evening she received another visit fromdwyd mother, who was much
pleased to see her so tranquil. Matilda remindesbhker promise to relate her history.

“My story, my dear child, is not a long one, baplete with many melancholy
circumstances. My father was a merchant at Dunki; married a very amiable
woman, and had a numerous family—five girls and fooys; few people lived more
respectably than they did, but they were not reHarge family, liberal minds, and
hearts always disposed to relieve the wants ofrstipgecluded affluence, though they
had a decent competence. The failure of a veryadmuse in England, with whom my
father was materially connected, obliged him to ayer, without loss of time; he
embarked from Dunkirk. Alas! my dear child, we shshm no more! a storm overtook
them, as 'tis supposed, and all on board peridioedhe packet was never but once seen
or heard of after. When this dreadful news arrivagl, mother was weeping over a letter
just received from a friend in London, with theeitigence, that the house which had
failed could not pay a shilling in the pound, amdni some particular connexions
between them and my father, all his effects woutdskized, and he was likewise
declared, or included in the bankruptcy. One otéhanhappy gossiping persons, fond
of telling every thing, without considering the sequences, called upon my mother, as
she was in an agony over the contents of thisrjeitda! my dear madam, (cried she) |
see you have received the fatal news?” “Yes, (areiveny mother, wringing her
hands) we are all undone for ever!” “But who (ssie again) could write you about it,
for only the boat that is just come in saw the pado down.” “What packet?” (cried
my mother, starting.)” “Why the packet your googhand was in.”

“She heard no more, but fell senseless on ther.flodhad been out upon
business, and entered the room just as this offscreewsmonger and the servants were
trying to raise and recover my wretched parenttrAngier to all the circumstances, |
was frightened to death almost, and teased evezyt@wknow what had happened, no
one answered. It was some time before she was rooidife. With a look of horror |
shall never forget, she cried, “Hermine, you haeelanger a father, a friend, nor a
home!” “Great God! (I exclaimed) what is all this?Tis misery in extreme,” (said she,
still with a fixed look and a dried eye;) your fathis drowned, and | hourly expect
every thing to be seized. Well, (cried she, rathitdly) let it be complete! ruin should
not come by degrees.” Two or three of the youndidieen came into the room; the
moment she saw them she gave a violent shriekelhohto convulsions. Scarce in my
senses, | flew about the house and by my screaevs siveral persons to me. We got
my mother up to her apartment, a physician was feenbut it was many hours before
she was restored; she lay three days at the pbiaih, the fourth the fever abated,
and hopes were entertained of her life. This dagrmon came and took possession of
the house and all our effects. By the interpositiba friend we were allowed to remain
in it ten days. Judge, my dear young friend, whasthave been my situation; a father
dead, a mother scarcely alive, our whole propesiyesi,—eight children younger than
myself, |1 only fifteen, and all unprovided for—oidid to be the comforter, the
supporter of all.

Out of the numerous set of acquaintances we adphly appeared as friends
in our distress; one an old gentleman of smalufuet the other a young merchant, who
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had for some months paid particular attention to yoeng as | was. These two persons
interested themselves a good deal for us. My maghewr better, but her nerves were so
shattered, that a kind of partial palsy took effggon her speech, she spoke thick and
scarcely intelligible; a sort of convulsive cry seeded every attempt to talk; in short,
her situation was most truly deplorable. Withineavfdays we were removed to the
house of the old gentleman, without any one thirgoauld call our own, but clothes.
This good and worthy man placed out my sisters icoavent, put my brothers to
school, raised a subscription for their supporg, dwn fortune being insufficient to
maintain us all, and in fine, did every thing ahfat and friend could do, for the whole
family. Not one of my mother’s former gay acquanta ever concerned themselves
about her; she was poor and afflicted with sicknégsy could not bear to see a
woman they esteemed in so miserable a situatiahtterefore were obliged to give her
up.” Oh! my dear lady, of all the worldly evils thean befal us, surely there is nothing
so painful to support as the ingratitude and coetynof those who once thought
themselves honoured in your acquaintance: mererfiigs of the day! they bask in the
sunshine of your prosperity, but when night shatsand sorrows assail you, they fly
elsewhere, in search of those sweets you can rgeidaxfford them, and despise what
they once coveted and admired. Young, at that taimegst a stranger to mankind, | felt
indignation and astonishment when | met any offotmer friends—friends! let me not
profane the name of friendship! | mean intimated aompanions; my civilities were
repressed with scorn; my appearance glanced owbraMook of contempt, and “poor
souls, they are supported by charity, | pity thenmty heart,” said aloud in my hearing,
with features expressive of every thing but pity.

“I will not dwell on things so common as ingratiel and hardness of heart;
stings which you, my young friend, have never ygbegienced,—heaven grant you
never may, for ’tis a bitter cup to taste of. Weetl in the manner | have described for
near eight months, my poor mother so ill and hefplecould not leave her. The young
gentleman | have mentioned paid me the same atterdnd scrupled not to acquaint
our good friend, it was his design, in a short tilmemake me his wife. “If you do, (said
he, one day) you shall have a father’s blessing Wwér when | die; whilst I live I will
support the children: but Hermine is a good girl-e-s¥ho can, at her time of life, give
herself up to the care of a sick parent, and fialigtit in her duty, will make a good
wife.”

“One morning, when the old gentleman was in myheos room, he was
suddenly seized with an apoplexy, and dropt sessdtem his chair: my screams soon
brought assistance—a surgeon was sent for,—alaslasegone for ever. My mother
was, in consequence of her fright, taken in a shgefit, which in a few moments
turned to a stroke of the palsy, and deprived Inéredy of speech and the use of her
limbs on the left side. That | preserved my sergesich a time, was wonderful. | sent
for my lover, in an agony no words can describe;ibws flew through the town, and
two or three of our late friend’'s relations hasténe the house; they were rich and
wanted nothing, however they began to assume aofamauthority, when my lover
interfered, told them he was convinced there wasllaand that | was the appointed
heir. This enraged them greatly; the will was ebgealled for, and by all parties
earnestly sought for: alas! no such thing was téobad. The unfeeling women ordered
me to remove my mother and my trumpery the follgwmorning. My lover was almost
beside himself with vexation and disappointmentak stupid with sorrow; | hung over
my almost lifeless parent, without speaking, andble to shed a tear. After some time,
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those women quitted the room, leaving orders wittoenan servant, to watch me, that |
took nothing but my own, and to take care | quittikeelir house next day. When they
were gone, this poor woman in circumstances, it [oh! how much richer than her
employers!) in goodness of heart, approached the &, gently raising me, she gave
me some drops and water that rouzed me from thoistuhich had seized upon my
faculties, when, looking round the room for my d#ga friend, and then on my
helpless parent, | burst into a flood of tears. dfk God! (said the good creature) that
you can weep: don’t be unhappy, my dear Miss, Blienge will provide for you: | have
a sister, who lives in a very humble style indesatj keeps a little shop; her husband
was formerly an under clerk to your father; he btlge whole family dearly, and | dare
say, if you will condescend to stay under their mezof 'till you are better suited, they
will wait upon you with joy.” “Ah! where is Mr.——?"meaning my lover. “I know not,
madam, (answered she) but | think he followed Hukek.” “Good heavens! (I cried)
could he leave me under such a complication ofith@ircumstances; this is bitterness
indeed, if deserted by him,—but it cannot be,—hed@®ibtless gone to fetch a
physician.” In this vain hope | passed several 8pno lover, no physician appeared; |
was in a state of distraction: the servant senhérsister and brother; they came, and
offered me their services with a heartiness whipbke their sincerity. | was incapable
of determining; | sent to my lover, “he was parkicly engaged, but would see me
some time to-morrow.” “O, let me begone! (criedn,a frenzy) | will take my dear
mother in my arms—we will die together.” With ddtilty they separated me from her:
the dear saint was sensible, though incapableestkspg; her eyes told me all she felt—
O! the expression in them can never be forgotterhatwa night was that! In the
morning my dear mother was put into a kind of tittend we were conveyed to the
humble dwelling of this charitable pair. She wad la a decent bed and dropt a sleep: |
was kneeling at the side of it when the door opeaad the man who called himself my
lover appeared before me. | felt undescribeabletiemsy he took my hand, and placing
me in a chair, still unable to speak, he saidathe to you, my love, the first moment of
leisure; last night | was engaged; but you shatlstay in this poor place, | will take a
decent lodging for you and your mother, and willdmeswerable for all expences; | will
daily be your visitor, and | hope in a little tinyeu will recover your spirits.” At first
my heart bounded with joy at his kindness; thenragthought there was a something
wrong, though | hardly knew what; at last, “I thjnkeplied 1) that 1 ought not to put
you to such great expences, nor would it be prgparshould maintain me, unless—*
There | stopt. “Unless what?” (said he, earnestidhless | had a claim to your
protection,” (said I, blushing.) “I will be veryrgiere with you, dear Hermine: had your
old friend performed his promise, and left you fdgune, though but a small one, |
would have married you; but | am young, and onlieeng into life; a wife without a
fortune, a mother in such a situation, and a familyoung relations, would soon ruin
me, and of course you: | must prove my love anotvey; an old rich widow has been
recommended to me; | will marry her; | shall them énabled to support you all in
affluence, and have no ill consequences to dredtht\WWay you, my dearest Hermine,
may | hope your sentiments concur with mine?” Yall wonder, my dear child, at my
patience and silence during this proposal; in tluthondered at myself; heaven, no
doubt, supported me, and gave me, at that tryintpnemd, superior resolution. “Of my
opinion, Sir, and of the sentiments you have avowed must collect my thoughts,
when | tell you, that so far from living a life obligation with such a man, were you
this moment possessed of millions, and would dienarry me, | would prefer poverty
and want—I would starve, with this dear insultedwem, before | could condescend to
marry a man of such infamous principles!—Leave Rie, for ever; presume not to
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enter the habitation of virtuous poverty, and blashyour own littleness, when you

enjoy the house of wealth and magnificence.” Henaftted to speak. “I hear you no
longer, Sir; you are more mean and contemptiblayreyes than the poorest reptile that
crawls upon the earth.” | stampt with my foot, dics. Bouté came up. | never saw a
countenance so expressive of wonder and disappemtwhen she entered. “I am sorry
to say, madam, you do not know your best friends;dhould your mind alter upon

consideration, you know where to find me, and llisba always happy to attend your
commands.” | gave him no answer, but a look of eowtt, and he left the room.

“The spirit and indignation which had supported theough this scene, now
subsided; | shed a flood of tears. | saw no onedgot whom | could look up with any
hope or prospect of comfort. Mrs. Bouté, who syrmaatd with me, said, “Ah! madam,
if Madame De Raikfort, if Madame De Creponiere wacguainted with your sorrows,
| am sure you would find friends; they always as#ige unfortunate, and particularly
persons like you, born to higher expectations.bdkt my resolution immediately; |
wrote to both, describing my past and present silmaFrom the latter lady | received
an almost immediate visit: she condoled with me shtered into my concerns with a
kindness and delicacy peculiar to herself, as htheought; | knew not that the
principles of charity and benevolence were the sammevery well informed mind and
good heart. | received the same kind attentionsfthe other family: Madame De
Raikfort sent me every comfort and convenienceulacavant for my poor mother. In
short, to those good ladies | was indebted for mgfcsupport during her existence. A
fortnight, exactly, from the death of our good diebnd, she expired. There was no
apparent alteration till within a few hours of lterath; and she went off without a sigh
or groan. Though the shock was dreadful, yet | dadong expected it, and in her
melancholy situation it was rather to be wished fioat | found myself, though grieved
at my irreparable loss, yet rejoiced that she estdm the evils of this life, to awake
in a blessed immortality. The benevolent ladieswehmentioned, did not forsake me;
they paid the last sad duties to my parent; thegettook to educate and place my
younger brothers and sisters to get their livingetely; they asked what were my views
and wishes? | frankly answered, “To be a nun.” Hady choice of a convent? | named
this; a young lady, a friend of my juvenile dayseypous to my misfortunes, had
professed here. The ladies told me | should ergen umy noviciate, but on no terms to
be persuaded to assume the veil; it was by no mbairswish; and the first summons
from me they would take me out and provide for methe world: that they rather
complied with my wishes than their own inclinatiershich would be more gratified
in my residence with them. | thanked my generousefatresses, but persisted in my
desire of quitting the world. The day before | mded leaving Dunkirk, | received a
letter from my quondam lover, expressing regrethigrbehaviour, and an unequivocal
offer of marriage. | put his letter under a coveith these lines: “The man who
presumes to insult the feelings of a virtuous famahd when he fails in his purpose,
condescends to solicit pardon, and offers to rduaeill-treated woman to a level with
himself, lowers her more, by such an offer, thanhhterest poverty can inflict: but the
person to whom this letter is addressed is forelpabeyond the reach of insult or
indigence; she therefore rejects the proposal héthwhole heart, and with the highest
contempt.”

“Having seen my brothers and sisters safe undeptbtection of those worthy

ladies, and received from them every pecuniarystssie | could want, with letters of
warm recommendation | arrived here; and here, shat time, recovered tranquillity
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and ease: leaving nothing in the world to regrettudied the duties of my situation,
and, at the expiration of the time allowed to cdesi | gave my decided choice of a
monastic life, and took the veil. | hear often frany generous friends. Two of my
sisters are well married; the rest of my family é@&very prospect of success.

“Now, my dear young lady, | have related my higtdell me candidly, have
your troubles ever equalled mine?”

“Oh! no, (cried Matilda;) | am ashamed of my ownpiatience and inquietude.
Good heavens! if such are the evils to be expantéfe; if misfortunes are so frequent,
ingratitude and malignancy so prevalent, men sonddr@ed, and the good and
benevolent allotted so small a share in the prapocf the world, the only asylum for
the unfortunate is a convent.” “Not always, (an®tdeMother Magdalene;) there are
situations and difficulties in life, from which evéhe unfortunate may extract hope and
comfort: yours is such: 'tis possible you have pgsstill living, who may one day fold
you to their bosoms; ’tis likewise not impossiblauymay one day be united to the man
you prefer. In short, your situation is not hopsld&ke mine: | saw the downfall of
every expectation | could form, and had no one hmpengagement to the world; you
have many: you have no right to dispose of yourridestiny, whilst there is the least
probable chance you may be reclaimed. Reside e lmarder, my dear child; but
under your doubtful circumstances, never take ik for the mind should be entirely
disengaged from all worldly hopes, before it camotence it properly.”

From this day Matilda grew entirely resigned; sleeived wisdom and comfort
from her good mother’s conversation, nor sufferaticgpation of evils to disturb her
serenity.

The Scarborough party were now arrived in Londdme marquis immediately
waited on the Ambassador. His Excellency told hira €Count Wolfenbach was alive,
but past all hopes of recovery. “He knows you avarly expected, and is anxious to
see you.”

The Marquis, taking his address in Dover-streasténed thither, and sent up his
name. He waited some time for the servant’s reirfength he was desired to walk up,
and on entering the room, scarce could he traceaeoflection of the object in the bed
before him. It was some years since he had see@dhat; he was not then young; but
age, anxiety and conscious guilt, with the disottlat now oppressed him, had indeed
greatly altered him. When the Marquis drew nearwas for a moment silent; then,
addressing him, “I am told, my Lord, you requesteyl presence.” “I did (replied the
Count.) Pray, is your sister with you?” “Not in theuse, (answered the Marquis) but
she is in town, and will soon attend, if it is yauish to see her.” “Yes, (said the Count)
let her come; | can tell my story but once, 'tisstie should be present.”

The marquis instantly dispatched a messenger ifowife and sister. In the
interim the Count desired to be informed in whatnmex the Countess effected her
escape through the wood and got to England. Thejli&recounted every particular.
“There was a fate in it, no doubt (said the CouRtpvidence intervened, to prevent me
from the commission of the crime | intended, anesprved her life.”
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Word was brought up that the Countess and Marels®mwere below. They
were desired to enter. When they came into the rb@nCountess involuntarily shrunk
back. “Approach, madam, do not fear; the discovenyow made, and in a very short
time | shall have nothing to hope for, nor you ahing to dread.” The Countess
advanced, trembling, and seated herself by the Hedow (said he) entreat your
forgiveness of all the wrongs my cruel jealousygeshupon you; say, speak, can you
pardon me? Tell me that, before | begin my nareatiest |1 should be cut off e’er | have
finished.” “I do indeed, (replied the Countesspardon you from my soul, and may the
God of mercy pardon you likewise.” “I am satisfigdaid he) and now attend to my
confessions.——I was well aware, before | marriddhe affection subsisting between
Victoria and the Chevalier; | was not blind to tthiéerence in our persons and ages,
and hated him in proportion to the advantages snfanror. | was resolved to carry my
point, to gratify both passions; her father seconohy wishes, and she became mine.
From that hour | never knew a peaceful momentaieid on her to distraction; jealousy
kept pace with love. Her conduct gave me no rightdmplain; yet she loved me not,
and | feared the Chevalier was the object of hetighy and regret. My temper,
naturally impetuous and furious, grew daily worés; what hell can give torments
equal to what a jealous man feels? One day | had BeVienna, and was informed of
the Chevalier’s return: desperate and alarmedmlecaome. In the Park | met Peter. He
had lived some years with me; was blindly devotednty service, and had been
employed by me to watch the Countess. He told ngerdleman had been walking
round the park, examining the house, and on hisggtw him, and enquiring what he
wanted, he only asked if the Count and Counted¥afenbach were there; and Peter
answering, yes, he walked hastily away. This infation was a dagger to my soul: |
resolved to carry her to my castle in Switzerlasetretly. | pursued my design. | had
been there but a short time before | heard a maguded, had been about the grounds,
who made off when any person came near him; | coled 'twas the Chevalier, and
resolved to have him watched, determined he shdietdat the same time that | thought
it impossible he should come at the Countess inapartment. One day going to her
room, | heard a sudden noise, found her on the,fleibh a paper in her hand, and saw
a figure glance from the window. | was struck witige and astonishment. After
confining and upbraiding her, as she may inform, yatloseted Peter, and by promises
of present reward and future prospects, he toaexrs oath to assist in my revenge,
and to be secret. We took our stand the followinghtnby the wall, and saw him
advance to climb up the battlements; we sallied knocked him down, bound and
gagged him, and, determined to have complete revemg dragged him to the
Countess’s apartment.” “Spare the repetition of twiessed there (cried she;) it was a
scene of horror; repeat only what were your trai@ag out of my sight.” “You shall be
obeyed (answered he.) It was in vain she protestextence, | gave no credit. My first
intention was to murder both; and when | lockedihghe closet with the dead body, |
hoped terror and fright would have done my busingsthe morning we heard her
groans; we entered; the sight of her agonies faroanent disarmed my rage, and |
consented Margarite should assist her. After she delivered, and the curtains
fastened, Peter and myself took the body and chitri® one end of the subterraneous
passage, dug a hole in the earth, on one sidehagw it in. | now grew irresolute with
respect to my wife’s death; my revenge cooled, Ilitew it was impossible but she
must hate and detest me. One day | went to heertaime whether to destroy her and the
child or not, to prevent a discovery. She knows twbHowed. | felt a thousand soft
emotions at the sight of the child, and both loaad hated her to madness. | resolved at
last to confine her for life, and to preserve tihddc Joseph, the under gardener, the
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only man who lived in the castle, | was obligedctmfide in. | told him my wife had
been detected in an intrigue, and | had intendeduader her, but she recovered of her
wounds, and now | should only confine her for lifewore him to secresy, and vowed,
if ever he betrayed her place of residence, oy ideany one, | would murder both. The
poor fellow swore faithfully to obey me. The reeesan inform you.”

“But my child! my child!” (cried the Countess, eaty.) “Is alive, and an officer
now in the Emperor’'s service.” “Great God! | thatilee! (said she, falling on her
knees;) and in this posture, when | return thanksamly Heavenly father, for his
preservation, | also forgive and bless you, foradaee of my child; may every evil deed
be forgiven, and may you enjoy peace in your lasinents, and everlasting happiness
hereafter!”

The hard heart of the Count was softened intostégr the warmth of her
expressions: he held out his hand; she kissedl tibkien of peace. “May your prayers be
heard (said he;) but | have more vices yet to amfetook the child to Vienna, brought
it up, as the son of a friend, very privately. Ateatain age he was placed in the military
school, and about six months ago | procured for @dicommission. But to return. Once
in two years | generally visited the Castle. Hesigeation and obedience to my orders
sometimes moved me in her favor, and every visit mgrt grew more and more
softened; yet | dared not liberate her, her deaith leen so universally believed for
many years; how could | account for my conducther appearance, without incurring
suspicions against myself? Distracted in my mindeither enjoyed peace nor rest,—
alas! there is neither for the wicked, however wayndisguise our crimes to the
world—however we meet with respect and approbafimm mankind, the man
conscious of his wickedness, with doubt and tegmawing at his heart, is the most
miserable of human beings: we may swear to secvesynay silence every thing but
conscience—there is the sting that for ever wounti®re the monitor no bribes can
suppress. Life became a burthen to me, yet | felarelke; | feared daily a discovery of
my crimes; | resolved to forbear my visits, butsend Peter every six months, to gain
intelligence and see all was safe. On his retuomfhis last errand of that kind he
informed me, that calling at a woodcutter’s cottaggar the Castle, who knew him not,
from a curiosity to hear if they were acquaintedhwloseph (of whose fidelity he was
always doubtful) the woman told him a story of auyg lady’s coming there, being
recommended to the Castle; and that she had so omurhge as to go to the haunted
rooms (for | had taken care to have it supposetiwitag was haunted) and that very
day was there several hours. Alarmed at this igtsice, Peter flew to me, then on a
visit about seven leagues from the Castle, frighdeaut of his senses. After a little
consultation we resolved to go in the night, brepkn the doors, if locked, and murder
both Victoria and Margarite, and after that fallbnpsome method to silence the young
lady and Joseph in the same manner. We succeededr iattempt: we dispatched
Margarite, and came down to do the same by herresist but Providence, who
counteracts the designs of wicked men, and tursetiiery measures we take to secure
ourselves to our destruction, suggested to meki hiar into the wood and destroy her,
that Joseph, if he came in the morning, might thinkas a gang of banditti who had
carried them off; for which reason, | thought myinge concerned would never be
suspected. This foolish concerted scheme we purshedCountess remembers | was
thrown from my horse, and she took that opportutotgscape. When | recovered my
senses | found | had some bruises on my head anddeh. | looked round, “Where,
where is the Countess?” “Ah! (cried Peter) | fear are undone; the horse flew away
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with her as | alighted, and your horse also ran” d¥illain! (I cried) find her this
moment, or | will murder you.” *'Tis impossible foursue her on foot; 'tis most likely
she may be dashed to pieces in the wood; mean $mereep, if possible, to the town,
have some assistance; | will borrow another homskraake all possible search.” | had
no alternative; distracted with pain and horraypt with difficulty to the town, and was
put to bed very ill. Peter rode off immediately; Wwas wanting a day and a night: |
suffered a thousand tortures: | began to think hd hetrayed me. 'Tis the curse
attendant on villains always to be suspicious @heather: for what vows or ties can
bind a man you know would commit the most atrocicusnes for money. In my
conjectures, however, | wronged Peter; he returiedhad searched the wood, and
every part of the adjacent neighbourhood, with@ihigg any intelligence, but that two
or three persons had seen a horse saddled, galldpilously in the wood: he had
called at the cottage—nothing had transpired thershort, we began to hope, as our
only security, that she was killed some where enrtbad, and the body carried away by
passengers. In a few days | got well, determineddib the Castle, and either destroy
Joseph, or decoy him away to some remote placghdrt, my schemes were so many
and unsettled by fear that | fixed on no positilenpWe arrived at the Castle; we saw
no appearance of any lady; but Peter, taking arorypity to speak to Bertha, was
informed there had been a lady, but she had lefhtthree or four days earlier. This
was another stroke: the lady, we knew, had seerCthetess; she might betray the
secret, where could she be gone, or who was she? &weuired again, Bertha knew
only that she talked of going to Paris. We were raistracted; the sword seemed
suspended over our heads, and we every momentifdatection. That night we met in
the Countess’s apartments, and searched thoroughaygrawer we found a purse with
some money; and a paper signed Matilda, giving@ount of sundry articles taken
from the drawers. This convinced us we had reaBorsur apprehensions: the death of
Joseph would rid us of one withess—I secretly aeiteed to destroy another. We went
to the town the following morning—I procured frohetdifferent medical persons some
laudanunf’ We agreed the best way would be to get Josepthiandife to my other
castle, and destroy them there, where they wer@awmak. | deceived Peter by this
foolish scheme, having taken a different resolutibtold him we would return that
night to the castle, take the remaining valualiesney, &c. which should all be his,
previous to our departure. He joyfully consentethok an opportunity to give him the
opium in the evening; by the time we got to therapant he grew very heavy, and
during his search among the drawers, dropt dowan lieavy sleep; | put him upon the
bed, fastened every window and door, set fire ¢octirtains and counterpane, and went
out, locking the door after me; | then hastily preded to the wood house which joined
Joseph’s kitchen, and soon had that in a blazagimg some dry stubble, I lighted it
against the door and window shutters, and seeiagvtiole take fire in both wings, |
went to the stable, took my own horse, which waseHlastened up, ready saddled, as
we left them, and riding off to the town, went teetinn | had been ill at, and waited
patiently for news. Within a few hours | was callgo my Castle was discovered by
some wood-cutters to be in flames, and beforetassis could be procured was entirely
destroyed. | pretended great vexation and distreske to the spot; it was a dreadful
night; my soul shuddered—I was in agony. The peopfauted it to a different cause. |
asked, had nobody seen Joseph nor his wife. Notleageneral answer, and the fire
imputed to their carelessness. Some of the neigifgpgentlemen rode over; every one
condoled with me, and offered me accommodatiomsiurned with the gentleman to
whom | had first been on a visit. When retired tp apartment, a retrospection of all
my crimes forced itself on my remembrance. | triecsleep, alas! there was no sleep
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befriended me; ten thousand horrid images swanréefiy sight; | threw myself out of
bed; it was moonlight; my room commanded a viewhefdistant wood, | shrunk at the
sight—there lies my wretched wife! then the ChearalJoseph, Bertha and Peter, all
seemed to walk before me;—Great God! what were uffgisngs that night, never to
be effaced from my memory. When daylight came, htwdown stairs to the garden;
here | first thought of destroying myself—my boyoslacross my mind—I took my
resolution at once. | sat off that day for Vien@am my arrival | sent for Frederic, and
after some preparation acknowledged him as myaayainted him his mother died in
childbed, and | had particular reasons, immateéadiim, for not owing him sooner; |
made my will, secured my whole fortune to him, bsoper testimonials, that |
acknowledged him my son, and then resolved toerdétom the world, repent of my
sins, and try to make my peace with heaven. AllnWa was astonished at my
resolution; my son sought every argument to diveg from my purpose,—his
tenderness, goodness and virtue were daggers toeary; | fell very ill, and earnestly
prayed for the hour of death; heaven thought fisgare me, that | might receive some
comfort before the fatal hour arrived. | began ¢ lgetter, though weak and declining,
when, to my inexpressible surprise, | receivedtieddrom our Minister in England,
with a brief account of the Countess, the depasitb the Marquis, and requesting |
would acknowledge the lady, and not permit sucktlkblaansactions to appear before
the public as the Countess said she had the pdwdisdosing. At first | thought this
letter was all illusion; but when | considered thassibility of her escape from death,
and the application of the Marquis to the Ambassadwas convinced the whole was
founded on truth. What a mountain was taken frombmgom! | wrote immediately, |
would follow the letter. In three days my strengiended greatly, yet | was obliged to
take very easy journies, and by the time | arriveBngland fatigue had quite exhausted
me. His Excellency sent off an express to you. W nbank heaven that both you and
Joseph are alive, and adore the ways of Providevioe extracts good out of evil, and
made the very crimes | intended to perpetrate than® of deliverance to you both. The
death of the unfortunate Chevalier | bitterly refpeand can only observe here, that
when a man gives himself up to unrestrained passainwhat nature soever, one
vicious indulgence leads to another, crimes sucesath other, and to veil one, and
avoid discoveries, we are drawn insensibly to thrmission of such detestable actions
as once we most abhorred the idea of: for, althoughemper was not good, and my
passions always violent, had not love and jealousyed me to desperation, and
deprived me of reason, my soul would have shruntk@thoughts of murders, which
grew at last necessary for my preservation.” Haee €ount stopped, exhausted and
fatigued; indeed he had make several pauses irelaison, from weakness, and it was
very visible he had not many days to live.

The Countess could not restrain her tears. “Alaid(she) | have been the
unhappy cause of all—" “Do not reproach yoursetfridd he, hastily;) | am now
convinced of your innocence; indeed | long believieceven when | designed your
death the second time; only innocence could happated you to bear my cruelties,
and your horrid confinement with resignation: | wn@o well the terrors of guilt; for let
not the unhappy wretch, who forgets his duties td&aGod and man, who gives
himself up to the indulgence of his passions, amdngs the innocent, think, if he
escapes detection, he can be happy: alas! remodssaarow will one day assail him;
he will find he cannot hide his crimes for himsalfid his own conscience will prove his
bitterest punishment.”
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The Countess, extremely rejoiced to find him susd®e of his guilt, said every
thing in her power to ease and calm his mind.

After he had a little recovered, he turned to kharquis. “l sent for you, my
Lord, not only to hear my confession, but to direw in what manner | must do my
wife justice; if it be you pleasure, | will repaaly story, or at least assent to a drawn up
confession before witnesses.” “By no means, (amnssvehe Marquis;) it will be
perfectly sufficient if one part of the story, ngawvhat relates to her confinement, so as
to authenticate her person, is related.”

After some consultation the Marquis attended tken@an Minister. A paper was
drawn up, signifying the jealousy of the Count,heiit naming any particular object, in
consequence of which he shut up his lady in thel€after her delivery, and gave out
a report of her death; that he had brought up ber sow an officer, who was lately
acquainted with his real birth, and to whom hisiest were secured: that the lady, after
many years’ confinement, had found means to estmapeer brother and sister, with
whom she resided. The Count having accidentallychefher residence, was come to
England, with a view to obtain her pardon and dojb&tice; that he acknowledged her
innocence in the strongest terms, and desiredase of his death, she might enjoy
every advantage settled on her when married to initine fullest extent.

This paper was signed in presence of the AmbasshidoChaplain, and all the
friends of the Countess,—Lord Delby among the rest.

Not a word was said relative to the Chevalier, gdaite, or Peter: the former
had been so many years given up, as dead by htfore, though they never guessed in
what manner he died, that it would have been thghhef cruelty to have awakened
sorrow so long dormant, had it been necessaryabuio such occasion appeared to
demand an investigation, every thing relative ta nd the other victims was buried in
oblivion.

The Count survived nearly a week after their atrim town, and then expired
with more resignation and composure than could Hasen hoped for. Two days
previous to his death he wrote to his son a feeslimeferring him to the testimony he
had given the Countess, and requesting he woul@ljbgiuty and tenderness, atone for
the cruelties of his father; bid him remember thdua lesson placed before him, and
restrain those passions, the indulgence of whichtraught sorrow and shame on his
guilty parent, whom, nevertheless, he had the cdndotell him was a truly penitent
one.

The Marquis, taking upon him to direct every thfogpreserving the body, and
having it carried into Germany within a fortnightfew days after the necessary orders
were completed, told the Countess he thought hlpigroper she should go in person
to make her claim. She, who was impatient to seeembrace her son, received the
proposition with joy. The Marchioness, Lord DelbgdaMrs. Courtney accepted an
invitation to accompany her with pleasure. The ferrhad written to Matilda the late
unexpected and agreeable turn in the affairs ofGbantess, and again pressed her
return to them. The latter, Mrs. Courtney, stilkggvered in her soft melancholy, her
tender looks, and attentions to the Count, who,nwhe found the party fixed for

105



Vienna, excused himself from attending them, bunpsed, if the Marquis and his
family did not return to France before Christmaswould join them early in the spring.

This declaration was a thunderbolt to Mrs. Cowrtrighe seized an opportunity
of speaking to him alone. “How, my Lord, (cried ki it possible you can think of
separating yourself from your friends,—will you rgi to Germany?” “ It is not in my
power, madam,” (answered he.) “Say rather not yodiination, (said she, warmly:)
you pique yourself on speaking truth, you know.wikh to do so always, (replied he)
but the ladies will not always permit me.” “I begu pardon, Sir, for contradicting
you; |, at least, gave you credit for truth andcsiity, when you unpardonably sought to
gain those affections you have since cruelly wifigith.” “Such a change from Mrs.
Courtney (said he) has too much severity in it, twofcall for a serious answer; |
therefore protest, madam, | never sought—I neveh&d to gain the affections of any
woman but Matilda: my love for her is no secretity friends,—I glory in it. For you,
madam, | entertained the highest respect; | thoutghty duty to shew you every
possible attention a man of politeness was bouraffés to an amiable woman; more |
never intended—I never could be thought to intemithh a heart avowedly devoted to
another.” “And do you call this politeness? (cr&te, highly enraged) | must tell you,
Sir, you have (if you please to call it so) triflédo much with my peace, by your
gallantry; and was | not completely revenged byehtre indifference of your idol, |
should resent it in a very different manner. Th&ie, (tossing Matilda’s letter to him)
there see how much you are beloved or regrettedrnbynsensible paltry girl.” The
Count had caught up the letter, and in his eagsrteesead, scarcely heard her last
words. He devoured every line with his eager eymsl when he came to the
conclusion, “happier with another woman.” “O, Mdél never, never! You may indeed
forget me; mine is a common character, but theeefew like yours in the world.”
“Then looking at it again, and turning to Mrs. Cmay, who looked full of fury and
malice, “May | be permitted to ask, madam, on wbatasion you wrote this young
lady, and of what nature those offers of serviceewmade in my name by you.” Mrs.
Courtney blushed, and was in the highest confusiShall | interpret your looks,
madam?” (asked he again.) “No, Sir, | can speaik weguage myself. | wrote to know
her sentiments, at the time you were amusing ytuaséhe expence of my folly, as |
had too much honor to give you encouragement gfretd any hopes of you.” “So then,
(said he, in a rage) she believes | was paying aalyesses to you, madam.” (She smiled
contemptuously.) No wonder she renounces me; ili sdeas took possession of her
mind, she must think me the most contemptible ofi.im&And of what signification are
her thoughts to you? are there not insuperablécdiffes to a connexion with her?”
(asked she.) “Not on my side, madam; this hous, ithétant, | would receive her hand
with gratitude and transport; her dignity of serdiry her true greatness of mind are the
bars to my happiness.” “Well, but if there are bars” “I beg pardon for interrupting
you, madam; | know what you would say; and it isffam my design to be rude to any
lady, but you must permit me to declare, | am ne=lo wait weeks, months, or years,
to have a chance for the removal of those impedispamd if | do not succeed at last, in
all probability | shall never marry at all.” As lemded this speech he withdrew, with a
respectful, but reserved air. “Heavens! (said gevishly) is this the gallant, polite
Frenchman! | see 'tis all over; | can make nothifidnim, and | will gratify his vanity
no longer; on the contrary, treat him with levitydacontempt.” Pride stepped in to her
aid, and produced that change of sentiment whiesam®, honor, and good sense had
failed to do: so true is the poet’s observation,
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“Pride saves men oft, and women too, from falliﬁ%."

She determined, however, not to accompany herdsiebeing so lately returned
from the Continent, she had no inclination to reewts without a powerful inducement,
such as she had no chance of.

The Count’s motives for refusing were of a simitature.

The Marchioness had heard from Matilda. She dedlimeing of their party, and
entreated to remain in the convent 'till that ladyurned to France. She wrote a letter of
congratulation to her dear Countess, on the grestige in her situation, but gave, what
she thought, very satisfactory reasons for not ggamo Germany. Lord Delby,
however, could not resist his desire of attending Countess, though so recently
returned from thence. He entreated the Count tedus house, but he had previously
accepted a similar offer from the Marquis.

In a few days the party separated; the MarqussLady, the Countess, and Lord
Delby for Germany: the Count, to avoid attendanceMos. Courtney, went to Bath,
and that lady soon after accompanied a party efds to Tunbridgé’

From the time that Mr. Weimar had agreed, befoee Ambassador, to permit
Matilda’'s residence twelve months with the Marquiser friends had sent
advertisements to all the different courts in Eeromlescribing the particular
circumstances attending her birth, without mentignhames. No intelligence arrived,
nor enquiries had yet been made on the subjeaigththey still entertained hopes of
one day meeting with success. As to the young hagelf, she had none; resigned to
her misfortunes, her only wish was to remain indbevent, free from the persecutions,
and exempt from the temptations, of the world. 8bard of her friend’s unexpected
restoration to her family and fortune, with realiglat; and no mention being made of
the Count or Mrs. Courtney, in the letter she nemgifrom the Marchioness, she
concluded they were either married, or soon taahd;though a few sighs would follow
the idea, she supported herself with fortitude r@solution.

She was one day sitting in her apartment, andnatimg on past events, when
the superior of the convent came in, and with & loioregret, “Ah! madam, (said she) |
am grieved to be the messenger of ill news to yamg sorrow to the whole
community.” “Bless me! (cried Matilda) what is timeatter?” “Alas! my dear child, |
have received an order from the king to deliver youa Mr. Weimar, and another
gentleman, waiting to receive you.”

The unhappy girl repeated faintly the name of Wainand fell back, almost
senseless in her chair. The good mother ran ta$sstance; she soon recovered. “Oh!
madam, (said she) save me, keep me here; | wislie @ nun—I will not go into the
world again.” “Would it were possible for me to peot you (answered she, shrugging
her shoulders) but we have no power to retain yomnfthe king’s order; you must go,
we dare not keep you.”

At this moment entered St. Magdalene, all in tears
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“Well, madam, (said Matilda, endeavouring to cdléortitude from despair)
have the goodness to inform the gentlemen | wakpntly wait on them.” The superior
appeared rather unwilling to leave her with heofaite, but however she withdrew.

Her good mother advised her instantly to writeew fines to the Marquis, and
likewise to the Countess at Vienna. “Give me thst fietter, (said she) | will endeavour
to have it conveyed; take the chance of leavingother at some inn on the road: but
make haste, for we have no time.”

Poor Matilda, more dead than alive, soon exectmed task, and the other
assisting in packing, she was just ready when semger came to hasten her. With a
resolution that astonished her friend, she followetlpersons who came for her trunks,
and went down to take leave of the community. Evarg was affected, for she was
generally beloved; but when she kissed the hartepfyood mother, both burst into a
flood of tears. “Farewell, my dear, my amiable ride (said she;) farewell, my good
mother: if my wishes are gratified, and | have earey power over my own actions, |
will return to reside with you for ever.” “To theqiection of heaven | leave you (said
mother Magdalene;) persevere in virtue and goodriasst in God, and doubt not of
being the object of his care; for he is a Fathethtofatherless, and will never forsake
the virtuous.”

With streaming eyes Matilda followed her conduciine porteress opened the
gates; there stood Mr. Weimar and his friend. Hemsad at first to shrink from her
view; but recovering himself, advanced and tookhweerd. “Well, ungrateful run-away,
(said he) you are once more in the custody of yaud and natural protector.” She made
no answer, nor any resistance; she was placedencdnriage between them. Mr.
Weimar was hurt at her silence, “You are sulleny ge ungrateful, Matilda.” “No, Sir,
| am neither: | am grateful for past benefits, ahdl do not speak, ’tis because my
sincerity or sentiments cannot be pleasing.” “Yo& mistaken (said he;) | wish you to
speak with sincerity; to tell me why you forsoole tfriend of your youth,—the man
who offered to make you his by every holy tie, ljovith an acquaintance of a day, and
who, after all his professions, at last placed youa convent?” “It was my own
voluntary choice, Sir, and very distressing to mgrfds, that | persisted in choosing a
retirement from the world. To the first part of yaquestion ’tis not necessary for me to
answer: you know my motives for quitting your hguaed for the subsequent offer of
your hand, if you really were sincere, | must casfé think circumstances more that
inclination prompted you to it. How you mean toptise of me, or by what right you
assume yourself to be master of my destiny, | knoty but of this you may be assured,
no force shall prevail upon me to act contrary goawn inclinations and judgment; and
since | am not your niece, you have no legal aitshover me.”

Weimar looked confounded at her spirit, the ostared with surprise; all were
mute for some time, at length he said, “You hakeaup unjust prejudices, Matilda;
but you will find | am still your best friend.” “Tén (replied she) | shall truly rejoice, for
it is grievous to me to think ill of any one, muetore of him, whom, for many years, |
was accustomed to think my nearest relation antepiar. If you are sincere, permit me
to write to the Marchioness that | am in your cae,dispel the anxiety she will
naturally feel on my account.” “We will think of &h (said he) when we are settled.”

This evasion proved to her, she had not much fat@mexpect.
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She was entirely ignorant of the road they todie knew it was different from
the Paris route, and had no opportunity of askingirgle question, much less of
dropping her letter; as the chaise being their atlvay sat in it whilst they procured
horses at the different post-houses, and at nigpt &t a miserable hut, where they got
only a few eggs and a little milk; no beds werebtohad, and they were obliged to
remain four hours in the chaise, until they couhdee the next town. The distress of
mind, with fatigue and want of rest, overpoweredtilda; as they were changing
horses, she fainted. Weimar was frightened; hehsadaken out of the carriage, laid
upon a bed, and every method used to restore hevad a long time before she
recovered, and then she was so weak and exhatisiéthe was at a loss how to get her
on. Some wine and toasted bread was given to hdrha quitted the room a moment,
to order refreshments into the chaise: she selmdpportunity; taking the letter and a
louisd’or®® out of her pocket, “If you have charity (said shet)that letter be sent to the
post.” The woman, surprised, took the letter anch@yp and going to speak, Matilda
heard his footsteps; she put her finger to her, lips other understood, and thrust both
into her bosom. Joy and hope gave her spiritsydreh he told her she must pursue her
journey, she arose with difficulty, but without sgeng, and was rather carried than
walked to the chaise. When they drove off she tecdd she had forgot to ask the
name of the town; she put the question to him.tH-ahave forgot,” was his answer.
She said no more.

The two gentlemen talked of indifferent mattershick afforded her no
information; she therefore resigned herself todven contemplations until they arrived
at a sea-port town.

She was astonished when he told her they werentzadk on board a vessel.
“Where are you going to carry me to?” (said sheamtsling.) “To Germany, doubtless,”
(replied he.) “By water?” “Yes, by water: but ask questions, Matilda; | am once more
your uncle during this voyage, to preserve youratizr.” “And do you think, Sir, (said
she, assuming courage under a palpitating hearyodahink | will give a sanction to
your falsehoods, and permit myself be made a 2é¥e“You will find, (answered he)
you can have no voice to alter my determinationg; lbwill now make you a fair
proposal, if you will consent to marry me, | wilh this very town, receive your hand,
and without scruple then carry you to join youefls: if your refuse, | will not part
with you, but where | propose carrying you, shalémtire matter of your destiny. The
old story is propagated by my servant, that younayeniece, and | am saving you from
a shameful marriage with a footman.” “Good Godligdrshe) is my character thus
traduced? And do you suppose such methods wiljebthie to become your wife? No!
Sir, 1 will die first.” “Very well, (answered he,atmly) you have had your choice—I
shall pursue mine.”

Presently they were informed the vessel was re8tg. was lifted out of the
chaise, and notwithstanding her resistance, amd éor help, she was carried on board
and down to the room below.

“You are now safe in my possession (said he.) |samy you made force
necessary; but you must be convinced ’tis now in t@contend with me.” Matilda sat
stupidly gazing at him; but the vessel beginningniave, she turned very sick: without
any female on board to assist her, she was condpilléet him place her on the bed;
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and then requesting to be alone, he retired, aftdhlr to her own very painful
reflections.

All hope of assistance from the Marquis was novaratend; she knew not the
place of her destination; she saw no probabilitgsfaping from Mr. Weimar; yet she
felt an unconquerable repugnance to become his~vafenan capable of such duplicity
and cruelty; “O, no! (cried she, weeping) soondt iyplunge into a watery grave than
unite myself for life to a man | must hate and assp She continued extremely sick
and ill. They had been two days at sea, when shseale@med by an uncommon noise
over her head; voices very loud, and every thingiirch agitation: soon after she heard
the firing of guns, and Mr. Weimar entered with a&n of distraction. “I am undone,
(cried he) unfortunate girl; you have been my raimd your own, but | will prevent
both.” He instantly drew a large case knife, stabber and then himself. At the same
instant a number of strange men burst into thengabieimar’s friend with them. The
Turks, (for they were taken by a Barbary corsaighly enraged with the bloody scene
before them, were about to dispatch Weimar, whalaghe floor, when Matilda faintly
cried, “Spare him, spare him.” One of them who ust®d French, stopped their
hands: he ordered him to be taken care of, ancdbapped Matilda, who, growing faint
with loss of blood, could with difficulty say, “Mgrm.” The clothes being stript off, it
was found the wound was indeed through her arm¢twheing laid across her breast,
received the blow which he was in to much confudiordirect as he intended. The
humane Turk soon staunched the blood; and havitig Win necessaries for dressing
wounds, he sent on board his own ship for themrtddaested the lady to make herself
easy, no insult should be offered to her persoraridme Weimar was carried on board
the Turkish vessel, and carefully guarded. His wibwas a dangerous one, and the
person who drest it gave but little hopes of Hes lit continued however in a fluctuating
state 'till their arrival at Tunig"

Matilda was out of all danger, but a prey to thestndismal apprehensions of
what might befall her.

On their arrival she was taken on shore to thetddalg house, where a very
amiable woman received her with complacency, thabgly could not understand each
other. Weimar was likewise brought on shore; and éituation growing more
desperate, he requested to know if there was apgshof his recovery, and being
answered in the negative, the poor wretch, aftemynapparent convulsive struggles,
asked if there was any French or German prieshenctty? and being informed there
was none, he requested to see Matilda, in pres®ribe Captain and his friend, but that
friend had been carried to a country house, to wotke gardens; the Captain and lady
however attended him. When he saw her he groansti bitterly, nor could she behold
the man to whom she had owed so many obligatiomirjuvenile days, reduced to a
situation so wretched, without being inexpressdiipcked. He saw her emotions, and
keenly felt how little he deserved them. “Matildage cried) | shall soon be past the
power of persecuting you myself, but when | thinkene and in whose hands | leave
you, | suffer torments worse than death can infliitet not the situation of the lady
grieve you, (said the generous Turk;) though | peran employment | am weary of, |
never injure women; if she has friends, they maypver her.” “O, Matilda! (said the
dying man) | will not deceive you, your death woutd me have been the greatest
comfort; | cannot bear the idea, another shouldsgss you. Swear to me, (added he,
eagerly) that you will become a nun—that you wake the veil.” She was terrified by
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his vehemence; and though she both wished andrsebig, hesitated. The Captain
said, “How dare you, so near death, compel an foméign to her heart; no such vow
shall pass in my hearing, be your affinity to henatvit may.” “No, Mr. Weimar,
(answered she) | will not swear, though it is agent my intention so to do.” “Then |
am dumb (said he;) I will not be the victim to puoe happiness for others.”

It was in vain Matilda and the Captain urged honspeak, he was resolutely
silent. The Turk whispered her to withdraw; sheyaake and in about half an hour was
desired to return. “I am conquered (said Mr. Weilntris man, this generous enemy
has prevailed. Prepare to hear a story will pigxae to the heart. | am your uncle, but
not a German, nor is my name Weimar.” “O, tell f@ied Matilda) have | a father,
have | a mother living?” “Not a father, (answereg Bighing) perhaps a mother you
may have, but | have not heard for many years.” @asped her hands and burst into
tears. “O, tell me—tell me all, for | am preparedhear a tale of horror.” “Horror,
indeed! (repeated he) but | will confess all. Ydather, the Count Berniti—" “My
father a Count! (cried she, in an accent of joys, but do not interrupt me. Your
father was a Neapolitan nobleman, | was his youhgether; he had every good and
amiable quality that could dignify human natureorirmy earliest remembrance, |
hated him; his virtue procured him the love of parents and the esteem of our friends;
| was envious, malicious, crafty and dissipated. padyents saw my early propensity to
wickedness, but entirely taken up with their daylboy, | must say that they neglected
to eradicate those seeds of vice in my nature, lwaircearly and proper attention might
have done; but given up to the care of profligagevants, never received but with
frowns and scorn; my learning, my dress, my compalyeft to myself, and treated in
general as a disgrace to the family: | soon grexddraed in wickedness, and hated my
relations in proportion to their neglect of me. étas would do well to consider this
lesson: unjust, or even deserved partialitiesblyigiestowed on one child, whilst others
are neglected, too generally creates hatred tacthilat, and a carelessness in performing
their duties, which they see are little attendeditttays a foundation for much future
misery in the family; creates every vice which emnd malice can give birth to, and
the darling object is generally the victim. Butéémwill do my brother justice; the only
kindness | ever received was from him, and oftetin waars he has supplicated favours
for me, which were the only ones that ever met vathefusal, all others he could
command. | grew at last so desperate that | forrmedassociation with the most
abandoned youth of the city, and was universalgpded. About this time my father
died, leaving his whole fortune to my brother, etca very trifling pittance, weekly, to
me. This disgrace affected me beyond all boundsatiEnce. My brother sent for me;
with a heart bursting with rage, | went. The momleappeared, he rose and embraced
me, with tears. “My dear brother, (said he) | hawva the power to make your life more
comfortable; evil-minded persons set my father @gfarou, nor could | ever remove the
prejudice: henceforth we are brothers, more tham; @ise this house as your own; give
up your idle acquaintance—I will introduce you ke tgyood and worthy, and those only
shall be my friends that are my brother’s also.tekeption so unexpected for a few
moments warmed my heart to virtue, but the impogssoon wore off; | accepted his
offer, nevertheless, and for some time endeavolr&eep within bounds, and to be as
private in my vices as possible. | found it easgéceive my brother; whilst | preserved
a semblance of goodness before him, no suspiciterezhhis breast. | had so long
accustomed myself to behold him with hatred andyerkiat every proof of his
kindness, which carried with it an obligation, Iluts not support; rendered him more
hateful in my eyes, because | knew it was undeger@®me morning the Count asked
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what | thought of the Count Morlini's daughter? that time esteemed the most
beautiful woman in Naples, and whom | had long bkt with desiring eyes.) | spoke
my opinion freely. “I am glad (returned my brothggur sentiments correspond with
mine; she is good as well as beautiful, and | Hopeshort time will become my wife.”
This was a dagger to my heart: | knew she neveldcba mine, and therefore had
suppressed my wishes, but the idea of her beingnother’s wife threw me into a rage
little short of madness; | hastened from him totwag passion alone. Every plan which
malice could suggest, | thought on, to prevent nieriage, but my plots proved
abortive, and the union took place. The day previtmuthe marriage, my noble brother
presented me with a deed, which secured a handaomety to me for life; assuring
me his house was still my home—his country seas#me, but he chose to make me
independent. From that day | was truly miserabladdéred the Countess, | hated my
brother. She treated me with sweetness and civiltyich increased my passion. In
short, 1 grew so fond of her, that | neglected ny associates, and lived almost at
home for ever. The deluded pair were delighted withreformation, and behaved with
redoubled kindness. Here | must pause (said Mrm@gifor | am much fatigued.”

Matilda, whose eager curiosity could ill supparyanterruption of the narrative,
hastened to give him a cordial, and some dropsdait his spirits.

“Before | proceed any further (said Mr. Weimai} it an instrument should be
drawn and signed by me and proper witnesses, mydhwiat | acknowledge Matilda to
be the only child and heiress to the late CounniB&r estates, which | have unjustly
withheld; let this be done, lest the hand of destbuld cut me off, as | every hour
expect.”

The generous Captain lost no time in procuringitiserument to be drawn and
properly attested. Matilda withdrew mean time tibexd on what she had already heard,
and in trembling expectation of what was to follodpainful thought obtruded itself.
“Ah! had | known, (cried she) some time ago, thgtlirth was noble, happiness might
have been my portion—it is now too late!” She wasrsrecalled to the sick room ; and
every thing being settled as the unhappy repemémimar desired, he lay a short time
composed and them resumed his narrative.

“For some months | lived in the house, a tormeniyself, and concerting
schemes to ruin the happiness of others. The Csmiatvanced in her pregnarfcyny
brother was overjoyed—I affected to be the samerdiwas at this time a young
woman in the city whom | had seduced, and who wasvise with child; | knew |
could bring her to any terms | pleased; | laid ngnpaccordingly: she went to live near
my brother’s country house, and passed for a yowitpw, greatly distressed. We
contrived my sister should hear of her; the coneege was, as we expected, she was
sent for, and told a plausible tale; was relievadd engaged as a nurse for the
Countess’s child. She was brought to bed three sveekore that lady, of a girl. The
Countess was delivered of Matilda. Agatha, for #swshe, Matilda, whom you well
remember, attended her and received the childoAs as the Countess could be moved
with safety, we all went to the house in the counlir was close to the sea, and at the
back a beautiful wood, where my brother frequeatiyused himself by having little
vistas cut® It was in this place | designed to execute theritiaplan | had long
concerted. | had privately procured a disguise citviiay concealed at one part of the
wood. | knew he generally walked in the evening] proceeded accordingly. Taking a
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horse one morning, | pretended to go into the ¢ithd so; and returned about the hour
| supposed my brother in the wood: | fastened ngén@t the entrance of it, changed
my dress, put a mask on my face, and crept on tisvdwe lower part; | distinguished
him through trees—Ilet me hasten from the rememigtant suddenly came upon him,
and by repeated stabs, laid him dead at my feeafilf& uttered a cry of horror. “I do
not wonder at your emotion, (said he) since atritwsnent | tremble at my own crimes!
| rifled his pockets of every thing valuable, tokedt believed he had been dispatched
by robbers. | returned and dug a hole, at a digtartt where my horse was, hid the
clothes, mounted the beast, returned to the pubéd, and came on horseback to the
door; previous to which | had thrown his watch amohey into the sea. | had executed
a few little commissions for my sister, in the ¢ignd appeared before her in good
spirits, with the trifles she had sent for. We wdifor my brother’s return, at the usual
time, to supper; the hour elapsed—she grew alarinadde light of her fears for some
time; at length | joined in her apprehensions, @atling the two men servants,
proposed to search for him. She thankfully accepitedoffer. We went to the wood,
calling on him aloud, and for some time a pursuedrarary path to the one | knew he
laid in; at last we came to the dreadful spot, whee all stood aghast; | made most
moving lamentations. We found he had been robbednaurdered. The poor fellows
took up the body, and we proceeded to the housie. them go the back way, whilst |
prepared my sister. Villain, and hardened as | wagickedness, | trembled at this task,
and the agitations of my mind, on entering her rototd the dreadful tale for me. “O,
heavens! (cried she,) what is become of the Coti#?s dead! he is dead!” (she
repeated) as | was silent to the question. | dretvnoy handkerchief, and turned from
her. She gave two or three heavy groans and félleground.”

Poor Matilda again gave way to the most lively @oms of grief. Weimar
seemed much affected, and was some moments befaukd proceed.

“I will not dwell on a scene so horrid. An expregas sent into the city, search
made for the murderer, but no traces appeared:thad lead to a discovery. My sister
continued very ill for many days, and my brotherswaniversally regretted. My
melancholy was observed by every one, and kindlyced by the Countess, who
desired | would act for her without reserve: thiegé of her confidence gave me great
credit, and not one suspicion, | believe, ever ¢ganon me. It was my first intention to
have destroyed the child, but the deed | had doleel imy mind with such horror, |
could not imbue my hands a second time in bloodas some time unresolved in what
manner to act. The Countess still kept her bed wery languid state. One morning,
going to Agatha’s room, | found her in tears; hdilcc had died that night, in
convulsions; it was in the cradle and the featuresh distorted. A thought darted
instantly into my head, to change the childrenrdposed it to Agatha, and promised
her great rewards; she readily agreed to everygthiproposed; the dresses were
changed in a moment, and the children being oxiyveieks old, had been little seen. |
left the room. Soon after, a servant came to then@ss’s apartment, (where | then
was, to pay my morning respects, a custom | alveégerved) and requested me to step
out on business. “O, Sir! (cried she) we are atlame—the poor nurse is frantic—the
sweet child, the young Countess, is dead! expiretiaur ago, in convulsions, whilst
poor Agatha thought it in a sweet sleep.” | preszhtb be most exceedingly shocked;
exclaimed against the nurse, sent for a physicianwdvhave the body examined, | did
so; | ran to Agatha’s apartment, the other end h&f house, abused her for her
carelessness; she, who was really grieved foras®e df her own child, shed torrents of
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tears. The physician came; he examined the chid;s&id, it was really sudden
convulsions had carried it off and no fault in therse, the disorder being common
among infants. This satisfied every one; noboduliled themselves about Agatha’s
child. 1 sent off to the Count Morlini’s, who hadft us the day before, intending to
return the following one. He came immediately; tagdeed the physician. The Count
made very minute enquiries, and was, or appearéeé twontented with the physician’s
deposition. “Alas! my Lord, (cried I) who shall lade this melancholy accident to the
Countess? | cannot, | dare not do it. Unhappy ldtgxclaimed) how great are your
sorrows! my own share in them is lost, when | cdesiyours.” The Count shook my
hand in a friendly manner, but spoke not.” He wiesin me to his daughter; | retired to
my own apartment. | was now my brother’s heir te tiflle and estates; every thing
promised to give me an undisputed right; and | o by anticipation, the pleasures
which fortune and rank would bestow.” Here Mr.Weirstopt. “I cannot proceed now,

| am fatigued and exhausted.” He was quite faintd, tney were obliged to give him a
respite for the present, and administer cordiaks.prbmised to proceed and finish his
story in the evening. Matilda withdrew, overwhelmeih grief, horror, and a painful

curiosity for the subsequent events which mightehbefallen her unhappy mother.
Some time after she was in her apartment, the @apéane in. “The surgeon (said he)
has just examined Mr. Weimar’'s wound, and makesuahnbetter report of it than in

the morning. This last dressing has abated tharmfiation, and the fever is not so
violent.” “If his repentance is sincere, heavemgitae may recover,” (said she.)

In the evening, at Mr. Weimar’'s request, Matildad ghe Captain went to his
apartment; he appeared much more easy and compéfied.recollecting himself a
little, he went on as follows.

“The Count took upon him to acquaint the Couniggh the loss of the child;
but notwithstanding all his precaution, it had aadtful effect upon her. She was for
some weeks deprived of reason, and when recovtredjisorder turned to a settled
melancholy nothing could remove. Having some refeti at Florence, the Count
proposed taking her there to change the scene. \Wdwhtbeen secured to her by
marriage, was of course hers. From an affectedrgsityg | presented her with the
house and furniture in the city; and under a pr@dncould no longer stay where such
melancholy accidents had taken place, and havinglations living, | disposed of my
estates, and said | would travel to Turky and Egwithout assuming any title. In truth,
| was ever in fear some unforeseen events mighghbmy evil deeds to light: for 'tis the
fate of villainy never to be secure; and the camség@prehension of detection embitters
every hour of their lives who once plunge into guilhad persuaded Agatha, with the
child, to embark on board a French vessel, bounBi¢ppe, and there wait for me;
having engaged the Captain to take care of heygtind secretly wished the waves
might swallow them up; at the same time | had rsoltgion to destroy them. After the
vessel sailed, | set off from Naples, glad to escapm a place | could not behold
without shuddering. Whether any suspicions wereréihed of me, | know not; for |
kept no correspondence there. | travelled into éeaand arrived at Dieppe, where |
found Agatha and the infant. | had a great incloratto settle in Switzerland, and
determined to go through the country, and find hitaion. Leaving the woman at
Dieppe, | went first to Paris, invested great pdrimy property there, in the name of
Weimar; and from thence | went through Germany @witzerland. Between Lausanne
and Lucerne, | heard of a estate to be sold. | aaavliked it; the purchase was soon
made, and every thing quickly settled. | sent fgatha; she came part of the way by
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water, the rest, to Lausanne, by land; there | meet and conducted her to my house.
We now resumed our former intimacy, but she hadhoee children. | endeavoured, by
my care of Matilda, to atone for the crimes | haéib guilty of, in destroying her father,
and robbing her of her fortune—a fortune | wasidfta enjoy, and a rank | dared not
assume, always apprehensive my villainy would becaliered. | kept but little
company. Agatha, who was my housekeeper, and édextery thing, many times |
was tempted to destroy, but fear preserved her At Matilda grew up, | became
passionately fond of her; my love increased withyears, and | determined to possess
her. Agatha had too much cunning not to perceiveimglination; and having long
ceased having any particular attachment to mepbhély fell in with my desires, and
encouraged me to proceed. The conversation yotheasd, Matilda, was such as you
apprehended; she persuaded me to say | was nouyole, and the story | told you in
Paris, was the one we had fabricated to deceivelydid not at first intend marrying; |
had an aversion to that tie, and therefore a differplan was proposed, which,
overhearing, drove you from my house. 'Tis needl@sgell you what ensued on
discovering you had left me: | resolved to find ydyossible, and traced you to Paris.
| thought to have deceived the Marquis; he wasdamoning for me: but | obtained
knowledge of your being in England through the nseaginMademoiselle De Fontelle; a
servant to hers having met the Marchioness anday@alais. | still followed you. You
know the concession | made to the Ambassador, whioéver intended to observe,
having intelligence the Count De Bouville was ydaver. | had every step watched,
and no sooner found you were at a convent thapdimed to Paris, told my own story,
and obtained an order for your delivery. | founttdes at Paris, from my steward,
informing me of the death of Agatha, almost sudglenhis was a most agreeable piece
of news; there was now no one living that couldugecme. Blind, infatuated mortals!
we forget there is an all-seeing eye, that soonéater brings us to justice, when most
we think ourselves secure! | went to Brest, | hieedessel to carry me to Venice,
determined to reside there with you. With the olideny pocket, and a person who had
attended me, more like a confidential friend thaseavant, | came to Boulogne, and
obtained your delivery to me. The rest you knowwdts my intention to have married
you, unless you rejected me—in that case you nakst the consequence. When | saw
the Turkish vessel | gave all up for lost; and whkay boarded us, expecting you
would be sacrificed to their desires, and myselfena slave, | resolved to prevent both:
Providence preserved you—what | have suffered, thied near prospect of death,
determined me to confess all my crimes—crimestihat embittered every hour of my
life, and which have led me into a thousand incgiesices, from fears and terrors, only
created by guilt. Thus it is with the wicked; eaplyinged into vice, they proceed from
one bad action to another; afraid to look backblséo repent, they go on to fill up the
measure of their crimes, 'till their best concersetiemes prove their ruin. Had not the
hand of death overtaken me, this confession newesidvhave been made; yet even at
this moment | adore Matilda. Pardon me, dear unpapp the evils | have caused you;
let me die forgiven by you, and join in supplicagtithat mercy | have so little room to
hope for, but from Divine goodness to the trulyijpsmt.”

Matilda assured him of her forgiveness, and imgdoheaven’s mercy on him.
“But tell me, Sir, (said she) did you never hearnof mother?” “Only once, and by
accident, eight years ago; she was then at Napléls, her family.” “Grant heaven!
(said Matilda) she may be there still; O, what haegs, if | should ever embrace a
mother!” Tears stopt her utterance; her uncle wéecied. “O, Matilda! leave me, |
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cannot bear your tears, they reproach me too deeply | have much to repent of
before | leave you for ever.”

She quitted the room, oppressed with the mostfydagensations: the tragical
end of her father, the melancholy situation of m&ther, the crimes of her uncle, and
her own present distressed and forlorn state, etlh@g gave her unutterable pangs: yet a
gleam of joy darted through the gloom that pervadedfate—she was of noble birth;
no unlawful offspring, no child of poverty: thenesthought of the Count—"Ah! (cried
she) he is now the husband of Mrs. Courtney; impedbability |1 shall never see him
more.” A sigh followed the reflection, which sheoste to place on another score.

She was soon after joined by the Captain. “Thgesum came in as you left the
room, madam; and notwithstanding the sick man’gatign, in telling his story, he says,
he is undoubtedly better, and he begins to entehtapes, if no change happens for the
worse.” “| am glad to hear it, (replied she) maylike to repent.” “Meantime, madam,
(said he) if you wish to write your friends, | wilke care your letters shall be conveyed
by the quickest dispatch possible.”

She accepted his generous offer, and retired fite wine Marchioness and
Countess what had befallen her; but recollectirag she could not wish to be in France
until she had visited Naples, she left her letterBnished, to consult the Captain the
following morning. She retired to rest, but thetations of her mind precluded sleep:
alternate joy and sorrow, hopes and fears, createl different ideas, that she passed
the night without closing her eyes, and arose,raalb of day, resolved to write and
address a letter to her grandfather with her sttfyhe lives, (said she) he will be
overjoyed; if not, if | have no such relation, nead mother alive, some one of the
family will doubtless write and inform me.”

When the Captain came to breakfast, she impagedifferent thoughts to him.
She had no way of paying court to his amiable wbig, by kissing her hand, whilst the
other pressed hers to her bosom, with tender afecher husband having related the
lady’s story to her.

The Captain, after some deliberation, said, “ldtglou once, madam, the
employment | am, or rather was engaged in, by nanssuited me. | was not originally
accustomed to this kind of life; my wife’s fathdways was; he persuaded me to follow
it. | sailed with him three years; we made a goedl| df money. He died six months
ago. This last voyage was the first | ever madearigself. | am disgusted at the service,
and mean to quit it: my wife wishes me to do s& isha good woman; we have enough;
| do not want a plurality of wives—I an content kiher. My mother was an English
woman—I imbibe her sentiments. | have not dispasfechy vessel; | will take you to
Naples, or even to France, if you wish it, undentrad colours, which | can procure.
This will be better than engaging your friends tone here. | have no enemy but the
Russians to fear, and those | can provide agaifiébi are very kind, Sir, (said she ;) |
really am at a loss how to proceed, and will cansdl. Weimar,” (she could not
reconcile herself to call him uncle.) She did seapproved of the Captain’s advice, but
thought she had best write her friends of her gafetl situation, also of her intention to
go to Naples, from whence they might expect to Heardecisive plan; previous to
which the Captain could write to some persons,rovk if any of her relations were
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living. This being agreed upon, as the best methmtte taken, Matilda resigned herself
to patience 'till answers could be obtained, whulnst necessarily take up some time.

We must now return to the Countess and her friemtt® arrived at Vienna
without meeting any accident.

Their first step was to deliver the German Ministdetters to the English
Ambassador; his Excellency having sent dispatcteshis own court of this
extraordinary affair.

The Countess found but little difficulty in beirecknowledged and put in
possession of her rights. Her story engrossed titdigoattention at Vienna, and she
received a thousand visits and congratulations feesry person of distinction. Though
abundantly gratified by their civilities, she wa® tanxious to see her son for her mind
to be at ease. A messenger had been sent to hiergudy the Marquis, with leave
from the Emperor for his return, and preparing hby, degrees, for the agreeable
surprise of finding some near and dear relatiotn®e Youth had been apprised of his
father's death, but not having read the Count'setetwas a stranger to all the
circumstances relative to it. He made no difficldfyobeying the order, and set off for
his father’s seat directly.

One day, when every heart beat high with expextat travelling carriage was
seen driving through the park. “My son, my sonki¢d the Countess, starting up.) The
Marquis ran out to meet him. In a moment a taljate youth, about sixteen, entered
the room, with looks of eager expectation. The Gess flew towards him, threw her
arms round him; attempted to speak, but overpowbyetender emotions, 'till then a
stranger to her breast, she fainted in his arm& yjdung gentleman, alarmed, and
equally agitated, assisted, in silence, to conatd a seat; and whilst the Marchioness
was busy in her endeavours to restore her sistdtissed her hand eagerly, and cried to
the Marquis, “Tell me, Sir, who is this dear lady®’is—(said the other, with a little
pause) she is your mother, Sir.” “Mother! (repealed dropping on his knees) Great
God! have | a mother? My own mother!” “Yes, (replige Marquis) she is indeed you
parent, for very many years believed to be dead.”

Young Frederic was now in a state very little &ethan the Countess: surprise,
joy, the soft emotions that at once assailed hiemdered him speechless and
immoveable*

It was some time before they were both sufficienéicovered to be sensible of
their felicity. The Countess embraced him with $eafrexpressive tenderness; he, on his
knees, kissing her hands with ardour. “My mothey! adear mother!” was all he could
utter for a long time. The Marchioness at lengthasated them. “My dear Frederic,
(said she) you have other duties to pay, besides gresent delightful one—I claim
you as my nephew; this gentleman is my husbandsemprently your uncle.” He flew
and embraced both. “Gracious heaven! (cried he) Wwappiness. A few months ago |
supposed myself without family or friends, dependenthe Count’s bounty; then | was
agreeably surprised with being acknowledged asdms then suddenly separated, and
only ten days since informed of his death—agairaswan orphan, and knew not what
claims | could or ought to make; but now this urentpd tide of joy and happiness—to
find a mother! O, the blessed sound! to find a ragthncle, aunt, all dear and honoured
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relations! Great God, | adore thy bounty, make msedving of thy favours.” He again
threw himself at the feet of the Countess, who &g with rapture on his words, and
now embraced him with the highest delight.

After this tumult of pleasure was a little subsiddie eagerly enquired the
particulars of her story, which the Marquis repdates had been agreed upon, glossing
over the Count’s crimes, as much as possibly cbaldone, to exculpate the Countess.
No mention was made of the Chevalier's death; et youth heard sufficient to
comprehend his mother had been cruelly used, andehtures bore testimony of his
emotions. “Dearest madam, (cried he) how great haes your sufferings! henceforth
it shall be the study of my life to make you forgfeem in your future happiness.”

Lord Delby, who had been rambling in the park, remtered the room. Young
Frederic was introduced to him, and the foregoingne slightly described by the
Marchioness. “I am glad, (said his Lordship) | wast present; for though | adore
sensibility, such a meeting would have been toohriacme.”

Growing more rational together, his relations wedsdighted with the young
officer. “It must be confessed, (said the Marquis Count paid particular attention to
Frederic’s education.” “Yes, my Lord, (answered ffwaith) it would have been my
fault, if 1 had not profited by the instructionsréceived; but | thought my debt of
gratitude so great for such uncommon kindness feostranger, on whom | had no
claims, that | strove to exert my small abilitiagd by diligence and application, evince
my sense of his favours, as the only return in rawer.” “The deception, as far as
related to you, (said the Marchioness) proved gyame; it laid the foundation for
virtue, humility and gratitude, which perhaps happtircumstances and legal claims
might never have called forth. Thus sometimes gmvohgs out of evil.”

The following day, when the happy party was assemhbland projecting
pleasurable schemes, the Marquis received ther,lettbdich the good Mother
Magdalene had found means to send off from Matittiastarted, with an exclamation
of surprise. All were eager to know the contenBrepare yourselves for some regret,
on account of your young friend,” (said he.) “Whiatatilda?” (cried both in a breath.)
“Yes, | am sorry to tell you she is again in heclefs power; he has again claimed her
as his niece.” He then read the letter, and allewexjually grieved at the unfortunate
destiny of this deserving young woman.

Frederic, with the warm enthusiasm of youth, coetl “Is there no clue to trace
them?—1 will myself pursue them.” “Alas! my son,n§vered the Countess) ‘tis
impossible to say where he may have carried hdyubtet us hope, as she found means
to send this letter, she will find an opportunitywrite again; at all events, she has a
protector, to whose care we must trust her, urdilcan obtain further intelligence.”

This letter threw a damp on the general joy.

Her story was repeated to Frederic, whose ardosgragain raised to deliver the
unhappy girl from her prosecutor.

The Marquis, who was that day writing to the Coth@ happy event of their
journey, and meeting with his nephew, could notstebirowing in a postscript. “My
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dear Bouville, (added he,) we are thrown into theatest consternation, by a letter from
Matilda. She is again in the power of that villamweimar; who, contrary to his
engagements, has produced an order from the kimtycarried her off, we know not
where. We wait with patience to hear further.”

This letter from the Marquis found the Count De f@&tle at Bath; where he
vainly sought amusement, to remove the anguishhwhieyed upon his mind, arising
from the impossibility of ever calling Matilda hisde viewed the gay females of
fashion, with birth, beauty, and accomplishmentbdast of, with perfect indifference.
Ah! thought he, where is the modest retiring swestnof Matilda? where those
unaffected charms—those natural graces of her ttepot? Never shall | meet with a
woman that | can admire or love, after knowing tleately girl, whose very virtues
preclude my happiness. He was in one of these iesvavhen the letter from the
Marquis was delivered to him. The happiness offtienids gave him infinite delight;
but how changed were his emotions on reading ttstspipt: his rage exceeded all
bounds; he determined to leave Bath instantly.illl mant the villain through the world
(cried he;) | will find her, if she is on earth,dano power shall ever take her from me
again. O, Matilda! too scrupulous girl, you havedane us both, and ruined my peace
for ever.” He called his servants, and orderednéeessary arrangements for leaving
Bath that night. He went out to call on some frieheé had formed an engagement with,
and to whom he thought more than a card was duessig the parade, he saw, coming
towards him, Madame Le Brune, Mademoiselle De Rntand Mrs. Courtney, who
had arrived from Tunbridge together the precedingneng. Nothing could have
happened more unfortunate than this meeting. Hipée irritated before, at the sight of
the two ladies together, both of whom he consideednemies to Matilda, his passion
increased beyond the bounds of politeness to nesttacongratulate you, ladies, on an
intimacy, minds like yours naturally create. Fouymadam, (turning to Mademoiselle
De Fontelle, who was pale with fear, observinguddence) you were never an object
of my esteem, and long since of my aversion andecopt: your diabolical falsehoods
have deprived me of happiness for ever; but vergearnll one day overtake you—I
promise you it shall, (said he, in a voice that enbdr tremble and unable to go on.) For
you, madam, (turning to Mrs. Courtney) | have stdime respect: you have many good
qualities; but your malice and dislike of an unoffeng and excellent young woman, is
inexcusable, and very evidently pursued, by attagiourself to one you know all your
and her friends despise; malice only is the ceménour intimacy. Take my advice,
madam,—break it off, and entitle yourself to thepect and esteem of those who are
the friends of yourself and Lord Delby.”

He was going to leave them, but Mrs. Courtney,cktrby his manner and
words, still partial to him, cried out, “Stop, myid,—tell me how long you remain in
Bath?” “This night | leave it, (said he) and a daytwo hence | shall quit England.”
“For heaven’s sake! (cried she) let me see youife minutes, and hour hence;—do
not deny me, ‘tis the last favour | will ever aséeing he hesitated, “At No. I, on the
South Parade—I will expect you.”

She hastily followed her companions, who had gladigoved a few paces from
them, and left the Count irresolute, whether haukhoblige her or not: but recollecting
the civilities he had receive at her house and LUdetby’s, he thought gratitude and
honour required his obedience.
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He called on his friends, and at the appointed haitended Mrs. Courtney.
When introduced, she was alone, and very melanchwil rose to receive him with
evident pleasure. “I thank you for this visit, @sahe) which | scarcely dared flatter
myself with receiving, from your abrupt behavioarme this morning.” “You saw, me,
madam, very much ruffled; and the company | sawigownas not calculated to put me
in better humour. You will pardon me, if | behavaly way rudely; but | really have
too much respect for Mrs. Courtney, to whose hasipitand kindness | am under so
many obligations, to see her in company with adlige woman, whose want of
chastity is perhaps her least crime; she is unipleat in every respect, with a base and
malignant heart.” “Good God! Count, (cried Mrs. @oey) | did not know
Mademoiselle De Fontelle was charged with any ofielts than a dislike to Matilda.”
“That of itself, (replied he) would to me be a sti#fnt proof of a bad mind; for only
those who dislike virtue and goodness can be ersetaiber: but independent of that,
Fontelle is a profligate young woman, and by no msea fit companion for a lady of
your respectability, though, being unknown, she imayeceived into company. | hope,
madam, you will deem this an apology for my abroghaviour; and now favour me
with your commands.” “ Commands! (repeated she) daaunt, are you obliged to
leave Bath so very soon ?” “| am, madam; and | wdhkly tell you the cause.” He
repeated the Marquis’s letter. “The amiable Matikd@r was, and ever will be dear to
me; tho’ her superior greatness of mind will notrpié her to accept my hand, | neither
can nor will marry any other woman; nor shall sifi¢,can help it, be subject to the
power of any man on earth.” “But, (said she) withkonowledge even of the road they
travelled, how can you pursue them?” “It matter§ fenswered he) | will not rest till |
do obtain information.” “This is really a Quixotepedition (said she;) travelling the
world through to deliver distressed damsels.” “lyrappear so, (replied he, gravely)
but don’t let me think Mrs. Courtney possessedlfitie feeling, as to be indifferent
about the fate of an amiable girl, who esteemedrasdected her. But have you any
commands for me, madam,—I am really hurried atea&s “Well, Sir, (answered she)
if you are determined to go, | must own | wish tegerve your esteem, at least, and
therefore | promise you | will profit by your adeicand give up the French ladies.”
“You will entitle yourself to respect, madam, bydaing. Every French woman is not a
Marchioness De Melfort, nor, | hope, a Mademoisélke Fontelle; but ‘tis necessary
ladies should discriminate in their acquaintancCEhen rising and kissing her hand,
“Accept, madam, my grateful thanks for the favoyosi have honored me with. If |
ever return to England, | shall again pay my retpexryou, if you will permit me; and,
if I am ever happily settled in France, | shallnthimyself highly honoured by a visit
from Mrs. Courtney, and her worthy uncle, Lord BeliMrs. Courtney’s pride forsook
her at this polite address, she burst into teakdjeu, my dear Count; may happiness
attend you, though you leave me a prey to regrdtsamrow.” He hastened from her
with some emotion. That woman, thought he, has naamgble qualities, but she wants
steadiness and respect for herself: an imbecifityiod makes her resign herself up to
her passions, from the want of resolution or fodé to subdue them; she has naturally
a good and generous heart, but she is easily ldd by others more artful than herself.
He thought however he had done his duty by warhiagagainst Mademoiselle De
Fontelle; and returned to his lodging with satitatto himself.

Every thing being ready, the Count quitted Batlt thght; slept a few hours on
the road, and arrived in town the next day.
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He pursued his route to Dover, and from thence daal@&ne. He went to the
convent, to gain intelligence; the porteress veadily answered his questions, but that
afforded him not the least clue to guide his seaashshe knew nothing of the road
taken. She told him that Matilda had left moneyémvey Louison to Paris, who had
been gone upwards of a fortnight.

Although the Count scarcely supposed Weimar waady her to his own
house, yet he determined to go there. He wroteMbamjuis, and proposed being at
Vienna, should he prove unsuccessful in Switzerland

It would be tedious to follow the Count thro’ hmuyney. He made all possible
enquiries through the different towns, without afitag any information. He arrived at
Mr. Weimar’s; they had not heard from him sinceléi England. Disappointed and
mortified, he went from Switzerland to Vienna, afrdm thence to the villa of
Countess. He was received with transport. The @Gsgneagerly exclaimed, “She is
found, we have a letter—O, such good news!”

The Count had hardly patience to go through themeny of introduction,
before he begged to know the good news!

The Marchioness had two days before received ttter IMatilda had written
from Tunis—she gave it him to read.

Matilda had briefly given an account of her voyaaged arrival at Tunis, the
civilities of the Captain, and dangerous state of Weimar. She mentioned, that she
had reason to suppose she was descended fromefaably, in Naples; that a short
time would relieve her doubts; and, at any rate,wbuld write again, if not join them,
in a very little while.

Lovers, who are ever industrious to torment theweselwould perhaps, like the
Count, have conjured up a thousand fears to distinea minds. “Is this all your good
news? (cried he) alas! | see little to depend upenre; “she has hopes” she belongs to
some noble family,—a scheme of that villain Weintarkeep her easy ‘till he recovers;
besides, what dependence can be placed on a Gofddiif these are all your hopes of
safety, they are small indeed.” “Upon my word, Cpsaid the Marchioness) you are
very cruel, to destroy the pleasing illusion weeetatined of her safety; for my own part,
| see no cause to doubt the kindness of the Captaio, ‘tis plain, must have permitted
her to write; and for the other, he can have nogypwm his circumstances, whether ill
or well.” “ hope, madam, (replied the Count) yamanjectures are founded on truth and
reason,—I shall rejoice to find my fears are grdesst but, be that as it may, | am
determined to go immediately to Tunis.” “You arght, my dear Sir, (cried the young
Count, Frederic;) could | disengage my mind fronpesior duties, | would, with
pleasure, accompany you.” “Ah! the knight errantly youthful folks! (said the
Marquis, smiling) but | assure you, my good friema, are all here equally interested in
the fate of Matilda, and equally desirous of pramgtany plan conducive to her
safety.” “I am sure of it, (answered the Count) #mefefore hope you will not take it ill,
if | leave you to-morrow, for | am resolved to goTunis, if a vessel can be hired.”

They saw it was in vain to oppose his resolutionl were therefore silent.
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He was delighted with the warmth of the young Cpant praised his spirit in
the most lively terms.

He took leave of them the following morning, to gue his plan, with the
earnest good wishes of the whole family.

Meantime every thing succeeded at Tunis, to Mdsldeishes. Mr. Weimar
daily grew better. At first his recovery seemedheata matter of regret to him; but when
she assured him of her entire forgiveness, thanskhier would betray the secret of her
father's death, and that the restitution of heratest would sufficiently prove his
penitence for the intended wrong done to her, ke/gnore reconciled, and by degrees,
her sensible and pious observations wrought sutdiaage in him, that he determined,
when he got well, the Captain giving him his lilyethe would enter into a monastery
for the rest of his days. Matilda encouraged hirthandesign.

The Captain, who was present at many of their c@a®ns, said, one night,
that his dislike to the cruel business he had beegaged in was considerably
strengthened by Matilda’s dissertation on virtuel ace; he was resolved never to
make another voyage; and, though he could nothink the faith of Mahomet the true
faith, yet, for her sake, he would always respdui<tians; because the two best women
he knew, exclusive of his wife, were both Europeams Christians.

Matilda impatiently expected an answer from Napl€éhe Captain at last
received one. The good Count Morlini had been dbage years; the Countess, his
daughter, was alive, though in a languid state e#lth, and was gone with another
family to Nice, to stay two or three months.

This intelligence was delightful to Matilda: shesxanxious to set off as soon as
possible.

Mr. Weimar was now well enough to bear the voyatgemade a deed of gift to
his niece, of all he possessed; having greatly awgxat the original fortune, from a fear
of exciting too much notice and enquiry if he haded otherwise; and told her, his
intention was to enter into the order of poverty, tae proper retribution for his
inordinate desire of wealth, which had induced kencommit such horrid crimes. She
would have persuaded him to have chosen an ordessfseverity; but nothing could
alter his resolution®

The Captain having hastened his preparations,diievds appointed for sailing.

Matilda could not take leave of the Captain’s ar@abife without feeling a
very sincere regret; for, though they did not ustierd each other’s language, yet the
expression of the heart was comprehended by bath,eagaged mutual esteem and
tenderness.

The friend, or rather confidant of Mr. Weimar, &t for from the country, his
liberty given him, and Matilda, at her uncle’s regty promised to pay him the sum
agreed upon in France, for his assistance to teemrpff.

They set sail with a prosperous gale, but with tseaery differently agitated.
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Much about the same time the Count De Bouville taken leave of his friends;
and having hired a vessel at the first sea-porgirbeeeded on his voyage to Tunis, and,
without any accident or interruption, safely ardvhere six days after Matilda had left
it. He was soon on shore, procured an interpratet,hastened to the Captain’s house.
His heart beat fast with hope, fear and expectabah who can describe his emotions
when informed of their departure for Nice. He askedhousand questions—could
scarcely be persuaded but some sinister desigragais practised against her, and it
was with much difficulty he at length grew more arciled and satisfied with the
account he received.

He had nothing now to do but to follow her to Nicmit as water and some
provisions were wanting for the vessel, he wasgellito bridle in his impatience, and
remain there three or four days, which were agdéssicalculation.

Matilda, meantime, safely arrived at Nice. Mr. Waminstantly left the place,
promising to write his niece, under cover to therdlids De Melfort, soon as he was
settled in a monastery. The Captain conducted d&atid a hotel, and they consulted
how to act. It must be confessed her situation sva®ry distressing one; no female
companion, no one to introduce her, she might bepssed an impostor,
notwithstanding the testimony of Mr. Weimar, sigriefore the Captain. In short, they
found themselves at a loss how to proceed. Thediep was to know if the Countess
Berniti was there; of this they were soon informglte was, accompanied by the Count
and Countess Marsilini. After much deliberation tBaptain proposed waiting on the
Count, telling him a lady just arrived from Tunequested the favour of seeing him, to
enquire after some very particular friends andti@ia she had at Naples. This scheme
was adopted and put into execution. The Count waprised at the message, but
curiosity carried him immediately to the hotel, amel was introduced to Matilda. He
was extremely struck with her figure and appearaigtee trembled, and for some
moments was incapable of speaking; but endeavoumangollect fortitude from
necessity, she thus addressed him, “The libergvehaken in requesting the honour of
seeing your Lordship here requires many apolodes,| am in a very singular and
distressing situation. Will your Lordship permit ni@ ask you how long you have
known the Countess Berniti?” The Count startechatquestion. “Almost from a child,
madam; we were brought up in an intimacy from owouth.” “You knew her
unfortunate husband then, and his brother, (sal ahd possibly may recollect it was
supposed the infant daughter of the Countess diedonvulsions?” “Supposed!
(repeated he) good God! what can you mean, maddnw?tecall to your mind, Sir,
those circumstances, on the developing of whichfutyre happiness depends. | see
your surprise, my Lord, and to elucidate my meaningust entreat the favour of you
to peruse these papers, the confession of a dyarg once brother to the late Count
Berniti.” The Count took the papers with the masger curiosity.

Matilda, affected with hopes, doubts and fears)dowt suppress her tears: on
this important moment her fate seemed suspended.

The Count made two or three exclamations, but wieename to the murder of

his friend, he smote his breast, “Unparalleled wtikess and ingratitude!” (cried he.)
Hastily proceeding in the narrative, he no soomene to the exchange of the children,
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than throwing his eyes on Matilda, “My heart, amaly striking resemblance to the
charming Countess, tell me, you are her child.”

“1 am! | am! (replied Matilda, weeping, and striycagitated) if she will
vouchsafe to own me!” He folded her to his bosof@wh you! O, what transport to
recover such a daughter! Compose yourself, my geang lady; | am little less
affected than you are,—but let me finish this iesting confession of a miserable
wretch. He went through the whole without any fartmterruption.

At the conclusion, the Captain related the eveniuais, and the result of their
enquiries at Naples, which had brought them to Nice

“ Doubt not, my dear lady, but all your trouble aver: behold the hand of
Providence in every event; had not your wretchedeutaken you from France; had you
not fallen into the power, perhaps of the only mdro would have treated his captives
with honor and compassion, unknown in general wpfeeof his profession,—forgive
me, Sir, the observation; (the Captain bowed) ladhe dread of death and everlasting
punishments terrified the guilty wretch; had ndt thlese singular events happened,
through Divine permission, you might, to this hobave been ignorant of your birth,
and my amiable friend deprived of the joy and tpamsthat await her in your arms. The
Count again warmly embraced her. He paid a thougmite compliments to the
Captain; and though he regretted leaving them, &g anxious to consult his lady in
what manner to convey this delightful intelligertoghe Countess.

When he returned to his lady she saw he was gragitgted, and knowing the
message he had received, was very curious to heaesult of his visit. She fortunately
happened to be alone; he therefore related theengtoty, read the papers, and spoke in
raptures of Matilda’'s person, and engaging mannéisthing could equal the
astonishment of the Lady Marsillini. She anticightle joy of her friend, yet was at a
loss how to inform her of an event so entirely ypeoted. They knew it must recall to
her mind the horrid circumstances of her husbanasder, which neither time nor
reason had ever reconciled her to support withfartitude. “Yet, (said the Count) to
recover such a child; to have a hold, a connexiolife so desirable and so unlooked
for, must surely greatly overbalance the afflictioha painful remembrance, at least
weakened, though not subdued.

They went to the apartment of the Countess. Sheatvasr toilet. Her woman
being dismissed, “Well Count, (asked she) havesgrn the lady from Tunis,—is she a
Turkish woman?” “No, madam, she was brought up ern@&any; she is a charming
young creature, and you may be proud of the congpiinfadded he, smiling) when |
assure you she very strongly resembles your ladystWou are very polite, my good
friend, (answered she, in the same tone) but | ertmeér young nor handsome, and you
say this lady is both;—but, pray, is she acquaintéd any of our friends?” “ Yes, but
by name only; she has no personal knowledge ofcgy in Naples; she was very
particular in her enquiries after you.” “Of me! iahe Countess, surprised;) how could
she know any thing of me?” “You remember the Chievdl——, who went abroad so
many years since?” “Ah! (said she, with a sigh)ol iddeed remember him; is he
alive,—does this lady belong to him?” “He is notirig, (answered the Count, for
Matilda permitted him to suppose he was dead, witlasserting it;) this young lady
was in some degree related to ffirbut | think more nearly so to your ladyship.”
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“Heavens! my dear Count, you surprise me! | know ofoany female relation | can
possibly have.” “She is certainly a near relatibaywever, (replied the Count) and you
must prepare yourself for a most agreeable surpseam convinced you will love her
dearly.” “Indeed, my good Count, (exclaimed the ftegs) you have given me violent
emotions; my heart palpitates, and my whole framebles; for God’s sake, do not
keep me in suspense—who can this lady be?” “Bef@enswer you, my dear friend,
(said the Count’s Lady) let me persuade you to take a few drops, in water, the
agreeable flutter of your spirits will require théAll this preparation terrifies me; |
will take any thing, but pray be explicit at oncéThen, my dear lady, bear the joyful
recital, | am about to give you with resolution.”

He took up the story, at a French vessel, captimgdhe Corsair, and a
gentleman on board, attempting to destroy himgedfalady, described the subsequent
events, and then began the narrative. When in ddseas to Matilda, he said, “The
Count Berniti was your father,” the Countess sthftem her chair, “Gracious God!
What do | hear; but no,—I can have no interest.inShe was silent. He proceeded,
whilst she hung her head, drowned in tears at thetion of her husband, whose death
he slightly passed over, ‘till he came to the amstances of the children. She gave a
shriek, and throwing her arms around her friendl tHis is true, great God! if this is
true, | may yet have a child. “ O! say, (cried doeking wildly at him) tell me at once,
have | a child?” “You have, (said the Count, apphoag her) you have a daughter, my
dear Countess, whom heaven has preserved to hkessrhainder of your days.” “'Tis
too much, too much, (said she, putting her hanketobosom, and instantly fainted in
the arms of her friend.) Having drops and watehatd, she was soon recovered; and
after a few sighs, that removed the oppression tnemheart, she said, “Tell me, if it is
the illusion of my senses only, or if indeed | havehild ?” “No, my dear lady, you are
not deceived—we have told you truth.” “Then, wheéseshe? (cried the Countess,
eagerly) let me see her—I die with impatience!” €Beer your spirits (answered the
Count;) collect your fortitude, and | will immedsy fetch her to your arms.” “O,
hasten! hasten! (cried she, dissolving in teardchvkhey were glad to see.) And the
Count, with joy, flew to the hotel, where poor Md& waited in all the agonies of
suspense. “The discovery is made, my dear young kxlir mother is impatient to
receive and bless you.”

This intelligence, though so anxiously wished fgave her inexpressible
agitations; she got up and sat down, two or threes, without speaking, or being able
to mové’; and at length, with trembling knees, was convei@dhe carriage, the
Captain, at the request of the Count, accompanyiam. When arrived at the house,
and conducted to a room, she had a glass of wimaige her spirits, whilst the Count
announced her arrival. In a few minutes he retuyraed took her hand. The Captain
wished not to be present at the first interviewth\a tremor through her whole frame
she gave her hand; the door opened; she saw a dadipe top of the room, who
appeared to be in tears. Matilda saw no more, pheng from the Count, threw herself
on her knees before her, and without uttering ooedwsunk into insensibility. The
friends hastened to her relief. The Countess sgidstgazing wildly on her, without
moving. When Matilda’s senses were a little restosbe looked up, she exclaimed,
“My mother! O, have | a mother?” That word recaltbd Countess to sense and feeling
; she clasped her in her arms, “Blessed! blesseddé@she cried) my child, my dearest
daughter! heaven be thanked.” She dropped on hesrskand lifted her hands and eyes
to heaven, then again embraced her child, whodeasaf tender emotions were too
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powerful to admit of speech, nor is it possiblaéscribe the tumultuous joy of both for
many minutes. The unhappy widow, the childlessmtaead to every hope of comfort,
to embrace a child, adorned with every grace, & fieose delightful sensations to
which her breast had been a stranger, and whicherebnly can conceive,—a blessing
SO great, so unexpected, no language can destvibat then must be the feelings of
Matilda, after suffering such a variety of sorrowesfind herself in the arms of a parent?
O, sweet and undefinable emotions, when reciptoeleen a mother and a child! who
can speak the rapture of each tender bosom, whientphand filial love unite!

After the first transports were a little abatede haptain was introduced. The
Countess welcomed him as the preserver of her.cHiégdwas struck with the perfect
resemblance between the mother and daughter, atrénmty gratified by the
affectionate attention of every one present.

In the evening Matilda promised to relate the pattirs of her whole story, and
the following day to write to her friends.

The Count now pursued his voyage to Nice, stillldfu of Matilda’s safety,
and the sincerity of Mr. Weimar’s repentance.

The wind was not favourable to his impatience, e passage was a tedious
one; at last, however, he was landed at Nice, aftel, many enquiries, learnt there was
a Turkish vessel on the point of sailing. He flemtlie ship; the Captain was on board;
without reserve the Count acquainted him with hisrel, and search after Matilda.
“Indeed, Sir, (said the Captain) | pity you; ‘tiequliarly unfortunate, that they have
quitted Nice three days, on their way to Vienna.”

The poor Count was struck dumb with vexation andapgipointment; the
Captain, however, related to him the whole story,h& recollected, in Matilda’s
narrative, he was mentioned as a particular friewthen, (added he) the Countess was
acquainted with the extent of her daughter’s oliliges to the ladies in Germany, she
instantly proposed going to Vienna, which beingrespondent to Matilda’'s wishes,
their friends consented to accompany them, andhdippy party sat off three days ago.
Me, (said the Captain) they have rewarded with unded generosity much beyond my
wishes or deserts; | shall now return, to livehna bosom of my family, and give up the
sea for ever.”

The Count applauded his resolution; and takinghg fiom his finger, of value,
“Wear this, my dear Sir, as a testimony of my estder the friend of Matilda, and
remember, that in the Count de Bouville you willeevind one, upon any future
occasion.”

The Captain could not refuse so polite a complimémiugh he was already
amply gratified for the services he had done.

Thus we see a just and generous action scarcelyfaNg of being properly
recompensed.

The Count had now nothing to do but follow his mass. He remembered Mrs.
Courtney telling him he was going on a Quixote ekpen. What would she say now,
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thought he, how exult at my disappointed knigh&etry? Then, when he thought of the
discovery of Matilda’s birth, “Ah! (said he) shoulcho longer be dear to her, of what
use is my pursuit? she will now be introduced t® gneat world, and my pretensions
may be distanced by a thousand pretenders of maet mnd superior fortune!
Nevertheless, | will not give her up until from kelf | receive my doom.” Accordingly
the following morning, a little recovered from ligigue, he set off for Vienna.

Meantime the Countess, her daughter, the CouniCanohtess Marfallini, with
their attendants, were safely arrived at Viennamfrwhence Matilda wrote to her
beloved friends, and earnestly requested the favbseeing them.

‘Tis impossible to describe the transports which Ieger occasioned. They lost
no time in setting off, and that very same evertimigr names were announced, Lord
Delby and the young Count restraining their impatee'till the following day.

The mutual joy, congratulations and expressionsbiifjation which took place
on their meeting may be easier conceived than ibestr The Countess Berniti was
never weary of pouring forth her acknowledgemeathé friends and preservers of her
child, whilst they, on the other hand, could nolphadmiring the wonderful chain of
events which had gradually led the way to suchpphaliscovery, both for her and the
Countess of Wolfenbach.

“To-morrow, (said the Marquis) we shall beg leawentroduce our friend Lord
Delby, and the young Count, my sister’s son. | sgou, (said he, addressing Matilda)
when we first heard of your being forced from tleaent, our young Frederic, though
only sixteen years old, had the gallantry to offenself as your champion, to pursue
and deliver you.” “Can | wonder at his generosityl daeroism, my dear Sir, (answered
she) born of such a mother, and possessing dositles/irtues of his family? No; | am
already prepossessed in his favor; | know he masgmble my charming Countess.”

She forebore speaking of Lord Delby, that she migittbe obliged to ask for
the Countess, his sister, as she concluded theagamust have taken place long ago.

They spent a most delightful evening together, eangaged to accompany the
Countess of Wolfenbach to her seat, in three daysa the present, that lady next day
sending orders to prepare for the reception ohbbie guests.

Matilda longed to see young Frederic, and her igdédsm were all confirmed
when she beheld him: his elegant form and polistrethners, in some measure,
reconciled her to his late father, for having ddms son so much justice in his
education. Every one was charmed with him; and @etby was received with all the
respect due to his rank and merit.

As both the Countess Berniti and her daughter \sieat respecting the Count,
the others were equally cautious not to name test,they might say more than Matilda
chose to have known; and there being no opporasitr private conversation, the
Marchioness earnestly wished to be in the courtttgt they might enjoy a few
uninterrupted tete-a-tetes.

At the appointed time they all quitted Vienna, amndved at the Countess’s villa.
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They were just seated at the dinner table wherCinent De Bouville’s name
was announced. The Marchioness gave a cry of [@yknhife and fork dropped from
Matilda’s hand, and it was with difficulty she keptr seat when he entered the room.
The Marquis introduced him to the strangers agphrsicular friend: as they had never
heard his named mentioned, they received him wit@ politeness due to that
recommendation only: but when he advanced to Matdtle changed colour, and
trembled so violently as to attract her mother'sebation, although she was too
attentive just then to speak, for the Count’s &igites were visibly greater than hers; he
bowed upon her hand and said a few words, butwesg not intelligible. The Marquis
hurried him through the rest of the company, arhthlaced him between Lord Delby
and himself, saying, “Now, if you please, let usédaur dinner; | put a negative to all
compliments and questions for this hour to comes—tain we are all very glad to see
each other.”

In consequence of this seasonable order the catimrsbecame general, and
the Count and Matilda had time to recover themsel&he wondered indeed no one
asked for his lady, nor that she appeared to ltkeoparty. He cannot help being a little
confused, thought she, and did not expect to fiedhere, | suppose: well, | must try to
exert my fortitude, and, amidst so many blessingsight not to repine that one is
withheld from my possession. Occupied by theseectfins, she ate very little, nor
attended to the conversation.

The Countess, her mother, who had been an attevttserver both of the Count
and her daughter, said, “My love, Matilda, you eathing.” She almost started, but
replied, “I beg your pardon, madam, | am doing eéxiely well.”

Bouville, who had been at no loss to discover Matg mother, as well from the
likeness as the tender looks of the latter, nowl gzt lady particular attention.

When the dinner and servants were removed, the hlvaress complained of a
trifling head-ach, and said she would go for a femutes into the air. “Will you step
out with me, Matilda?” “With pleasure, my dear magdanswered she, rising quickly
from her chair, and gad to escape.)

The two friends walked to the garden. “My dear Wiz (cried the
Marchioness) | could rein in my impatience no landevas eager to congratulate you
on the arrival of the Count, and on your happingsbaving now all your friends about
you.” “You are ever good and kind to me, my deadam. | have indeed met with so
many great and undeserved blessings, that my beanids in gratitude to heaven for its
goodness towards one who, a short time since, tiidwagself the most unhappy of her
sex.” “You will remember, my dear, (said the Mawniness) it was my constant lesson to
you, never to despair. Providence has now brought qut of all your troubles; a
reliance on its justice and mercy, and an humbéegaateful heart for the blessings you
enjoy, will henceforth make your happiness permanBat, my dear Matilda, | can
perceive your confidence in your charming mothes hat been quite unreserved; |
plainly see she is a stranger even to the nameeoCbunt De Bouville; how comes that
to the case?” “As all possibility of any connexioetween the Count and myself was at
an end, | conceived there would be an indelicaap@mtioning his former offers to my
mother; yet perhaps | was wrong, and ought to ltree justice to the sentiments he
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then honoured me with, as they proved his gengrasiti nobleness of mind. If | have
been wrong, (said she, with a sigh) ‘tis not tde k& repair the fault, though it can be of
no consequence to him now.” “Your words astonish (oeed the Marchioness;) what
has the Count De Bouville done to have forfeitediryesteem?” “Nothing, madam,
(replied she, confused;) he has done nothing teefeshis merit or virtues in my
estimation.” “I think indeed, (resumed her frien@u must be strangely altered. If it
should be so, for | thought you always an enthtisragratitude, and surely the man
who made you an unreserved offer of his hand, hadgh rejected, still preserved his
affection through many temptations—who has travkriseds and seas in search of
you.” “Of me, madam! (exclaimed Matilda, surprisegardon my interruption, but did
you say the Count had been in search of me?” “Destbt did, (replied her friend;) can
that surprise you; could you suppose we did nairmfhim, you were in the power of
Weimar? or that he knowing it, would not range tigio the world to find you? | am
sorry you do him so little justice, Matilda, forrtanly he is entitled to your warmest
gratitude, if your heart no longer speaks in higota.” Astonishment overpowered the
sense of Matilda for a moment. “He is not then imedrto Mrs. Courtney?” (said she,
faintly,) “To Mrs. Courtney! good God! no; how caryeu to entertain such a ridiculous
idea?”

Joy, transport and unexpected relief from the paitiioughts she long had
entertained were now too powerful for her feelinggh difficulty she tottered to a seat,
and leaning her head on her friend’s shoulder, thim® a flood of tears, which
preserved her from fainting.

“My dear Matilda, (cried the Marchioness) | nowarly comprehend the whole;
but, at the same time that | give you joy of yoaubits being removed, | could beat you
for presuming to wrong my amiable friend by enteitay them; see that you excuse
yourself well, or depend upon my displeasure.”

Matilda, after taking some time to recover herispimentioned the anonymous
letter; also, nearly as she could recollect, theemts of Mrs. Courtney’s, written to her
whilst she was in the convent; she repeated heavansAfter which (added Matilda)
your journey taking place, when you kindly senireite me of your party, the Count
was not mentioned; | therefore naturally concludedvas married, and remained with
his lady, and that, from considerate motives yodided giving me the information.”
“How industrious some spirits are to torment thelwes® (exclaimed the Marchioness)
yet | own you had some little cause for your cosidn; but | am most inconceivably
surprised Mrs. Courtney should have taken suck@ #tat she was very partial to him,
| believe, and might wish for a return from him, atso very probable, but | am
convinced the Count never did make, nor ever thougthmaking the smallest
pretensions to her favour, any more than commonepelss required; and so, my little
credulous, jealous friend, | desire you will retwonthe company, make the Count one
of your best courtesies, and pay him the highésht&bn, otherwise | will certainly put
him out of the pain that now oppresses him, bynglthe whole story.”

Matilda, who felt her heart uncommonly light, rdggdromised to behave very

well, and requested the Marchioness would takepgorunity to acquaint her mother
with the Count’s generosity and affection for her.
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This being agreed on, the ladies returned to thesede with so much
satisfaction in their countenances as excited tife@t@on of their friends.

“l do not ask after the head-ach, (said the Margsnsiling) a tete-a-tete seems
to have driven it away.” “You are right, (answerb® lady, in the same tone;) it
sometimes cures both the head and the heart; Inog,cgive us some fruit, it must be
confessed you have done pretty well in our absence.

The Countess Berniti was delighted to see her daugtok cheerful; and as the
Count De Bouville had engaged her in conversafitaitjlda joined in it now and then
with great complaisance towards him, which elevdtedspirits to the highest pitch;
and every thing relative to her being full in hisnoh he observed what an uncommon
generous Turk the Captain of the corsair was.

“Why, do you know him, my Lord?” (asked the Cols#¢
He was struck mute; Matilda hung her head, evigerghfused.

“ Ah! Count, Count, (said the Marquis) when men gasy, whether with wine
or joy, out pops all their secrets; but | see yoei @umb—I will answer for you. Yes,
madam, (added he, addressing the Countess) | beéhevCount does know the Captain,
for he has been taken a prisoner too.” “Indeede¢cshe) what, at the same time my
daughter was?” “l will not take upon me to say, s{@aered he, smiling archly at
Matilda) that it was exactly at the same time, lchtlieve it was pretty nearly so.”

The Marchioness and her sister could not help lsggat this equivoque, which
added to the confusion of Matilda.

“Come, come, (cried the Countess, her friend) radngur pleasantry, my Lord;
the Count shall tell his own story to the ladiestaer time, and | will assist him where
he fails to do himself justice.”

The Count bowed; “You are very good to me, madaamlonly afraid | shall
have occasion for troubling you and the Marchiortegsrove your partiality for me, at
the expence of your judgment.” “Very well, Courgaid the Marquis) | am thrown out,
| see. Faith, you are in the right; a young handsétow seldom fails of engaging the
ladies, whilst no such dust is thrown in our eyesblind our judgment, or obtain a
partial testimony.” “Be quiet, Marquis, (said hister;) you are really malicious.”

The company arose soon after, and going into thidega divided into little
parties. The Marchioness and the two Counté&semnt towards an alcove; the lady of
the house, with Matilda, the Count, Lord Delby dfederic took another path; the
Marquis and Count Marcellini strolled into a diiéet one.

Matilda now took an opportunity to atone for theission she had been guilty
of, by asking Lord Delby after Mrs. Courtney and Bbn. Meantime the Marchioness
explained to the Countess the sentiments of thenCBa Bouville; his early affection
for Matilda, his repeated offers of marriage, an table refusal openly, grounded on
the uncertainty of her birth, since she did notydapreferable esteem for him. She also
repeated his long and tedious searches after Befaraas she knew of them, and
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concluded with observing, his rank and fortuneyated as both were, fell far short of
his merit and amiable disposition. When she hagHhed, “I own to you, madam, (said
the Countess) your relation has broken in upon awpdrite plan. | hoped to have
carried my daughter to Naples, and to have seemheried and settled there for life.
Ah! (said she) to what purpose did | find her, & &re to be separated again?” “But
where is the necessity for a separation? (saidQbentess Marcillini) cannot you
alternately visit each other every year?” “No, (&g she;) when she marries there will
be many things to prevent it. Indeed, (added shdears) good and amiable as the
Count is, | wish Matilda had never known him.” “Bidgy, madam, (answered the
Marchioness, very gravely) she might then neverehssen the convent, never have
been carried off, and you still ignorant you hadrsa daughter living, whose generous
self-denial deserves some praise, as the Courstisteliested and uncommon passion is
entitled to some consideration: but | beg your $uly's pardon; | have only done my
duty making this communication; the Lady, Matildall doubtless conform herself to
your wishes.”

The Countess, struck with her words and mannepeélang them, caught her
hand, and kissing it, “Pardon me, dearest madaag &he) if | have appeared petulant
and ungrateful, my heart is not so, but considev hatural it is for a mother, just in
possession of a treasure so long and painfullyetesgt as entirely lost, to be jealous of a
superior attachment, and unhappy at the idea dfngafrom an object so entwined
about her heart.” “It is natural, my dear madamsy{eered the Marchioness) and if | did
not hope some method might be found out to obvlaeobjection, | believe the Count
would have little chance of succeeding with——" toand my Matilda, (said the
Countess, eagerly.) That “Lady Matilda” struck rethie heart.” “She is indeed mine,
(replied the Marchioness) my adopted child; andthadvant of fortune only prevented
her union with the Count, we offered largely to oem it ; but her objections proceeded
from an elevation of soul, a greatness of mind{ #auld not disgrace the man she
married, whilst the Count thought she would digrafyy rank, and honour any man to
whom she gave her hand.” “Amiable, good young pelo(daid the Lady Marcellini.)
O! my dear Countess, they ought not to be sepatdtddr shall they, (answered she)
if | find their affection is still mutual: | will ave a private conversation with Matilda to-
morrow, and you, madam, shall immediately knowrtdsalt.”

They now walked towards the house, and were saoeddy the rest of their
party.

Notwithstanding every one wished to appear pleashggevening was not a gay
one. The Countess Berniti seemed collected witlensdif: Matilda was confused and
apprehensive; the Count De Bouville distracted wliblubts, drew unfavourable omens
from the looks of the mother and daughter, andefoee was very silent. They
separated at an early hour, and sought in sleematfulness of care.

The following morning, the Countess and Matildanigealone in their dressing
room, the former said, “How comes it, my dear childht, in relating your story to me,
you never mentioned the particular obligations gawed to the Count De Bouville, for
his generous offers?” “Because, madam, (answeretllddlablushing) | thought it
would appear to give myself a consequence | diduisit to arrogate, for merely doing
my duty in declining them. Another reason was,d baen misled into a belief, that the
Count had married an English lady, a sister of Ldetby’s; and therefore supposing he
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never could be any thing to me, | judged it of mmsequence, for the present, at least,
to say any thing about him.” “You have answerechva@andour and sincerity (said the
Countess) and | expect the same to the followingstion: do you love the Count De
Bouville?” “If, madam, (replied she, hesitatingitile¢) to prefer him to any other man |
ever saw ; if to confess that | think him deservirighe highest esteem from every one
he honours with his acquaintance; if this is toca#led love, | must answer in the
affirmative.” “You are not quite so ready and egijtlin this answer, (said the Countess,
with a smile) nevertheless | believe your sentirmanthis favour are pretty decisive;
and if my conjectures are right, what part am htd, and how be expected to give a
sanction to your union, which, in all probabilityill part us for ever?” “Never, my dear
mother, (answered she, in a firm tone) never; nego@n earth shall part us again: how
great soever my affection for the Count may beassured my duty, my love for you
will greatly over-balance it; and if the alternaiwmust be to part with one, behold me
ready to give him up, without the least degree esitation.” “Now, my dear Matilda,
(said the Countess, extremely moved by the firmoéser voice, and the expression in
her eyes) now you have found the way to subduetno@ce: you shall make no such
sacrifices for me, my child; and | will think of s® method to reconcile your duty and
inclination to my wishes.” Matilda kissed her mateéhand with the warmest affection,
and some of their friends coming into the room juded further conversation. She
went in search of the Marchioness. She was toldlddy was in the garden, and thither
she repaired, when, coming to an alcove, she savedaed in earnest conversation
with the Count De Bouville. She would have turnegdhy but the Count ran, caught her
hand, and led her to the Marchioness. “I am refbitte see you, (said she) my dear
child; do, pray, take this troublesome young mdmuof hands, for | declare he has been
making down right love to me.” “Who, 1?” (said ti@ount.) “Yes, (answered she) you
know you have—as a proxy; and, as | am quite toedeing only a substitute, | leave
Matilda to supply my place for the present.” She gp and walked away, Matilda
being too much confused to have the resolutionéggnt her.

The Count seized this moment to know his doom. ekobght her attention for
a few moments; briefly ran over the affair betwéérs. Courtney and him, as a mere
bagatelle, without wounding the lady’s consequendis. distress and pursuit of her
through France, Switzerland, Germany, from thermelunis and back again. He
described the fervency of his love and the tortuwfesuspence; called upon her in the
tenderest manner, to remember the time when shesdndd “If her rank and fortune
equalled his, she would, with pleasure, give himhand.” “And now, madam, (added
he) that hour so much wished for by you, thoughlittle consequence, in my
estimation, when thrown into the scale with unelggaimerit and dignity of mind; that
hour is arrived, deign, my beloved Matilda, to tek, if | still can boast a share in your
esteem; tell me, if | may presume to hope, thatydwer changed your situation, your
heart, faithful to your other friends, has not wltéwwn itself from him who lives only
for you, and depends on you for happiness or miseextreme?”

Matilda endeavoured to assume a composure she ddideanl, for after the
conversation with her mother she thought she wasatnderty to act for herself. Being
silent a few moments she replied, “Believe me, @iy,heart is still unchanged, still the
same grateful and affectionate sentiments preddmimma my mind: the Count De
Bouville possesses my esteem, if possible, more ¢lar, for my obligations to him are
increased; but—I have a mother; no longer mistissy own destiny, she must
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determine for me. | will not scruple to confessttt will be to me the happiest moment
in my life, if my duty and affection to her coineiavith your wishes.”

The Count, transported with joy, kissed her han@xpressive silence, whilst
Matilda rose from her seat and hurried to the houseiced that this interview was
over. She returned to her mother's apartment. Tdoie$ were with her. The
Marchioness smiled a little maliciously at her, bbserving she looked rather agitated,
she asked, “What is become of the gentlemen thisimg? have you seen the Marquis
and his friends, my love?” “No, madam, (replied)sh&uppose they are rambling in the
grounds.”

Just then the Marquis entered. “Ah! ladies, (sa@&l ham happy to see you
together: | have undertaken to bring a cause bsfoue tribunal to-day, against one of
your coterie, and | expect an impartial judgmenthdtVsay you, ladies, dare you
promise to be just and sincere?” “Your impertingoestion is so affronting to us,
(replied the Countess) that | think we ought to lidec hearing your cause.”
“Conscience, conscience, my dear sister, (criedsimeling) nevertheless, | will open
my brief. A gentleman of rank, fortune and unquesible merit (here Matilda
trembled) has, for some time, entertained the warmaffection and respect for an
amiable woman. When first he knew and admired Mer was in a situation that
precluded hope, he was therefore condemned tasilémat situation is changed; he has
no obstacles to combat but the lady’'s over-straidelicacy: she owns a preferable
esteem, but—she cannot approve of a second marridgee all eyes were glanced at
the Countess, who was confused. Matilda begansiree “Tell me, ladies, (resumed
the Marquis, ingenuously) should so futile an ofipec preclude her from making a
worthy man happy, gratifying her own patrtiality lws favour, and giving a dear and
valuable additional relation to her friends? Yoe $gut the case simply and plainly.
Will you, madam, (addressing the Countess Berhdle the goodness to speak first?”
“l am not an advocate, Sir, (she answered) forrs@coarriages; on the contrary, | think
there are but very few cases that can justify tHeammwoman is left with a family she is
anxious to provide for, and has an eligible offegt will enable her to do so, duty to
them should make her accept it; gratitude to threegmis man, should render her a good
and affectionate wife. If a woman has had a bad#ng, who has used her ill, and
unworthy of her merit, | conceive she owes no resfiehis memory, but may, without
any imputation whatever, reward the affection afeserving object, and find her own
happiness in so doing.” The Countess Marcellinid,sdMy sentiments exactly
correspond with my amiable friend’s.” “And minesal (cried the Marchioness) only |
must be permitted to add, that if a woman so stliateclines the offer, from over-
delicacy, which is no delicacy at all, and by sindarenders a worthy man wretched,
and refines away her own happiness at the same ltittmi@k her quite inexcusable, and
deserving reproach from her friends.” “Thank youw lave, (said the Marquis;) and
now, sister, your opinion, if you please.”

“Mine, (answered she, in some confusion) you arestnanger to, otherwise
whence this appeal? but to convince you | am nedhstinate nor perverse, but open to
conviction and the advice of my best friends, lIfvéinkly subscribe to the opinion and
judgment of these ladies.” “Now, (said the Marquiey have redeemed my love and
esteem. | will not apply to our sweet Matilda hesag is unqualified, at present, to
judge; and | fear her trial is not far off from aocusation something similar, though not
on account of a second marriage; however | shaW mejoice my client with
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intelligence, that he has gained his cause.” Hedaowith a smiling air, and left the
room.

“My dear sister, (said the Marchioness) accept mrygcatulations: Lord Delby
is a most worthy nobleman, and offers to residewhmatever country you please;
wherever you are will be his home.”

The ladies all congratulated the Countess.

“1 own, (said she) | have a very preferable regard_ord Delby, and am, in all
probability, indebted to him for my life and presé@appiness: it shall henceforth be my
study to return those obligations.”

This matter being settled, the ladies retired &sdy and, after a little hesitation
in her voice, Matilda informed her mother of theeqgeding conversation, between
herself and the Count. “I have referred him to ymadam, and | beg previously to
observe, | will implicitly, and without a murmurbiale by your decision. | never will be
separated from you; and if my union with the Coomist be attended with so great a
sacrifice, no consideration whatever shall induestonmarry him. | have already shewn
| can resign him, when | think it my duty to do”st¥ou are an extraordinary good girl,
(answered the Countess) but | will make no promigd®n | have heard the Count, |
shall be the better able to determine what | otgkip.”

This day a cheerfulness pervaded through the wpalty. Young Frederic,
extremely attached to Lord Delby, was delightedhwihe prospect of a nearer
connexion. He was charmed with the Count De Boeniut his young heart felt a little
degree of envy when he considered him as the fadolaver of Matilda, whom he
admired so exceedingly, that his extreme youth @mgvented him from being a
formidable rival.

In the evening, when they took their usual walle, @ount requested the honour
of a quarter of an hour’s conversation with the @eas Berniti, and they retired to an
alcove.

Matilda, who was leaning on the Lady Marcellinigma trembled so
exceedingly, that she pressed her hand, and skihr‘nothing, my good girl, and hope
every thing.” This a little re-assured her, andytparsued their walk.

The Marquis suddenly joined them, and observingdoenpanion engaged in
chat, drew her gently aside, “There is a letteryion, under my cover, and | suspect,
from Weimar.” They walked aside, and Matilda, Hgstpening it, found it was really
from him. He had entered among the CarthusianBags. He pathetically laments all
his past crimes, and acknowledges the justice aetymof God: calls upon her to
forgive and pray for him; cautions her againstahlerements of the world, and takes an
everlasting leave of her; meaning, from the hourréweives one line from her, to
inform him, that she has recovered a mother, arfépy in her present prospects, to
shut up his correspondence and connexion with trédvior ever.”

This letter affected Matilda greatly; she rememUdehe care he had taken of her
youth, though she shuddered when she consideredasithe murderer of her father.
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“Unhappy man, (cried she) may God afford him pemand peace in this life, and
endless happiness in the world to come!” She prediie Marquis to write an answer
the following morning, and he undertook to enclibse

She joined her friends; but the letter had givennsgancholy a turn to her
thoughts, that every one took notice of her dejectiand judging it to arise from
another cause, every one was anxious to disgaldtraise her spirits.

At supper they all met. Matilda glanced her eyesectowards the Count, and
observed joy seemed to animate his whole frame, tieence she derived hope, that he
was not very displeasing to her mother.

When they retired for the night, the Countess vilasts Matilda of course asked
no questions.

The next morning the Countess held a long conversaivith her two
Neapolitan friends; at the conclusion of which, eunt and her daughter were sent
for. They attended, both visibly agitated. Afteeyhwere seated, the Countess addressed
herself to her child: “My dear Matilda, the Courtshdone you the honour to express a
very warm attachment to you, and has requestedraathorize his addresses, without
which permission you have refused to listen to hinexpect you answer me with
sincerity; will my consent, my sanction to his asklres meet your wishes? or, can you
renounce him, and follow me to Naples, if | desi?é “Certainly | will, madam, there,
or any where you command; at the same time, | shmalke a very poor return for the
obligations | owe the Count De Bouville, if | hedéd to own, that had his addresses
been favoured with the approbation of my mothenuld have preferred him to all men
living; but no preference whatever shall militagmenst the superior obligations | am
under to a parent.” “Come to my arms, my dear céiid(cried the Countess, extending
them) | know not which is most dear to me.”

They threw themselves at her feet: she blessed witdntears of joy and joined
their hands. Both were speechless, but language@tasecessary to prove their mutual
transports. She raised them, and presented théer toiends, “Love my children, (said
she) I think they deserve it.”

When a little recovered from their joy, and sedbgdher, “Now listen to me,
(said the Countess;) | will not repeat the convéred had with the Count last evening,
‘tis sufficient to say his offer were beyond my legpor expectations: he frankly of
himself requested my daughter and self should Nexeeparated, for he would settle in
Naples. That intention of his did away the onlyealjon | could make. | consented to
his wishes, but reserved to myself the pleasutellhg Matilda so. Last night, when |
came to reflect on the sacrifice the Count was atmmake, of his country, his friends,
the injury his fortune must sustain, and the uncomraffection he manifested for my
daughter, in paying me so great a compliment,tiniself little in my own eyes for my
acceptance of his generous offer. Dissatisfied amehsy, | said nothing to you, my
love, of our conversation. This morning | consulteg friends; they were equally
struck with myself at the Count’s attention to mgphiness; their opinion coincided
with my own—that it became my character not to ptseich a resignation.” “My dear
mother!” (exclaimed Matilda.) “Patience, my lovlapse generous friends, | presume to
flatter myself, decided against their own inclioas. In one word, they approved that |
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should renounce Naples; that your country, (turniagthe Count) should be my
country; and that the satisfaction of entertairting friends of my youth, who offer to
pay me a triennial visit, should be the only favbaught to ask, or you consistently can
grant. Yes, my dear children, (added she) | widaspany you to France, and end my
days under your roof.”

Never was delight equal to what the Count felthéé unexpected turn in his
favour; for it could not be supposed he could reweuhis country and friends without a
pang; on the contrary, only his superior love faatdia, and respect for the feelings of
her mother, could have induced him to offer so igeeaacrifice. He thanked her, in
transports of joy. He embraced the Count and CasntéComplete your goodness,
(cried he) and add to my obligations, by making thour first visit,—go with us to
France, and let there be no drawback on my hapgpines

The Countess and Matilda urging the same requesy, tonsented to spend
three months with them.

“Now, young folks, (said the Countess, smiling) ymay take a walk and
congratulate each other, conscious that you deskevhappiness that awaits you, from
nobleness of mind, and a generous self-denial,iwpieferred the satisfaction of others
to your own gratification.”

The Count availed himself of this permission, aad Matilda to the garden,
whilst the delighted mother sent for the rest a family and repeated the preceding
scene.

Pleasure shone on every face—all were equally happyeven Frederic, with a
repressed sigh, said, “They were deserving of etutr.”

Within a week from that day the Countess of Wolletbgave her hand to Lord
Delby at Vienna, after a mutual agreement, thay gteuld divide their time equally
between Germany and England, with sometimes atagtteir friends in Paris, which
was promised, on all sides, should be reciprocal.

The Count De Bouville wrote to his sister, Madame Olermont, who was
returned to Paris, with restored health, on thepiiaprn of his affairs, and requested
she would make every magnificent preparation ferrdteption of his guests, the Count
and Countess Marcellini; the Countess Berniti andtildla accompanying the
Marchioness until proper arrangements should td&keepfor their marriage, which all
were desirous should be publicly performed at Pates confute the odium
Mademoiselle De Fontelle had thrown upon Matildiaracter.

Lord Delby and his lady had written to Mrs. Coustnef the different events
which had taken place, and requested a visit fremtdrGermany; the Marchioness and
Matilda wrote, also, and entreated the same favour.

These letters a little discomposed her at first;dsushe had given up all hopes

of the Count, and was not of a disposition to fretself long on any subject, being
naturally of an easy temper, she answered theiergetwith perfect good-humour,
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congratulated them on the happiness before thedhpeomised to visit all parties the
following spring.

The parting of the friends from the Countess andilDelby was very painful:
they were strongly entreated to accompany them,Hoetleric having only another
month’s leave of absence, to remain with his mottier time was too short to admit of
his going to Paris, and the Countess could notdrsuaded to leave him; they were
therefore obliged to be contented with the asswarican early visit to the Count De
Bouville, in the spring, when they would come toatklrs. Courtney.

The Paris travellers, though much affected by gkeave, as they proceeded on
their journey, recovered their spirits, and arrivathout meeting any accident at Paris.

Madame De Clermont, her husband, Madame De NamclyMademoiselle De
Bancre waited to receive them. Great was the joglloparties: a thousand embraces
and felicitations passed between the Count's siséeademoiselle De Bancre and
Matilda; and when the latter called to her remembeathe difference of her feelings
now, and when before she had felt herself humbiethbir caresses, as passing upon
them in a false light, she bent herself, with ateftd adoration, to the Divine Being,
who had protected her, and by such unforeseenappdrently, untoward accidents,
brought her to such unexpected happiness.

The Count Marcellini waited on the Neapolitan Miais who came and paid his
compliments to the ladies, congratulating the Cesmton the recovery of such a
daughter, and requesting he might have the horfaatroducing them at court.

Three days after the Marchioness gave a superltantaent: all the foreign
ministers were invited, an extensive circle ofrids, and among the rest, Madame Le
Brun and her niece, who were just returned froml&md) Conscious as they were of
their ill conduct, they had not the resolution ¢éfuse being present at an entertainment
where all the great world was invited, and appeaviéd much effrontery. When they
entered, the Marchioness led them to the CountessitB “The Countess Berniti,
ladies, mother to the Lady Matilda, whom you hael lonour of seeing with me a few
months ago, as my relation.” They bowed, paid tli@mpliments, in a confused
manner, and hurried on; but the Marchioness hadiowo¢ with them; she observed the
Imperial and Neapolitan Ambassadors were convemsittgMatilda; they rather shrunk
back; “Nay, ladies, (said she) you must pay yospeets to the queen of the day.”
Mademoiselle felt extremely confused, yet resolt@gut a good face on the matter;
she assumed a gay and affectionate air as she catlzamhe Marchioness having
introduced Madame Le Brun, “And now, (said sheFtmtelle) let me present you to
Lady Matilda Berniti, one of the first families iNaples, as his Excellency can bear
witness; and to your Ladyship | beg leave to saig, is Mademoiselle De Fontelle, the
envious traducer of your character; the despicgbleng woman, who, incapable of
practising virtue, from the depravity of her ownnehi naturally hates the good and
exalted characters of those who entitle themselveke respect and admiration of the
world, and who now meets with that contempt and tification worthless and
censorious characters like hers deserve.”

The struggles of Fontelle, to free her hand frorma Marchioness, and the
elevated voice of that lady, had drawn a largeleiround her. “Go, Mademoiselle,
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(added she) leave the presence of those you car seg without self-accusation; and
may your example teach others how cautious theftaiagoe in judging of persons and
appearances from the malignancy of their own he@asdour and good nature (said
she, smiling) will give beauty to the most inditfet faces, whilst envy and malice will
render the most beautiful persons truly contemetibl

Matilda, who had not expected this denouement, exaiemely confused, and
felt for the mortified Fontelle, but the numbersomtrowded round her, and expressed
their satisfaction, though in some degree abateddwret, induced her to think there
was little dependence on the applauses of the tondéti these very people, thought she,
a few months ago encouraged the persons they nowhate; let me not be vain of
respect which only circumstances create!

Matilda thought justly; since every day's experienmust convince her,
fortuitous circumstances will engage the shew oéesa and respect, which the next
moment of misfortune will as assuredly deprivefisamong those who are not capable
of discriminating, and attach themselves only tospes gifted by fortune, and are
incapable of giving merit, if in obscurity, the ma it deserves.

The two ladies having left the room, boiling witage and indignation, and
leaving a useful lesson to the envious and ill-retpharmony was restored; every one
exerted themselves for the entertainment of otlzerd,every one agreed it was the most
delightful evening they had ever spent; though maihthem called on Mademoiselle
De Fontelle the following morning, expressed thearrow for the ill treatment she
suffered, and assured her it was the most horridrianment; the Lady Matilda, the
idol of the evening, the most vain, impertinenthaaited creature they had ever seen.

Such is the progress of envy, such the hatredrtideyiin bad minds, and such
you meet with in all public circles.

In less than a fortnight after their arrival in Bathe Count De Bouville, who
had been indefatigable in his endeavours to hadteéhe elegant arrangements he had
projected for the reception of his bride, had tleagure of seeing every thing in proper
order, and by the approbation of all their joinatens and friends, received the hand
and heart of his Matilda, who all acknowledged was only one deserving the entire
affection of the accomplished and respectable CberBouville.

Thus, after a variety of strange and melancholydends, Matilda received the
reward of her steadiness, fortitude, and virtuoe#-denial. A consciousness of
performing her several duties ensured her happiraesk when she wrote her beloved
Mother St. Magdalene the happy conclusion of hgeatlires, “ From you, (said she) |
learned resignation, and a dependence on that Bgiognever forsakes the virtuous;
from you | learned never to despair; to your présgmd prevention | am indebted for
not taking the veil; and | trust, called into aewated situation, | shall ever remember
the unfortunate have claims upon the hearts ofethesom God has blessed with
affluence; and that, through your means, reservezkperience every blessing of life, |
shall feel it my duty, by active virtues, to extend the utmost of my abilities, those
blessings to others less fortunate than myself.”

FINIS
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EXPLANATORY NOTES

! Portmantua: An alternative spelling of portmanteau, “a casday for carrying clothing and
other necessaries when travelling” (SOED).

? a great Baron Bertha seems to confuse titles here, since théedastongs to the Count of
Wolfenbach.

® the day before yesterday was the second day ofravelling from Zurich They must have
been travelling to, and not from, Zurich.

* Coquet The spelling “coquet” was both masculine andiféne at the time; the modern
spelling for the feminine is “coquette”.

® it must be discovered by somebody, and we arenalbrme: The perfect form, “must have
been”, seems to make it clearer that the passageisea by whoever kidnapped the Countess.

®‘twas n't: We have retained this irregular position of thestmphe 't) to preserve the two
contractions

" the child of misfortune, as you just now styledrgeli We do not hear Matilda describe
herself thus, so this lack of reference could be wua revision of the text. Another possibility
is that Matilda uses this expression in her rectatverything that has happened at the castle,
where she may have included a repetition of her stary, and therefore these would indeed be
Matilda's words, even though we cannot hear them.

® Madame de RochMademoiselle de Fontelle’s aunt is later caNéHame le Brune.
® Maria, her attendant:The Countess’ companion in her captivity is latercalled Margarite.

%from the quantity of blood...you look quite enchantim the late eighteenth century, a sickly
appearance, indeed consumptive-looking, was glaedriNovels reflected and encouraged the
association between pallor, thinness and languibr aglicacy and sensibility.

1 4is possible you might mistake the tenor of thevessation you overheard‘Might mistake”
has a future sense, so “might have mistaken” oghtbe mistaking” could be more accurate
options.

2livre: an old French currency, divided into 20 solss@us), about equal to the franc (SOED).
It is significant that the Marquis talks about &er for Joseph’s settlement, but shifts into
English pounds (a currency, after all, from a cogpribreign to his) to refer to Matilda’s. It
points out to the necessity to quantify Matildaislépendency for the readers, supporting the
claim that an increasing interest in defining elyattie income of the heroines can be perceived
from the 1780s, when England began to suffer tifecef of escalating inflation and cost of
living (Copeland:161-2).

¥ Germany: Germany and Switzerland are often used interchdngea refer to Matilda’s
origin (for instance, on p. 125 she is introducedaayoung lady “brought up in Germany”,
whereas on p.41 the Count is informed that “sh&leesin Switzerland”). Mr.Weimar, on the
other hand, is consistently introduced as a German.

*like Sir Peter Teazle’s wound...in perfect healSir Peter Teazle is one of the protagonists in

R.B. Sheridan’s comedyhe School for Scanddirst performed at Drury Lane Theatre on May
18, 1777. The whole scene of the gossips enla@naggravating the rumour about Matilda
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and the Marchioness echoes Act V, Scene |l of tbenedy, in which a group of
scandalmongers speculate about Sir Peter Tead#ig mvolved in a duel. They even mistake
a friend of Sir Peter’s, Sir Oliver, for a doct@nd disconcert him with questions about Sir
Peter’'s state of health, and the way in which leived his (at this point) deadly wounds. The
scene culminates with Sir Peter Teazle enteringdben, ignorant of what had been discussed.
The criticism of hearsay, which in this novel talesserious, moralistic tone, is eminently
humorous in the play, best synthetised by Sir @kvigonic remark: “My good friend, you are
certainly mad to walk about in this condition; yslwould go to bed, you that have had a sword
thro’ your small guts, and a bullet lodged in ytuorax”.

>which is to go...:The use of the present tense in this sentence deesupport the claim that
the novel is set in the late eighteenth century.

® That | never will be...to marry any other marThe capital letter to begin Matilda’s
declaration could indicate that it is intended asl@mn vow.

" Lettre de cachet French, translates as “letter of the sign [gnst]”. According to the EB, a
letter signed by the king and countersigned bycaetary of state and used mainly to authorize
someone’s imprisonment. They were so extensivebd ubat the complaints against them
became part of the list of grievances presentettiddEstates-General of 1789. When Matilda
flies to England, “a land of liberty”, as the Cowdscribes it (p.39), The Marchioness soothes
her by explaining that “[Mr. Weimar] must prove hight to you before he can take you from
us: here are no lettres de-cachet, the laws witgot you from injury; compose yourself,
therefore, my dear girl—in England no violence tanoffered to you in any shape”(p.71). As
the novel goes on, the contrast between freeddamgtiand and oppression in France becomes
sharper, the lettre de cachet ultimately symbaijzime tyranny of absolutist monarchy, on the
side of the villain, Mr.Weimar.

'® had letters of credit on the house of Sir Thomagiee The letter of credit was a system

that enabled travellers to draw money in differentintries by means of an arrangement
between two bankers. The house of Sir Thomas Hemay refer here to one of the banks
established by Sir Robert Herries, father or sdver@vations in travellers’ money: the London

Exchange Banking Company, established around 1316Sir Robert Herries and Company,

which originated from a new partnership in the 1@8ymes).

19 dishabille “the state of being dressed in a negligent St{&ODED)

20| think, my dear sister...against this monstdfrom this intervention from the Marquis, it
seems that he was present while the Countess ¢oldtbry; however, she was speaking to the
Marchioness and Matilda in the Marchioness’s dnessbom, a site for female conversation in
the novel, where it is improbable that the Marghsuld have found himself. The possibility
that there has been a time lapse in which the Mameks has reported the story minutely to her
husband does not seem satisfactory either.

? made their congéegook leave ceremoniously (SOED).

2 the princesses: The reference must be to the daughters of GeolgePtincess Royal,
Charlotte Augusta Matilda (1766-1828), Augusta Sah768-1840), Elizabeth (1770-1840),
Mary (1776-1857), Sophia (1777-1848), and Ameliz8@-1810).

3 Great God! (cried she) here the scene.Interventions on the part of the narrator are nare

inset narratives of the novel, where the charadtkes up the narrative for pages,
uninterruptedly and often as a continuum, with haathy paragraphing.
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%4 she had been advised to visit Aix, and from théadbe Spa These could be references to
two of the most popular watering places for thenEheat the time: Aix-les-Bains, in Savoy, and
Spa, then part of the Austrian Netherlands (Mackgma

> Four hundred a year, English money...under our @ction: Taking into account the
evolution of the purchasing power of the pounds §early settlement would be equivalent to
between £36500 (Officer, 2008) and £40000 (Housgarhmons, 2005) nowadays, a sum that
would allow her to “live genteelly” indeed.

% They receive a superior gratification...in acceptihg favors: The sentence is less obscure if
“that” is read as “who”. Thus, “those who have thewer of relieving sorrows receive a
superior gratification than the receiver can inegting the favours”.

*"laudanum an opiate widely prescribed by doctors durirg 18th and 19th centuries, on the
grounds of its efectiveness as a painkiller anccotar. Many physicians disregarding or
denying its side-effects, the consumption of laustarspread, and so did addiction to it. It was
most commonly administered as a liquid mixture, allgu infused in alcoholic drinks
(Porter:398-412; Blaiet al:36).

8 Pride saves men oft, and women too, from fallin§lightly misquoted from George
Farguhar’'s comedyhe Beaux's Stratage(first performed in 1707)IL.ii:

And whatsoe’er the sages charge on pride,

The angel’s fall, and twenty faults beside;

On earth, I'm sure ‘mong us of mortal calling,
Pride saves man oft, and woman too, from falling.

? In a few days the party separated... to TunbridgBath and Tunbridge Wells were
fashionable watering resorts, which assembled gaatof the national tourists, who went there
either looking for therapeutic springs or for sbeissemblies and entertainment. By making the
Count muse upon the differences between the médaida and the “gay females of fashion”
he encounters in Bath, the author intimates thegemaf superflous amusement these places
projected, and which Austen would later wonderfalgpict inNorthanger Abbey

%0 Jouisd’or: The louis d'or, or louis, was the gold coin thatcalated in France before the
French Revolution. Named after the king Louis XiUhder whom it first appeared in 1640, it
was replaced by the 20-franc gold piece in the th&lapoleon. It was similar in size to the
English guinea, and, values not being stampedlearsnd gold coins at that time, its rating is
estimated at around 24 livres at the end of thieteenth century (Requard:156; Pond:184).

% their arrival at Tunis: Since its incorporation into the Ottoman EmpirelBiv4, Tunisia
managed to maintain a high degree of autonomy frenTurkish rule until it became a French
protectorate in the f%century (BE).

¥ The Countess advanced in her pregnanByegnancies appear to be difficult to mention for
the first time in inset stories in the novel. Instltase, Mr. Weimar simply tells us that the
Countess “advanced in her pregnancy” without amyipus allusions to the fact that she was
pregnant. In the Marchioness’s account of her rssstetory she interrupts the narration to
explain, “(I had forgot to tell you she was withildh’, p.35.

% a beautiful wood, where my brother frequently ardusienself by having little vistas cufhe

most appreciated type of English garden at the thoeld be one combining trim vistas with
stretches of wild-looking land (often created @i#ly to imitate natural landscape, Bell:471).
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The Count Berniti seems to be keen on this stylgaofien, although he has the chance to spruce
up some corners of his wood instead of imitatiregwlood in a garden.

* rendered him speechless and immoveableamoveable has the sense of “immutable”,
“unshakable”. The convention of display of heiglegremotions, however, would demand this
word to mean “immobile” or “motionless”, so it imgsible that the author may have resorted to
the suffix—ableto signify inability to move.

% His intention was to enter... alter his resolutiodlthough Mr.Weimar resolves to join the
order of poverty (the Franciscan Order), he laterisoreported to have entered a Carthusian
monastery in France. Parsons probably had in nhiedule of the latter when she mentions its
severity, the Carthusian Order being conspicuoudhfe eremitic lifestyle of its monks, who
live in individual cells and only meet their pants@nce a week, and their family once a year
(EB).

% You remember the Chevalier N——... related to hifhe only Chevalier mentioned who
could have any connection to Matilda is the Chevalie Montreville, the Countess of
Wolfenbach’s suitor. He seems to be the person #fiage to, because Matilda was “in some
degree related to him”, and she implies that heeesd without overtly saying so. Against this
supposition we find that the Chevalier's name starith an M, and not an N, as the Count
Marcellini calls him, although he could well beaging to his first name. Furthermore, it looks
far-fetched that Matilda should be introduced tormether through a character so foreign to her
own story, which would answer to no other purpdemtto bring virtuous characters together
(in this case, the Chevalier and Matilda’s mottgr)making them old acquaintances.

%" she got up and sat down, two or three times, witBpeaking, or being able to movéiot
being able to move seems to be here a mere exymesisher intense emotion at that moment,
since she has got up and sat down several times.nidst plausible explanation is that the
convention demands that she be speechless andeutmalshove, while her nervousness is
represented by her getting up and sitting downateoity.

¥ The Marchioness and the two Countesséstually, there is another Countess in the party
(the Countess of Wolfenbach), who in this casénply referred to as “the lady of the house”.

The two Countesses who stroll with the Marchionélsen, are Matilda’s mother, Countess

Berniti, and her friend, Countess Marcellini.
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