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Thou art indeed ill-fated;
Snatch'd, when an infant, from thy nurse's arms.
And borne we known not whither.
--LANGHORNE


The owner of this secluded retreat, having met with some peculiar
misfortunes, originating from the depravity of those with whom she
was unhappily connected, had disengaged herself from the world at
that period of existence when it usually presents the most alluring
prospects; and accompanied by her infant son and one faithful
domestic, had taken refuge in retirement.

After having passed some years in uninterrupted solitude, she was
one evening returning from a monastery, near Ripaille, which formerly
belonged to the hermits of St Maurice, whither she had been at
confession, and was pursuing her way through a large forest, whose
vistas terminated upon the Lake, when she observed a cabriolet move
along at some distance before her, which afterwards stopped at her
door.

Before Julie de Rubine arrived at her cottage, the traveller, who
was a female, had alighted, and on hearing her name, advanced some
paces to receive her. She was a tall thin woman, of a pale, healthy
appearance. Her dress bespoke her of the middle rank of life, and an
infant that she held in her arms, which was entirely obscured in a
mantle, intimated that she acted in the capacity of nurse.

After having unfolded the occasion of her visit, the stranger
presented the recluse with a letter, which she informed her was from
the Marchese de Montferrat. Julie de Rubine started, and appeared
much affected. The messenger observed these emotions with concern,
and endeavoured to remove the cause by introducing a new subject of
conversation. She discoursed upon the temperature of the climate, the
fineness of the weather, and related many little adventures they had
met with upon the road, not forgetting to recite the difficulties
they had encountered as they journeyed over the rocky steeps of Mount
Cennis, on their way from Turin thither, which she assured her had
cost them much labour and fatigue. Julie, who perceived the kindness
of the intention, attempted to subdue the acuteness of those
feelings, which had prevented her from welcoming the stranger with
her accustomed courtesy, and, having in some measure succeeded,
ventured to turn aside the mantle with which the infant was covered,
and beheld a very beautiful female child, apparently about four
months old. Having expressed her astonishment that the stranger
should travel so far with so young a companion, she ordered
Dorothée, her servant, to prepare some refreshment; and taking
the Marchesse's letter, with trembling hand she opened it, and read
as follows:

The Marchese de Montferrat having, after many unsuccessful
inquiries, discovered the abode of Julie de Rubine, and wishing in
some measure to compensate for the misfortunes he has occasioned, is
willing to offer his protection to her, and also to her son, for whom
he will hereafter amply provide, on condition that she will take into
her care a young female infant, and perform, in every respect, the
part of a mother. She is also requested not to make any inquiries
relative to the child, but to rest satisfied that there are reasons,
which, if known, would be deemed sufficient for the justification of
his conduct, however mysterious it may appear. If Julie de Rubine
agrees to these proposals, the Marchese will provide for her an
asylum, in which she will find every accommodation suitable to her
rank; he will also send a person to convey her to her new habitation,
and will settle upon her a handsome annual sum as a provision for
herself and the children. He also considers that, to avoid the
effects of an impertinent curiosity, it will be at once prudent and
necessary to take another name and to assume the character of a
widow. If Julie De Rubine acquits herself in this affair with that
uniform propriety of conduct which she has hitherto never failed to
support, she and her child have every thing to hope from his
patronage; but on the contrary, if she refuses to comply with his
desires, and presumes to disclose the most unimportant incident
respecting this circumstance to any individual living, she has
everything to fear from his displeasure.

Amazement for the moment almost deprived the agitated Julie of
reason! That the Marchese should select her from the rest of the
world, to act as a mother to the orphan; her whom he had so
materially injured, and that this child should be conveyed to her
under circumstances so peculiar, was equally surprising and
inexplicable! That it was deprived of maternal attention was beyond a
doubt, or why send it to her, to perform the part of so tender a
relation? It might yet have a father living, and who could that
father be? An universal trembling seized her as the idea occurred--an
idea which the whole of the proceeding apparently justified, that it
was no other than the Marchese. She knew that he had not been long
united to a woman of high rank and considerable fortune, to whom he
had offered himself on an early and superficial acquaintance, when
resident in the neighbourhood of Padua, whither he had spent some
time in the society of a friend to whom he had been long attached.
His love of gallantry was too generally known to allow the
probability of his affections being long in the possession of any
one; she, by melancholy experience, was convinced of the truth of
this assertion: the child could then be no other than the offspring
of an illicit amour. She knew that, previous to his marriage, he had
seduced the affections of a young Neapolitan beauty, the daughter of
a merchant, whose name was Di Capigna, less celebrated for external
charms than for those seductive and elegant accomplishments, 'that
take the reason prisoner'.

Her father, she had been informed, did not long survive the loss
of his daughter's reputation, which event so seriously affected the
Signora that she suddenly left the Marchese, some believing that she
was dead, and others that she had thrown herself into a convent; but
the truth of this singular affair was not known.

Every circumstance seemed to favour the opinion that this might be
the child of the Signora Di Capigna, whose birth, added to her own
distresses, probably occasioned her death. She had not indeed heard
of an infant; but this, considering the secrecy with which affairs of
this nature are usually conducted, was not a matter of surprise,
particularly as the marriage of the Marchese must have taken place
before the birth of the child. Every thing being thus collected,
there no longer remained a doubt in the breast of Julie de Rubine,
but that this was indeed the daughter of the Marchese, and
consequently of the Signora Di Capigna.

The conclusion of the letter contained a threat, if she refused to
comply with his desires; yet the pride of conscious innocence
revolted at the idea of receiving pecuniary support from a man, who
had stooped to the most humiliating and degrading falsehoods, merely
to tarnish the brightest of all gems, a stainless reputation. But
when she considered the unprotected situation of her child, her
Enrîco, who would find a bitter enemy, where from the ties of
nature he might reasonably expect the tenderest of friends, her own
inability to provide for him, the hardships to which he might be
exposed, pleaded powerfully the cause of the Marchese, and staggered
her accustomed firmness. This little innocent too, sent to solicit
her protection--what sorrows, what distresses, might it have to
encounter, what treatment might it experience from the harsh and the
mercenary! These reflections, excited by the unexampled generosity of
her nature, sunk deep into her heart, and elevated her above every
ignoble and selfish consideration. For herself she would have been
contented to have lived and died in obscurity, and would have endured
without murmuring the severest penury rather than have thrown herself
upon the liberality of one, for whom she now felt no softer sentiment
than horror and resentment But her son had no doubt a claim to his
protection; on his part it might be considered as a debt, not as a
bounty; and as to the infant, a handsome allowance might certainly be
demanded for such a charge, without incurring an obligation; but the
matter was too important to be immediately determined. Silent and
deliberating she quitted her apartment, and returned into the room,
where she had left the nurse and child.

The latter was now awake, and as Julie de Rubine pressed its cheek
gently to her lips, it smiled; she took its hand; it grasped her
finger and she imagined looked as if imploring her protection Agatha,
Which was the name of the messenger, sent by the Marchese observed
these maternal attentions with apparent satisfaction. And discovering
much humanity and softness in the deportment of the recluse
endeavoured to direct these amiable traits of character to the
advantage of her employer by dwelling with a. Tender concern upon the
beauty and innocence of the child, from whom she lamented she was so
soon to be separated. She expatiated also on the generosity of the
Marchese, extolling the benevolent solicitude he had displayed in the
cause of the infant, who but for him, she added, might have perished
for want, as few were at once invested with power and inclination to
patronize the unfortunate Madame de Rubine, after having complimented
the stranger upon her sensibility, inquired how long the infant had
remain under her protection, and was informed ever since it was born
That it was consigned to her care by Paoli, her husband, at the
desire of the Marchese, with whom he had resided some years in the
capacity of steward; but that whose it was, or from whence it came,
she was incapable of ascertaining, though she had sometimes ventured
to interrogate Paoli upon the subject; his answers being always
short, undecisive, and frequently uttered with hesitation and
displeasure.

She then demanded whether she herself saw the Marchese, and if any
time was fixed for her return? The former part of the question was
answered with a negative; the message respecting her embassy was also
conveyed by her husband, who had intimated a desire that the affair
should be speedily determined as his Lord had some thoughts of
removing from the Castello St Aubin, his present residence in the
environs of Turin, to another estate to which he had recently
succeeded, in consequence of the death of a near relation, who,
having suddenly disappeared, was supposed to have been slain by
banditti, as he was returning from a remote province to his paternal
seat; which mournful event had, she added, so serious an effect upon
his lady, that she scarcely survived the intelligence; and during her
illness the affectionate attentions of the Marchese and Marchesa, who
were sent for to assist and administer consolation, so excited her
gratitude, that she bequeathed them all her valuables.

Julie then inquired if she was acquainted with the name of the
nobleman whose life had been terminated by this fatal disaster, and
whether he was also an Italian, and an inhabitant of Turin. But with
these particulars Agatha was totally unacquainted; she had, she said,
endeavoured to gain some information upon the subject, but her
exertions had been at present unsuccessful, as a variety of reports
had been circulated in the neighbourhood, few of which assumed the
appearance of truth. She then modestly reminded Madame de Rubine of
the necessity of entering into a speedy determination concerning the
child; as if the proposals conveyed in the letter were rejected, she
had orders to return without further delay, that it might be
committed to the protection of some other, who would not scruple, in
consideration of the terms proposed, to undertake the important
charge.

Julie, having assured her that she would re-examine these
proposals, and adopt, as soon as possible, a final resolution
concerning them, observed, that the infant was again fallen asleep,
and requested that it might be put to bed. Agatha, being much
fatigued, agreed to the proposition; and, after having laid the
little innocent to rest, and partaken of some refreshment with
Dorothée, retired herself to repose. But Madame de Rubine's
mind was too much agitated and perplexed with the strange occurrences
of the day, to feel the least inclination to sleep. The Marchese's
letter, which contained such promises of protection to her son, was
flattering to the hopes of a fond and affectionate mother. But could
a man of his character be relied upon? Might he not, from caprice, if
not from a more reasonable motive, be induced at some future time
suddenly to withdraw that protection and might not this be more
severely felt, than if it had never been afforded? But could she with
justice suppose this possible? From his former conduct, without
departing, in the smallest instance from the native candour of her
mind, he was unable to form a judgment upon his conduct decisively to
his advantage. To her she was sensible he had not acquitted himself
as a man of principle or of honour; but maturer years she considered
might have corrected the errors of youth, and her misfortunes, united
with those of the Signora Di Capigna, might have led to repentance
and reformation. There had been instances of many who had entirely
forsaken their offspring, exposing them without pity all the
hardships of poverty and oppression; but crimes of this nature were
not become familiar to him; he seemed interested in their unprotected
situations, and was anxious to defend them from the insults and
cruelty of an unfeeling world.

The threat which the letter contained, appeared to have been made
use of merely for the purpose of conquering those little scrupulous
delicacies which might eventually stand in the way of her son's
advancement. If he was not concerned in their welfare, why not have
sent the infant to the care of some other; for doubtless many would
have received such proposals with transport. She was pleased to find
some traits of virtue in a character which resentment had for some
time placed in an unfavourable light; and being accustomed to behold
every circumstance with an eye of candour, she began to hope, at
least, that the Marchese was become a convert.

Weary and irresolute, she retired to her apartment; but to sleep
she found was impossible. Enrîco lay in a small bed by the side
of her's; his slumbers were undisturbed, though a smile occasionally
played upon his cherub lip. Julie, with all the fondness of parental
affection, stood and gazed anxiously upon him as he slept. A tear
fell upon her cheek when she reflected how soon the serenity of that
angel countenance might be disturbed-at some future time what might
be his suffering! A thousand mournful presages now arose in her mind;
and willing to divert her thoughts from so painful a subject, she
walked pensively towards the window.

It was a calm and serene night; the moon slept upon the brow of
the hill, and the whole face of nature wore an appearance of
gentleness and tranquillity. She thought of the days of childhood,
when she used to ramble with her father in the stillness of evening,
to hear the song of the nightingale. What vicissitudes had she known
since then! Could her parents have foreseen her misfortunes, what
would have been their anguish; and what was now their situation! Her
imagination then wandered to distant worlds; she raised her eyes
towards the stars of heaven; their number, the immensity of their
distance, excited her adoration and wonder! 'Possibly the spirits of
the departed,' cried she, 'may inhabit those glorious luminaries! How
enviable is their situation; now how far are they placed beyond the
reach of misfortune; their griefs, their inquietudes are now no
more!' Full of these reflections she retired to her bed; but it was
long before she forgot in sleep the strange occurrences of the
day.

In the morning she arose early, and again perused the Marchese's
letter. He had mentioned nothing of the melancholy story which Agatha
had imperfectly related, nor of the large estates he had succeeded to
in consequence of it. But this being an event in which she was not
immediately concerned, any information on this subject might be
deemed unnecessary.

As soon as the nurse and child arose, Madame de Rubine again took
the infant into her arms, whose complexional delicacy and beauty
equally attracted her admiration and astonishment. Whilst she
continued to gaze upon its sweet innocent countenance, it appeared
conscious of her attention; the soft sentiment of pity was already
ripening into affection, and she perceived, if she parted with it, it
would be with reluctance. She considered likewise it would a
companion for Enrîco, and that much domestic comfort might
reasonably expected from this lovely object of her compassion, the
stillness of uninterrupted retirement, particularly during the time
of her separation from Enrîco; which, however painful the
reflection was, she was convinced in the present state of affairs
indispensably requisite, as he must endeavour, by every necessary
exertion, to secure promotion and independence in that department,
which would eventually prove the least repugnant to his feelings and
inclinations. These suggestions determined her to accept the
proposals made to her by the Marchese; and, having acquainted Agatha
with her intention, she addressed a few lines to him in return, in
which she expressed her astonishment at this singular and unexpected
adventure; at the same time assuring him that, having consented to
take the child under her care, she was resolved to fulfil, in every
respect, the part of a parent; that he might also depend upon her
secrecy in the affair, and as he had offered her an asylum, which
nothing but the welfare of the children could have induced her to
accept, she must desire that he would never attempt visit them in
their retirement, as she should consider an interview of that kind as
highly improper.

Agatha, being impatient to return from her embassy, besought
permission to depart; which being granted, the carriage that had
conveyed her hither, and was left at a small inn near the cottage,
was immediately ordered. She then took an affectionate leave of the
infant; and, after many tender adieus and good wishes to Madame de
Rubine, set forwards on her journey.
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Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort.
As if he mock'd himself, and scorn'd his spirit.
That could be mov'd to smile at any thing.
--SHAKESPEARE


Nothing material happened at the cottage till near a fortnight
after the departure of Agatha, when Paoli, her husband, and the
distinguished favourite of the Marchese, came to conduct Julie and
the children to their destined abode. He also brought a letter from
his lord, in which he expressed his entire approbation of her
conduct; assuring her, at the same time, that if the secret, with
which she was partially entrusted, remained inviolable, she might
depend upon his friendship and protection, and expect on his part the
most scrupulous attention to her desire, concerning his not visiting
the retreat he had chosen for her, which was a castle on a German
estate, beautifully situated near the Rhine. He also informed her,
that he had given orders for every necessary preparation to be made
against her arrival; and that he intended to remit her a considerable
sum quarterly, which would be more than sufficient to defray every
expence; and requested, that she would acquaint him, at the return of
Paoli, if any part of the arrangement, which he had formed for her
establishment, should not be agreeable to her wishes. He also desired
that, immediately on her arrival in Germany, she would name the
infant, which name he left entirely to her decision, and as to her
son, she might depend upon his honour to fulfil the promises already
made.

When Madame de Rubine had perused this epistle, she questioned the
steward respecting her new situation, and inquired whether any
servants were sent thither by the Marchese, or whether he expected
her to provide them.

Paoli assured her that every thing was in readiness for their
reception; that two servants were already there, an elderly woman and
a man, who had been some years in the service of his lord, at the
castello St Aubin, and who were either to remain or to return, as she
thought proper. The appearance of Paoli did not prejudice his fair
auditress much in his favour. His deportment was stern, harsh, and
forbidding, and she thought in the character of his brow she read
determined villainy. He seemed to behold, with the most scrutinizing
eye, her every look and action, forming in the whole of his behaviour
a striking contrast with the tenderness and artless simplicity of his
wife. She felt uneasy in his presence, and earnestly longed for the
time of his dismission to arrive. The consequence he assumed, from
the known partiality of the Marchese, bordered on rudeness, and he
frequently obtruded himself into her presence contrary to the rules
of good breeding, which, however, he affected to understand. He
seemed to possess an infinite deal of cunning, and to be every way
formed for intrigue and dark design. Being unwilling to resent this
want of address, she endeavoured, as much as possible, to divert her
mind from the uneasiness his unpleasant society occasioned, by
nursing her little charge, and listening to the childish simplicity
of Enrîco.

The ensuing week was now fixed for their departure, and Madame de
Rubine and Dorothée were busily employed in making every
necessary arrangement for their journey. The few household goods she
possessed, which were of the simplest kind, were divided among the
neighbouring poor, by whom she was tenderly beloved.

After a residence of near four years in this beautiful retreat,
the amiable Julie found she could not bid it adieu without extreme
reluctance. In these calm and peaceful shades she had taken refuge
from the censure of a rash unfeeling world; and had in some degree
gained a tranquillity and composure of mind, which she once believed
it impossible ever to recover. She had endeavoured to reconcile
herself to her misfortunes, and to check, as much as in her power,
the natural sensibility of her disposition, which she was convinced
was too acute to admit of lasting comfort.

She knew that true happiness was only to be found in the bosom of
religion and virtue, and the warmth of her affection led her to
indulge in that glow of religious enthusiasm, which elevates the soul
beyond every earthly pursuit, and renders it susceptible of the most
worthy impressions. On the evening preceding their departure, she
wandered once more along that beautiful valley she was now soon to
quit for ever; and casting her eyes over the clear expanse of waters,
heaved a sigh at the recollection that she might probably, in that
situation, never behold it more. To part from these scenes, to which
she had been long inured, was like parting from a beloved friend,
which, though only known in the moments of sorrow, were still dear to
her. The sun had long sunk beneath the horizon, yet she still
continued her walk. It was now the gay season of the vintage, but the
rural sports were over, the shepherd's pipe was silent, and nothing
was heard from the mountains but the distant sound of the mournful
sheep-bell, and at intervals the rustling of the leaves, that faintly
sighed in the evening gale. Every object on which she gazed, wore
that soft and tender melancholy so congenial to her feelings, and
impelled her with an irresistible charm to linger in her favourite
walks. The large plane-tree, which had so often afforded her shelter,
the bank on which she used to sit selecting flowers for the playful
Enrîco, were objects of regret; and it was not till the shades
of night were perceptibly stealing upon the meek grey of the
twilight, that she recollected the impropriety of wandering so far
from her cottage alone, and at so late an hour. The danger to which
this imprudent conduct had exposed her, precipitated her steps, and
she was surprised on finding she had strayed so much farther from her
little retreat, than she had at first imagined. As she advanced, it
became so much darker that she was irresolute whether to proceed, or
to call at one of the huts of the peasants to procure a guide; but
recollecting that there were several others on the road leading to
her home, she ventured to continue on her way. On arriving at the
side of the wood, near to which the cottage was situated, the moon,
bursting from a cloud in its meridian splendour, partly dissipated
her fears; and the melodious song of the nightingale, who was
concealed in the inmost recesses of the wood, again arrested her
steps. As she listened, the strain swelled still louder, and more
plaintive; and she thought there was a pathos in the note she never
remembered to have heard before. It seemed the language of complaint,
and the frame of mind she was then in heightened the tender sensation
of pity that the lay inspired. Sitting down on a bench, which she had
formed under the shade of a chestnut, she took out her pencil, and
wrote the following lines, which have certainly but little poetical
merit, yet sufficiently evince that her griefs, though softened by
time and the comforts of religion, had made an impression too great
ever to be perfectly erased.

SONNET TO THE NIGHTINGALE

Hail, chantress sweet, who lov'st in woodlands drear.
And shades unseen beneath the pale moon's ray.
To pour thy sorrows in eve's listening ear.
And charm the nightly wanderer's lonely way;
Say, is it love that wakes the melting song?
Or pity's tender throe, or wan despair?
If such thy woes, ah! yet the strain prolong.
Still let thy wild notes float upon the air;
Yet spring's next visit shall, sweet bird, restore
Those ravag'd joys that wake the thrilling lay.
Sad mem'ry's open'd wounds shall bleed no more.
And happier love adorn the future day:
But not on me can spring one charm bestow.
Or make this pensive breast with her wild raptures glow.


Madame de Rubine had been absent on her evening walk so much
longer than usual, that Dorothée, beginning to be alarmed, was
going in search of her; but was agreeably surprised on seeing her
safely seated under her favourite tree. Having again reminded her of
the lateness of the hour, which she had recently ceased to recollect,
she thanked the affectionate girl for her attention, and returned to
the cottage.

After a night spent in broken slumbers she arose, and every thing
being in readiness for their journey, and Paoli impatiently waiting
with the mules, they prepared to depart.

At first she was much alarmed at the necessity of the children
travelling without a carriage; but the steep and craggy mountains
they had to ascend rendered that mode of conveyance impossible. The
mule on which Dorothée and the infant were seated, was led by
a peasant; Julie guided her own, and poor Enrîco was
reluctantly left to the care of Paoli.

Having slowly descended the hill, on which the cottage was
situated, they travelled along the beautiful and picturesque borders
of the lake, and without any material occurrence, arrived at
Lausanne, where the party was compelled to stop for a few days, being
fatigued with the ruggedness of the road, and the unpleasant motion
of the animals destined to convey them to their new abode. After this
salutary revival, they recommenced their journey along the finely
cultivated mountains between Lausanne and Vevay. The scenery of this
country, which perhaps is scarcely to be equalled, the mildness of
the season, and the wild harmony of the birds that inhabited the
branches of the pines, withdrew the attention of Madame de Rubine
from the unpleasant conversation of Paoli, which was gloomy, morose,
and artful. Chagrined at his behaviour, she avoided mentioning any
thing relative to the Marchese, and interrogated him as little as
possible as to their future residence. Dorothée and
Enrîco were less disposed to silence; they saw much in the
novelty of the objects presented to them to attract their admiration,
and expressed it with all the simplicity of youth and nature. In the
evening they arrived at a small post-house on the road, which was
merely a cottage, though from its casual situation it had acquired
some importance. As soon as the host appeared, Paoli inquired of him
whether he could accommodate a party of travellers and mules with
lodgings for the night. The good man seemed doubtful, and, after some
minutes' conversation with his wife, informed them, that they had but
two beds fit for the reception of strangers, and that one was already
in use. 'This is unfortunate, indeed,' cried Julie, perplexed at this
unexpected disaster, 'as it is impossible to proceed any further
tonight with two children, and one an infant.' 'I am heartily sorry,'
replied the host, with much apparent concern; 'but what can be done
in the affair? There is a gentleman in the best bed, who is so ill
that my heart has ached for him ever since he has been here; and as
to his daughter, poor young creature! She has taken no rest night or
day since their arrival; and if he dies, which will probably be the
case, she will certainly die with him!' 'It is no matter who is ill,'
interrupted Paoli, haughtily, 'we have no leisure to hear affecting
stories; if we cannot procure beds here we must go on.' 'For heaven's
sake,' cried Julie, 'do, if possible, contrive somewhere for the
children to sleep; as to Dorothée and myself, we will submit
to any thing if you will endeavour to accommodate them.' The host,
pleased with the gentle manners of Madame de Rubine, which derived no
inconsiderable advantage from being contrasted with the callous
moroseness of the steward, assured her, that he and his wife would
sit up themselves rather than they should suffer such an
inconvenience; and if she would accept of their bed, which was indeed
a very common one, in addition to that reserved for the use of their
guests, it would give him pleasure to have it in his power to oblige
them. This proposal Paoli would willingly have accepted; but Julie's
delicacy objected to making this temporary disarrangement, observing
that a night's rest was too valuable to those who were condemned to
arduous employment, to be sacrificed to the service of strangers. Her
arguments were, however, powerfully overruled by the host, who did
not fail to convince her, that his wife and himself were better able
to sustain the loss of a nights repose than they who had undergone
the fatigue of a long and tedious journey. After a little gentle
reluctance, which the countenance of Paoli sternly reproved, she
ventured to dismount, and was conducted into a small but decent room,
enlightened with a blazened fire, which the hostess had just kindled
for their reception, made of the dried stalks of the vine. The
appearance of neatness and cheerfulness, which reigned throughout
this humble dwelling, animated the drooping spirits of Madame de
Rubine, who was now relieved from apprehension respecting the
children, for whom she experienced the most tender concern and
solicitude Paoli himself seemed to lose something of his natural
gloom; he even condescended to converse with the landlord on the
manners of the country, its verdure, and of the mode of cultivating
the mountains. The hostess now appeared; who, spreading a clean
coarse cloth upon the table, assured her quests, that had she known
of their arrival, she would have prepared them a more comfortable
meal. Their daughter, a pretty looking girl, apparently about
eighteen, then entered with a small number of boiled eggs, some
bread, chiefly composed of rye, and the vin du coté, which was
all the house afforded The bloom of Madelina, which was the name of
the host's daughter, could not fail to attract the attention of our
travellers. She was not tall, but elegantly shaped; her eyes
possessed all the vivacity and fire which is chiefly ascribed to the
Gallic brunette, mingled with a certain expression of softness and
sensibility, which added much to her native loveliness. Her fine fair
hair, which was remarkably luxuriant, fell in curls about her neck,
and shaded a forehead of the finest proportion, which was simply
ornamented with a neat straw hat and black ribbons; the mode of dress
which prevails, without individual exception, among the mountain
nymphs of Switzerland. As soon as Dorothée had conveyed her
young charges to bed, Julia questioned the landlady about the
gentleman her husband mentioned, in terms so replete with compassion,
being desirous of knowing whether he was indeed so ill as he had been
represented, and if he had received any assistance from medicine.
Alas! Madame,' replied the hostess, 'he seems to care for no advice
but that of his ghostly confessor; and as to Mademoiselle his
daughter, she has scarcely partaken of any refreshment since she has
been here, and weeps continually. There is none but herself to attend
upon her father; and though I have frequently offered my assistance,
she has seldom accepted the proposal.' 'What a comfortless
situation!' cried Madame de Rubine, much affected by the landlady's
simple eloquence. 'Ill from home, and without assistance, a young
woman too, his only attendant! Can you not inform me from whence they
came, and whither they are going and is it not possible we may be of
service to them? The unfortunate have an irresistible claim on our
protection, and may we not obey the impulses of inclination when
they, are consistent with duty?' The hostess replied, 'that she knew
nothing more of them than that their names were La Roque; that they
arrived at the inn about four days ago, since which time the poor
gentleman had been so ill, that, though his disorder was somewhat
abated, his recovery was still very doubtful. That his daughter
seldom quitted his apartment except it was to prepare something of
refreshment for her father, and seemed herself to be sinking under
the calamity!' 'This is very singular,' cried Madame de Rubine, 'that
a gentleman, and an invalid, should travel into a distant country
attended only by his daughter! There must be something in this
circumstance of a very peculiar nature; I wish it was possible to
know more of it. Do commend me to the lady, and tell her, though a
stranger, I feel interested in her distresses, and should be happy to
have it in my power to alleviate them. Surely ceremony in an affair
of this nature may be dispensed with.' 'I will go to her instantly,'
returned the hostess, 'poor young lady! I am sure so kind a message
will comfort her. But would it not be better, Madame, if you was to
take a night's rest before you visit them? You seem weary, and such a
scene will, I fear, be too much for you.' 'We must not selfishly
consider our own ease,' replied Julie, 'when with a little exertion
we may render ourselves useful to others; besides, I have heard too
much already to be able to sleep, and, as we are travelling in haste,
we must pursue our journey to-morrow at an early hour.' Whilst this
conversation passed concerning the unfortunate La Roque, Paoli was
silent; but his looks sufficiently expressed his disapprobation of
her conduct. The luxury of doing good was a luxury unknown to him.
Totally devoid of benevolence himself, he did not believe it really
existed in the heart of another; and whilst Madame de Rubine was
indulging the fond and not delusive hope, that she might soften with
her tenderness the pang of misfortune, he was revolving in his mind
what secret purpose of her's this was to answer, and reflecting
whether it was not possible that treachery might not be concealed
under the veil of humanity. From the infamy of his own conduct he
formed his opinion of others; and when he could not make the
intentions and actions of the greater part of the world wear a colour
dark as his own, he believed himself outdone in cunning, and gave
them credit for a superior degree of duplicity. In a few minutes the
hostess returned with the warmest acknowledgments of gratitude from
the gentleman and his daughter, with an earnest desire of thanking
her personally for her attention. 'Monsieur,' added she, 'has just
awaked from a fine refreshing sleep, and seems better; if you will
permit me, I will shew you the room.' She then conducted Julie up
stairs, and having led her into the interior of the apartment,
introduced her as the kind stranger, and withdrew. The young lady,
who, notwithstanding the paleness of her looks, and the disorder of
her dress, appeared extremely lovely, stepped forward to receive her,
closing at the same time her missal, having been recently engaged in
devotion, which she replaced by a small image of the Virgin, that
adorned one of the angles. As her fair visitor began to unfold the
reasons that had actuated her to this singular mode of procedure, she
endeavoured to express the high sense she had of the obligation; but
an impulse of gratitude stifled her utterance, and the words she
would have articulated died upon her lips. She then gently undrew the
curtain and having removed a stool, on which was placed a lamp and a
crucifix, led her to the side of the bed. As she advanced, the
invalid, attempting to raise himself, held out his hand to receive
her; then gazing upon one of the most affecting Countenances he had
ever seen with mingled surprise and admiration 'May I ask, Madame,'
cried he, 'to whom I am indebted for this unexampled benevolence, and
what angel has directed you to sooth with your kindness the most
forlorn and unhappy of men?' Julie having returned this compliment to
her sensibility with her usual grace, apologized for the liberty she
had taken; to which she assured him she was not instigated by a
principle of idle curiosity, but from having cherished the idea that
she might possibly have it in her power to alleviate his sufferings.
She had been informed, she added, that he had at present no medical
assistance; and as business of a peculiar nature rendered it
necessary for her to quit the post-house early on the following day,
she intended, with his permission to send a physician to attend him,
from the nearest town. 'You are too, too good, Madame,' cried the
amiable young stranger speaking through her tears; 'but my father, I
fear, will never consent to it. I have urged the necessity of it
without ceasing; yet he is deaf to my entreaties.' 'Why, my child,'
interrupted La Roque, 'should I endeavour to prolong a life only
productive of evil? Have I not been an unnatural parent, a cruel
husband? Yes,' resumed he, fixing his hollow eyes upon a small
picture, which was fastened round his neck with a black ribbon, 'my
Helena! My much injured Helena! I was thy murderer!' Then heaving a
profound, convulsive sigh, he sunk again upon the pillow. 'Oh! my
father,' replied Mademoiselle, in a voice rendered tremulous by
emotion, 'how unjust, how cruel are these self-accusations! And why
will you thus aggravate affliction by remorse? Reflect how conducive
to health is serenity of mind, and for my sake, if not for our own,
embrace the means of recovery: for though retched at present from
circumstances not in our power to prevent, let us look forwards with
comfort and hope to better days.' Madame de Rubine, who, during these
pathetic exclamations had regarded Mademoiselle La Roque with a gaze
of earnest inquiry, endeavoured, by the most forcible arguments she
could summon to her aid, to reconcile him to the application of means
to accelerate his recovery, not only for the sake of his child, who
would feel so severely his loss, but from a principle of duty;
assuring him, at the same time, that, if he absolutely rejected her
proposal, she should depart with extreme reluctance. Finding, from
the expressive looks of the invalid, that what she had advanced was
not totally disregarded, she ventured to ask, why they travelled
without a servant? and requested permission to inquire in the village
for a suitable person to attend them. 'Your generosity, Madame,'
returned La Roque, 'is unbounded; and language can but feebly express
the warmth of my feelings on this occasion. The servant who attended
us from home was murdered by a party of banditti about nine leagues
from this place, whilst we narrowly escaped with our lives! I was
then ill, and the grief and apprehension this melancholy accident
excited, increased my fever, which, I have some reason to hope, is
now abating. Was your residence at the inn to be prolonged, I might
possibly be induced to venture upon a story long and mournful; but
thus much I will unfold: My real name is not La Roque; we are taking
refuge from the vilest, the most infamous of men-a wretch, who has
been long resolutely determined to accomplish my destruction!' 'May I
ask,' cried Julie, with apparent astonishment, 'who is this
persecutor, and what are his intentions?' 'His intentions are,'
returned La Roque, 'to the murder of a son to add that of a father;
and was there a greater fiend than himself, I would address him by
that name, it is the Marchese de Montferrat.' As he uttered these
last words, Julie started, and turned pale. She had, however,
presence of mind to conceal her emotion, and bade him proceed. 'It
would detain you too long, Madame,' replied La Roque, 'and my spirits
are unequal to the task; but should we ever meet again you shall be
thoroughly acquainted with the history of my misfortunes.' 'That we
should ever meet again is, I fear, too improbable to be depended
upon,' cried Madame de Rubine, hesitatingly; 'yet I feel much
interested in your narrative. May I ask where is your intended
residence?' 'In one of the convents on the borders of Germany,'
returned Mademoiselle La Roque, 'when my father's health will allow
us to travel. 'Then it is not impossible, as I am myself going to
reside in Germany, and may be fortunate enough to succeed in my
inquiries.' 'If then,' cried the invalid, 'you will so far honour me
as to visit the convent, the name I mean to take is Father Francisco;
and should my disorder prove fatal, my daughter will be there as
sister Maria.' Mademoiselle La Roque, who was sitting by the side of
the bed attending earnestly to this discourse, wept as he reverted to
the danger of his situation. The idea of parting was not become
familiar to her, and covering her face with her handkerchief, she
sobbed aloud. Madame de Rubine, whose heart 'was so finely tuned, and
harmonized by nature', that it vibrated at the slightest touch of
human calamity, endeavoured to console her young friend, by a
assurance that her fears were ill-founded respecting her father, who
was visibly in a state of convalescence; signifying also her
intention of sending a physician and a servant to attend him. Having
removed some slight objections that were offered by invalid, in
opposition to her benevolent proposal, she arose to depart; and
taking the hand of Mademoiselle with the tenderness and familiarity
of an old acquaintance, she informed her, that she would join in her
prayers for the recovery of Monsieur La Roque, and would spare no
effort to discover the convent to which they were retiring. After
many grateful adieus on the part of the strangers, his daughter
following Julie out of the apartment, requested the favour of her
name, that by mutual inquiries they might hasten second meeting. Not
immediately prepared to reply, she hesitated, blushed, and was
silent. The impropriety of mentioning a name she was soon to disown,
was too evident; to be absent from her thoughts, and the
embarrassment she had already discovered, filled her with new
confusion. Yet aware of the necessity of framing a reply, she evaded
the question, by informing her, that she would avail herself of every
possible means of learning their place of abode, and would then take
the earliest opportunity of acquainting her with every circumstance
she was permitted to disclose. Though harassed and fatigued with
traversing the mountains, Julie's mind was too much discomposed by
this strange unexpected adventure to allow her to hope for repose.
The story she had heard was imperfect, yet the villainy of the
Marchese was evident; and she reflected with terror on the certainty
that she had thrown herself upon the protection of a man capable of
the most deliberate cruelty. She wished that her curiosity had either
been gratified or unexcited; but was resolved to commence her
inquiries immediately on her arrival in Germany. La Roque had
mentioned their having fallen into the hands of banditti, who had
murdered his servant, and that his daughter and himself had escaped
with difficulty: consequently they must have been plundered by these
lawless wretches, and probably had nothing left to defray their
expenses, which accounted in some measure for his having no person to
attend upon him. With sensation of exalted pleasure, peculiar to the
noble and disinterested mind, she recollected she was empowered to
assist them; but this was an affair that required to be conducted
with the greatest delicacy imaginable, and she was for some time
irresolute in what manner to proceed. At last, however, she thought
of a expedient which would prevent every unpleasant consequence that
might otherwise arise from her benevolent intention--She had lately
received fifty ducats, the quarterly portion of her income; which, on
mature deliberation, she determined to inclose in a paper and leave
to be delivered by the hostess after her departure from the inn. Then
advancing slowly towards the stairs, she paused for a moment to
listen if Paoli was yet retired. Finding all was silent, and
remembering the lateness of the hour, and that he was probably in
bed, she ventured to proceed towards the kitchen, where she
discovered the host, his wife, and Dorothée, sitting by a
cheerful fire. Having asked for a pen and ink, which was instantly
procured, she returned to her room, and framing an elegant apology,
in which she folded up the ducats, gave it to the landlady, with
orders to deliver it to Mademoiselle immediately on her quitting the
inn. In the morning she arose early, and having satisfied the kind
host for his civility, put another piece of gold into the hands of
his wife, desiring her to provide a servant to attend upon La Roque
and his amiable daughter, and then hastened to join the rest of the
party, who had already mounted their mules. After they had each taken
leave of the hospitable cottagers, they pursued their journey towards
the Castle of Elfinbach which was the name of the mansion selected
for them by the Marchese de Montferrat.
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Yes, let the rich deride, the proud disdain.
These simple blessings of the lowly train;
To me more dear, congenial to my heart.
One native charm than all the gloss of art:
Spontaneous joys, here nature has its play.
The soul adopts, and owns its first-born sway;
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind.
Unenvied, unmolested, unconfin'd.
--GOLDSMITH


As they advanced, the most picturesque objects of nature were
presented to their view; mountains crowned with the oak, the beech,
and the pine, and the most beautiful woods, groves, and lakes,
interspersed with vineyards and fertile fields! To behold such a
combination of beauties rivalling each other in grace, yet improving
by contrast the effect of the whole, without experiencing the most
pleasurable emotions, would have been scarcely possible; even Paoli
appeared not to be entirely insensible of the power of sylvan
attraction, for his features lost much of their accustomed
austerity.

He praised the rich verdure of the landscape, listened with
apparent satisfaction to the responses of the birds, which were
concealed in the pine-forests, and was for the moment, or affected to
be, pleased. He inquired about the strangers at the inn, what were
their names, and whither they were going; and whether the melancholy
account of the invalid, as delivered by the host, had not been
exaggerated.

Julie in this instance mistook curiosity for humanity; from the
uncontaminated purity of her own heart she formed the most liberal
opinion of others, and was not a little gratified on finding in the
character of Paoli, at least one trait that bore the semblance of a
virtue.

But when he found that some of his interrogatories were evaded,
and others answered undecisively, the look of gentleness which he had
assumed, vanished, and his brow wore the cloud of disappointment and
of anger.

The conversation, which this transient good-humour had animated,
now sunk into silence. Madame de Rubine, who found no difficulty in
ascertaining the cause, lamented that she had been deceived, though
she had the internal satisfaction of knowing that it was candour, not
childish credulity, that had thus momentarily obscured her better
judgment.

Her spirits were, however, both soothed and invigorated by the
glowing landscape before her; and she felt refreshed by the soft
salute of the zephyr that wafted the perfume of the flowers which
adorned the valleys.

The peasant girls were busily employed in carrying baskets of
grapes from the vineyards; the chamoix, who during the extreme heat
of the day had secluded themselves in the rocky glens of the
precipices, or in the darkest recesses of the woods, were now
skipping about them; while the loud laugh, the jest, and the song,
accompanied their labours, and sometimes the wild harmony of the
shepherd's pipe, attuned to the notes of the Kuhreihen, (The
herdsman's song) echoed from the mountains that simple fascinating
air, which is indiscriminately used by the inhabitants of the Alps,
when they drive their cattle from the valleys to the cultivated tops
of the eminences. As the evening advanced, the rural dance, beneath
the deep shade of the trees, began, and the voices of merriment and
delight were every-where heard. Those who were too ancient to join
themselves in the sports, were pleased spectators of those juvenile
delights, which many of them had, perhaps, reluctantly resigned, who
appeared to catch something of the spirit of youth as they
contemplated the happy groups before them. Uncorrupted simplicity was
never more forcibly expressed, nor was ever the charm of content more
successfully delineated; for the peasantry of these beautiful regions
seemed to have forgotten all the cares and anxieties inseparable from
humanity, in the unrestrained enjoyment of mirth and festivity.

Julie sighed as she surveyed these innocent pastimes, but it was a
sigh not of envy, but regret. She recalled to her recollection days
long past, which memory had too faithfully treasured among her
stores, when she also was gay, sportive, and animated as those who
were now blissfully partaking of pastoral amusement. The road being
less rugged than on the preceding day, and the mountains they had to
ascend less rocky, they were enabled to proceed farther than they at
first intended, and in the evening arrived at a small hotel, or
post-house, finely situated near the much-admired Lake of Murat,
which is so justly celebrated for its crystal surface.--Here they
remained during the night, and in the morning continued leisurely on
their way; Paoli still silent, Madame de Rubine thoughtful, and
Dorothée and Enrîco gay and talkative.

After having previously passed through a number of those rich and
beautiful fir-woods, for which this country is deservedly eminent,
the travellers arrived at the town of Bern, where it was deemed
necessary for them to remain resident at least for a few days in
order to recruit their strength and spirits, in which time they had
an opportunity of surveying that master-piece of Gothic architecture,
the cathedral, which, for taste and greatness of design, scarcely to
be equalled in Switzerland, and of beholding those beautiful walks
that run along its side, commanding, from their elevated situation,
one of the most finished prospects in the world. The large number of
handsome fountains too, which were variously disposed throughout the
principal streets, came in for their share of admiration, as they
united beauty with convenience, and gave an air of coolness and
cleanliness to the appearance of the whole.

Julie recollecting that she was to take another name immediately
on her arrival in Germany, after much revolving in her mind, fixed
upon Chamont, and bestowed upon the infant that of Laurette. She also
engaged the most skilful physician to attend La Roque; and several
days having elapsed during their continuance at Bern, they proceeded
on their journey.
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High o'er the pines that, with their darkening shade.
Surround yon craggy bank, the castle rears
Its crumbling turrets; still its tow'ring head.
A warlike mien, a sullen grandeur wears.
--MICKLE


It was at a late hour when the party arrived at their destined
abode, and the shades of evening had conspired, with the solitude of
its situation, to give an air of gloomy magnificence to the scene.
The castle, which was seated upon an eminence, about a quarter of a
league from the bed of the river, seemed to have been separated by
nature from the habitable world by deep and impenetrable woods. Two
of the towers, which were all that remained entire, were half
secreted in a forest; the others, which were mouldering into ruins,
opened into a narrow, uncultivated plain, terminating in a rocky
declivity, at the bottom of which flowed the Rhine, wide, deep, and
silent. Paoli, having dismounted, conveyed them through the principal
portal to the door of the great hall; when heaving a massy knocker,
which returned a deep-toned hollow sound, he waited for some time in
visible impatience, and no one approaching, again repeated the alarm.
In a few moments, the bolts being undrawn with a suspicious caution,
the heavy doors were unfolded by an aged domestic, who came forwards
to welcome them, and to lead them into the interior of the mansion.
They were then conducted through a spacious hall into a room newly
fitted up for their reception, which seemed, from the many vestiges
of ancient grandeur which remained, to have been formerly the grand
saloon of the castle. The antique furniture, consisting of many
articles long fallen into disuse, and the dark wainscot composed of
larch-wood, which was overhung with a number of grotesque figures,
aided the gloom of its appearance, and might have awakened unpleasant
sensations, had not the effect been counteracted by the cheerful
blaze of a fire, which animated the sinking spirits of the travellers
till the hour that called them to repose. Julie, having enquired if
necessary accommodations were made for the children, which was
answered in the affirmative, partook of some refreshment; and, after
lingering for a few minutes to examine the figures upon the walls,
expressed a wish to retire, and was conducted by Margaritte, the old
female domestic, to her room. As she passed along the hall, which was
feebly enlightened with the expiring ray of a dim and solitary lamp,
she shuddered involuntarily at the gloom of its appearance, and
followed her guide in pensive silence. Having ascended the stairs,
and passed through the corridor, into which opened several
apartments, Margaritte informed her of the one designed for herself,
and wishing her a good night, left her to repose. Thoughtful and
dejected, she retired to her bed. The desolate aspect of the mansion
had already affected her spirits, and as the wind howled in hollow
murmurs round the turret, in which her chamber was situated, and
sometimes in hollow gusts agitated the decayed tapestry with which it
was hung, she looked fearfully around, and shrunk with a
superstitious dread entirely new to her. It seemed as if the dreary
abode, to which she was consigned, had long been forsaken by
humanity, and was now become the asylum of supernatural agents; but
reproving herself for this momentary weakness, and turning her
thoughts towards Laurette and Enrîco, her mind dwelt with
something like comfort upon the future, and she sunk into a tranquil
slumber. The sun shone in full splendour when she awoke, and reminded
her that she had slept past her usual hour. Hastily arising, she
endeavoured to ring the bell, that she might inquire of
Dorothée how the children had rested; but from long neglect it
seemed to have forgot its office, and it was some time before she
succeeded. In a few minutes her faithful servant attended with the
infant and Enrîco; whilst the innocent smiles of the former,
and prattling simplicity of the latter, contributed to chase away
every melancholy impression which her new situation had occasioned.
Having pressed them to her bosom with maternal tenderness, she
desired breakfast to be instantly prepared, and dressed herself in
haste. The day, which was chiefly devoted to domestic arrangements,
passed with unusual rapidity. The attention of Madame de Rubine was
now chiefly divided between her children, and the cares of her
household, which two material concerns so entirely occupied her
thoughts, that she did not revert so frequently as before to the
primary cause of her inquietudes. The family, which was stationary
before their arrival, consisted of Margaritte, an old female servant,
the same who had directed her to her apartment on the preceding
night; Lisette, who was her granddaughter, and Ambrose, a man who had
been long resident in the family of the Marchese, to whom she was
introduced by the name of Chamont. The countenance of Paoli still
wore the same forbidding expression; and though Julie found it
necessary to consult with him on some subjects relative to her
present establishment, she still retained an unconquerable aversion
to his general conversation and deportment, which gave an air of
reserve to her manners, that not escaping his penetration, excited an
equal degree of distrust in his breast, which he endeavoured to
smother in silence. As it was necessary, both from the desire of the
Marchese, and from the age of the child committed to her care, that
the baptismal rites should be performed, a friar, from a neighbouring
monastery, of the Carthusian order, was applied to, who, according to
the usual ceremonies of the Romish church, gave her the name of
Laurette. When this was concluded, Julie, who had not yet examined
the different apartments in the castle, wandered for some time in
uninterrupted silence through a long extent of desolated chambers,
some of which were hung with old arras, and others wainscotted with
cedar and Spanish oak. The furniture, which seemed to be nearly
coeval with the building, being formed of the most durable materials,
had long resisted the attacks of time; but was now, with the damps
and with age, falling fast into decay. She then proceeded through a
gallery to a suite of rooms that communicated with the eastern
turret, the last of which opened into the oriel. Here she observed
several portraits, which appeared to have been the workmanship of
some of the best Italian masters. Two of them which were apparently
more modern than the rest, chiefly engaged her attention; though even
these were so covered with dust, and so injured with the damps, as to
have lost much of their former beauty. The first was the figure of a
young warrior, who was supposed to have been mortally wounded in an
engagement. He was supported by two grey-haired veterans; an
allegorical figure of Death approached with a dart, which Valour,
accoutred as Mars, opposed with his shield. The other was the figure
of a female leaning upon a tomb; it possessed uncommon beauty and
expression; the hands were clasped as if in prayer; the eyes, which
were dark, were directed towards heaven with peculiar sweetness, and
spoke, in a language the most eloquent, the extreme sensibility of
the mind. Having gazed for some time upon these pictures with silent
admiration, she proceeded through a gallery which led to the western
side of the structure; in which were also several spacious and
forsaken apartments that received additional gloom from the evening
twilight, and made her shrink with fearful apprehension. She wondered
why the Marchese had placed her and the children in this comfortless
abode; or, if this was indispensable, why he had not made it more
habitable? It seemed as if he was uninterested in her happiness, and
careless of her fate:--the words of La Roque returned forcibly upon
her mind; he had pronounced him a murderer; she shuddered at the
thought, and reproved herself for not prevailing upon Mademoiselle
when she led her from the room, to give her the outlines of the
story; though she entertained the hope that in a short time she
should be able to discover their residence, and might then be
informed of the whole. Wrapped in silent meditation, she rambled for
some time through the long winding passages, without being able to
find the marble staircase which she had first ascended; but was
relieved from this incertitude on reaching the corridor, which she
descended in haste, leaving the greater part of the mansion to be
explored at some future time. Though an air of melancholy
distinguished every object around, there was much of the sublime and
the beautiful in the appearance of the castle, and also in the
surrounding scenery. Julie, having again crossed the hall, proceeded
towards the portico, being resolved to examine more minutely the
awful grandeur of its external aspect, which she had never attempted
before, having been engaged in the duties of her family the greater
part of the day. Walking into the inner court, which was wild and
grass-grown, she stopped to observe a figure, which haste and the
darkness of the evening had prevented her from perceiving on her
arrival. It was a column of the Corinthian order, on whose summit was
erected an equestrian statue of black marble, representing a young
hero in complete armour, which, on examination, she found was
designed for the same as the portrait she had observed in the oriel.
It seemed to aid the solemnity of the scene, and acquired additional
character from the loneliness of its situation; surrounded by lofty
walls, which were overgrown with wild weeds, and the deadly
night-shade, whilst the thread moss encrusted the fragments of the
fallen ramparts which lay scattered at the base of the pillar, it
seemed to stand as if exulting in its strength, and triumphing amid
the desolation and ruin it surveyed. She now proceeded through a gate
into the outer court, which was still more wild than the former one,
leading to the principal portal. The grey mist of the twilight, which
now deepened and reflected upon every object a dusky hue, made her
fearful of venturing through the avenues at that lonely hour, and
occasioned her to return again towards the castle. As she surveyed
that lofty edifice, which seemed to shrink from observation in the
deep recesses of the wood, her imagination dwelt with horror upon the
miseries of war, which rendered necessary those impenetrable
fortresses, those massy walls that spoke of murder and imprisonment,
in which the proud possessor, wrapped in selfish security, listened
to the cry of anguish and the groan of death with sullen apathy. She
was roused from these reflections by the appearance of Paoli, who had
just emerged from the wood, and with his arms folded upon his breast,
in the attitude of musing, was crossing the inner court. As soon as
the gloom permitted him to distinguish her, he started and retreated,
as a person who, conscious of guilt, recedes from the eye of
observation, lest his secret designs should be displayed; but,
anxious to learn for whom the statue was designed, and the pictures
she had seen in the oriel, she followed him into the hall, and
interrogated him concerning them. He seemed, however, averse to
gratifying her curiosity; but whether this proceeded from his
ignorance of the subject, or his own uncommunicative disposition, he
was too great a master of dissimulation for her to discover; but
though he did not give her the information she immediately desired,
he indulged her with a piece of intelligence of a more interesting
nature, which was, that he intended to quit the mansion on the
following day. This intimation was received with pleasure not only by
Julie, but also by the rest of the family, who all acknowledged
themselves weary of his unprepossessing deportment and manners. When
the morning arrived, whilst Paoli was preparing to depart she wrote a
few lines to the Marchese, to acquaint him, that, agreeable to his
former request, she had named the infant; and from his not having
signified any desire of fixing upon it himself, previous to her
residence in the castle, she had ventured to give it that of
Laurette. She concluded this concise epistle with informing him, that
she considered herself as strictly bound to fulfil the promises
already made, and depended upon his honour for a future provision for
Enrîco. This being folded up, and delivered to the steward, he
repeated his formal adieus, and set forwards towards Italy. Julie,
whose time was now uniformly devoted to the service of her little
favourites, and other laudable occupations, became gradually
reconciled to her new situation; and habit so powerfully prevailed,
as to render scenes, which were at first beheld with an unconquerable
emotion of terror, interesting and even charming. She frequently
rambled in the woods, which were beautiful and wild, and sometimes on
the banks of the Rhine; where, taking her pencil or her lute, she
would oftentimes linger till the close of the day, till the sun
having sunk beneath the horizon, was lost beyond the distant hills. A
long acquaintance with sorrow had given strength and elasticity to
her mind. She had acquired by effort an advantage which Nature,
though in other respects liberal, had withheld; an advantage which
enabled her at once to endure misfortune, and to triumph over
it.--She knew that a state of uninterrupted happiness was never
intended to be the lot of mortality, and that to suffer with uniform
fortitude was true dignity. This lesson, which her mother had
inculcated in youth, she had cherished in maturity. The meek and
unaffected piety of that excellent parent was never absent from her
thoughts, and she exerted her most strenuous endeavours to emulate
her virtues. Time, though it had thrown a veil over the acute sorrow
which her loss had excited, had awakened a more tender, if a less
melancholy sensation, when her imagination reverted with more than
filial affection to the past; and as in rural scenes the mind is more
abstracted from worldly pursuits, it is also more susceptible of
amiable impressions. This directed her to the recollection of every
estimable precept delivered by her deceased and much-lamented parent,
which had been hitherto the established rule of her conduct. As no
material incident occurred at the castle of Elfinbach for a
considerable time after the arrival of the family, it may here be
proper to introduce the story of Julie de Rubine, that the reader may
be acquainted with the nature of these misfortunes which had
occasioned her to embrace, in early youth, a life of almost total
seclusion.
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Canst thou not minister to minds diseas'd.
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow.
Raze out the written troubles of the brain.
And with some sweet oblivious antidote.
Cleanse the foul bosom of that perilous stuff
That weighs upon the heart
--SHAKESPEARE


Julie de Rubine was descended from an ancient and illustrious
family, long resident in the southern part of France. Her father's
name was Gerard, who was the only son of St Herbert de Rubine. He had
entered at an early period of life into the service of his country,
and signalized himself in the victorious battles of Henry the Third;
but not receiving from this Monarch those honours which he considered
as the just reward of his valour, he abandoned the Court and the
sword together, and retired, with an amiable wife and his only
daughter, to a chateau on a small paternal estate in the province of
Artois.

Nothing could be more congenial to the disposition of Madame de
Rubine than the sequestered situation of this beautiful retreat. The
chateau was of Gothic construction, and seemed to have withstood the
attacks of ages; but the northern side of the edifice was now visibly
falling to decay, and St Gerard's mind was entirely occupied by
endeavouring to make this part of the structure habitable, without
destroying that appearance of ancient simplicity which formed its
most striking beauty; but when this was completed, and the ardour of
pursuit was over, he again experienced all that chagrin and restless
dissatisfaction, which is too often the consequence of disappointed
ambition.

This change Madame de Rubine beheld with extreme regret, and
attempted to remove the cause with all the tenderness of a refined
and inviolable affection, hoping, by the example of her own exemplary
piety, she might be enabled to elevate his mind above the trifling
consideration of worldly dignities; but she knew not all the
distresses of the unfortunate Gerard. Previous to his seclusion from
the gay circles of life he had contracted debts, that the narrowness
of his annual income, which he had long vainly hoped to increase,
rendered impossible to discharge; and the solicitude he felt in
behalf of his amiable wife, had imprudently confined the secret to
his own bosom.

He had no sooner quitted Paris than he received a letter from his
principal creditor, demanding the immediate payment of a large sum.
This event determined him to write to Madame Laronne, his only
sister, who had been some years a widow, and was left in affluent
circumstances, to acquaint her with the embarrassed situation of his
affairs, and also to request the loan of a sum sufficient to
discharge the debt.

But here his too sanguine expectations were again deceived Madame
Laronne assured him, that had it been possible, nothing would have
contributed more to her happiness than to have given him a proof of
her regard by affording pecuniary assistance; but the stile of
elegance, to which she had been accustomed, was now become necessary
to her happiness; and her expenses were lately so considerably
increased, that she was sorry to add she must endure the painful
sensation which refusing his request would inevitably excite.

Grief and resentment, the natural consequence of unexpected
ingratitude, now agitated the mind of the astonished Gerard. He knew
that Madame Laronne's rank in life, and also her ambition, required
the ostentatious display of wealth and grandeur; but he was also
convinced that, without materially injuring herself, she had it
sufficiently in her power immediately to relieve his necessities.
When the mingled emotions of indignation and anguish had, in some
measure, subsided, he seemed to have lost all his energy of soul;
nothing bestowed even a transitory pleasure, and he sunk into the
most alarming melancholy! Not even the conversation of Madame de
Rubine, nor the undeviating gentleness of her manners, could for a
moment withdraw his thoughts from the painful contemplation of his
real and imaginary distresses. That smile of affection, and that look
of sentiment, which once cherished his vivacity, and rewarded her
tenderness, was now lost in the gloom of disappointment, disgust, and
anguish.

Julie, having now entered upon her thirteenth year, was remarkably
tall of her age, and elegant in her person. Her disposition was mild,
frank, and benevolent; and she united, with admirable discretion the
unadorned graces of youth, with the uniform sedateness of maturer
years. In obedience to the will of her father she had learned to play
upon the lute, and her voice, which was exquisitely sweet, was
perfectly adapted to the soft and plaintive tones of that charming
instrument. During the few first months of their residence at the
chateau, St Gerard frequently rambled with her by moon-light through
the beautiful woods, and sometimes over the fine range of hills which
appeared so picturesque from the chateau; where he would desire her
to play one of his favourite airs, selected from the sonnets of
Ariosto, or expressing the melting sorrows of Petrarch.

The look of settled despondency which was so strongly portrayed on
the features of the unfortunate veteran, when his new situation no
longer afforded amusement and variety, did not remain unobserved by
his amiable daughter, who exerted herself unceasingly to remove it by
the sprightliness of her wit, the melody of her voice, or the soft
pathos of her lute; but his mind, enervated by sorrow, was no longer
alive to the fine touches of harmony; and frequently, in the midst of
one of his favourite songs, to which he had formerly listened with
all the rapture of enthusiasm, he would start as from a dream, and
hasten from the room as if agitated by the appearance of some
frightful demon.

His constitution, which in the early part of his life had suffered
much from the severity of military discipline, now became visibly
impaired; the disorder of his mind daily increased; melancholy became
habitual to him, and so rapid was the progress it made in undermining
his health, that Madame de Rubine began to be seriously alarmed.
Advice was immediately procured, and change of air prescribed; but
not to quit the chateau was the unalterable determination of Gerard.
A nervous fever was the consequence of this resolution, which in a
short time terminated his existence.

This shock Madame de Rubine supported with that true dignity of
soul, which gave a peculiar grace and energy to every sentiment and
action. She felt severely her loss, but she felt it with the
resignation of a Christian; she mingled patience with sorrow, and was
enabled, through the most pure and elevated piety, to triumph over
the repeated attacks of calamity. But the lovely Julie possessed not
at this early period of life that exalted strength of mind, which she
admired, without being able to imitate, in the character of her
mother. That exquisite sensibility, which glowed upon her cheek, and
spoke, in the fine language of her eyes, the tenderness of a father,
she had cherished as a grace, without reflecting that, if indulged,
it would degenerate into weakness, and cease to be a virtue.

Soon after the remains of St Gerard were deposited in the chapel
of the chateau, Madame de Rubine, whose health was much injured by
her unceasing attention to her husband, was advised by the physician
who attended her, to try the effect of a softer climate.

About this time she received a consolatory letter from Madame
Laronne, with a pressing invitation to visit her at her seat near
Turin; which proposal would have been accepted with gratitude, had
not the coldness, bordering upon contempt, which marked her behaviour
towards her brother, lessened her in the estimation of his
affectionate widow. For the sake of Julie, however, she was un
willing to refuse this offered kindness; she considered that her
illness might possibly prove fatal, and in that case it would be
right to secure a friend for her child, though she ardently wished
that friend had been any other than Madame Laronne.

Every thing was now properly arranged for the intended journey,
and the time fixed for their departure, when Madame de Rubine as
attacked by a malignant disorder, which threatened a speedy
dissolution. It was her mind only that was masculine; for her frame
being excessively slight, and delicately formed, was incapable of
sustaining unusual fatigue.

Julie, who had not yet recovered from the shock occasioned by the
death of her father, now felt her former loss was small, when
compared with what she should experience in being parted from her
beloved mother; and when she reflected upon the probability of this
event, the dreadful presentiment worked so powerfully upon her
feelings, as almost to deprive her of reason.

Madame de Rubine beheld the anguish of her daughter with extreme
concern, which was augmented by the mournful idea of a separation, as
the dangerous symptoms of her disease hourly increased; this she
believed was inevitable, and being fully apprized of her situation,
with that calm dignity which accompanied every action of her life,
she desired that a friar from a neighbouring monastery, who was her
confessor, might attend with the consecrated water, and read the
service for the dying.

This customary ceremony being over, and the extreme unction
administered, she appeared for some moments unusually agitated; but
after a second interview with the monk, became more serene and
tranquil. Being firmly persuaded that the awful hour was approaching
that was to remove her from, and dissolve all her earthly connexions,
she requested that Julie might be instantly called.

Pale and trembling, she entered the apartment, leaning upon the
arm of a servant, and without attending to the common forms by
addressing the holy visitor, who had just risen from a small altar
erected near the window, threw herself by the side of the bed, and
fixing her languid eyes upon the faded, yet interesting, countenance
of her mother, burst into a flood of tears!

The venerable friar regarding her with an aspect on which pity and
affection were strikingly depicted, endeavoured to console her with
the comforts of religion, by reminding her of the gracious promises
of protection which the doctrines of Christianity afforded, in a
stile replete with simple and unaffected eloquence; but finding that
her feelings were too acute to admit of premature consolation, with
an air of tenderness mingled with sorrow, he withdrew.

Madame de Rubine, who beheld these emotions of severe distress
with inexpressible concern, besought her to receive, and consider
with gratitude, the salutary and valuable advice of the holy father.
'Remember, my child,' added she, with the look and accents of a
departing saint, 'that this separation, though to us mournful and
afflictive, is the will of the Most High God, and that we ought to
submit without a murmur to his unerring Providence! Let us then,
instead of arrogating to ourselves the right of disputing his mercy
and equity, prove, by the most implicit obedience to his divine
decrees, that we are not unworthy to be called his servants; and give
me reason to believe, my Julie, that the lessons of fortitude, which
I have so frequently given you, have not been delivered in vain.

'I leave you, my darling alone and, almost unfriended, in a world
in which you will find much occasion for the exercise of this
estimable virtue, The only relation you will have left is Madame
Laronne; and though for many reasons she is not the person I should
have selected from all others as the guardian of my child, yet as she
is the only surviving sister of your father, it cannot easily be
dispensed with. Let me then endeavour, if possible by timely advice,
to prevent the evils which might otherwise ensue from the precepts
and example of one who may probably have some virtues, but who I
fear, has many follies. I must now, my love, enter upon a subject
that appears at this crisis more than usually important: I must
demand from you, my Julie, before I leave you for ever, a solemn
promise, upon the performance of which depends both your temporal and
eternal welfare.'

Here the meek sufferer paused, as if unable to proceed, whilst her
daughter, with an assumed resignation, that shaded but imperfectly
the emotions of her soul, assured her, that whatever was the nature
of the request, she was prepared to comply with it, and would
instantly ratify her resolve with the most solemn vow.

'You are not, my dear, sufficiently aware,' resumed Madame de
Rubine, 'of the little respect that is paid to the religious, and
even the moral, duties of life, amid the dissipation and gaiety of
the world. Madame Laronne is a woman of rank, and undoubtedly from a
motive of kindness, but, I fear, a mistaken one, will introduce you
into the most brilliant and fashionable circles. She will also
desire, in the common acceptation of the term, to see you
advantageously married; but, though desirous of leading you to
happiness, she may unfortunately mistake the way. In her choice of a
husband for you, religion, I am convinced, will be only a secondary
consideration, and a disagreement of sentiment in this important
affair has been the occasion of innumerable evils. Promise me then,
my Julie, that whatever arguments may be employed to dissuade you
from your purpose, never to unite yourself to a man, however
estimable in point of morals, and however splendid in situation, who
does not exactly agree with you in all the articles of the Catholic
Faith. Say then, my child, that whatever trials and temporal
distresses this resolution may involve you in, that nothing shall
prevail upon you to marry a Protestant.'

Julie, who equally revered with her mother the doctrines of the
Church of Rome, and whose zeal in the cause of her persuasion was not
less animated, readily acquiesced in the proposal; and, having
assured her dying parent in a manner the most solemn and impressive
that she should consider this promise as sacred and inviolable, an
exquisite expression of joy irradiated for a moment the features of
Madame de Rubine, who, having uttered a few words as in prayer, sunk
upon the pillow, and her spirits being greatly exhausted, fell into a
slumber, from which she awoke unrefreshed and in a few hours breathed
her last!

Immediately on the decease of Madame de Rubine, the friar, who had
attended her as confessor, came with a consolatory message and
invitation to Julie from the prioress of an adjacent convent; but
this nothing could prevail upon her to accept till the funereal rites
were over, and she had paid every possible respect to the memory of
her lamented relative.

In a few days the body of the deceased was entombed by the side of
St Gerard, in the chapel of the chateau, which was accompanied to the
place of interment by a few of the domestics, and Julie, who attended
as chief mourner.

Mindful of the lesson of resignation that her mother had so
recently delivered, she attempted to appear tranquil; but the effort
was ineffectual, and the service, which was pronounced with peculiar
solemnity, was frequently interrupted with her convulsive sobs.

The next day, at the request of Father Austin, the confessor, she
was conducted to the convent of St Catherine, and introduced to the
superior of the order, who received her with much apparent tenderness
and concern, which Julie attempted to repay with the modest effusions
of her gratitude.

The prioress, having been informed by the monk of the forlorn
situation in which she was left, and also of the losses she had
lately sustained, took the earliest opportunity of offering her an
asylum until she could be more eligibly accommodated; and when she
beheld her, endeavoured, with the most affecting gentleness of
demeanour, to alleviate her affliction.

There was an air of solemnity in the manners of the superior, but
it was tempered with mildness; and though the language of her
countenance was expressive of sorrow, it was sorrow softened by
resignation, reflection, and piety.

After a week's residence in the convent, Mademoiselle de Rubine,
by the desire of her new friend, wrote to Madame Laronne, her aunt,
to acquaint her with the death of her mother, and to inform her under
whose care she was placed; requesting likewise to know, whether she
was to remain under the maternal protection of the prioress, or to
repair to Italy.

In a few weeks she received an answer from her aunt, in which she
expressed her concern for the death of her sister, and also declared
her intention of visiting the Netherlands for the purpose of
conveying her into Italy, which address was concluded with many
affectionate acknowledgments of unalterable regard.

The promises of support which this letter afforded, were
thankfully and cordially received by the lovely Julie; yet the idea
of being launched into a world, which she had been taught to believe
was pregnant with vice and immorality, filled her with apprehension
and uneasiness; and made her ardently wish that, instead of attending
her aunt into Italy, she might be permitted to remain in the
cloister, sheltered in the bosom of Religion and Virtue from the
evils that threatened her in the world.

Soon after her admission into the convent, she attached herself to
one of the sisters, whose name was Ursula. She was much older than
herself, and from her many estimable qualities, had been recommended
to her as a companion by the superior. In the society of this amiable
nun, and that of her noble protectress, Julie became composed, and at
times somewhat animated. Attentively observing the rules of the
order, she arose early to matins, and as regularly attended at
vespers, whilst the intermediate hours were chiefly engaged in
assisting the prioress in embroidery, or other elegant employments,
who expressed herself much gratified with her performance, and
complimented her highly on the evident superiority of her taste.

After some time had elapsed in this calm, uninterrupted
retirement, whose solitude was so entirely congenial to her present
frame of spirits, a carriage and splendid retinue appeared at the
gate, and announced the arrival of Madame Laronne.

Julie was walking in the shrubbery with sister Ursula and another
lady, who was a novice, when she received an order to attend upon her
aunt in the apartment of the superior.

Madame Laronne met her with many flattering appellations; but
there was nothing of that genuine sensibility in her demeanour which
communicates itself to the heart. When she condescended to listen to
the plaint of misery, and to wipe away the tear from the cheek of the
unfortunate, it was evidently more to display her own fancied
superiority, than for the sake of experiencing that pure and
heartfelt satisfaction, which in amiable minds accompanies the
performance of a generous action.

After having continued a few weeks in the convent, which time was
employed in settling the affairs of St Gerard, she desired her niece
to prepare for the intended journey, whom she rallied on her
partiality to that sequestered retreat, and her strict adherence to
the rules of the institution. Julie, having obtained permission to
visit once more the grave of her beloved parents, which she again
watered with her tears, took an affectionate leave of the prioress,
her favourite Ursula, and the rest of the sisterhood; and placing
herself in the carriage with Madame Laronne, they were driven from
the gate.

It was in vain that Julie attempted to conceal her emotions when
she cast her eyes, for the last time, upon that hospitable mansion,
which had so humanely afforded her shelter; she, however, exerted her
most strenuous endeavours to appear cheerful; but these efforts were
painful, and sometimes ineffectual; and Madame Laronne condemned that
sensibility, which having never felt, she knew not how to
compassionate.
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Far to the right where Apennine ascends.
Bright as the summer Italy extends.
Its upland sloping decks the mountains side.
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride.
While oft some temple's mould'ring top between.
With venerable grandeur marks the scene.
--GOLDSMITH


The rich and variegated landscape that every way presented itself,
had a happy but transient effect upon the spirits of Julie, and for
some time diverted her mind from the painful contemplation of her own
misfortunes. Amidst the vast and magnificent scenery arose mountains
crested with pines, in high cultivation and verdure, some of which
seemed retiring, and to have formed themselves into the most
picturesque lines, whose slopes were decorated with mosses, tinted
with a variety of hues, which gave a sylvan richness to their
surface.

The rapidity of their motion occasioned a hasty succession of
beautiful imagery; sometimes a venerable abbey, half mouldering into
ruins, reared its majestic head above the thick foliage of the wood,
and sometimes in the meek hour of evening, or before the sun had
risen upon the eminences, the shepherd-boy, as he led his flock from
the valleys, would lean upon his staff, and listen to the chaunted
hymn, or early matins, as the sound floated upon the gale along the
surface of the water.

As they arrived near the mansion of Madame Laronne, the magical
influence of the picturesque scenery was at an end; and as Julie
fixed her eyes upon the turrets of the chateau, which were gilded
with the last rays of the retiring sun, a thousand melancholy
presages arose in her mind, and awakened sensations of grief and
terror.

The chateau was situated on an extensive lawn between two
mountains, which opened to a clear and beautiful lake; the banks of
the river, the lawn, and the hills, were clothed in the finest and
richest verdure, whilst the whole of the scenery appeared capable of
the highest improvement; but nothing like taste was displayed in the
design. The mansion, which was lofty and extensive, had been formerly
a fortified castle, but was now modernized with the addition of two
large wings; but neither the building nor the grounds surrounding it
discovered any traces of taste or judgment. The walks were gloomy and
ill contrived, no elevations or windings displayed to advantage the
grandeur of the mountains; nor did this appear to have been the
intention of the artist, as they seemed to have been originally
designed to lead as avenues to some fanciful but inelegant
structures, which terminated their prospect.
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