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The Heir of Mondolfo
In the beautiful and wild country near Sorrento, in the Kingdom of
Naples, at the time it was governed by monarchs of the house of
Anjou, there lived a territorial noble, whose wealth and power
overbalanced that of the neighboring nobles. His castle, itself a
stronghold, was built on a rocky eminence, toppling over the blue and
lovely Mediterranean. The hills around were covered with ilex-forests,
or subdued to the culture of the olive and vine. Under the sun no spot
could be found more favored by nature.

If at eventide you had passed on the placid wave beneath the
castellated rock that bore the name of Mondolfo, you would have
imagined that all happiness and bliss must reside within its walls,
which, thus nestled in beauty, overlooked a scene of such surpassing
loveliness; yet if by chance you saw its lord issue from the portal, you
shrunk from his frowning brow, you wondered what could impress on
his worn cheek the combat of passions. More piteous sight was it to
behold his gentle lady, who, the slave of his unbridled temper, the
patient sufferer of many wrongs, seemed on the point of entering
upon that only repose "where the wicked cease from troubling and
the weary are at rest."1 The Prince Mondolfo had been united early
in life to a princess of the regal family of Sicily. She died in giving
birth to a son. Many years subsequently, after a journey to the
northern Italian states, he returned to his castle, married. The speech
of his bride declared her to be a Florentine. The current tale was that
he married her for love, and then hated her as the hindrance of his
ambitious views. She bore all for the sake of her only child--a child
born to its father's hate; a boy of gallant spirit, brave even to
wildness. As he grew up, he saw with anger the treatment his mother
received from the haughty Prince. He dared come forward as her
defender; he dared oppose his boyish courage to his father's rage:



the result was natural--he became the object of his father's dislike.
Indignity was heaped on him; the vassals were taught to disobey
him, the menials to scorn him, his very brother to despise him as of
inferior blood and birth. Yet the blood of Mondolfo was his; and,
though tempered by the gentle Isabel's more kindly tide, it boiled at
the injustice to which he was a victim. A thousand times he poured
forth the overflowings of his injured spirit in eloquent complaints to
his mother. As her health decayed, he nurtured the project, in case of
her death, of flying his paternal castle, and becoming a wanderer, a
soldier of fortune. He was now thirteen. The Lady Isabel soon, with a
mother's penetration, discovered his secret, and on her death-bed
made him swear not to quit his father's protection until he should
have attained the age of twenty. Her heart bled for the wretchedness
that she foresaw would be his lot; but she looked forward with still
greater horror to the picture her active fancy drew of her son at an
early age wandering forth in despair, alone and helpless, suffering all
the extremities of famine and wretchedness; or, almost worse,
yielding to the temptations that in such a situation would be held out
to him. She extracted this vow, and died satisfied that he would keep
it. Of all the world, she alone knew the worth of her Ludovico--had
penetrated beneath the rough surface, and become acquainted with
the rich store of virtue and affectionate feeling that lay like unsunned
ore in his sensitive heart.

Fernando hated his son. From his earliest boyhood he had felt the
sentiment of aversion, which, far from endeavoring to quell, he
allowed to take deep root, until Ludovico's most innocent action
became a crime, and a system of denial and resistance was
introduced that called forth all of sinister that there was in the youth's
character, and engendered an active spirit of detestation in his
father's mind. Thus Ludovico grew, hated and hating. Brought
together through their common situation, the father and son, lord and
vassal, oppressor and oppressed, the one was continually ready to



exert his power of inflicting evil, the other perpetually on the alert to
resist even the shadow of tyranny. After the death of his mother,
Ludovico's character greatly changed.

The smile that, as the sun, had then often irradiated his countenance,
now never shone; suspicion, irritability, and dogged resolution,
seemed his master-feelings. He dared his father to the worst,
endured that worst, and prevented from flying by his sacred
observance of his vow, nurtured all angry and even revengeful
feelings till the cup of wrath seemed ready to overflow. He was loved
by none, and loving none his good qualities expired, or slept as if
they would never more awaken.

His father had intended him for the Church; and Ludovico, until he
was sixteen, wore the priestly garb. That period past, be cast it
aside, and appeared habited as a cavalier of those days, and in
short words told his parent that he refused to comply with his wishes;
that he should dedicate himself to arms and enterprise. All that
followed this dedaration--menace, imprisonment, and even
ignominy--he bore, but he continued firm; and the haughty Fernando
was obliged to submit his towering will to the firmer will of a stripling.
And now, for the first time, while rage seemed to burst his heart, he
felt to its highest degree the sentiment of hatred; he expressed this
passion--words of contempt and boundless detestation replied; and
the bystanders feared that a personal encounter would ensue. Once
Fernando put his hand on his sword, and the unarmed Ludovico
drew in and collected himself, as if ready to spring and seize the arm
that might be uplifted against him.

Fernando saw and dreaded the mad ferocity his son's eye
expressed. In all personal encounters of this kind the victory rests not
with the strong, but the most fearless. Fernando was not ready to
stake his own life, or even with his own hand to shed his son's blood;
Ludovico, not as aggressor, but in self-defense, was careless of the



consequences of an attack--he would resist to the death; and this
dauntless feeling gave him an ascendency his father felt and could
not forgive.

From this time Fernando's conduct toward his son changed. He no
longer punished, imprisoned, or menaced him. This was usage for a
boy, but the Prince felt that they were man to man, and acted
accordingly. He was the gainer by the change; for he soon acquired
all the ascendency that experience, craft, and a court education,
must naturally give him over a hot-headed youth, who, nerved to
resist all personal violence, neither saw nor understood a more
covert mode of proceeding. Fernando hoped to drive his son to
desperation. He set spies over him, paid the tempters that were to
lead him to crime, and by a continued system of restraint and
miserable thwarting hoped to reduce him to such despair that he
would take refuge in any line of conduct that promised freedom from
so irksome and degrading a slavery. His observance of his vow
saved the youth; and this steadiness of purpose gave him time to
read and understand the motives of the tempters. He saw his father's
master-hand in all, and his heart sickened at the discovery.

He had reached his eighteenth year. The treatment he had endured
and the constant exertion of fortitude and resolution had already
given him the appearance of manhood, He was tall, well made, and
athletic. His person and demeanor were more energetic than
graceful, and his manners were haughty and reserved. He had few
accomplishments, for his father had been at no pains for his
education; feats of horsemanship and arms made up the whole
catalogue. He hated books, as being a part of a priest's insignia; he
was averse to all occupation that brought bodily repose with it. His
complexion was dark--hardship had even rendered it sallow; his
eyes, once soft, now glared with fierceness; his lips, formed to
express tenderness, were now habitually curled in contempt; his dark
hair, clustering in thick curls round his throat, completed the wild but



grand and interesting appearance of his person.

It was winter, and the pleasures of the chase began. Every morning
the huntsmen assembled to attack the wild-boars or stags which the
dogs might arouse in the fastnesses of the Apennines.

This was the only pleasure that Ludovico ever enjoyed. During these
pursuits he felt himself free. Mounted on a noble horse, which he
urged to its full speed, his blood danced in his veins, and his eyes
shone with rapture as he cast his eagle glance to Heaven; with a
smile of ineffable disdain, he passed his false friends or open
tormentors, and gained a solitary precedence in the pursuit.

The plain at the foot of Vesuvius and its neighboring hills was
stripped bare by winter; the full stream rushed impetuously from the
hills; and there was mingled with it the baying of the dogs and the
cries of the hunters; the sea, dark under a lowering sky, made a
melancholy dirge as its waves broke on the shore; Vesuvius groaned
heavily, and the birds answered it by wailing shrieks; a heavy sirocco
hung upon the atmosphere, rendering it damp and cold. This wind
seems at once to excite and depress the human mind: it excites it to
thought, but colors those thoughts, as it does the sky, with black.
Ludovico felt this; but he tried to surmount the natural feelings with
which the ungenial air filled him.

The temperature of the air changed as the day advanced. The
clouded sky spent itself in snow, which fell in abundance; it then
became clear, and sharp frost succeeded. The aspect of earth was
changed. Snow covered the ground and lay on the leafless trees,
sparkling, white, and untrod.

Early in the morning a stag had been roused, and, as he was
coursed along the plain skirting the hills, the hunters went at speed.
All day the chase endured. At length the stag, who from the



beginning had directed his course toward the hills, began to ascend
them, and, with various winclings and evolutions, almost put the
hounds to fault. Day was near its close when Ludovico alone
followed the stag, as it made for the edge of a kind of platform of the
mountain, which, isthmus-like, was connected with the hill by a small
tongue of land, and on three sides was precipitous to the plain
below. Ludovico balanced his spear, and his dogs drew in,
expecting that the despairing animal would there turn to bay. He
made one bound, which conducted him to the very brow of the
precipice--another, and he was seen no more. He sprang downward,
expecting more pity from the rocks beneath than from his human
adversary. Ludovico was fatigued by the chase and angry at the
escape of his prey. He sprang from his horse, tied him to a tree, and
sought a path by which he might safely descend to the plain. Snow
covered and hid the ground, obliterating the usual traces that the
flocks or herds might have left as they descended from their pastures
on the hills to the hamlets beneath; but Ludovico had passed his
boyhood among mountains: while his hunting-spear found sure rest
on the ground, he did not fear, or while a twig afforded him sufficient
support as he held it, he did not doubt to secure his passage; but the
descent was precipitous, and necessary caution obliged him to be
long. The sun approached the horizon, and the glow of its departure
was veiled by swift-rising clouds which the wind blew upward from
the sea--a cold wind, which whirled the snow from its resting-place
and shook it from the trees. Ludovico at length arrived at the foot of
the precipice. The snow reflected and enhanced the twilight, and he
saw four deep marks that must have been made by the deer. The
precipice was high above, and its escape appeared a miracle. It
must have escaped; but those were the only marks it had left. Around
lay a forest of ilex, beset by thick, entangled underwood, and it
seemed impossible that any animal so large as the stag in pursuit
could have broken its way through the apparently impenetrable
barrier it opposed. The desire to find his quarry became almost a



passion in the heart of Ludovico. He walked round to seek for an
opening, and at last found a narrow pathway through the forest, and
some few marks seemed to indicate that the stag must have sought
for refuge up the glen. With a swiftness characteristic even of his
prey, Ludovico rushed up the pathway, and thought not of how far he
ran, until, breathless, he stopped before a cottage that opposed itself
to his further progress. He stopped and looked around. There was
something singularly mournful in the scene. It was not dark, but the
shades of evening seemed to descend from the vast woof of cloud
that climbed the sky from the West. The black and shining leaves of
the ilex and those of the laurel and myrtle underwood were strongly
contrasted with the white snow that lay upon them. A breeze passed
among the boughs, and scattered the drift that fell in flakes, and
disturbed by fits the silence around; or, again, a bird twittered, or flew
with melancholy flap of wing, beneath the trees to its nest in some
hollow trunk. The house seemed desolate; its windows were
glassless, and small heaps of snow lay upon the sills. There was no
print of footing on the equal surface of the path that led right up to the
door, yet a little smoke now and then struggled upward from its
chimney, and, on paying fixed attention, Prince Ludovico thought he
heard a voice. He called, but received no answer. He put his hand on
the latch; it yielded, and he entered. On the floor, strewed with
leaves, lay a person sick and dying; for, though there was a slight
motion in the eyes that showed that life had not yet deserted his
throne, the paleness of the visage was that of death only. It was an
aged woman, and her white hair showed that she descended to no
untimely grave. But a figure knelt beside her which might have been
mistaken for the angel of heaven waiting to receive and guide the
departing soul to eternal rest, but for the sharp agony that was
stamped on the features, and the glazed but earnest gaze of her eye.
She was very young, and beautiful as the star of evening. She had
apparently despoiled herself to bestow warmth on her dying friend,
for her arms and neck were bare but for the quantity of dark and



flowing hair that clustered on her shoulders. She was absorbed in
one feeling, that of watching the change in the sick person. Her
cheeks, even her lips, were pale; her eyes seemed to gaze as if her
whole life reigned in their single perception.

She did not hear Ludovico enter, or, at least, she made no sign that
indicated that she was conscious of it. The sick person murmured;
as she bent her head down to catch the sound, she replied, in an
accent of despair:

"I can get no more leaves, for the snow is on the ground; nor have I
any other earthly thing to place over you."

"Is she cold?" said Ludovico, creeping near, and bending down
beside the afflicted girl.

"Oh, very cold!" she replied, "and there is no help."

Ludovico had gone to the chase in a silken mantle lined with the
choicest furs: he had thrown it off, and left it with his horse that it
might not impede his descent. He hastened from the cottage, he ran
down the lane, and, following the marks of his footsteps, he arrived
where his steed awaited him. He did not again descend by the same
path, reflecting that it might be necessary for him to seek assistance
for the dying woman. He led his horse down the bill by a circuitous
path, and, although he did this with all possible speed, night closed
in, and the glare of the snow alone permitted him to see the path that
he desired to follow. When he arrived at the lane he saw that the
cottage, before so dark, was illuminated, and, as he approached, he
heard the solemn hymn of death as it was chanted by the priests who
filled it. The change had taken place, the soul had left its mortal
mansion, and the deserted ruin was attended with more of solemnity
than had been paid to the mortal struggle. Amid the crowd of priests
Ludovico entered unperceived, and he looked around for the lovely



female he had left She sat, retired from the priests, on a heap of
leaves in a corner of the cottage. Her clasped hands lay on her
knees, her head was bent downward, and every now and then she
wiped away her fast-falling tears with her hair. Ludovico threw his
cloak over her. She looked up, and drew the covering round her,
more to hide her person than for the sake of warmth, and then, again
turning away, was absorbed in her melancholy thoughts.

Ludovico gazed on her in pity. For the first time since his mother's
death, tears filled his eyes, and his softened countenance beamed
with tender sympathy. He said nothing, but he continued to look on
as a wish arose in his mind that he might wipe the tears that one by
one fell from the shrouded eyes of the unfortunate girl. As he was
thus engaged, he heard his name called by one of the attendants of
the castle, and, throwing the few pieces of gold he possessed into
the lap of the sufferer, he suddenly left the cottage, and, joining the
servant who had been in search of him, rode rapidly toward his
home.

As Ludovico rode along, and the first emotions of pity having, as it
were, ceased to throb in his mind, these feelings merged into the
strain of thought in which he habitually indulged, and turned its course
to something new.

"I call myself wretched," he cried--"I, the well-clad and fed, and this
lovely peasant-girl, half famished, parts with her necessary clothing
to cover the dying limbs of her only friend. I also have lost my only
friend, and that is my true misfortune, the cause of all my real misery-
-sycophants would assume that name--spies and traitors usurp that
office. I have cast these aside--shaken them from me as yon bough
shakes to earth its incumbrance of snow, not as cold as their iced
hearts, but I am alone--solitude gnaws my heart and makes me
savage--miserable--worthless."



Yet, although he thought in this manner, the heart of Ludovico was
softened by what he had seen, and milder feelings pressed upon
him. He had felt sympathy for one who needed it; he had conferred a
benefit on the necessitous; tenderness molded his lips to a smile,
and the pride of utility gave dignity to the fire of his eye. The people
about him saw the change, and, not meeting with the usual disdain of
his manner, they also became softened, and the alteration apparent
in his character seemed ready to effect as great a metamorphosis in
his external situation. But the time was not come when this change
would become permanent.

On the day that succeeded to this hunt, Prince Fernando removed to
Naples, and commanded his son to accompany him. The residence
at Naples was peculiarly irksome to Ludovico. In the country he
enjoyed comparative freedom. Satisfied that he was in the castle, his
father sometimes forgot him for days together; but it was otherwise
here. Fearful that he should form friends and connections, and
knowing that his commanding figure and peculiar manners excited
attention and often curiosity, he kept him ever in sight; or, if he left
him for a moment, he first made himself sure of the people around
him, and left such of his own confidants whose very presence was
venom to the eye of Ludovico. Add to which, Prince Mondolfo
delighted to insult and browbeat his son in public, and, aware of his
deficiencies in the more elegant accomplishments, he exposed him
even to the derision of his friends. They remained two months at
Naples, and then returned to Mondolfo.

It was spring; the air was genial and spirit-stirring. The white
blossoms of the almond-trees and the pink ones of the peach just
began to be contrasted with the green leaves that shot forth among
them. Ludovico felt little of the exhilarating effects of spring.
Wounded in his heart's core, he asked nature why she painted a
sepulcher; he asked the airs why they fanned the sorrowful and the
dead. He wandered forth to solitude. He rambled down the path that



led to the sea; he sat on the beach, watching the monotonous flow of
the waves; they danced and sparkled; his gloomy thoughts refused to
imbibe cheerfulness from wave or sun.

A form passed near him--a peasant-girl, who balanced a pitcher,
urn-shaped, upon her head; she was meanly clad, but she attracted
Ludovico's regard, and when, having approached the fountain, she
took her pitcher and turned to fill it, he recognized the cottager of the
foregoing winter. She knew him also, and, leaving her occupation,
she approached him and kissed his hand with that irresistible grace
that southern climes seem to instill into the meanest of their children.

At first she hesitated, and began to thank him in broken accents, but
words came as she spoke, and Ludovico listened to her eloquent
thanks--the first he had heard addressed to him by any human being.
A smile of pleasure stole over his face--a smile whose beauty sank
deep into the gazer's heart. In a minute they were seated on the bank
beside the fountain, and Viola told the story of her poverty-stricken
youth--her orphan lot--the death of her best friend--and it was now
only the benign climate which, in diminishing human wants, made her
appear less wretched than then. She was alone in the world--living in
that desolate cottage--providing for her daily fare with difficulty. Her
pale cheek, the sickly languor that pervaded her manner, gave
evidence of the truth of her words; but she did not weep, she spoke
words of good heart, and it was only when she alluded to the
benefaction of Ludovico that her soft dark eyes swam with tears.

The youth visited her cottage the next day. He rode up the lane, now
grass-grown and scented by violets, which Viola was gathering from
the banks. She presented her nosegay to him. They entered the
cottage together. It was dilapidated and miserable. A few flowers
placed in a broken vase was a type only of poor Viola herself--a
lovely blossom in the midst of utter poverty; and the rose-tree that
shaded the window could only tell that sweet Italy, even in the midst



of wretchedness, spares her natural wealth to adorn her children.

Ludovico made Viola sit down on a bench by the window, and stood
opposite to her, her flowers in his hand, listening. She did not talk of
her poverty, and it would be difficult to recount what was said. She
seemed happy and smiled and spoke with a gleeful voice, which
softened the heart of her friend, so that he almost wept with pity and
admiration. After this, day by day, Ludovico visited the cottage and
bestowed all his time on Viola. He came and talked with her,
gathered violets with her, consoled and advised her, and became
happy. The idea that he was of use to a single human being instilled
joy into his heart; and yet he was wholly unconscious how entirely he
was necessary to the happiness of his protegee. He felt happy
beside her, he was delighted to bestow benefits on her, and to see
her profit by them; but he did not think of love, and his mind,
unawakened to passion, reposed from its long pain without a thought
for the future. It was not so with the peasant-girl. She could not see
his eyes bent in gentleness on her, his mouth lighted by its tender
smile, or listen to his voice as he bade her trust in him, for that he
would be father, brother, all to her, without deeply, passionately
loving him. He became the sun of her day, the breath of her life--her
hope, joy, and sole possession. She watched for his coming, she
watched him as he went, and for a long time she was happy. She
would not repine that he replied to her earnest love with calm
affection only--she was a peasant, he a noble--and she could claim
and expect no more; he was a god--she might adore him; and it
were blasphemy to hope for more than a benign acceptation of her
worship.

Prince Mondolfo was soon made aware of Ludovico's visits to the
cottage of the forest, and he did not doubt that Viola had become the
mistress of his son. He did not endeavor to interrupt the connection,
or put any bar to his visits. Ludovico, indeed, enjoyed more liberty
than ever, and his cruel father confined himself alone to the



restricting of him more than ever in money. His policy was apparent:
Ludovico had resisted every temptation of gambling and other
modes of expense thrown in his way. Fernando had long wished to
bring his son to a painful sense of his poverty and dependence, and
to oblige him to seek the necessary funds in such a career as would
necessitate his desertion of the paternal roof. He had wound many
snares around the boy, and all were snapped by his firm but almost
unconscious resistance; but now, without seeking, without
expectation, the occasion came of itself which would lead him to
require far more than his father had at any time allowed him, and now
that allowance was restricted, yet Ludovico did not murmur--and until
now he had had enough.

A long time Fernando abstained from all allusion to the connection of
his son; but one evening, at a banquet, gayety overcame his caution-
-a gayety which ever led him to sport with his son's feelings, and to
excite a pain which might repress the smile that his new state of
mind ceased to make frequent visits to his countenance.

"Here," cried Fernando, as he filled a goblet--"here, Ludovico, is to
the health of your violet-girl!"

and he concluded his speech with some indecorous allusion that
suffused Ludovico's cheek with red. Without replying he arose to
depart.

"And whither are you going, sir?" cried his father. "Take yon cup to
answer my pledge, for, by Bacchus! none that sit at my table shall
pass it uncourteously by."

Ludovico, still standing, filled his cup and raised it as he was about
to speak and retort to his father's speech, but the memory of his
words and the innocence of Viola pressed upon him and filled his
heart almost to bursting. He put down his cup, pushed aside the



people who sought to detain him, and left the castle, and soon the
laughter of the revelers was no more heard by him, though it had
loudly rung and was echoed through the lofty halls. The words of
Fernando had awakened a strange spirit in Ludovico. "Viola! Can
she love me? Do I love her?" The last question was quickly
answered. Passion, suddenly awake, made every artery tingle by its
thrill-ing presence. His cheeks burned and his heart danced with
strange exultation as he hastened toward the cottage, unheeding all
but the universe of sensation that dwelt within him. He reached its
door. Blank and dark the walls rose before him, and the boughs of
the wood waved and sighed over him. Until now he had felt
impatience alone--the sickness of fear--fear of finding a cold return
to his passion's feeling now entered his heart; and, retreating a little
from the cottage, he sat on a bank, and hid his face in his hands,
while passionate tears gushed from his eyes and trickled from
between his fingers. Viola opened the door of her cottage; Ludovico
had failed in his daily visit, and she was unhappy. She looked on the
sky--the sun had set, and Hesperus glowed in the West; the dark
ilex-trees made a deep shade, which was broken by innumerable
fire-flies, which flashed now low on the ground, discovering the
flowers as they slept hushed and closed in night, now high among the
branches, and their light was reflected by the shining leaves of ilex
and laurel. Viola's wandering eye unconsciously selected one and
followed it as it flew, and ever and anon cast aside its veil of
darkness and shed a wide pallor around its own form. At length it
nestled itself in a bower of green leaves formed by a clump of united
laurels and myrtles; and there it stayed, flashing its beautiful light,
which, coming from among the boughs, seemed as if the brightest
star of the heavens had wandered from its course, and, trembling at
its temerity, sat panting on its earthly perch. Ludovico sat near the
laurel--Viola saw him--her breath came quick--she spoke not--but
stepped lightly to him--and looked with such mazed ecstasy of
thought that she felt, nay, almost heard, her heart beat with her



emotion. At length she spoke--she uttered his name, and he looked
up on her gentle face, her beaming eyes and her sylph-like form bent
over him. He forgot his fears, and his hopes were soon confirmed.
For the first time he pressed the trembling lips of Viola, and then tore
himself away to think with rapture and wonder on all that had taken
place.

Ludovico ever acted with energy and promptness. He returned only
to plan with Viola when they might be united. A small chapel in the
Apennines, sequestered and unknown, was selected; a priest was
easily procured from a neighboring convent and easily bribed to
silence. Ludovico led back his bride to the cottage in the forest.
There she continued to reside; for worlds he would not have had her
change her habitation; all his wealth was expended in decorating it;
yet his all only sufliced to render it tolerable. But they were happy.
The small circlet of earth's expanse that held in his Viola was the
universe to her husband. His heart and imagination widened and
filled it until it encompassed all of beautiful, and was inhabited by all
of excellent, this world contains.

She sang to him; he listened, and the notes built around him a magic
bower of delight. He trod the soil of paradise, and its winds fed his
mind to intoxication. The inhabitants of Mondolfo could not recognize
the haughty, resentful Ludovico in the benign and gentle husband of
Viola.

His father's taunts were unheeded, for he did not hear them. He no
longer trod the earth, but, angel-like, sustained by the wings of love,
skimmed over it, so that he felt not its inequalities nor was touched
by its rude obstacles. And Viola, with deep gratitude and passionate
tenderness, repaid his love. She thought of him only, lived for him,
and with unwearied attention kept alive in his mind the first dream of
passion.



Thus nearly two years passed, and a lovely child appeared to bind
the lovers with closer ties, and to fill their humble roof with smiles and
joy.

Ludovico seldom went to Mondolfo; and his father, continuing his
ancient policy, and glad that in his attachment to a peasant-girl he
had relieved his mind from the fear of brilliant connections and able
friends, even dispensed with his attendance when he visited Naples.
Fernando did not suspect that his son had married his low-born
favorite; if he had, his aversion for him would not have withheld him
from resisting so degrading an alliance; and, while his blood flowed
in Ludovico's veins, he would never have avowed offspring who were
contaminated by a peasant's less highly-sprung tide.

Ludovico had nearly completely his twentieth year when his elder
brother died. Prince Mondolfo at that time spent four months at
Naples, endeavoring to bring to a conclusion a treaty of marriage he
had entered into between his heir and the daughter of a noble
Neapolitan house, when this death overthrew his hopes, and he
retired in grief and mourning to his castle. A few weeks of sorrow
and reason restored him to himself. He had loved even this favored
eldest son more as the heir of his name and fortune than as his child;
and the web destroyed that he had woven for him, he quickly began
another.

Ludovico was summoned to his father's presence. Old habit yet
rendered such a summons momentous; but the youth, with a proud
smile, threw off these boyish cares, and stood with a gentle dignity
before his altered parent.

"Ludovico," said the Prince, "four years ago you refused to take a
priest's vows, and then you excited my utmost resentment; now I
thank you for that resistance."



A slight feeling of suspicion crossed Ludovico's mind that his father
was about to cajole him for some evil purpose. Two years before he
would have acted on such a thought, but the habit of happiness
made him unsuspicious. He bent his head gently.

"Ludovico," continued his father, while pride and a wish to conciliate
disturbed his mind and even his countenance, "my son, I have used
you hardly; but that time is now past."

Ludovico gently replied:

"My father, I did not deserve your ill-treatment; I hope I shall merit your
kindness when I know--"

"Yes, yes," interrupted Fernando, uneasily, "you do not understand--
you desire to know why--in short, you, Ludovico, are now all my hope-
-Olympio is dead--the house of Mondolfo has no support but you--"

"Pardon me," replied the youth. "Mondolfo is in no danger; you, my
lord, are fully able to support and even to augment its present
dignity."

"You do not understand. Mondolfo has no support but you. I am old, I
feel my age, and these gray hairs announce it to me too glaringly.
There is no collateral branch, and my hope must rest in your children-
-"

"My children, my lord!" replied Ludovico. "I have only one; and if the
poor little boy--"

"What folly is this?" cried Fernando, impatiently. "I speak of your
marriage and not--"

"My lord, my wife is ever ready to pay her dutious respects to you--"



"Your wife, Ludovico! But you speak without thought. How? Who?"

"The violet-girl, my lord."

A tempest had crossed the countenance of Fernando. That his son,
unknown to him, should have made an unworthy alliance, convulsed
every fiber of his frame, and the lowering of his brows and his
impatient gesture told the intolerable anguish of such a thought. The
last words of Ludovico restored him. It was not his wife that he thus
named--he felt assured that it was not.

He smiled somewhat gloomily, still it was a smile of satisfaction.

"Yes," he replied, "I understand; but you task my patience--you
should not trifle with such a subject or with me. I talk of your marriage.
Now that Olympio is dead, and you are, in his place, heir of
Mondolfo, you may, in his stead, conclude the advantageous, nay,
even princely, alliance I was forming for him."

Ludovico replied with earnestness:

"You are pleased to misunderstand me. I am already married. Two
years ago, while I was still the despised, insulted Ludovico, I formed
this connection, and it will be my pride to show the world how, in all
but birth, my peasant-wife is able to follow the duties of her
distinguished situation."

Fernando was accustomed to command himself. He felt as if
stabbed by a poniard; but he paused till calm and voice returned,
and then he said:

"You have a child?"

"An heir, my lord," replied Ludovico, smiling--for his father's mildness
deceived him--"a lovely, healthy boy."



"They live near here?"

"I can bring them to Mondolfo in an hour's space. Their cottage is in
the forest, about a quarter of a mile east of the convent of Santa
Chiara."

"Enough, Ludovico; you have communicated strange tidings, and I
must consider of them. I will see you again this evening."

Ludovico bowed and disappeared. He hastened to his cottage, and
related all that he remembered or understood of this scene, and
bade Viola prepare to come to the castle at an instant's notice. Viola
trembled; it struck her that all was not so fair as Ludovico
represented; but she hid her fears, and even smiled as her husband
with a kiss hailed his boy as heir of Mondolfo.

Fernando had commanded both look and voice while his son was
within hearing. He had gone to the window of his chamber, and
stood steadily gazing on the drawbridge until Ludovico crossed it
and disappeared. Then, unrestrained, he strode up and down the
apartment, while the roof rang with his impetuous tread. He uttered
cries and curses, and struck his head with his clenched fist. It was
long ere he could think--he felt only, and feeling was torture. The
tempest at length subsided, and he threw himself in his chair. His
contracted brows and frequently-convulsed lips showed how entirely
he was absorbed in consideration. All at first was one frightful whirl;
by degrees, the motion was appeased; his thoughts flowed with
greater calmness; they subsided into one channel whose course he
warily traced until he thought that he saw the result, Hours passed
during this contemplation. When he arose from his chair, as one who
had slept and dreamed uneasily, his brows became by degrees
smooth; he stretched out his arm, and, spreading his hand, cried:



"So it is! and I have vanquished him!"

Evening came, and Ludovico was announced. Fernando feared his
son. He had ever dreaded his determined and fearless mode of
action. He dreaded to encounter the boy's passions with his own,
and felt in the clash that his was not the master-passion. So,
subduing all of hate, revenge, and wrath, he received him with a
smile. Ludovico smiled also; yet there was no similarity in their look:
one was a smile of frankness, joy, and affection--the other the veiled
grimace of smothered malice. Fernando said:

"My son, you have entered lightly into a marriage as if it were a
child's game, but, where principalities and noble blood are at stake,
the loss or gain is too momentous to be trifled with. Silence,
Ludovico! Listen to me, I entreat. You have made a strange marriage
with a peasant, which, though I may acknowledge, I cannot approve,
which must be displeasing to your sovereign, and derogatory to all
who claim alliance with the house of Mondolfo."

Cold dew stood on the forehead of Fernando as he spoke; he
paused, recovered his self-command, and continued:

"It will be difficult to reconcile these discordant interests, and a
moment of rashness might cause us to lose our station, fortune,
everything! Your interests are in my hands. I will be careful of them. I
trust, before the expiration of a very few months, the future Princess
Mondolfo will be received at the court of Naples with due honor and
respect. But you must leave it to me. You must not move in the affair.
You must promise that you will not, until I permit, mention your
marriage to any one, or acknowledge it if you are taxed with it."

Ludovico, after a moment's hesitation, replied:

"I promise that, for the space of six months, I will not mention my



marriage to any one. I will not be guilty of falsehood, but for that time I
will not affirm it or bring it forward in any manner so as to annoy you."

Fernando again paused; but prudence conquered, and he said no
more. He entered on other topics with his son; they supped together,
and the mind of Ludovico, now attuned to affection, received all the
marks of his father's awakening love with gratitude and joy. His father
thought that he held him in his toils, and was ready to sweeten the
bitterness of his intended draft by previous kindness.

A week passed thus in calm. Ludovico and Viola were perfectly
happy. Ludovico only wished to withdraw his wife from obscurity from
that sensation of honest pride which makes us desire to declare to
the whole world the excellence of a beloved object. Viola shrank from
such an exhibition; she loved her humble cottage--humble still though
adorned with all that taste and love could bestow on it. The trees bent
over Its low roof and shaded its windows, which were filled with
flowering shrubs; its floor shone with marble, and vases of antique
shape and exquisite beauty stood in the niches of the room.

Every part was consecrated by the memory of their first meeting and
their loves--the walks in snow and violets; the forest of ilex with its
underwood of myrtle and its population of fire-flies; the birds; the wild
and shy animals that sometimes came in sight, and, seen, retreated;
the changes of the seasons, of the hues of nature influenced by them;
the alterations of the sky; the walk of the moon; and the moving of the
stars--all were dear, known, and commented on by this pair, who
saw the love their own hearts felt reflected in the whole scene
around, and in their child, their noisy but speechless companion,
whose smiles won hopes, and whose bright form seemed as if sent
from Heaven to reward their constant affection.

A week passed, and Fernando and Ludovico were riding together,
when the Prince said:



"Tomorrow, early, my son, you must go to Naples. It is time that you
should show yourself there as my heir, and the best representative of
a princely house. The sooner you do this the quicker will arrive the
period for which, no doubt, you long, when the unknown Princess
Mondolfo will be acknowledged by all. I cannot accompany you. In
fact, circumstances which you may guess make me desire that you
should appear at first without me. You will be distinguished by your
sovereign, courted by all, and you will remember your promise as the
best means of accomplishing your object. In a very few days I will join
you."

Ludovico readily assented to this arrangement, and went the same
evening to take leave of Viola. She was seated beneath the laurel
tree where first they had made their mutual vows; her child was in her
arms, gazing with wonder and laughter on the light of the flies. Two
years had passed. It was summer again, and as the beams from
their eyes met and mingled each drank in the joyous certainty that
they were still as dear to one another as when he, weeping from
intense emotion, sat under that tree. He told her of his visit to Naples
which his father had settled for him, and a cloud passed over her
countenance, but she dismissed it. She would not fear; yet again and
again a thrilling sense of coming evil made her heart beat, and each
time was resisted with greater difficulty. As night came on, she
carried the sleeping child into the cottage, and placed him on his
bed, and then walked up and down the pathway of the forest with
Ludovico until the moment of his departure should arrive, for the heat
of the weather rendered it necessary that he should travel by night.
Again the fear of danger crossed her, and again she with a smile
shook off the thought; but, when he turned to give her his parting
embrace, it returned with full force on her. Weeping bitterly, she clung
to him, and entreated him not to go. Startled by her earnestness, he
eagerly sought an explanation, but the only explanation she could
give excited a gentle smile as he caressed and bade her to be calm;



and then, pointing to the crescent moon that gleamed through the
trees and checkered the ground with their moving shades, he told
her he would be with her ere its full, and with one more embrace left
her weeping. And thus it is a strange prophecy often creeps about,
and the spirit of Cassandra inhabits many a hapless human heart,
and utters from many lips unheeded forebodings of evils that are to
be: the hearers heed them not--the speaker hardly gives them credit-
-the evil comes which, if it could have been avoided, no Cassandra
could have foretold, for if that spirit were not a sure harbinger so
would it not exist; nor would these half revealings have place if the to
come did not fulfill and make out the sketch.

Viola beheld him depart with hopeless sorrow, and then turned to
console herself beside the couch of her child. Yet, gazing on him, her
fears came thicker; and in a transport of terror she rushed from the
cottage, ran along the pathway, calling on Ludovico's name, and
sometimes listening if she might hear the tread of his horse, and then
again shrieking aloud for him to return.

But he was far out of hearing, and she returned again to her cot, and,
lying down beside her child, clasping his little hand in hers, at length
slept peacefully.

Her sleep was light and short. She arose before the sun, and hardly
had he begun to cast long shadows on the ground when, attiring
herself in her veil, she was about to go with the infant to the
neighboring chapel of Santa Chiara, when she heard the trampling of
horses come up the pathway; her heart beat quick, and still quicker
when she saw a stranger enter the cottage. His form was
commanding, and age, which had grizzled his hair, had not
tempered the fire of his eye nor marred the majesty of his carriage;
but every lineament was impressed by pride and even cruelty. Self-
will and scorn were even more apparent. He was somewhat like
what Ludovico had been, and so like what he then was that Viola did



not doubt that his father stood before her. She tried to collect her
courage, but the surprise, his haughty mien, and, above all, the
sound of many horses, and the voices of men who had remained
outside the cottage, so disturbed and distracted her that her heart for
a moment failed her, and she leaned trembling and ashy white
against the wall, straining her child to her heart with convulsive
energy. Fernando spoke:

"You are Viola Amaldi, and you call yourself, I believe, the wife of
Ludovico Mandolfo?"

"I am so"--her lips formed themselves to these words, but the sound
died away.

Fernando continued:

"I am Prince Mondolfo, father of the rash boy who has entered into
this illegal and foolish contract. When I heard of it my plan was easily
formed, and I am now about to put it into execution. I could easily
have done so without coming to you, without enduring the scene
which, I suppose, I shall endure; but benevolence has prompted me
to the line of conduct I adopt, and I hope that I shall not repent it."

Fernando paused; Viola had heard little of what he had said. She
was employed in collecting her scattered spirits, in bidding her heart
be still, and arming herself with the pride and courage of innocence
and helplessness. Every word he spoke was thus of use to her, as it
gave her time to recollect herself. She only bowed her head as he
paused, and he continued:

"While Ludovico was a younger son, and did not seek to obtrude his
misalliance into notice, I was content that he should enjoy what he
termed happiness unmolested; but circumstances have changed. He
has become the heir of Mondolfo, and must support that family and



title by a suitable marriage. Your dream has passed. I mean you no
ill. You will be conducted hence with your child, placed on board a
vessel, and taken to a town in Spain. You will receive a yearly
stipend, and, as long as you seek no communication with Ludovico,
or endeavor to leave the asylum provided for you, you are safe; but
the slightest movement, the merest yearning for a station you may
never fill, shall draw upon you and that boy the vengeance of one
whose menaces are but the uplifted arm--the blow quickly follows!"

The excess of danger that threatened the unprotected Viola gave her
courage. She replied:

"I am alone and feeble, you are strong, and have ruffians waiting on
you to execute such crimes as your imagination suggests. I care not
for Mondolfo, nor the title, nor the possession, but I will never, oh!
never, never! renounce my Ludovico--never do aught to derogate
from our plighted faith. Torn from him, I will seek him, though it be
barefoot and a-hungered, through the wide world. He is mine by that
love be has been pleased to conceive for me; I am his by the
sentiment of devotion and eternal attachment that now animates my
voice. Tear us asunder, yet we shall meet again, and, unless you put
the grave between us, you cannot separate us."

Fernando smiled in scorn.

"And that boy," he said, pointing to die infant, "will you lead him,
innocent lamb, a sacrifice to the altar of your love, and plant the knife
yourself in the victim's heart?"

Again the lips of Viola became pale as she clasped her boy and
exclaimed, in almost inarticulate accents:

"There is a God in Heaven!".Fernando left the cottage, and it was
soon filled by men, one of whom threw a cloak over Viola and her



boy, and, dragging them from the cottage, placed them in a kind of
litter, and the cavalcade proceeded silently. Viola had uttered one
shriek when she beheld her enemies, but, knowing their power and
her own impotence, she stifled all further cries. When in the litter she
strove in vain to disengage herself from the cloak that enveloped her,
and then tried to hush her child, who, frightened at his strange
situation, uttered piercing cries. At length he slept; and Viola,
darkling and fearful, with nothing to sustain her spirits or hopes, felt
her courage vanish.

She wept long with despair and misery. She thought of Ludovico and
what his grief would be, and her tears were redoubled. There was no
hope, for her enemy was relentless, her child torn from her, a cloister
her prison. Such were the images constantly before her. They
subdued her courage, and filled her with terror and dismay.

The cavalcade entered the town of Salerno, and the roar of the sea
announced to poor Viola that they were on its shores.

"O bitter waves!" she cried. "My tears are as bitter as ye, and they
will soon mingle!"

Her conductors now entered a building. It was a watch-tower at some
distance from the town, on the sea-beach. They lifted Viola from the
litter and led her to one of the dreary apartments of the tower. The
window, which was not far from the ground, was grated with iron; it
bore the appearance of a guardroom. The chief of her conductors
addressed her, courteously asked her to excuse the rough lodging;
the wind was contrary, he said, but change was expected, and the
next day he hoped they would be able to embark. He pointed to the
destined vessel in the offing.

Viola, excited to hope by his mildness, began to entreat his
compassion, but he immediately left her. Soon after another man



brought in food, with a flask of wine and a jug of water. He also
retired; her massive door was locked, the sound of retreating
footsteps died away.

Viola did not despair; she felt, however, that it would need all her
courage to extricate herself from her prison. She ate a part of the
food which had been provided, drank some water, and then, a little
refreshed, she spread the cloak her conductors had left on the floor,
placed her child on it to play, and then stationed herself at the
window to see if any one might pass whom she might address, and,
if he were not able to assist her in any other way, he might at least
bear a message to Ludovico, that her fate might not be veiled in the
fearful mystery that threatened it; but probably the way past her
window was guarded, for no one drew near. As she looked,
however, and once advanced her head to gaze more earnestly, it
struck her that her person would pass between the iron grates of her
window, which was not high from the ground. The cloak, fastened to
one of the stanchions, promised a safe descent. She did not dare
make the essay; nay, she was so fearful that she might be watched,
and that, if she were seen near the window, her jailers might be
struck with the same idea, that she retreated to the farther end of the
room, and sat looking at the bars with fluctuating hope and fear, that
now dyed her cheeks with crimson, and again made them pale as
when Ludovico had first seen her.

Her boy passed his time in alternate play and sleep. The ocean still
roared, and the dark clouds brought up by the sirocco blackened the
sky and hastened the coming evening. Hour after hour passed; she,
heard no clock; there was no sun to mark the time, but by degrees
the room grew dark, and at last the Ave Maria tolled, heard by fits
between the howling of the winds and the dashing of the waves. She
knelt, and put up a fervent prayer to the Madonna, protector of
innocence--prayer for herself and her boy--no less innocent than the
Mother and Divine Child, to whom she made her orisons. Still she



paused. Drawing near to the window, she listened for the sound of
any human being: that sound, faint and intermittent, died away, and
with darkness came rain that poured in torrents, accompanied by
thunder and lightning that drove every creature to shelter. Viola
shuddered. Could she expose her child during such a night? Yet
again she gathered courage. It only made her meditate on some
plan by which she might get the cloak as a shelter for her boy after it
had served for their descent. She tried the bars, and found that, with
some difficulty, she could pass, and, gazing downward from the
outside, a flash of lightning revealed the ground not far below. Again
she commended herself to divine protection; again she called upon
and blessed her Ludovico; and then, not fearless but determined,
she began her operations.

She fastened the cloak by means of her long veil, which, hanging to
the ground, was tied by a slip-knot, and gave way when pulled. She
took her child in her arms, and, having got without the bars, bound
him with the sash to her waist, and then, without accident, she
reached the ground.

Having then secured the cloak, and enveloped herself and her child
in its dark and ample folds, she paused breathlessly to listen. Nature
was awake with its loudest voice--the sea roared--and the incessant
flashes of lightning that discovered that solitude around her were
followed by such deafening peals as almost made her fear. She
crossed the field, and kept the sight of the white sea-foam to her
right hand, knowing that she thus proceeded in an opposite direction
from Mondolfo. She walked as fast as her burden permitted her,
keeping the beaten road, for the darkness made her fear to deviate.
The rain ceased, and she walked on, until, her limbs falling under her,
she was fain to rest, and refresh herself with the bread she had
brought with her from the prison. Action and success had inspired
her with unusual energy. She would not fear--she believed herself



free and secure. She wept, but it was the overflowing emotion that
found no other expression. She doubted not that she should rejoin
Ludovico. Seated thus in the dark night--having for hours been the
sport of the elements, which now for an instant paused in their fury--
seated on a stone by the roadside--a wide, dreary, unknown country
about her--her helpless child in her arms--herself having just finished
eating the only food she possessed--she felt triumph, and joy, and
love, descend into her heart, prophetic of future reunion with her
beloved.

It was summer, and the air consequently warm. Her cloak had
protected her from the wet, so her limbs were free and unnumbed. At
the first ray of dawn she arose, and at the nearest pathway she
struck out of the road, and took her course nearer the bordering
Apennines. From Salerno as far south as the eye could reach, a low
plain stretched itself along the seaside, and the hills at about the
distance of ten miles bound it in. These mountains are high and
singularly beautiful in their shape; their crags point to Heaven and
streams flow down their sides and water the plain below. After
several hours' walking, Viola reached a pine forest, which
descended from the heights and stretched itself in the plain. She
sought its friendly shelter with joy, and, penetrating its depths until
she saw trees only on all sides of her, she again reposed. The
sirocco had been dissipated by the thunderstorm, and the sun,
vanquishing the clouds that at first veiled its splendor, glowed forth in
the clear majesty of noon. Southern born, Viola did not fear the heat.

She collected pine nuts, she contrived to make a fire, and ate them
with appetite; and then, seeking a covert, she lay down and slept, her
boy in her arms, thanking Heaven and the Virgin for her escape.
When she awoke, the triumph of her heart somewhat died away. She
felt the solitude, she felt her helplessness, she feared pursuers, yet
she dashed away the tears, and then reflecting that she was too near
Salerno--the sun being now at the sea's verge--she arose and



pursued her way through the intricacies of the wood. She got to the
edge of it so far as to be able to direct her steps by the neighboring
sea. Torrents intercepted her path, and one rapid river threatened to
impede it altogether; but, going somewhat lower down, she found a
bridge; and then, approaching still nearer to the sea, she passed
through a wide and desolate kind of pasture-country, which seemed
to afford neither shelter nor sustenance to any human being. Night
closed in, and she was fearful to pursue her way, but, seeing some
buildings dimly in the distance, she directed her steps thither, hoping
to discover a hamlet where she might get shelter and such
assistance as would enable her to retrace her steps and reach
Naples without being discovered by her powerful enemy. She kept
these high buildings before her, which appeared like vast cathedrals,
but that they were untopped by any dome or spire; and she
wondered much what they could be, when suddenly they
disappeared. She would have thought some rising ground had
intercepted them, but all before her was plain. She paused, and at
length resolved to wait for dawn. All day she had seen no human
being; twice or thrice she had heard the bark of a dog, and once the
whistle of a shepherd, but she saw no one. Desolation was around
her; this, indeed, had lulled her into security at first. Where no men
were, there was no danger for her. But at length the strange solitude
became painful-she longed to see a cottage, or to find some
peasant, however uncouth, who might answer her inquiries and
provide for her wants. She had viewed with surprise the buildings
which had been as beacons to her. She did not wish to enter a large
town, and she wondered how one could exist in such a desert; but
she had left the wood far behind her, and required food. Night
passed--balmy and sweet night--the breezes fanned her, the glowing
atmosphere encompassed her, the fire-flies flitted round her, bats
wheeled about in the air, and the heavy-winged owl hooped anigh,
while the beetle's constant hum filled the air. She lay on the ground,
her babe pillowed on her arm, looking upon the starry heavens. Many



thoughts crowded upon her: the thought of Ludovico, of her reunion
with him, of joy after sorrow; and she forgot that she was alone, half-
famished, encompassed by enemies in a desert plain of Calabria 2-
-she slept.

She awoke not until the sun had risen high--it had risen above the
temples of Pastum,3 and the columns threw short shadows on the
ground. They were near her, unseen during night, and were now
revealed as the edifices that had attracted her the evening before.
They stood on a rugged plain, despoiled of all roof, their columns
and cornices encompassing a space of high and weed-grown grass;
the deep-blue sky canopied them and filled them with light and
cheerfulness. Viola looked on them with wonder and reverence; they
were temples to some god who still seemed to deify them with his
presence; he clothed them still with beauty, and what was called their
ruin might, in its picturesque wildness and sublime loneliness, be
more adapted to his nature than when, roofed and gilded, they stood
in pristine strength; and the silent worship of air and happy animals
might be more suited to him than the concourse of the busy and
heartless. The most benevolent of spirit-gods seemed to inhabit that
desert, weed-grown area; the spirit of beauty flitted between those
columns embrowned by time, painted with strange color, and raised
a genial atmosphere on the deserted altar. Awe and devotion filled
the heart of lonely Viola; she raised her eyes and heart to Heaven in
thanksgiving and prayer--not that her lips formed words, or her
thoughts suggested connected sentences, but the feeling of worship
and gratitude animated her; and, as the sunlight streamed through
the succession of columns, so--did joy, dove-shaped, fall on and
illumine her soul.

With such devotion as seldom before she had visited a saint-
dedicated church, she ascended the broken and rude steps of the
larger temple, and entered the plot that it in-closed. An inner circuit of
smaller columns formed a smaller area, which she entered, and,



sitting on a huge fragment of the broken cornice that had fallen to the
ground, she silently waited as if for some oracle to visit her sense
and guide her.

Thus sitting, she heard the near bark of a dog, followed by the
bleating of sheep, and she saw a little flock spread itself in the field
adjoining the farther temple. They were shepherded by a girl clothed
in rags, but the season required little covering; and these poor
people, moneyless, possessing only what their soil gives them, are
in the articles of clothing poor even to nakedness.

In inclement weather they wrap rudely-formed clothes of undressed
sheepskin around them--during the heats of summer they do little
more than throw aside these useless garments. The shepherd-girl
was probably about fifteen years of age; a large black straw hat
shaded her head from the intense rays of the sun; her feet and legs
were bare; and her petticoat, tucked up, Diana-like, above one knee,
gave a picturesque appearance to her rags, which, bound at her
waist by a girdle, bore some resemblance to the costume of a Greek
maiden. Rags have a costume of their own, as fine in their way, in
their contrast of rich colors and the uncouth boldness of their drapery,
as kingly robes. Viola approached the shepherdess and quietly
entered into conversation with her; without making any appeal to her
charity or feelings, she asked the name of the place where she was,
and her boy, awake and joyous, soon attracted attention. The
shepherd-girl was pretty, and, above all, good-natured; she caressed
the child, seemed delighted to have found a companion for her
solitude, and, when Viola said that she was hungry, unloaded her
scrip of roasted pine nuts, boiled chestnuts, and coarse bread. Viola
ate with joy and gratitude. They remained together all day; the sun
went down, the glowing light of its setting faded, and the
shepherdess would have taken Viola home with her. But she
dreaded a human dwelling, still fearing that, wherever there



appeared a possibility of shelter, there her pursuers would seek her.

She gave a few small silver-pieces, part of what she had about her
when seized, to her new friend, and, bidding her bring sufficient food
for the next day, entreated her not to mention her adventure to any
one. The girl promised, and, with the assistance of her dog, drove
the flock toward their fold. Viola passed the night within the area of
the larger temple.

Not doubting the success of his plan, on the very evening that
followed its execution, Prince Mondolfo had gone to Naples. He
found his son at the Mondolfo Palace. Despising the state of a court,
and careless of the gaieties around him, Ludovico longed to return to
the cottage of Viola.

So, after the expiration of two days, he told his father that he should
ride over to Mondolfo, and return the following morning. Fernando
did not oppose him, but, two hours after his departure, followed him,
and arrived at the castle just after Ludovico, leaving his attendants
there, quitted it to proceed alone to his cottage. The first person
Prince Mondolfo saw was the chief of the company who had had the
charge of Viola. His story was soon told: the unfavorable wind, the
imprisonment in a room barricaded with the utmost strength, her
incomprehensible escape, and the vain efforts that had subsequently
been made to find her. Fernando listened as if in a dream;
convinced of the truth, he saw no clue to guide him--no hope of
recovering possession of his prisoner. He foamed with rage, then
endeavored to suppress as useless his towering passion. He
overwhelmed the bearer of the news with execrations; sent out
parties of men in pursuit in all directions, promising every reward,
and urging the utmost secrecy, and then, left alone, paced his
chamber in fury and dismay. His solitude was of no long duration.
Ludovico burst into his room, his countenance lighted up with rage.



"Murderer!" he cried. "Where is my Viola?"

Fernando remained speechless.

"Answer!" said Ludovico. "Speak with those lips that pronounced her
death-sentence--or raise against me that hand from which her blood
is scarcely washed--Oh, my Viola! thou and my angel-child, descend
with all thy sweetness into my heart, that this hand write not parricide
on my brow!"

Fernando attempted to speak.

"No!" shrieked the miserable Ludovico; "I will not listen to her
murderer. Yet--is she dead? I kneel--I call you father--I appeal to that
savage heart--I take in peace that hand that often struck me, and now
has dealt the death-blow--oh, tell me, does she yet live?"

Fernando seized on this interval of calm to relate his story. He told
the simple truth; but could such a tale gain belief? It awakened the
wildest rage in poor Ludovico's heart. He doubted not that Viola had
been murdered; and, after every expression of despair and hatred,
he bade his father seek his heir among the clods of the earth, for that
such he should soon become, and rushed from his presence.

He wandered to the cottage, he searched the country round, he
heard the tale of those who had witnessed any part of the carrying off
of his Viola. He went to Salerno. He heard the tale there told with the
most determined incredulity. It was the tale, he doubted not, that his
father forged to free himself from accusation, and to throw an
impenetrable veil over the destruction of Viola.

His quick imagination made out for itself the scene of her death. The
very house in which she had been confined had at the extremity of it
a tower jutting out over the sea; a river flowed at its base, making its



confluence with the ocean deep and dark. He was convinced that the
fatal scene had been acted there. He mounted the tower; the higher
room was windowless, the iron grates of the windows had for some
cause been recently taken out. He was persuaded that Viola and her
child had been thrown from that window into the deep and gurgling
waters below.

He resolved to die! In those days of simple Catholic faith, suicide
was contemplated with horror. But there were other means almost as
sure. He would go a pilgrim to the Holy Land, and fight and die
beneath the walls of Jerusalem. Rash and energetic, his purpose
was no sooner formed than he hastened to put it in execution. He
procured a pilgrim's weeds at Salerno, and at midnight, advising
none of his intentions, he left that city, and proceeded southward.
Alternate rage and grief swelled his heart. Rage at length died away.
She whose murderer he execrated was an angel in Heaven, looking
down on him, and he in the Holy Land would win his right to join her.
Tender grief dimmed his eyes. The world's great theater closed
before him-of all its trappings his pilgrim's cloak was alone
gorgeous, his pilgrim's staff the only scepter--they were the symbols
and signs of the power he possessed beyond the earth, and the
pledges of his union with Viola. He bent his steps toward
Brundusium.4 He walked on fast, as if he grudged all space and time
that lay between him and his goal. Dawn awakened the earth and he
proceeded on his way. The sun of noon darted its ray upon him, but
his march was uninterrupted. He entered a pine wood, and, following
the track of flocks, he heard the murmurs of a fountain. Oppressed
with thirst, he hastened toward it. The water welled up from the
ground and filled a natural basin; flowers grew on its banks and
looked on the waters unreflected, for the stream paused not, but
whirled round and round, spending its superabundance in a small
rivulet that, dancing over stones and glancing in the sun, went on its
way to its eternity--the sea. The trees had retreated from the



mountain, and formed a circle about it; the grass was green and
fresh, starred with summer flowers. At one extremity was a silent
pool that formed a strange contrast with the fountain that, ever in
motion, showed no shape, and reflected only the color of the objects
around it. The pool reflected the scene with greater distinctness and
beauty than its real existence. The trees stood distinct, the ambient
air between, all grouped and pictured by the hand of a divine artist.
Ludovico drank from the fount, and then approached the pool. He
looked with half wonder on the scene depicted there. A bird now
flitted across in the air, and its form, feathers, and motion, were
shown in the waters. An ass emerged from among the trees, where
in vain it sought herb-age, and came to grass near these waters;
Ludovico saw it depicted therein, and then looked on the living
animal, almost appearing less real, less living, than its semblance in
the stream.

Under the trees from which the ass had come lay someone on the
ground, enveloped in a mantle, sleeping. Ludovico looked
carelessly--he hardly at first knew why his curiosity was roused; then
an eager thought, which he deemed madness, yet resolved to gratify,
carried him forward.

Rapidly he approached the sleeper, knelt down, and drew aside the
cloak, and saw Viola, her child within her arms, the warm breath
issued from her parted lips, her lovebeaming eyes hardly veiled by
the transparent lids, which soon were lifted up.

Ludovico and Viola, each too happy to feel the earth they trod,
returned to their cottage-their cottage dearer than any palace--yet
only half believing the excess of their own joy. By turns they wept, and
gazed on each other and their child, holding each other's hands as if
grasping reality and fearful it would vanish.

Prince Mondolfo heard of their arrival. He had long suffered keenly



from the fear of losing his son. The dread of finding himself childless,
heirless, had tamed him. He feared the world's censure, his
sovereign's displeasure--perhaps worse accusation and
punishment. He yielded to fate. Not daring to appear before his
intended victim, he sent his confessor to mediate for their
forgiveness, and to entreat them to take up their abode at Mondolfo.
At first, little credit was given to these offers. They loved their
cottage, and had small inclination to risk happiness, liberty, and life,
for worthless luxury. The Prince, by patience and perseverance, at
length convinced them. Time softened painful recollections; they paid
him the duty of children, and cherished and honored him in his old
age; while he caressed his lovely grandchild, he did not re-pine that
the violet-girl should be the mother of the heir of Mondolfo.

THE END



The Dream
by Mary Shelley

The time of the occurrence of the little legend about to be narrated,
was that of the commencement of the reign of Henry IV of France,
whose accession and conversion, while they brought peace to the
kingdom whose throne he ascended, were inadequate to heal the
deep wounds mutually inflicted by the inimical parties. Private feuds,
and the memory of mortal injuries, existed between those now
apparently united; and often did the hands that had clasped each p
other in seeming friendly greeting, involuntarily, as the grasp was
released, clasp the dagger's hilt, as fitter spokesman to their
passions than the words of courtesy that had just fallen from their
lips. Many of the fiercer Catholics retreated to their distant provinces;
and while they concealed in solitude their rankling discontent, not
less keenly did they long for the day when they might show it openly.
In a large and fortified chateau built on a rugged steep overlooking
the Loire, not far from the town of Nantes, dwelt the last of her race,
and the heiress of their fortunes, the young and beautiful Countess
de Villeneuve. She had spent the preceding year in complete
solitude in her secluded abode; and the mourning she wore for a
father and two brothers, the victims of the civil wars, was a graceful
and good reason why she did not appear at court, and mingle with its
festivities. But the orphan countess inherited a high name and broad
lands; and it was soon signified to her that the king, her guardian,
desired that she should bestow them, together with her hand, upon
some noble whose birth and accomplishments should entitle him to
the gift. Constance, in reply, expressed her intention of taking vows,
and retiring to a convent. The king earnestly and resolutely forbade
this act, believing such an idea to be the result of sensibility
overwrought by sorrow, and relying on the hope that, after a time, the



genial spirit of youth would break through this cloud.

A year passed, and still the countess persisted; and at last Henry,
unwilling, to exercise compulsion,--desirous, too, of judging for
himself of the motives that led one so beautiful, young, and gifted
with fortune's favours, to desire to bury herself in a cloister,--
announced his intention, now that the period of her mourning was
expired, of visiting her chateau; and if he brought not with him, the
monarch said, inducement sufficient to change her design, he would
yield his consent to its fulfilment.

Many a sad hour had Constance passed--many a day of tears, and
many a night of restless misery. She had closed her gates against
every visitant; and, like the Lady Olivia in 'Twelfth Night', vowed
herself to loneliness and weeping. Mistress of herself, she easily
silenced the entreaties and remonstrances of underlings, and nursed
her grief as it had been the thing she loved. Yet it was too keen, too
bitter, too burning, to be a favoured guest. In fact, Constance, young,
ardent, and vivacious, battled with it, struggled and longed to cast it
off; but all that was joyful in itself, or fair in outward show, only served
to renew it; and she could best support the burden of her sorrow with
patience, when, yielding to it, it oppressed but did not torture her.

Constance had left the castle to wander in the neighbouring grounds.
Lofty and extensive as were the apartments of her abode, she felt
pent up within their walls, beneath their fretted roofs. The spreading
uplands and the antique wood, associated to her with every dear
recollection of her past life, enticed her to spend hours and days
beneath their leafy coverts. The motion and change eternally
working, as the wind stirred among the boughs, or the journeying sun
rained its beams through them, soothed and called her out of that dull
sorrow which clutched her heart with so unrelenting a pang beneath
her castle roof.



There was one spot on the verge of the well-wooded park, one nook
of ground, whence she could discern the country extended beyond,
yet which was in itself thick set with tall umbrageous trees--a spot
which she had forsworn, yet whither unconsciously her steps for ever
tended, and where again for the twentieth time that day, she had
unaware found herself. She sat upon a grassy mound, and looked
wistfully on the flowers she had herself planted to adorn the
verdurous recess--to her the temple of memory and love. She held
the letter from the king which was the parent to her of so much
despair. Dejection sat upon her features, and her gentle heart asked
fate why, so young, unprotected, and forsaken, she should have to
struggle with this new form of wretchedness.

'I but ask,' she thought, 'to live in my father's halls--in the spot familiar
to my infancy--to water with my frequent tears the graves of those I
loved; and here in these woods, where such a mad dream of
happiness was mine, to celebrate for ever the obsequies of Hope!'

A rustling among the boughs now met her ear--her heart beat quick--
all again was still.

'Foolish girl!' she half muttered; 'dupe of thine own passionate fancy:
because here we met; because seated here I have expected, and
sounds like these have announced, his dear approach; so now every
coney as it stirs, and every bird as it awakens silence, speaks of
him. O Gaspar!--mine once--never again will this beloved spot be
made glad by thee--never more!'

Again the bushes were stirred, and footsteps were heard in the
brake. She rose; her heart beat high; it must be that silly Manon, with
her impertinent entreaties for her to return. But the steps were firmer
and slower than would be those of her waiting-woman; and now
emerging from the shade, she too plainly discerned the intruder. He
first impulse was to fly: but once again to see him--to hear his voice:-



-once again before she placed eternal vows between them, to stand
together, and find the wide chasm filled which absence had made,
could not injure the dead, and would soften the fatal sorrow that
made her cheek so pale.

And now he was before, her, the same beloved one with whom she
had exchanged vows of constancy. He, like her, seemed sad; nor
could she resist the imploring glance that entreated her for one
moment to remain.

'I come, lady,' said the young knight, 'without a hope to bend your
inflexible will. I come but once again to see you, and to bid you
farewell before I depart for the Holy Land. I come to beseech you not
to immure yourself in the dark cloister to avoid one as hateful as
myself,--one you will never see more. Whether I die or live, France
and I are parted for ever!'

'That were fearful, were it true,' said Constance; 'but King Henry will
never so lose his favourite cavalier. The throne you helped to build,
you still will guard. Nay, as I ever had power over thought of thine, go
not to Palestine.'

'One word of yours could detain me--one smile--Constance'--and the
youthful lover knelt before her; but her harsher purpose was recalled
by the image once so dear and familiar, now so strange and so
forbidden.

'Linger no longer here!' she cried. 'No smile, no word of mine will
ever again be yours. Why are you here--here, where the spirits of the
dead wander, and claiming these shades as their own, curse the
false girl who permits their murderer to disturb their sacred repose?'

'When love was young and you were kind,' replied the knight, 'you
taught me to thread the intricacies of these woods you welcomed me



to this dear spot, where once you vowed to be my own--even
beneath these ancient trees.'

'A wicked sin it was,' said Constance, 'to unbar my father's doors to
the son of his enemy, and dearly is it punished!'

The young knight gained courage as she spoke; yet he dared not
move, lest she, who, every instant, appeared ready to take flight,
should be startled from her momentary tranquillity, but he slowly
replied:--'Those were happy days, Constance, full of terror and deep
joy, when evening brought me to your feet; and while hate and
vengeance were as its atmosphere to yonder frowning castle, this
leafy, starlit bower was the shrine of love.'

'Happy?--miserable days!' echoed Constance; 'when I imagined
good could arise from failing in my duty, and that disobedience
would be rewarded of God. Speak not of love, Gaspar!--a sea of
blood divides us for ever! Approach me not! The dead and the
beloved stand even now between us: their pale shadows warn me of
my fault, and menace me for listening to their murderer.'

'That am not I!' exclaimed the youth. 'Behold, Constance, we are
each the last of our race. Death has dealt cruelly with us, and we are
alone. It was not so when first we loved--when parent, kinsman,
brother, nay, my own mother breathed curses on the house of
Villeneuve; and in spite of all I blessed it. I saw thee, my lovely one,
and blessed it. The God of peace planted love in our hearts, and with
mystery and secrecy we met during many a summer night in the
moonlit dells; and when daylight was abroad, in this sweet recess we
fled to avoid its scrutiny, and here, even here, where now I kneel in
supplication, we both knelt and made our vows. Shall they be
broken?'

Constance wept as her lover recalled the images of happy hours.



'Never,' she exclaimed, 'O never! Thou knowest, or wilt soon know,
Gaspar, the faith and resolves of one who dare not be yours. Was it
for us to talk of love and happiness, when war, and hate, and blood
were raging around! The fleeting flowers our young hands strewed
were trampled by the deadly encounter of mortal foes. By your
father's hand mine died; and little boots it to know whether, as my
brother swore, and you deny, your hand did or did not deal the blow
that destroyed him. You fought among those by whom he died. Say
no more--no other word: it is impiety towards the unreposing dead to
hear you. Go, Gaspar; forget me. Under the chivalrous and gallant
Henry your career may he glorious; and some fair girl will listen, as
once I did, to your vows, and be made happy by them. Farewell! May
the Virgin bless you! In my cell and cloister-home I will not forget the
best Christian lesson--to pray for our enemies. Gaspar, farewell!'

She glided hastily from the bower: with swift steps she threaded the
glade and sought the castle. Once within the seclusion of her own
apartment she gave way to the burst of grief that tore her gentle
bosom like a tempest; for hers was that worst sorrow, which taints
past joys, making wait upon the memory of bliss, and linking love and
fancied guilt in such fearful society as that of the tyrant when he
bound a living body to a corpse. Suddenly a thought darted into her
mind. At first she rejected it as puerile and superstitious; but it would
not be driven away. She called hastily for her attendant. 'Manon,' she
said, 'didst thou ever sleep on St Catherine's couch?'

Manon crossed herself. 'Heaven forefend! None ever did, since I was
born, but two: one fell into the Loire and was drowned; the other only
looked upon the narrow bed, and turned to her own home without a
word. It is an awful place; and if the votary have not led a pious and
good life, woe betide the hour when she rests her head on the holy
stone!'

Constance crossed herself also. 'As for our lives, it is only through



our Lord and the blessed saints that we can any of us hope for
righteousness. I will sleep on that couch tomorrow night!'

'Dear, my lady! and the king arrives tomorrow.'

'The more need that I resolve. It cannot be that misery so intense
should dwell in any heart, and no cure be found. I had hoped to be
the bringer of peace to our houses; and if the good work to be for me
a crown of thorns Heaven shall direct me. I will rest tomorrow night on
St Catherine's bed: and if, as I have heard, the saint deigns to direct
her votaries in dreams, I will be guided by her; and, believing that I
act according to the dictates of Heaven, I shall feel resigned even to
the worst.'

The king was on his way to Nantes from Paris, and he slept in this
night at a castle but a few miles distant Before dawn a young
cavalier was introduced into his chamber. The knight had a serious,
nay, a sad aspect; and all beautiful as he was in feature and limb,
looked wayworn and haggard. He stood silent in Henry's presence,
who, alert and gay, turned his lively blue eyes upon his guest, saying
gently, 'So thou foundest her obdurate, Gaspar?'

'I found her resolved on our mutual misery. Alas! my liege, it is not,
credit me, the least of my grief, that Constance sacrifices her own
happiness when she destroys mine.'

'And thou believest that she will say nay to the gaillard chevalier
whom we ourselves present to her?'

'Oh, my liege, think not that thought! it cannot be. My heart deeply,
most deeply, thanks you for your generous condescension. But she
whom her lover's voice in solitude--whose entreaties, when memory
and seclusion aided the spell--could not persuade, will resist even
your majesty's commands. She is bent upon entering a cloister; and



I, so please you, will now take my leave:--I am henceforth a soldier of
the cross.'

'Gaspar,' said the monarch, 'I know woman better than thou. It is not
by submission nor tearful plaints she is to be won. The death of her
relatives naturally sits heavy at the young countess' heart; and
nourishing in solitude her regret and her repentance, she fancies that
Heaven itself forbids your union. Let the voice of the world reach her-
-the voice of earthly power and earthly kindness--the one
commanding, the other pleading, and both finding response in her
own heart--and by my say and the Holy Cross. she will be yours. Let
our plan still hold. And now to horse: the morning wears, and the sun
is risen.'

The king arrived at the bishop's palace, and proceeded forthwith to
mass in the cathedral. A sumptuous dinner succeeded, and it was
afternoon before the monarch proceeded through the town beside
the Loire to where, a little above Nantes, the Chateau Villeneuve was
situated. The, young countess received him at the gate. Henry
looked in vain for the cheek blanched by misery, the aspect of
downcast despair which he had been taught to expect. Her cheek
was flushed, her manner animated, her voice scarce tremulous. 'She
loves him not,' thought Henry, or already her heart has consented.'

A collation was prepared for the monarch; and after some little
hesitation, arising from the cheerfulness of her mien, he mentioned
the name of Gaspar. Constance blushed instead of turning pale, and
replied very quickly, 'Tomorrow, good my liege; I ask for a respite but
until tomorrow;--all will then be decided;--tomorrow I am vowed to
God--or'--

She looked confused, and the king, at once surprised and pleased,
said, 'Then you hate not young De Vaudemont;--you forgive him for
the inimical blood that warms his veins.'



'We are taught that we should forgive, that we should love our
enemies,' the countess replied, with some trepidation.

'Now, by Saint Denis, that is a right welcome answer for the novice,'
said the king, laughing. 'What ho! my faithful servingman, Don Apollo
in disguise! come forward, and thank your lady for her love.'

In such disguise as had concealed him from all, the cavalier had
hung behind, and viewed with infinite surprise the demeanour and
calm countenance of the lady. He could not hear her words: but was
this even she whom he had seen trembling and weeping the evening
before? this she whose very heart was torn by conflicting passion?--
who saw the pale ghosts of parent and kinsman stand between her
and the lover whom more than her life she adored? It was a riddle
hard to solve. The king's call was in unison with his impatience, and
he sprang forward. He was at her feet; while she, still passion-driven
overwrought by the very calmness she had assumed, uttered one cry
as she recognized him and sank senseless on the floor.

All this was very unintelligible. Even when her attendants had brought
her to life, another fit succeeded, and then passionate floods of
tears; while the monarch, waiting in the hall, eyeing the half-eaten
collation, and, humming some romance in commemoration of
woman's waywardness, knew not how to reply to Vaudemont's look
of bitter disappointment and anxiety. At length the countess' chief
attendant came with an apology. 'Her lady was ill, very ill. The next
day she would throw herself at the king's feet, at once to solicit his
excuse, and to disclose her purpose.'

'Tomorrow--again tomorrow! Does tomorrow bear some charm,
maiden?' said the king. 'Can you read us the riddle pretty one? What
strange tale belongs to tomorrow, that all rests on its advent?



Manon coloured, looked down, and hesitated. But Henry was no tyro
in the art of enticing ladies' attendants to disclose their ladies'
council. Manon was besides, frightened by the countess' scheme, on
which she was still obstinately bent, so she was the more readily
induced to betray it. To sleep in St Catherine's bed, to rest on a
narrow ledge overhanging the deep rapid Loire, and if, as was most
probable, the luckless dreamer escaped from falling into it, to take
the disturbed visions that, such uneasy slumber might produce for
the dictate of Heaven, was a madness of which even Henry himself
could scarcely deem any woman capable. But could Constance, her
whose beauty was so highly intellectual, and whom he had heard
perpetually praised for her strength of mind and talents, could she be
so strangely infatuated! And can passion play such freaks with us?--
like death, levelling even the aristocracy of the soul, and bringing
noble and peasant, the wise and foolish, under one thraldom? It was
strange--yes she must have her way. That she hesitated in her
decision was much; and it was to be hoped that St Catherine would
play no ill-natured part. Should it be otherwise, a purpose to be
swayed by a dream might be influenced by other waking thoughts.
To the more material kind of danger some safeguard should be
brought.

There is no feeling more awful than that which invades a weak
human heart bent upon gratifying its ungovernable impulses in
contradiction to the dictates of conscience. Forbidden pleasures are
said to be the most agreeable;--it may be so to rude natures, to
those who love to struggle, combat, and contest; who find happiness
in a fray, and joy in the conflict of passion. But softer and sweeter
was the gentle spirit of Constance; and love and duty contending
crushed and tortured her poor heart. To commit her conduct to the
inspirations of religion, or, if it was so to be named, of superstition,
was a blessed relief. The very perils that threatened her undertaking
gave zest to it;--to dare for his sake was happiness;--the very



difficulty of the way that led to the completion of her wishes at once
gratified her love and distracted her thoughts from her despair. Or if
it was decreed that she must sacrifice all, the risk of danger and of
death were of trifling import in comparison with the anguish which
would then be her portion for ever.

The night threatened to be stormy, the raging wind shook the
casements, and the trees waved their huge shadowy arms, as giants
might in fantastic dance and mortal broil. Constance and Manon,
unattended, quitted the chateau by a postern, and began to descend
the hillside. The moon had not yet risen; and though the way was
familiar to both, Manon tottered and trembled; while the countess,
drawing her silken cloak around her, walked with a firm step down
the steep. They came to the river's side, where a small boat was
moored, and one man was in waiting. Constance stepped lightly in,
and then aided her fearful companion. In a few moments they were in
the middle of the stream. The warm, tempestuous, animating,
equinoctial wind swept over them. For the first time since her
mourning, a thrill of pleasure swelled the bosom of Constance. She
hailed the emotion with double joy. It cannot be, she thought, that
Heaven will forbid me to love one so brave, so generous, and so
good as the noble Gaspar. Another I can never love; I shall die if
divided from him; and this heart, these limbs, so alive with glowing
sensation, are they already predestined to an early grave? Oh no!
life speaks aloud within them: I shall live to love. Do not all things
love?--the winds as they whisper to the rushing waters? the waters
as they kiss the flowery banks, and speed to mingle with the sea?
Heaven and earth are sustained by, and live through, love; and shall
Constance alone, whose heart has ever been a deep, gushing,
overflowing well of true affection, be compelled to set a stone upon
the fount to lock it up for ever?

These thoughts bade fair for pleasant dreams; and perhaps the
countess, an adept in the blind god's lore, therefore indulged them



the more readily. But as thus she was engrossed by soft emotions,
Manon caught her arm:--'Lady, look,' she cried; 'it comes yet the oars
have no sound. Now the Virgin shield us! Would we were at home!'

A dark boat glided by them. Four rowers, habited in black cloaks,
pulled at oars which, as Manon said, gave no sound; another sat at
the helm: like the rest, his person was veiled in a dark mantle, but he
wore no cap; and though his face was turned from them, Constance
recognized her lover. 'Gaspar,' she cried aloud, 'dost thou live?'--but
the figure in the boat neither turned its head nor replied, and quickly it
was lost. in the shadowy waters.

How changed now was the fair countess' reverie! Already Heaven
had begun its spell, and unearthly forms were around, as she
strained her eyes through the gloom. Now she saw and now she lost
view of the bark that occasioned her terror; and now it seemed that
another was there, which held the spirits of the dead; and her father
waved to her from shore, and her brothers frowned on her.

Meanwhile they neared the landing. Her bark was moored in a little
cove, and Constance stood upon the bank. Now she trembled, and
half yielded to Manon's entreaty to return; till the unwise suivante
mentioned the king's and De Vaudemont's name, and spoke of the
answer to be given tomorrow. What answer, if she turned back from
her intent?

She now hurried forward up the broken ground of the bank, and then
along its edge, till they came to a bill which abruptly hung over the
tide. A small chapel stood near. With trembling fingers the countess
drew forth the key and unlocked its door. They entered. It was dark--
save that a little lamp, flickering in the wind, showed an uncertain
light from before the figure of Saint Catherine. The two women knelt;
they prayed; and then rising, with a cheerful accent the countess
bade her attendant good-night. She unlocked a little low iron door. It



opened on a narrow cavern. The roar of waters was heard beyond.
'Thou mayest not follow, my poor Manon,' said Constance,--'nor dost
thou much desire:--this adventure is for me alone.'

It was hardly fair to leave the trembling servant in the chapel alone,
who had neither hope nor fear, nor love, nor grief to beguile her; but,
in those days, esquires and waiting-women often played the part of
subalterns in the army, gaming knocks and no fame. Besides,
Manon was safe in holy ground. The countess meanwhile pursued
her way groping in the dark through the narrow tortuous passage. At
length what seemed light to her long darkened sense gleamed on
her. She reached an open cavern in the overhanging hill's side,
looking over the rushing tide beneath. She looked out upon the night.
The waters of the Loire were speeding, as since that day have they
ever sped--changeful, yet the same; the heavens were thickly veiled
with clouds, and the wind in the trees was as mournful and ill-omened
as if it rushed round a murderer's tomb. Constance shuddered a
little, and looked upon her, bed,--a narrow ledge of earth and a
grown stone bordering on the very verge of the precipice. She doffed
her mantle,--such was one of the conditions of the spell;--she bowed
her head, and loosened the tresses of her dark hair; she bared her
feet; and thus, fully prepared for suffering to the utmost the chill
influence of the cold night, she stretched herself on the narrow couch
that scarce afforded room for her repose, and whence, if she moved
in sleep, she must he precipitated into the cold waters below.

At first it seemed to her as if she never should sleep again. No great
wonder that exposure to the blast and her perilous position should
forbid her eyelids to close. At length she fell into a reverie so soft and
soothing that she wished even to watch; and then by degrees her
senses became confused; and now she was on St Catherine's bed--
the Loire rushing beneath, and the wild wind sweeping by--and now--
oh whither?--and what dreams did the saint send, to drive her to
despair, or to bid her be blest for ever?



Beneath the rugged hill, upon the dark tide, another watched, who
feared a thousand things, and scarce dared hope. He had meant to
precede the lady on her way, but when he found that he had
outstayed his time, with muffled oars and breathless haste he had
shot by the bark that contained his Constance, nor even turned at her
voice, fearful to incur her blame, and her commands to return. He
had seen her emerge from the passage, and shuddered as she leant
over the cliff. He saw her step forth, clad as she was in white, and
could mark her as she lay on the edge beetling above. What a vigil
did the lovers keep!--she given up to visionary thoughts, he knowing-
-and the consciousness thrilled his bosom with strange emotion--that
love, and love for him, had led her to that perilous couch; and that
while angers surrounded her in every shape, she was alive only to a
small still voice that whispered to her heart the dream which was to
decide their destinies. She slept perhaps--but he waked rid
watched; and night wore away, as now praying, now entranced by
alternating hope and fear, he sat in his boat, his eyes fixed on the
white garb of the slumberer above.

Morning--was it morning that struggled in the clouds? Would morning
ever come to waken her? And had she slept? and what dreams of
weal or woe had peopled her sleep? Gaspar grew impatient. He
commanded his boatmen still to wait, and he sprang forward, intent
on clambering the precipice. In vain they urged the danger, nay, the
impossibility of the attempt; he clung to the rugged face of the hill,
and found footing where it would seem no footing was. The acclivity,
indeed, was not high; the dangers of St Catherine's bed arising from
the likelihood that any one who slept on so narrow a couch would be
precipitated into the waters beneath. Up the steep ascent Gaspar
continued to toil, and at last reached the roots of a tree that grew
near the summit. Aided by its branches, he made good his stand at
the very extremity of the ledge, near the pillow on which lay the



uncovered head of his beloved. Her hands were folded on her
bosom; her dark hair fell round her throat and pillowed her cheek; her
face was serene: sleep was there in all its innocence and in all its
helplessness; every wilder emotion was hushed, and her bosom
heaved in regular breathing. He could see her heart beat as it lifted
her fair hands crossed above. No statue hewn of marble in
monumental effigy was ever half so fair; and within that surpassing
form dwelt a soul true, tender, self-devoted, and affectionate as ever
warmed a human breast.

With what deep passion did Gaspar gaze, gathering hope from the
placidity of her angel countenance! A smile wreathed her lips, and he
too involuntarily smiled, as he hailed the happy omen; when suddenly
her cheek was flushed, her bosom heaved, a tear stole from her dark
lashes, and then a whole shower fell, as starting up she cried, 'No!--
he shall not die!--I will unloose his chains!--I will save him!' Gaspar's
hand was there. He caught her light form ready to fall from the
perilous couch. She opened her eyes and beheld her lover, who had
watched over her dream of fate, and who had saved her.

Manon also had slept well, dreaming or not, and was startled in the
morning to find that she waked surrounded by a crowd. The little
desolate chapel was hung with tapestry, the altar adorned with
golden chalices--the priest was chanting mass to a goodly array of
kneeling knights. Manon saw that King Henry was there; and she
looked for another whom she found not, when the iron door of the
cavern passage opened, and Gaspar de Vaudemont entered from it,
leading the fair form of Constance; who, in her white robes and dark
dishevelled hair, with a face in which smiles and blushes contended
with deeper emotion, approached the altar, and, kneeling with her
lover, pronounced the vows that united them for ever.

It was long before the happy Gaspar could win from his lady the
secret of her dream. In spite of the happiness she now enjoyed, she



had suffered too much not to look back even with terror to those days
when she thought love a crime, and every event connected with them
wore an awful aspect. 'Many a vision,' she said, 'she had that fearful
night. She had seen the spirits of her father and brothers in
Paradise; she had beheld Gaspar victoriously combating among the
infidels; she had beheld him in King Henry's court, favoured and
beloved; and she herself--now pining in a cloister, now a bride, now
grateful to Heaven for the full measure of bliss presented to her, now
weeping away her sad days--till suddenly she thought herself in
Paynim land; and the saint herself, St Catherine, guiding her unseen
through the city of the infidels. She entered a palace, and beheld the
miscreants rejoicing in victory; and then, descending to the
dungeons beneath, they groped their way through damp vaults, and
low, mildewed passages, to one cell, darker more frightful than the
rest. On the floor lay one with soiled tattered garments, with unkempt
locks and wild, matted beard. His cheek was worn and thin; his eyes
had lost their fire; his form was a mere skeleton; the chains hung
loosely on the fleshless bones.'

'And was it my appearance in that attractive state and winning
costume that softened the hard heart of Constance?' asked Gaspar,
smiling at this painting of what would never be.

'Even so,' replied Constance; 'for my heart whispered me that this
was my doing; and who could recall the life that waned in your
pulses--who restore, save the destroyer? My heart never warmed to
my living, happy knight as then it did to his wasted image as it lay, in
the visions of night, at my feet. A veil fell from my eyes; a darkness
was dispelled from before me. Methought I then knew for the first
time what life and what death was. I was bid believe that to make the
living happy was not to injure the dead; and I felt how wicked and
how vain was that false philosophy which placed virtue and good in
hatred, and unkindness. You should not die; I would loosen your
chains and save you, and bid you live for love. I sprang forward, and



the death I deprecated for you would, in my presumption, have been
mine,--then, when first I felt the real value of life,--but that your arm
was there to save me, your dear voice to bid me be blest for
evermore.'

THE END



The Invisible Girl
by Mary Shelley

This slender narrative has no pretensions to the regularity of a story,
or the development of situations and feelings; it is but a slight sketch,
delivered nearly as it was narrated to me by one of the humblest of
the actors concerned: nor will I spin out a circumstance interesting
principally from its singularity and truth, but narrate, as concisely as I
can, how I was surprised on visiting what seemed a ruined tower,
crowning a bleak promontory overhanging the sea, that flows
between Wales and Ireland, to find that though the exterior preserved
all the savage rudeness that betokened many a war with the
elements, the interior was fitted up somewhat in the guise of a
summer-house, for it was too small to deserve any other name. It
consisted but of the ground-floor, which served as an entrance, and
one room above, which was reached by a staircase made out of the
thickness of the wall. This chamber was floored and carpeted,
decorated with elegant furniture; and, above all, to attract the
attention and excite curiosity, there hung over the chimney-piece--for
to preserve the apartment from damp a fire-place had been built
evidently since it had assumed a guise so dissimilar to the object of
its construction--a picture simply painted in water-colours, which
seemed more than any part of the adornments of the room to be at
war with the rudeness of the building, the solitude in which it was
placed, and the desolation of the surrounding scenery. This drawing
represented a lovely girl in the very pride and bloom of youth; her
dress was simple, in the fashion of the day--(remember, reader, I
write at the beginning of the eighteenth century), her countenance
was embellished by a look of mingled innocence and intelligence, to
which was added the imprint of serenity of soul and natural
cheerfulness. She was reading one of those folio romances which



have so long been the delight of the enthusiastic and young; her
mandoline was at her feet--her parroquet perched on a huge mirror
near her; the arrangement of furniture and hangings gave token of a
luxurious dwelling, and her attire also evidently that of home and
privacy, yet bore with it an appearance of ease and girlish ornament,
as if she wished to please. Beneath this picture was inscribed in
golden letters, "The Invisible Girl."

Rambling about a country nearly uninhabited, having lost my way,
and being overtaken by a shower, I had lighted on this dreary looking
tenement, which seemed to rock in the blast, and to be hung up there
as the very symbol of desolation. I was gazing wistfully and cursing
inwardly my stars which led me to a ruin that could afford no shelter,
though the storm began to pelt more seriously than before, when I
saw an old woman's head popped out from a kind of loophole, and
as suddenly withdrawn:--a minute after a feminine voice called to me
from within, and penetrating a little brambly maze that skreened a
door, which I had not before observed, so skilfully had the planter
succeeded in concealing art with nature I found the good dame
standing on the threshold and inviting me to take refuge within. "I had
just come up from our cot hard by," she said, "to look after the things,
as I do every day, when the rain came on--will ye walk up till it is
over?" I was about to observe that the cot hard by, at the venture of a
few rain drops, was better than a ruined tower, and to ask my kind
hostess whether "the things" were pigeons or crows that she was
come to look after, when the matting of the floor and the carpeting of
the staircase struck my eye. I was still more surprised when I saw the
room above; and beyond all, the picture and its singular inscription,
naming her invisible, whom the painter had coloured forth into very
agreeable visibility, awakened my most lively curiosity: the result of
this, of my exceeding politeness towards the old woman, and her
own natural garrulity, was a kind of garbled narrative which my
imagination eked out, and future inquiries rectified, till it assumed the



following form.

Some years before in the afternoon of a September day, which,
though tolerably fair, gave many tokens of a tempestuous evening, a
gentleman arrived at a little coast town about ten miles from this
place; he expressed his desire to hire a boat to carry him to the town
of about fifteen miles further on the coast. The menaces which the
sky held forth made the fishermen loathe to venture, till at length two,
one the father of a numerous family, bribed by the bountiful reward
the stranger promised--the other, the son of my hostess, induced by
youthful daring, agreed to undertake the voyage. The wind was fair,
and they hoped to make good way before nightfall, and to get into
port ere the rising of the storm. They pushed off with good cheer, at
least the fishermen did; as for the stranger, the deep mourning which
he wore was not half so black as the melancholy that wrapt his mind.
He looked as if he had never smiled--as if some unutterable thought,
dark as night and bitter as death, had built its nest within his bosom,
and brooded therein eternally; he did not mention his name; but one
of the villagers recognised him as Henry Vernon, the son of a
baronet who possessed a mansion about three miles distant from
the town for which he was bound. This mansion was almost
abandoned by the family; but Henry had, in a romantic fit, visited it
about three years before, and Sir Peter had been down there during
the previous spring for about a couple of months.

The boat did not make so much way as was expected; the breeze
failed them as they got out to sea, and they were fain with oar as well
as sail, to try to weather the promontory that jutted out between them
and the spot they desired to reach. They were yet far distant when
the shifting wind began to exert its strength, and to blow with violent
though unequal puffs. Night came on pitchy dark, and the howling
waves rose and broke with frightful violence, menacing to overwhelm
the tiny bark that dared resist their fury. They were forced to lower
every sail, and take to their oars; one man was obliged to bale out



the water, and Vernon himself took an oar, and rowing with
desperate energy, equalled the force of the more practised
boatmen. There had been much talk between the sailors before the
tempest came on; now, except a brief command, all were silent. One
thought of his wife and children, and silently cursed the caprice of the
stranger that endangered in its effects, not only his life, but their
welfare; the other feared less, for he was a daring lad, but he worked
hard, and had no time for speech; while Vernon bitterly regretting the
thoughtlessness which had made him cause others to share a peril,
unimportant as far as he himself was concerned, now tried to cheer
them with a voice full of animation and courage, and now pulled yet
more strongly at the oar he held. The only person who did not seem
wholly intent on the work he was about, was the man who baled;
every now and then he gazed intently round, as if the sea held afar
off, on its tumultuous waste, some object that he strained his eyes to
discern. But all was blank, except as the crests of the high waves
showed themselves, or far out on the verge of the horizon, a kind of
lifting of the clouds betokened greater violence for the blast. At length
he exclaimed--"Yes, I see it!--the larboard oar!--now! if we can make
yonder light, we are saved!" Both the rowers instinctively turned their
heads,--but cheerless darkness answered their gaze.

"You cannot see it," cried their companion, "but we are nearing it;
and, please God, we shall outlive this night." Soon he took the oar
from Vernon's hand, who, quite exhausted, was failing in his strokes.
He rose and looked for the beacon which promised them safety;--it
glimmered with so faint a ray, that now he said, "I see it;" and again,
"it is nothing:" still, as they made way, it dawned upon his sight,
growing more steady and distinct as it beamed across the lurid
waters, which themselves be came smoother, so that safety seemed
to arise from the bosom of the ocean under the influence of that
flickering gleam.



"What beacon is it that helps us at our need?" asked Vernon, as the
men, now able to manage their oars with greater ease, found breath
to answer his question.

"A fairy one, I believe," replied the elder sailor, "yet no less a true: it
burns in an old tumble-down tower, built on the top of a rock which
looks over the sea. We never saw it before this summer; and now
each night it is to be seen,--at least when it is looked for, for we
cannot see it from our village;--and it is such an out of the way place
that no one has need to go near it, except through a chance like this.
Some say it is burnt by witches, some say by smugglers; but this I
know, two parties have been to search, and found nothing but the
bare walls of the tower.

All is deserted by day, and dark by night; for no light was to be seen
while we were there, though it burned sprightly enough when we were
out at sea.

"I have heard say," observed the younger sailor, "it is burnt by the
ghost of a maiden who lost her sweetheart in these parts; he being
wrecked, and his body found at the foot of the tower: she goes by the
name among us of the 'Invisible Girl.'"

The voyagers had now reached the landing-place at the foot of the
tower. Vernon cast a glance upward,--the light was still burning. With
some difficulty, struggling with the breakers, and blinded by night,
they contrived to get their little bark to shore, and to draw her up on
the beach: they then scrambled up the precipitous pathway,
overgrown by weeds and underwood, and, guided by the more
experienced fishermen, they found the entrance to the tower, door or
gate there was none, and all was dark as the tomb, and silent and
almost as cold as death.

"This will never do," said Vernon; "surely our hostess will show her



light, if not herself, and guide our darkling steps by some sign of life
and comfort."

"We will get to the upper chamber," said the sailor, "if I can but hit
upon the broken down steps: but you will find no trace of the Invisible
Girl nor her light either, I warrant."

"Truly a romantic adventure of the most disagreeable kind," muttered
Vernon, as he stumbled over the unequal ground: "she of the
beacon-light must be both ugly and old, or she would not be so
peevish and inhospitable."

With considerable difficulty, and, after divers knocks and bruises, the
adventurers at length succeeded in reaching the upper story; but all
was blank and bare, and they were fain to stretch themselves on the
hard floor, when weariness, both of mind and body, conduced to
steep their senses in sleep.

Long and sound were the slumbers of the mariners. Vernon but
forgot himself for an hour; then, throwing off drowsiness, and finding
his roughcouch uncongenial to repose, he got up and placed himself
at the hole that served for a window, for glass there was none, and
there being not even a rough bench, he leant his back against the
embrasure, as the only rest he could find. He had forgotten his
danger, the mysterious beacon, and its invisible guardian: his
thoughts were occupied on the horrors of his own fate, and the
unspeakable wretchedness that sat like a night-mare on his heart.

It would require a good-sized volume to relate the causes which had
changed the once happy Vernon into the most woeful mourner that
ever clung to the outer trappings of grief, as slight though cherished
symbols of the wretchedness within. Henry was the only child of Sir
Peter Vernon, and as much spoiled by his father's idolatry as the old
baronet's violent and tyrannical temper would permit. A young orphan



was educated in his father's house, who in the same way was
treated with generosity and kindness, and yet who lived in deep awe
of Sir Peter's authority, who was a widower; and these two children
were all he had to exert his power over, or to whom to extend his
affection. Rosina was a cheerful-tempered girl, a little timid, and
careful to avoid displeasing her protector; but so docile, so kind-
hearted, and so affectionate, that she felt even less than Henry the
discordant spirit of his parent. It is a tale often told; they were
playmates and companions in childhood, and lovers in after days.
Rosina was frightened to imagine that this secret affection, and the
vows they pledged, might be disapproved of by Sir Peter. But
sometimes she consoled herself by thinking that perhaps she was in
reality her Henry's destined bride, brought up with him under the
design of their future union; and Henry, while he felt that this was not
the case, resolved to wait only until he was of age to declare and
accomplish his wishes in making the sweet Rosina his wife.
Meanwhile he was careful to avoid premature discovery of his
intentions, so to secure his beloved girl from persecution and insult.
The old gentleman was very conveniently blind; he lived always in the
country, and the lovers spent their lives together, unrebuked and
uncontrolled. It was enough that Rosina played on her mandoline,
and sang Sir Peter to sleep every day after dinner; she was the sole
female in the house above the rank of a servant, and had her own
way in the disposal of her time. Even when Sir Peter frowned, her
innocent caresses and sweet voice were powerful to smooth the
rough current of his temper. If ever human spirit lived in an earthly
paradise, Rosina did at this time: her pure love was made happy by
Henry's constant presence; and the confidence they felt in each
other, and the security with which they looked forward to the future,
rendered their path one of roses under a cloudless sky. Sir Peter
was the slight drawback that only rendered their tete--a--tete more
delightful, and gave value to the sympathy they each bestowed on the
other. All at once an ominous personage made its appearance in



Vernon-Place, in the shape of a widow sister of Sir Peter, who,
having succeeded in killing her husband and children with the effects
of her vile temper, came, like a harpy, greedy for new prey, under her
brother's roof. She too soon detected the attachment of the
unsuspicious pair. She made all speed to impart her discovery to her
brother, and at once to restrain and inflame his rage. Through her
contrivance Henry was suddenly despatched on his travels abroad,
that the coast might be clear for the persecution of Rosina; and then
the richest of the lovely girl's many admirers, whom, under Sir Peter's
single reign, she was allowed, nay, almost commanded, to dismiss,
so desirous was he of keeping her for his own comfort, was
selected, and she was ordered to marry him. The scenes of violence
to which she was now exposed, the bitter taunts of the odious Mrs.
Bainbridge, and the reckless fury of Sir Peter, were the more frightful
and overwhelming from their novelty. To all she could only oppose a
silent, tearful, but immutable steadiness of purpose: no threats, no
rage could extort from her more than a touching prayer that they
would not hate her, because she could not obey.

"There must he something we don't see under all this," said Mrs.
Bainbridge, "take my word for it, brother,--she corresponds secretly
with Henry. Let us take her down to your seat in Wales, where she
will have no pensioned beggars to assist her; and we shall see if her
spirit be not bent to our purpose."

Sir Peter consented, and they all three posted down to ,--shire, and
took up their abode in the solitary and dreary looking house before
alluded to as belonging to the family. Here poor Rosina's sufferings
grew intolerable:--before, surrounded by well-known scenes, and in
perpetual intercourse with kind and familiar faces, she had not
despaired in the end of conquering by her patience the cruelty of her
persecutors;--nor had she written to Henry, for his name had not
been mentioned by his relatives, nor their attachment alluded to, and
she felt an instinctive wish to escape the dangers about her without



his being annoyed, or the sacred secret of her love being laid bare,
and wronged by the vulgar abuse of his aunt or the bitter curses of
his father. But when she was taken to Wales, and made a prisoner in
her apartment, when the flinty mountains about her seemed feebly to
imitate the stony hearts she had to deal with, her courage began to
fail. The only attendant permitted to approach her was Mrs.
Bainbridge's maid; and under the tutelage of her fiend-like mistress,
this woman was used as a decoy to entice the poor prisoner into
confidence, and then to be betrayed. The simple, kind-hearted
Rosina was a facile dupe, and at last, in the excess of her despair,
wrote to Henry, and gave the letter to this woman to be forwarded.
The letter in itself would have softened marble; it did not speak of
their mutual vows, it but asked him to intercede with his father, that
he would restore her to the kind place she had formerly held in his
affections, and cease from a cruelty that would destroy her. "For I
may die," wrote the hapless girl, "but marry another--never!" That
single word, indeed, had sufficed to betray her secret, had it not
been already discovered; as it was, it gave increased fury to Sir
Peter, as his sister triumphantly pointed it out to him, for it need
hardly be said that while the ink of the address was yet wet, and the
seal still warm, Rosina's letter was carried to this lady. The culprit
was summoned before them; what ensued none could tell; for their
own sakes the cruel pair tried to palliate their part. Voices were high,
and the soft murmur of Rosina's tone was lost in the howling of Sir
Peter and the snarling of his sister. "Out of doors you shall go,"
roared the old man; "under my roof you shall not spend another
night." And the words "infamous seductress," and worse, such as
had never met the poor girl's ear before, were caught by listening
servants; and to each angry speech of the baronet, Mrs. Bainbridge
added an envenomed point worse than all.

More dead than alive, Rosina was at last dismissed. Whether
guided by despair, whether she took Sir Peter's threats literally, or



whether his sister's orders were more decisive, none knew, but
Rosina left the house; a servant saw her cross the park, weeping,
and wringing her hands as she went. What became of her none
could tell; her disappearance was not disclosed to Sir Peter till the
following day, and then he showed by his anxiety to trace her steps
and to find her, that his words had been but idle threats. The truth
was, that though Sir Peter went to frightful lengths to prevent the
marriage of the heir of his house with the portionless orphan, the
object of his charity, yet in his heart he loved Rosina, and half his
violence to her rose from anger at himself for treating her so ill. Now
remorse began to sting him, as messenger after messenger came
back without tidings of his victim; he dared not confess his worst
fears to himself; and when his inhuman sister, trying to harden her
conscience by angry words, cried, "The vile hussy has too surely
made away with herself out of revenge to us;" an oath, the most
tremendous, and a look sufficient to make even her tremble,
commanded her silence. Her conjecture, however, appeared too
true: a dark and rushing stream that flowed at the extremity of the
park had doubtless received the lovely form, and quenched the life of
this unfortunate girl. Sir Peter, when his endeavours to find her
proved fruitless, returned to town, haunted by the image of his victim,
and forced to acknowledge in his own heart that he would willingly lay
down his life, could he see her again, even though it were as the
bride of his son--his son, before whose questioning he quailed like
the veriest coward; for when Henry was told of the death of Rosina,
he suddenly returned from abroad to ask the cause--to visit her
grave, and mourn her loss in the groves and valleys which had been
the scenes of their mutual happiness. He made a thousand inquiries,
and an ominous silence alone replied. Growing more earnest and
more anxious, at length he drew from servants and dependants, and
his odious aunt herself, the whole dreadful truth. From that moment
despair struck his heart, and misery named him her own. He fled
from his father's presence; and the recollection that one whom he



ought to revere was guilty of so dark a crime, haunted him, as of old
the Eumenides tormented the souls of men given up to their
torturings.

His first, his only wish, was to visit Wales, and to learn if any new
discovery had been made, and whether it were possible to recover
the mortal remains of the lost Rosina, so to satisfy the unquiet
longings of his miserable heart. On this expedition was he bound,
when he made his appearance at the village before named; and now
in the deserted tower, his thoughts were busy with images of despair
and death, and what his beloved one had suffered before her gentle
nature had been goaded to such a deed of woe.

While immersed in gloomy reverie, to which the monotonous roaring
of the sea made fit accompaniment, hours flew on, and Vernon was
at last aware that the light of morning was creeping from out its
eastern retreat, and dawning over the wild ocean, which still broke in
furious tumult on the rocky beach. His companions now roused
themselves, and prepared to depart. The food they had brought with
them was damaged by sea water, and their hunger, after hard labour
and many hours fasting, had become ravenous. It was impossible to
put to sea in their shattered boat; but there stood a fisher's cot about
two miles off, in a recess in the bay, of which the promontory on
which the tower stood formed one side, and to this they hastened to
repair; they did not spend a second thought on the light which had
saved them, nor its cause, but left the ruin in search of a more
hospitable asylum. Vernon cast his eves round as he quitted it, but
no vestige of an inhabitant met his eye, and he began to persuade
himself that the beacon had been a creation of fancy merely. Arriving
at the cottage in question, which was inhabited by a fisherman and
his family, they made an homely breakfast, and then prepared to
return to the tower, to refit their boat, and if possible bring her round.
Vernon accompanied them, together with their host and his son.
Several questions were asked concerning the Invisible Girl and her



light, each agreeing that the apparition was novel, and not one being
able to give even an explanation of how the name had become
affixed to the unknown cause of this singular appearance; though
both of the men of the cottage affirmed that once or twice they had
seen a female figure in the adjacent wood, and that now and then a
stranger girl made her appearance at another cot a mile off, on the
other side of the promontory, and bought bread; they suspected both
these to be the same, but could not tell. The inhabitants of the cot,
indeed, appeared too stupid even to feel curiosity, and had never
made any attempt at discovery. The whole day was spent by the
sailors in repairing the boat; and the sound of hammers, and the
voices of the men at work, resounded along the coast, mingled with
the dashing of the waves. This was no time to explore the ruin for one
who whether human or supernatural so evidently withdrew herself
from intercourse with every living being. Vernon, however, went over
the tower, and searched every nook in vain; the dingy bare walls
bore no token of serving as a shelter; and even a little recess in the
wall of the staircase, which he had not before observed, was equally
empty and desolate.

Quitting the tower, he wandered in the pine wood that surrounded it,
and giving up all thought of solving the mystery, was soon engrossed
by thoughts that touched his heart more nearly, when suddenly there
appeared on the ground at his feet the vision of a slipper. Since
Cinderella so tiny a slipper had never been seen; as plain as shoe
could speak, it told a tale of elegance, loveliness, and youth. Vernon
picked it up; he had often admired Rosina's singularly small foot, and
his first thought was a question whether this little slipper would have
fitted it. It was very strange!--it must belong to the Invisible Girl. Then
there was a fairy form that kindled that light, a form of such material
substance, that its foot needed to be shod; and yet how shod?--with
kid so fine, and of shape so exquisite, that it exactly resembled such
as Rosina wore! Again the recurrence of the image of the beloved



dead came forcibly across him; and a thousand home-felt
associations, childish yet sweet, and lover-like though trifling, so
filled Vernon's heart, that he threw himself his length on the ground,
and wept more bitterly than ever the miserable fate of the sweet
orphan.

In the evening the men quitted their work, and Vernon returned with
them to the cot where they were to sleep, intending to pursue their
voyage, weather permitting, the following morning.

Vernon said nothing of his slipper, but returned with his rough
associates. Often he looked back; but the tower rose darkly over the
dim waves, and no light appeared. Preparations had been made in
the cot for their accommodation, and the only bed in it was offered
Vernon; but he refused to deprive his hostess, and spreading his
cloak on a heap of dry leaves, endeavoured to give himself up to
repose. He slept for some hours; and when he awoke, all was still,
save that the hard breathing of the sleepers in the same room with
him interrupted the silence. He rose, and going to the window,--
looked out over the now placid sea towards the mystic tower; the
light burning there, sending its slender rays across the waves.
Congratulating himself on a circumstance he had not anticipated,
Vernon softly left the cottage, and, wrapping his cloak round him,
walked with a swift pace round the bay towards the tower. He
reached it; still the light was burning. To enter and restore the maiden
her shoe, would be but an act of courtesy; and Vernon intended to do
this with such caution, as to come unaware, before its wearer could,
with her accustomed arts, withdraw herself from his eyes; but,
unluckily, while yet making his way up the narrow pathway, his foot
dislodged a loose fragment, that fell with crash and sound down the
precipice. He sprung forward, on this, to retrieve by speed the
advantage he had lost by this unlucky accident. He reached the door;
he entered: all was silent, but also all was dark. He paused in the
room below; he felt sure that a slight sound met his ear. He



ascended the steps, and entered the upper chamber; but blank
obscurity met his penetrating gaze, the starless night admitted not
even a twilight glimmer through the only aperture. He closed his
eyes, to try, on opening them again, to be able to catch some faint,
wandering ray on the visual nerve; but it was in vain. He groped
round the room: he stood still, and held his breath; and then, listening
intently, he felt sure that another occupied the chamber with him, and
that its atmosphere was slightly agitated by an-other's respiration.
He remembered the recess in the staircase; but, before he
approached it, he spoke:--he hesitated a moment what to say. "I
must believe," he said, "that misfortune alone can cause your
seclusion; and if the assistance of a man--of a gentleman--"

An exclamation interrupted him; a voice from the grave spoke his
name--the accents of Rosina syllabled, "Henry!--is it indeed Henry
whom I hear?"

He rushed forward, directed by the sound, and clasped in his arms
the living form of his own lamented girl--his own Invisible Girl he
called her; for even yet, as he felt her heart beat near his, and as he
entwined her waist with his arm, supporting her as she almost sank
to the ground with agitation, he could not see her; and, as her sobs
prevented her speech, no sense, but the instinctive one that filled his
heart with tumultuous gladness, told him that the slender, wasted
form he pressed so fondly was the living shadow of the Hebe beauty
he had adored.

The morning saw this pair thus strangely restored to each other on
the tranquil sea, sailing with a fair wind for L--, whence they were to
proceed to Sir Peter's seat, which, three months before, Rosina had
quitted in such agony and terror. The morning light dispelled the
shadows that had veiled her, and disclosed the fair person of the
Invisible Girl. Altered indeed she was by suffering and woe, but still
the same sweet smile played on her lips, and the tender light of her



soft blue eyes were all her own. Vernon drew out the slipper, and
shoved the cause that had occasioned him to resolve to discover the
guardian of the mystic beacon; even now he dared not inquire how
she had existed in that desolate spot, or wherefore she had so
sedulously avoided observation, when the right thing to have been
done was, to have sought him immediately, under whose care,
protected by whose love, no danger need be feared. But Rosina
shrunk from him as he spoke, and a death-like pallor came over her
cheek, as she faintly whispered, "Your father's curse--your father's
dreadful threats!" It appeared, indeed, that Sir Peter's violence, and
the cruelty of Mrs. Bainbridge, had succeeded in impressing Rosina
with wild and unvanquishable terror. She had fled from their house
without plan or forethought--driven by frantic horror and overwhelming
fear, she had left it with scarcely any money, and there seemed to
her no possibility of either returning or proceeding onward. She had
no friend except Henry in the wide world; whither could she go?--to
have sought Henry would have sealed their fates to misery; for, with
an oath, Sir Peter had declared he would rather see them both in
their coffins than married. After wandering about, hiding by day, and
only venturing forth at night, she had come to this deserted tower,
which seemed a place of refuge. I low she had lived since then she
could hardly tell;--she had lingered in the woods by day, or slept in
the vault of the tower, an asylum none were acquainted with or had
discovered: by night she burned the pine-cones of the wood, and
night was her dearest time; for it seemed to her as if security came
with darkness. She was unaware that Sir Peter had left that part of
the country, and was terrified lest her hiding-place should be
revealed to him. Her only hope was that Henry would return--that
Henry would never rest till he had found her. She confessed that the
long interval and the approach of winter had visited her with dismay;
she feared that, as her strength was failing, and her form wasting to a
skeleton, that she might die, and never see her own Henry more.



An illness, indeed, in spite of all his care, followed her restoration to
security and the comforts of civilized life; many months went by
before the bloom revisiting her cheeks, and her limbs regaining their
roundness, she resembled once more the picture drawn of her in her
days of bliss, before any visitation of sorrow. It was a copy of this
portrait that decorated the tower, the scene of her suffering, in which I
had found shelter. Sir Peter, overjoyed to be relieved from the pangs
of remorse, and delighted again to see his orphan-ward, whom he
really loved, was now as eager as before he had been averse to
bless her union with his son: Mrs. Bainbridge they never saw again.
But each year they spent a few months in their Welch mansion, the
scene of their early wedded happiness, and the spot where again
poor Rosina had awoke to life and joy after her cruel persecutions.
Henry's fond care had fitted up the tower, and decorated it as I saw;
and often did he come over, with his "Invisible Girl," to renew, in the
very scene of its occurrence, the remembrance of all the incidents
which had led to their meeting again, during the shades of night, in
that sequestered ruin.

THE END



The Evil Eye
by Mary Shelley

The wild Albanian kirtled to his knee,
With shawl-girt head, and ornamented gun,
And gold-embroider'd garments, fair to see;
The crimson-scarfed man of Macedon.--Lord Byron.[*]

[* Childe Harold II. lviii]

The Moreot, Katusthius Ziani, travelled wearily, and in fear of its
robber-inhabitants, through the pashalik of Yannina; yet he had no
cause for dread. Did he arrive, tired and hungry, in a solitary village--
did he find himself in the uninhabited wilds suddenly surrounded by a
band of Klephts--or in the larger towns did he shrink at finding
himself sole of his race among the savage mountaineers and
despotic Turk--as soon as he announced himself the Pobratimo[*] of
Dmitri of the Evil Eye, every hand was held out, every voice spoke
welcome.

[* In Greece, especially in Illyria and Epirus, it is no uncommon thing
for persons of the same sex to swear friendship; the church contains
a ritual to consecrate this vow. Two men thus united are called
pobratimi, the women posestrime.]

The Albanian, Dmitri, was a native of the village of Korvo. Among the
savage mountains of the district between Yannina and Tepellen, the
deep broad stream of Argyro-Castro flows; bastioned to the west by
abrupt wood-covered precipices, shadowed to the east by elevated
mountains. The highest among these is Mount Trebucci; and in a
romantic folding of that hill, distinct with minarets, crowned by a
dome rising from out a group of pyramidal cypresses, is the



picturesque village of Korvo. Sheep and goats form the apparent
treasure of its inhabitants; their guns and yataghans, their warlike
habits, and, with them, the noble profession of robbery, are sources
of still greater wealth. Among a race renowned for dauntless courage
and sanguinary enterprise, Dmitri was distinguished.

It was said that in his youth, this Klepht was remarkable for a gentler
disposition and more refined taste than is usual with his countrymen.
He had been a wanderer, and had learned European arts, of which
he was not a little proud. He could read and write Greek, and a book
was often stowed beside his pistols in his girdle. He had spent
several years in Scio, the most civilized of the Greek islands, and
had married a Sciote girl. The Albanians are characterized as
despisers of women; but Dmitri, in becoming the husband of Helena,
inlisted under a more chivalrous rule, and became the proselyte of a
better creed. Often he returned to his native hills, and fought under
the banner of the renowned Ali, and then came back to his island
home. The love of the tamed barbarian was concentrated, burning,
and something beyond this--it was a portion of his living, beating
heart--the nobler part of himself--the diviner mould in which his
rugged nature had been recast.

On his return from one of his Albanian expeditions, he found his
home ravaged by the Mainotes. Helena--they pointed to her tomb,
nor dared tell him how she died; his only child, his lovely infant
daughter, was stolen; his treasure-house of love and happiness was
rifled; its gold-excelling wealth changed to blank desolation. Dmitri
spent three years in endeavours to recover his lost offspring. He was
exposed to a thousand dangers--underwent incredible hardships: he
dared the wild beast in his lair, the Mainote in his port of refuge; he
attacked, and was attacked by them. He wore the badge of his
daring in a deep gash across his eyebrow and cheek. On this
occasion he had died, but that Katusthius, seeing a scuffle on shore
and a man left for dead, disembarked from a Moreot sacoleva,



carried him away, tended and cured him. They exchanged vows of
friendship, and for some time the Albanian shared his brother's toils;
but they were too pacific to suit his taste, and he returned to Korvo.

Who in the mutilated savage could recognise the handsomest
amongst the Arnaoots? His habits kept pace with his change of
physiognomy--he grew ferocious and hard-hearted--he only smiled
when engaged in dangerous enterprise; he had arrived at that worst
state of ruffian feeling, the taking delight in blood. He grew old in
these occupations; his mind became reckless, his countenance
more dark; men trembled before his glance, women and children
exclaimed in terror, "The Evil Eye!" The opinion became prevalent--
he shared it himself--he gloried in the dread privilege; and when his
victim shivered and withered beneath the mortal influence, the
fiendish laugh with which he hailed this demonstration of his power,
struck with worse dismay the failing heart of the fascinated person.
But Dmitri could command the arrows of his sight; and his comrades
respected him the more for his supernatural attribute, since they did
not fear the exercise of it on themselves.

Dmitri had just returned from an expedition beyond Prevesa. He and
his comrades were laden with spoil. They killed and roasted a goat
whole for their repast; they drank dry several wine skins; then, round
the fire in the court, they abandoned themselves to the delights of the
kerchief dance, roaring out the chorus, as they dropped upon and
then rebounded from their knees, and whirled round and round with
an activity all their own. The heart of Dmitri was heavy; he refused to
dance, and sat apart, at first joining in the song with his voice and
lute, till the air changed to one that reminded him of better days; his
voice died away--his instrument dropped from his hands--and his
head sank upon his breast.

At the sound of stranger footsteps he started up; in the form before
him he surely recognised a friend--he was not mistaken. 'With a joyful



exclamation he welcomed Katusthius Ziani, clasping his hand, and
kissing him on his cheek. The traveller was weary, so they retired to
Dmitri's own home a neatly plastered, white-washed cottage, whose
earthen floor was perfectly dry and clean, and the walls hung with
arms, some richly ornamented, and other trophies of his Klephtic
triumphs. A fire was kindled by his aged female attendant; the
friends reposed on mats of white rushes, while she prepared the
pilaf and seethed flesh of kid. She placed a bright tin tray on a block
of wood before them, and heaped upon it cakes of Indian corn,
goat's milk cheese, eggs, and olives: a jar of water from their purest
spring, and skin of wine, served to refresh and cheer the thirsty
traveller.

After supper, the guest spoke of the object of his visit. "I come to my
Pobratimo," he said, "to claim the performance of his vow. When I
rescued you from the savage Kakovougnis of Boularias, you
pledged to me your gratitude and faith; do you disclaim the debt?"

Dmitri's brow darkened. "My brother," he cried, "need not remind mc
of what I owe. Command my life--in what can the mountain Klepht aid
the son of the wealthy Ziani?"

"The son of Ziani is a beggar," rejoined Katusthius, "and must
perish, if his brother deny his assistance."

The Moreot then told his tale. He had been brought up as the only
son of a rich merchant of Corinth. He had often sailed as caravokeiri
[*] of his father's vessels to Stamboul, and even to Calabria. Some
years before, he had been boarded and taken by a Barbary corsair.
His life since then had been adventurous, he said; in truth, it had
been a guilty one--he had become a renegade--and won regard from
his new allies, not by his superior courage, for he was cowardly, but
by the frauds that make men wealthy. In the midst of this career some
superstition had influenced him, and he had returned to his ancient



religion. He escaped from Africa, wandered through Syria, crossed
to Europe, found occupation in Constantinople; and thus years
passed. At last, as he was on the point of marriage with a Fanariote
beauty, he fell again into poverty, and he returned to Corinth to see if
his father's fortunes had prospered during his long wanderings. He
found that while these had improved to a wonder, they were lost to
him for ever. His father, during his protracted absence,
acknowledged another son as his; and dying a year before, had left
all to him. Katusthius found this unknown kinsman, with his wife and
child, in possession of his expected inheritance. Cyril divided with
him, it is true, their parent's property; but Katusthius grasped at all,
and resolved to obtain it. He brooded over a thousand schemes of
murder and revenge; yet the blood of a brother was sacred to him;
and Cyril, beloved and respected at Corinth, could only be attacked
with considerable risk. Then his child was a fresh obstacle. As the
best plan that presented itself, he hastily embarked for Butrinto, and
came to claim the advice and assistance of the Arnaoot whose life
he had saved, whose Pobratimo he was. Not thus barely, did he tell
his tale, but glossed it over; so that had Dmitri needed the incitement
of justice, which was not at all a desideratum with him, he would have
been satisfied that Cyril was a base interloper, and that the whole
transaction was one of imposture and villany.

[* Master of a merchant ship]

All night these men discussed a variety of projects, whose aim was,
that the deceased Ziani's wealth should pass undivided into his elder
son's hands. At morning's dawn Katusthius departed, and two days
afterwards Dmitri quitted his mountain-home. His first care had been
to purchase a horse, long coveted by him on account of its beauty
and fleetness; he provided cartridges, and replenished his powder-
horn. His accoutrements were rich, his dress gay; his arms glittered
in the sun. His long hair fell straight from under the shawl twisted
round his cap, even to his waist; a shaggy white capote hung from



his shoulder; his face wrinkled and puckered by exposure to the
seasons; his brow furrowed with care; his mustachios long and jet
black; his scarred face; his wild, savage eyes; his whole
appearance, not deficient in barbaric grace, but stamped chiefly with
ferocity and bandit pride, inspired, and we need not wonder, the
superstitious Greek with a belief that a supernatural spirit of evil
dwelt in his aspect, blasting and destroying. Now prepared for his
journey, he departed from Korvo, crossing the woods of Acarnania,
on his way to the Morea.

"Wherefore does Zella tremble, and press her boy to her bosom, as
if fearful of evil?" Thus asked Cyril Ziani, returning from the city of
Corinth to his own rural abode. It was a home of beauty. The abruptly
broken hills covered with olives, or brighter plantations of orange-
trees, overlooked the blue waves of the Gulf of Aegina. A myrtle
underwood spread sweet scent around, and dipped its dark shining
leaves into the sea itself. The low-roofed house was shaded by two
enormous fig-trees: while vineyards and corn-land stretched along
the gentle upland to the north. When Zella saw her husband, she
smiled, though her cheek was still pale and her lips quivering--"Now
you are near to guard us," she said, "I dismiss fear; but danger
threatens our Constans, and I shudder to remember that an Evil Eve
has been upon him."

Cyril caught up his child--"By my head!" he cried, "thou speakest of
an ill thing. The Franks call this superstition; but let us beware. His
cheek is still rosy; his tresses flowing gold--Speak, Constans, hail thy
father, my brave fellow"

It was but a short-lived fear; no ill ensued, and they soon forgot an
incident which had causelessly made their hearts to quail. A week
afterwards Cyril returned, as he was wont, from shipping a cargo of
currants, to his retreat on the coast. It was a beautiful summer
evening; the creaking water-wheel, which produced the irrigation of



the land, chimed in with the last song of the noisy cicala; the rippling
waves spent themselves almost silently among the shingles. This
was his home; but where its lovely flower? Zella did not come forth to
welcome him. A domestic pointed to a chapel on a neighbouring
acclivity, and there he found her; his child (nearly three years of age)
was in his nurse's arms; his wife was praying fervently, while the
tears streamed down her cheeks. Cyril demanded anxiously the
meaning of this scene; but the nurse sobbed; Zella continued to pray
and weep; and the boy, from sympathy, began to cry. This was too
much for man to endure. Cyril left the chapel; he leant against a
walnut-tree: his first exclamation was a customary Greek one--
Welcome this misfortune, so that it come single!" But what was the ill
that had occurred? Unapparent was it yet; but the spirit of evil is most
fatal when unseen. He was happy--a lovely wife, a blooming child, a
peaceful home, competence, and the prospect of wealth; these
blessings were his: yet how often does Fortune use such as her
decoys? He was a slave in an enslaved land, a mortal subject to the
high destinies, and ten thousand were the envenomed darts which
might be hurled at his devoted head. Now timid and trembling, Zella
came from the chapel: her explanation did not calm his fears. Again
the Evil Eye had been on his child, and deep malignity lurked surely
under this second visitation. The same man, an Arnaoot, with
glittering arms, gay attire, mounted on a black steed, came from the
neighbouring ilex grove, and, riding furiously up to the door, suddenly
checked and reined in his horse at the very threshold. The child ran
towards him: the Arnaoot bent his sinister eyes upon him:--

"Lovely art thou, bright infant," he cried; "thy blue eyes arc beaming,
thy golden tresses fair to see; but thou art a vision fleeting as
beautiful;--look at me!" The innocent looked up, uttered a shriek, and
fell gasping on the ground. The women rushed forward to seize him;
the Albanian put spurs to his horse, and galloping swiftly across the
little plain, up the wooded hill-side, he was soon lost to sight. Zella



and the nurse bore the child to the chapel, they sprinkled him with
holy water, and, as he revived, besought the Panagia with earnest
prayers to save him from the menaced ill.

Several weeks elapsed; little Constans grew in intelligence and
beauty; no blight had visited the flower of love, and its parents
dismissed fear. Sometimes Cyril indulged in a joke at the expense
of the Evil Eye; but Zella thought it unlucky to laugh, and crossed
herself whenever the event was alluded to. At this time Katusthius
visited their abode. "He was on his way," he said, "to Stamboul, and
he came to know whether he could serve his brother in any of his
transactions in the capital." Cyril and Zella received him with cordial
affection: they rejoiced to perceive that fraternal love was beginning
to warm his heart. He seemed full of ambition and hope: the brothers
discussed his prospects, the politics of Europe, and the intrigues of
the Fanar: the petty affairs of Corinth even were made subjects of
discourse; and the probability that in a short time, young as he was,
Cyril would be named Codja-Bashee of the province. On the morrow,
Katusthius prepared to depart--"One favour does the voluntary exile
ask; will my brother and sister accompany me some hours on my
way to Napoli, whence I embark?"

Zella was unwilling to quit her home, even for a short interval; but she
suffered herself to be persuaded, and they proceeded altogether for
several miles towards the capital of the Morea. At noontide they
made a repast under the shadow of a grove of oaks, and then
separated. Returning homeward, the wedded pair congratulated
themselves on their tranquil life and peaceful happiness, contrasted
with the wanderer's lonely and homeless pleasures. These feelings
increased in intensity as they drew nearer their dwelling, and
anticipated the lisped welcome of their idolized child.

From an eminence they looked upon the fertile vale which was their
home: it was situated on the southern side of the isthmus, and



looked upon the Gulf of Aegina: all was verdant, tranquil, and
beautiful. They descended into the plain; there a singular
appearance attracted their attention. A plough with its yoke of oxen
had been deserted midway in the furrow; the animals had dragged it
to the side of the field, and endeavoured to repose as well as their
conjunction permitted. The sun already touched its Western bourne,
and the summits of the trees were gilded by its parting beams. All
was silent; even the eternal water-wheel was still; no menials
appeared at their usual rustic labours. From the house the voice of
wailing was too plainly heard.--"My child!" Zella exclaimed. Cyril
began to reassure her; but another lament arose, and he hurried on.
She dismounted, and would have followed him, but sank on the
road's side. Her husband returned--"Courage, my beloved," he cried;
"I will not repose night or day until Constans is restored to us--trust to
me--farewell!" With these words he rode swiftly on.

Her worst fears were thus confirmed; her maternal heart, late so
joyous, became the abode of despair, while the nurse's narration of
the sad occurrence tended but to add worse fear to fear.

Thus it was: the same stranger of the Evil Eye had appeared, not as
before, bearing down on them with eagle speed, but as if from a long
journey; his horse lame and with drooping head; the Arnaoot himself
covered with dust, apparently scarcely able to keep his seat. "By the
life of your child," he said, "give a cup of water to one who faints with
thirst." The nurse, with Constans in her arms, got a bowl of the
desired liquid, and presented it. Ere the parched lips of the stranger
touched the wave, the vessel fell from his hands. The women started
back, while he, at the same moment darting forward, tore with strong
arm the child from her embrace. Already both were gone--with
arrowy speed they traversed the plain, while her shrieks, and cries
for assistance, called together all the domestics. They followed on
the track of the ravisher, and none had yet returned. Now, as night
closed in, one by one they came back; they had nothing to relate;



they had scoured the woods, crossed the hills--they could not even
discover the route which the Albanian had taken.

On the following day Cyril returned, jaded, haggard, miserable; he
had obtained no tidings of his son. On the morrow he again departed
on his quest, nor came back for several days. Zella passed her time
wearily-- now sitting in hopeless despondency, now climbing the
near hill to see whether she could perceive the approach of her
husband. She was not allowed to remain long thus tranquil; the
trembling domestics, left in guard, warned her that the savage forms
of several Arnaoots had been seen prowling about: she herself saw
a tall figure, clad in a shaggy white capote, steal round the
promontory, and on seeing her, shrink back: once at night the
snorting and trampling of a horse roused her, not from slumber, but
from her sense of security. Wretched as the bereft mother was, she
felt personally almost reckless of danger; but she was not her own,
she belonged to one beyond expression dear; and duty, as well as
affection for him, enjoined self-preservation. He, Cyril, again
returned: he was gloomier, sadder than before; but there was more
resolution on his brow, more energy in his motions; he had obtained
a clue, yet it might only lead him to the depths of despair.

He discovered that Katusthius had not embarked at Napoli. He had
joined a band of Arnaoots lurking about Vasilico, and had
proceeded to Patras vith the Protoklepht; thence they put off together
in a monoxylon for the northern shores of the gulf of Lepanto: nor
were they alone; they bore a child with them wrapt in a heavy torpid
sleep. Poor Cyril's blood ran cold when he thought of the spells and
witchcraft which had probably been put in practice on his boy. He
would have followed close upon the robbers, but for the report that
reached him, that the remainder of the Albanians had proceeded
southward towards Corinth. He could not enter upon a long
wandering search among the pathless wilds of Epirus, leaving Zella



exposed to the attacks of these bandits. He returned to consult with
her, to devise some plan of action which at once ensured her safety,
and promised success to his endeavours.

After some hesitation and discussion, it was decided that he should
first conduct her to her native home, consult with her father as to his
present enterprise, and be guided by his warlike experience before
he rushed into the very focus of danger. The seizure of his child might
only be a lure, and it were not well for him, sole protector of that child
and its mother, to rush unadvisedly into the toils.

Zella, strange to say, for her blue eyes and brilliant complexion
belied her birth, was the daughter of a Mainote: yet dreaded and
abhorred by the rest of the world as are the inhabitants of Cape
Tanarus, they are celebrated for their domestic virtues and the
strength of their private attachments. Zella loved her father, and the
memory of her rugged rocky home, from which she had been torn in
an adverse hour. Near neighbours of the Mainotes, dwelling in the
ruder and most incult portion of Mama, are the Kakovougnis, a dark
suspicious race, of squat and stunted form, strongly contrasted with
the tranquil cast of countenance characteristic of the Mainote. The
two tribes are embroiled in perpetual quarrels; the narrow sea-girt
abode which they share affords at once a secure place of refuge
from the foreign enemy, and all the facilities of internal mountain
warfare. Cyril had once, during a coasting voyage, been driven by
stress of weather into the little bay on whose shores is placed the
small town of Kardamyla. The crew at first dreaded to be captured by
the pirates; but they were reassured on finding them fully occupied by
their domestic dissensions. A band of Kakovougnis were besieging
the castellated rock overlooking Kardamyla, blockading the fortress
in which the Mainote Capitano and his family had taken refuge. Two
days passed thus, while furious contrary winds detained Cyril in the
bay.



On the third evening the western gale subsided, and a land breeze
promised to emancipate them from their perilous condition; when in
the night, as they were about to put off in a boat from shore, they
were hailed a party of Mainotes, and one, an old man of
commanding figure, demanded a parley. He was the Capitano of
Kardamyla, the chief of the fortress, now attacked by his implacable
enemies: he saw no escape--he must fall--and his chief desire was
to save his treasure and his family from the hands of his enemies.
Cyril consented to receive them on board: the latter consisted of an
old mother, a paramana, and a young and beautiful girl, his daughter.

Cyril conducted them in safety to Napoli. Soon after, the Capitano's
mother and paramana returned to their native town, while, with her
father's consent, fair Zella became the wife of her preserver. The
fortunes of the Mainote had prospered since then, and he stood first
in rank, the chief of a large tribe, the Capitano of Kardamyla.

Thither then the hapless parents repaired; they embarked on board a
small sacoleva, which dropt down the Gulf of Aegina, weathered the
islands of Skvllo and Cerigo, and the extreme point of Tarus:
favoured by prosperous gales, they made the desired port, and
arrived at the hospitable mansion of old Camaraz. He heard their
tale with indignation; swore by his beard to dip his poniard in the
best blood of Katusthius, and insisted upon accompanying his son-
in-law on his expedition to Albania. No time was lost--the gray-
headed mariner, still full of energy, hastened every preparation. Cyril
and Zella parted; a thousand fears, a thousand hours of misery rose
between the pair, late sharers in perfect happiness. The boisterous
sea and distant lands were the smallest of the obstacles that divided
them; they would not fear the worst; yet hope, a sickly plant, faded in
their hearts as they tore themselves asunder after a last embrace.

Zella returned from the fertile district of Corinth to her barren native
rocks. She felt all joy expire as she viewed from the rugged shore the



lessening sails of the sacoleva. Days and weeks passed, and still
she remained in solitary and sad expectation: she never joined in the
dance, nor made one in the assemblies of her country-women, who
met together at evening-tide to sing, tell stories, and wile away the
time in dance and gaiety. She secluded herself in the most lonely
part of her father's house, and gazed unceasingly from the lattice
upon the sea beneath, or wandered on the rocky beach; and when
tempest darkened the sky, and each precipitous promontory grew
purple under the shadows of the wide-winged clouds, when the roar
of the surges was on the shore, and the white crests of the waves,
seen afar upon the ocean-plain, showed like flocks of new-shorn
sheep scattered along wide-extended downs, she felt neither gale
nor inclement cold, nor returned home till recalled by her attendants.
In obedience to them she sought the shelter of her abode, not to
remain long; for the wild winds spoke to her, and the stormy ocean
reproached her tranquillity. Unable to control the impulse, she would
rush from her habitation on the cliff, nor remember, till she reached
the shore, that her papooshes were left midway on the mountain
path, and that her forgotten veil and disordered dress were unmeet
for such a scene. Often the un-numbered hours sped on, while this
orphaned child of happiness leant on a cold dark rock; the low-
browed crags beetled over her, the surges broke at her feet, her fair
limbs were stained by spray, her tresses dishevelled by the gale.
Hopelessly she wept until a sail appeared on the horizon; and then
she dried her fast flowing tears, fixing her large eves upon the
nearing hull or fading topsail. Meanwhile the storm tossed the clouds
into a thousand gigantic shapes, and the tumultuous sea grew
blacker and more wild; her natural gloom was heightened by
superstitious horror; the Moirae, the old Fates of her native Grecian
soil, howled in the breezes; apparitions, which told of her child pining
under the influence of the Evil Eye, and of her husband, the prey of
some Thracian witchcraft, such as still is practised in the dread
neighbourhood of Larissa, haunted her broken slumbers, and



stalked like dire shadows across her waking thoughts. Her bloom
was gone, her eyes lost their lustre, her limbs their round full beauty;
her strength failed her, as she tottered to the accustomed spot to
watch--vainly, yet for ever to watch.

What is there so fearful as the expectation of evil tidings delayed?
Sometimes in the midst of tears, or worse, amidst the convulsive
gaspings of despair, we reproach ourselves for influencing the
eternal fates by our gloomy anticipations: then, if a smile wreathe the
mourner's quivering lip, it is arrested by a throb of agony. Alas! are
not the dark tresses of the young, painted gray; the full cheek of
beauty, delved with sad lines by the spirits of such hours? Misery is a
more welcome visitant, when she comes in her darkest guise, and
wraps us in perpetual black, for then the heart no longer sickens with
disappointed hope.

Cyril and old Camaraz had found great difficulty in doubling the many
capes of the Morea as they made a coasting expedition from
Kardamyla to the gulf of Arta, north of Cefalonia and St.

Mauro. During their voyage they had time to arrange their plans. As a
number of Moreots travelling together might attract too much
attention, they resolved to land their comrades at different points,
and travel separately into the interior of Albania: Yannina was their
first place of rendezvous. Cyril and his father-in-law disembarked in
one of the most secluded of the many creeks which diversify the
winding and precipitous shores of the gulf. Six others, chosen from
the crew, would, by other routes, join them at the capital. They did not
fear for themselves; alone, but well armed, and secure in the courage
of despair, they penetrated the fastnesses of Epirus. No success
cheered them: they arrived at Yannina without having made the
slightest discovery. There they were joined by their comrades, whom
they directed to remain three days in the town, and then separately to
proceed to Tepellene, whither they immediately directed their steps.



At the first village on their way thither, at "monastic Zitza," [*] they
obtained some information, not to direct, but to encourage their
endeavours. They sought refreshment and hospitality in the
monastery which is situated on a green eminence, crowned by a
grove of oak-trees, immediately behind the village. Perhaps there is
not in the world a more beautiful or more romantic spot, sheltered
itself by clustering trees, looking out on one wide-spread landscape
of hill and dale, enriched by vineyards, dotted with frequent flocks;
while the Calamas in the depth of the vale gives life to the scene, and
the far blue mountains of Zoumerkas, Sagori, Sulli, and
Acroceraunia, to the east, wrest, north, and south, close in the
various prospects. Cyril half envied the Calovers their inert
tranquillity. They received the travellers gladly, and were cordial
though simple in their manners. When questioned concerning the
object of their journey, they warmly sympathised with the father's
anxiety, and eagerly told all they knew. Two wrecks before, an
Arnaoot, vell known to them as Dmitri of the Evil Eye, a famous
Klepht of Korvo, and a Moreot, arrived, bringing with them a child, a
bold, spirited, beautiful boy, who, with firmness beyond his years,
claimed the protection of the Caloyers, and accused his companions
of having carried him off by force from his parents.--

[* Byron, Childe Harold's Pilgrimage II. xlviii.]

"By my head!" cried the Albanian, "a brave Palikar: he keeps his
word, brother; he swore by the Panagia, in spite of our threats of
throwing him down a precipice, food for the vulture, to accuse us to
the first good men he saw: he neither pines under the Evil Eve, nor
quails beneath our menaces." Katusthius frowned at these praises,
and it became evident during their stay at the monastery, that the
Albanian and the Moreot quarrelled as to the disposal of the child.
The rugged mountaineer threw off all his sternness as he gazed upon
the boy. When little Constans slept, he hung over him, fanning away,
with woman's care, the flies and gnats. When he spoke, he



answered with expressions of fondness, winning him vith gifts,
teaching him, all baby as he was, a mimicry of warlike exercises.
When the boy knelt and besought the Panagia to restore him to his
parents, his infant voice quivering, and tears running down his
cheeks, the eyes of Dmitri overflowed; he cast his cloak over his
face; his heart whispered to him--"Thus, perhaps, my child prayed.
Heaven was deaf--alas! where is she now?"--Encouraged by such
signs of compassion, which children are quick to perceive, Constans
twined his arms round his neck, telling him that he loved him, and that
he would fight for him when a man, if he would take him back to
Corinth. At such words Dmitri would rush forth, seek Katusthius,
remonstrate with him, till the unrelenting man checked him by
reminding him of his vow. Still he swore that no hair of the child's
head should be injured; while the uncle, unvisited by compunction,
meditated his destruction. The quarrels which thence arose vere
frequent and violent, till Katusthius, weary of opposition, had
recourse to craft to obtain his purpose. One night he secretly left the
monastery, bearing the child with him. When Dmitri heard of his
evasion, it was a fearful thing to the good Caloyers only to look upon
him; they instinctively clutched hold of every bit of iron on which they
could lay their hands, so to avert the Evil Eye which glared with native
and untamed fierceness. In their panic a whole score of them had
rushed to the iron-plated door which led out of their abode: with the
strength of a lion, Dmitri tore them away, threw back the portal, and,
with the swiftness of a torrent fed by the thawing of the snows in
spring, he dashed down the steep hill: the flight of an eagle not more
rapid; the course of a wild beast not more resolved.

Such was the clue afforded to Cyril. It were too long to follow him in
his subsequent search; he, with old Camaraz, wandered through the
vale of Argyro-Castro, and climbed Mount Trebucci to Korvo. Dmitri
had returned; he had gathered together a score of faithful comrades,
and sallied forth again; various were the reports of his destination,



and the enterprise which he meditated.

One of these led our adventurers to Tepellene, and hence back
towards Yannina: and now chance again favoured them. They rested
one night in the habitation of a priest at the little village of Mosme,
about three leagues to the north of Zitza; and here they found an
Arnaoot who had been disabled by a fall from his horse; this man
was to have made one of Dmitri's band: they learned from him that
the Arnaoot had tracked Katusthius, following him close, and forcing
him to take refuge in the monastery of the Prophet Elias, which
stands on an elevated peak of the mountains of Sagori, eight
leagues from Yannina. Dmitri had followed him, and demanded the
child. The Caloyers refused to give it up, and the Klepht, roused to
mad indignation, was now besieging and battering the monastery, to
obtain by force this object of his newly-awakened affections.

At Yannina, Camaraz and Cyril collected their comrades, and
departed to join their unconscious ally. He, more impetuous than a
mountain-stream or ocean's fiercest waves, struck terror into the
hearts of the recluses by his ceaseless and dauntless attacks. To
encourage them to further resistance, Katusthius, leaving the child
behind in the monastery, departed for the nearest town of Sagori, to
entreat its Belouk-Bashee to come to their aid. The Sagorians are a
mild, amiable, social people; they are gay, frank, clever; their bravery
is universally acknowledged, even by the more uncivilized
mountaineers of Zoumerkas; yet robbery, murder, and other acts of
violence, are unknown among them. These good people were not a
little indignant when they heard that a band of Arnaoots was
besieging and battering the sacred retreat of their favourite
Caloyers. They assembled in a gallant troop, and taking Katusthius
with them, hastened to drive the insolent Klephts back to their ruder
fastnesses. They came too late. At midnight, while the monks prayed
fervently to be delivered from their enemies, Dmitri and his followers
tore down their iron-plated door, and entered the holy precincts. The



Protoklepht strode up to the gates of the sanctuary, and placing his
hands upon it, swore that he came to save, not to destroy. Constans
saw him. With a cry of delight he disengaged himself from the
Caloyer who held him, and rushed into his arms: this was sufficient
triumph. With assurances of sincere regret for having disturbed
them, the Klepht quitted the chapel with his followers, taking his prize
with him.

Katusthius returned some hours after, and so well did the traitor
plead his cause with the kind Sagorians, bewailing the fate of his
little nephew among these evil men, that they offered to follow, and,
superior as their numbers were, to rescue the boy from their
destructive hands.

Katusthius, delighted with the proposition, urged their immediate
departure. At dawn they began to climb the mountain summits,
already trodden by the Zoumerkians.

Delighted with repossessing his little favourite, Dmitri placed him
before him on his horse, and, followed by his comrades, made his
way over the elevated mountains, clothed with old Dodona's oaks,
or, in higher summits, by dark gigantic pines. They proceeded for
some hours, and at length dismounted to repose. The spot they
chose was the depth of a dark ravine, whose gloom was increased
by the broad shadows of dark ilexes; an entangled underwood, and
a sprinkling of craggy isolated rocks, made it difficult for the horses
to keep their footing. They dismounted, and sat by the little stream.
Their simple fare was spread, and Dmitri enticed the boy to eat by a
thousand caresses. Suddenly one of his men, set as a guard,
brought intelligence that a troop of Sagorians, with Katusthius as
their guide, was advancing from the monastery of St.

Elias; while another man gave the alarm of the approach of six or
eight well-armed Moreots, who were advancing on the road from



Yannina; in a moment every sign of encampment had disappeared.
The Arnaoots began to climb the hills, getting under cover of the
rocks, and behind the large trunks of the forest-trees, keeping
concealed till their invaders should be in the very midst of them.
Soon the Moreots appeared, turning round the defile, in a path that
only allowed them to proceed two by two; they were unaware of
danger, and walked carelessly, until a shot that whizzed over the
head of one, striking the bough of a tree, recalled them from their
security.

The Greeks, accustomed to the same mode of warfare, betook
themselves also to the safeguards of the rocks, firing from behind
them, striving with their adversaries which should get to the most
elevated station; jumping from crag to crag, and dropping down and
firing as quickly as they could load: one old man alone remained on
the pathway. The mariner, Camaraz, had often encountered the
enemy on the deck of his caick, and would still have rushed foremost
at a boarding, but this warfare required too much activity. Cyril called
on him to shelter himself beneath a low, broad stone: the Mainote
waved his hand. "Fear not for me," he cried; "I know how to die!"--
The brave love the brave. Dmitri saw the old man stand, unflinching,
a mark for all the balls, and he started from behind his rocky screen,
calling on his men to cease. Then addressing his enemy, he cried,
"Who art thou? wherefore art thou here? If ye come in peace,
proceed on your way. Answer, and fear not!"

The old man drew himself up, saying, "I am a Mainote, and cannot
fear. All Hellas trembles before the pirates of Cape Matapan, and I
am one of these! I do not come in peace! Behold! you have in your
arms the cause of our dissension! I am the grandsire of that child--
give him to me!"

Dmitri, had he held a snake, which he felt awakening in his bosom,
could not so suddenly have changed his cheer:--"the offspring of a



Mainote!"--he relaxed his grasp;--Constans would have fallen had he
not clung to his neck. Meanwhile each party had descended from
their rocky station, and were grouped together in the pathway below.
Dmitri tore the child from his neck; he felt as if he could, with savage
delight, dash him down the precipice--when, as he paused and
trembled from excess of passion, Katusthius, and the foremost
Sagorians, came down upon them.

"Stand!" cried the infuriated Arnaoot. "Behold Katusthius! behold,
friend, whom I, driven by the resistless fates, madly and wickedly
forswore! I now perform thy wish--the Mainote child dies! the son of
the accursed race shall be the victim of my just revenge!"

Cyril, in a transport of fear, rushed up the rock; he levelled his
musket, but he feared to sacrifice his child. The old Mainote, less
timid and more desperate, took a steady aim; Dmitri saw the act,
and hurled the dagger, already raised against the child, at him--it
entered his side--while Constans, feeling his late protector's grasp
relax, sprung from it into his father's arms.

Camaraz had fallen, yet his wound was slight. He saw the Arnaoots
and Sagorians close round him; he saw his own followers made
prisoners. Dmitri and Katusthius had both thrown themselves upon
Cyril, struggling to repossess themselves of the screaming boy. The
Mainote raised himself--he was feeble of limb, but his heart was
strong; he threw himself before the father and child; he caught the
upraised arm of Dmitri. "On me," he cried, "fall all thy vengeance! I of
the evil race! for the child, he is innocent of such parentage! Maina
cannot boast him for a son!"

"Man of lies!" commenced the infuriated Arnaoot, "this falsehood
shall not stead thee!"

"Nay, by the souls of those you have loved, listen!" continued



Camaraz. "and if I make not good my words, may I and my children
die! The boy's father is a Corinthian, his mother, a Sciote girl!"

"Scio!" the very word made the blood recede to Dmitri's heart.
"Villain!" he cried, dashing aside Katusthius's arm, which was raised
against poor Constans, 'I guard this child--dare not to injure him!
Speak, old man, and fear not, so that thou speakest the truth."

"Fifteen years ago," said Camaraz, "I hovered with my caick, in
search of prey, on the coast of Scio. A cottage stood on the borders
of a chestnut wood, it was the habitation of the widow of a wealthy
islander--she dwelt in it with her only daughter, married to an
Albanian, then absent;--the good woman was reported to have a
concealed treasure in her house--the girl herself would be rich spoil--
it was an adventure worth the risk. We ran our vessel up a shady
creek, and, on the going down of the moon, landed; stealing under
the covert of night towards the lonely abode of these women."--Dmitri
grasped at his dagger's hilt--it was no longer there; he half drew a
pistol from his girdle--little Constans, again confiding in his former
friend, stretched out his infant hands and clung to his arm; the Klepht
looked on him, half yielded to his desire to embrace him, half feared
to be deceived; so he turned away, throwing his capote over his
face, veiling his anguish, controlling his emotions, till all should be
told. Camaraz continued:

"It became a worse tragedy than I had contemplated. The girl had a
child--she feared for its life, and struggled with the men like a tigress
defending her young. I was in another room seeking for the hidden
store, when a piercing shriek rent the air--I never knew what
compassion was before--this cry went to my heart--but it was too
late, the poor girl had sunk to the ground, the life-tide oozing from her
bosom. I know not why, but I turned woman in my regret for the slain
beauty. I meant to have carried her and her child on board, to see if
aught could be done to save her, but she died ere we left the shore. I



thought she would like her island rave best, and truly feared that she
might turn vampire to haunt me, did I carry her away; so we left her
corse for the priests to bury, and carried off the child, then about two
years old. She could say few words except her own name, that was
Zella, and she is the mother of this boy!"

A succession of arrivals in the bay of Kardamyla had kept poor Zella
watching for many nights. Her attendant had, in despair of ever
seeing her sleep again, drugged with opium the few eates she
persuaded her to eat, but the poor woman did not calculate on the
power of mind over body, of love over every enemy, physical or
moral, arrayed against it. Zella lay on her couch, her spirit somewhat
subdued, but her heart alive, her eves unclosed. In the night, led by
some unexplained impulse, she crawled to her lattice, and saw a
little sacoleva enter the bay; it ran in swiftly, under favour of the wind,
and was lost to her sight under a jutting crag. Lightly she trod the
marble floor of her chamber; she drew a large shawl close round her;
she descended the rocky pathway, and reached, with swift steps, the
beach--still the vessel was invisible, and she was half inclined to
think that it was the offspring of her excited imagination--yet she
lingered.

She felt a sickness at her very heart whenever she attempted to
move, and her eyelids weighed down in spite of herself. The desire
of sleep at last became irresistible; she lay down on the shingles,
reposed her head on the cold, hard pillow, folded her shawl still
closer, and gave herself up to forgetfulness.

So profoundly did she slumber under the influence of the opiate, that
for many hours she was insensible of any change in her situation. By
degrees only she awoke, by degrees only became aware of the
objects around her; the breeze felt fresh and free--so was it ever on
the wave-beaten coast; the waters rippled near, their dash had been
in her ears as she yielded to repose; but this was not her stony



couch, that canopy, not the dark overhanging cliff. Suddenly she lifted
up her head--she was on the deck of a small vessel, which was
skimming swiftly over the ocean-waves--a cloak of sables pillowed
her head; the shores of Cape Matapan were to her left, and they
steered right towards the noonday sun. Wonder rather than fear
possessed her: with a quick hand she drew aside the sail that veiled
her from the crew--the dreaded Albanian was sitting close at her
side, her Constans cradled in his arms--she uttered a cry--Cyril
turned at the sound, and in a moment she was folded in his embrace.

THE END



On Ghosts
by Mary Shelley

I look for ghosts--but none will force
Their way to me; 'tis falsely said
That there was ever intercourse
Between the living and the dead. 
--Wordsworth

What a different earth do we inhabit from that on which our
forefathers dwelt! The antediluvian world, strode over by mammoths,
preyed upon by the megatherion, and peopled by the offspring of the
Sons of God, is a better type of the earth of Homer, Herodotus, and
Plato, than the hedged-in cornfields and measured hills of the
present day. The globe was then encircled by a wall which paled in
the bodies of men, whilst their feathered thoughts soared over the
boundary; it had a brink, and in the deep profound which it overhung,
men's imaginations, eagle-winged, dived and flew, and brought
home strange tales to their believing auditors. Deep caverns
harboured giants; cloud-like birds cast their shadows upon the
plains; while far out at sea lay islands of bliss, the fair paradise of
Atlantis or El Dorado sparkling with untold jewels. Where are they
now? The Fortunate Isles have lost the glory that spread a halo round
them; for who deems himself nearer to the golden age, because he
touches at the Canaries on his voyage to India? Our only riddle is the
rise of the Niger; the interior of New Holland, our only terra incognita;
and our sole mare incognitum, the north-west passage. But these
are tame wonders, lions in leash; we do not invest Mungo Park, or
the Captain of the Hecla, with divine attributes; no one fancies that
the waters of the unknown river bubble up from hell's fountains, no
strange and weird power is supposed to guide the ice-berg, nor do
we fable that a stray pick-pocket from Botany Bay has found the



gardens of the Hesperides within the circuit of the Blue Mountains.
What have we left to dream about? The clouds are no longer the
charioted servants of the sun, nor does he any more bathe his
glowing brow in the bath of Thetis; the rainbow has ceased to be the
messenger of the Gods, and thunder longer their awful voice,
warning man of that which is to come. We have the sun which has
been weighed and measured, but not understood; we have the
assemblage of the planets, the congregation of the stars, and the yet
unshackled ministration of the winds:--such is the list of our
ignorance.

Nor is the empire of the imagination less bounded in its own proper
creations, than in those which were bestowed on it by the poor blind
eyes of our ancestors. What has become of enchantresses with their
palaces of crystal and dungeons of palpable darkness? What of
fairies and their wands? What of witches and their familiars? and,
last, what of ghosts, with beckoning hands and fleeting shapes,
which quelled the soldier's brave heart, and made the murderer
disclose to the astonished noon the veiled work of midnight? These
which were realities to our fore-fathers, in our wiser age--

--Characterless are grated

To dusty nothing.

Yet is it true that we do not believe in ghosts? There used to be
several traditionary tales repeated, with their authorities, enough to
stagger us when we consigned them to that place where that is
which "is as though it had never been." But these are gone out of
fashion. Brutus's dream has become a deception of his over-heated
brain, Lord Lyttleton's vision is called a cheat; and one by one these
inhabitants of deserted houses, moonlight glades, misty mountain
tops, and midnight church-yards, have been ejected from their
immemorial seats, and small thrill is felt when the dead majesty of



Denmark blanches the cheek and unsettles the reason of his
philosophic son.

But do none of us believe in ghosts? If this question be read at noon-
day, when--

Every little corner, nook, and hole, Is penetrated with the insolent
light--

at such a time derision is seated on the features of my reader. But let
it be twelve at night in a lone house; take up, I beseech you, the story
of the Bleeding Nun; or of the Statue, to which the bridegroom gave
the wedding ring, and she came in the dead of night to claim him,
tall, and cold; or of the Grandsire, who with shadowy form and
breathless lips stood over the couch and kissed the foreheads of his
sleeping grandchildren, and thus doomed them to their fated death;
and let all these details be assisted by solitude, flapping curtains,
rushing wind, a long and dusky passage, an half open door--O, then
truly, another answer may be given, and many will request leave to
sleep upon it, before they decide whether there be such a thing as a
ghost in the world, or out of the world, if that phraseology be more
spiritual. What is the meaning of this feeling?

For my own part, I never saw a ghost except once in a dream. I
feared it in my sleep; I awoke trembling, and lights and the speech of
others could hardly dissipate my fear. Some years ago I lost a friend,
and a few months afterwards visited the house where I had last seen
him. It was deserted, and though in the midst of a city, its vast halls
and spacious apartments occasioned the same sense of loneliness
as if it had been situated on an uninhabited heath. I walked through
the vacant chambers by twilight, and none save I awakened the
echoes of their pavement. The far mountains (visible from the upper
windows) had lost their tinge of sunset; the tranquil atmosphere grew
leaden coloured as the golden stars appeared in the firmament; no



wind ruffled the shrunk-up river which crawled lazily through the
deepest channel of its wide and empty bed; the chimes of the Ave
Maria had ceased, and the bell hung moveless in the open belfry:
beauty invested a reposing world, and awe was inspired by beauty
only. I walked through the rooms filled with sensations of the most
poignant grief. He had been there; his living frame had been caged
by those walls, his breath had mingled with that atmosphere, his step
had been on those stones, I thought:--the earth is a tomb, the gaudy
sky a vault, we but walking corpses. The wind rising in the east
rushed through the open casements, making them shake;--
methought, I heard, I felt--I know not what--but I trembled. To have
seen him but for a moment, I would have knelt until the stones had
been worn by the impress, so I told myself, and so I knew a moment
after, but then I trembled, awe-struck and fearful. Wherefore? There
is something beyond us of which we are ignorant. The sun drawing
up the vaporous air makes a void, and the wind rushes in to fill it,--
thus beyond our soul's ken there is an empty space; and our hopes
and fears, in gentle gales or terrific whirlwinds, occupy the vacuum;
and if it does no more, it bestows on the feeling heart a belief that
influences do exist to watch and guard us, though they be impalpable
to the coarser faculties.

I have heard that when Coleridge was asked if he believed in
ghosts,--he replied that he had seen too many to put any trust in their
reality; and the person of the most lively imagination that I ever knew
echoed this reply. But these were not real ghosts (pardon,
unbelievers, my mode of speech) that they saw; they were shadows,
phantoms unreal; that while they appalled the senses, yet carried no
other feeling to the mind of others than delusion, and were viewed as
we might view an optical deception which we see to be true with our
eyes, and know to be false with our understandings. I speak of other
shapes. The returning bride, who claims the fidelity of her betrothed;
the murdered man who shakes to remorse the murderer's heart;



ghosts that lift the curtains at the foot of your bed as the clock chimes
one; who rise all pale and ghastly from the churchyard and haunt their
ancient abodes; who, spoken to, reply; and whose cold unearthly
touch makes the hair stand stark upon the head; the true old-
fashioned, foretelling, flitting, gliding ghost,--who has seen such a
one?

I have known two persons who at broad daylight have owned that
they believed in ghosts, for that they had seen one. One of these was
an Englishman, and the other an Italian. The former had lost a friend
he dearly loved, who for awhile appeared to him nightly, gently
stroking his cheek and spreading a serene calm over his mind. He
did not fear the appearance, although he was somewhat awe-
stricken as each night it glided into his chamber, and,

Ponsi del letto insula sponda manca.

[placed itself on the left side of the bed]

This visitation continued for several weeks, when by some accident
he altered his residence, and then he saw it no more. Such a tale
may easily be explained away;--but several years had passed, and
he, a man of strong and virile intellect, said that "he had seen a
ghost."

The Italian was a noble, a soldier, and by no means addicted to
superstition: he had served in Napoleon's armies from early youth,
and had been to Russia, had fought and bled, and been rewarded,
and he unhesitatingly, and with deep relief, recounted his story.

This Chevalier, a young, and (somewhat a miraculous incident) a
gallant Italian, was engaged in a duel with a brother officer, and
wounded him in the arm. The subject of the duel was frivolous; and
distressed therefore at its consequences he attended on his youthful



adversary during his consequent illness, so that when the latter
recovered they became firm and dear friends. They were quartered
together at Milan, where the youth fell desperately in love with the
wife of a musician, who disdained his passion, so that it preyed on
his spirits and his health; he absented himself from all amusements,
avoided all his brother officers, and his only consolation was to pour
his love-sick plaints into the ear of the Chevalier, who strove in vain
to inspire him either with indifference towards the fair disdainer, or to
inculcate lessons of fortitude and heroism. As a last resource he
urged him to ask leave of absence; and to seek, either in change of
scene, or the amusement of hunting, some diversion to his passion.
One evening the youth came to the Chevalier, and said, "Well, I have
asked leave of absence, and am to have it early tomorrow morning,
so lend me your fowling-piece and cartridges, for I shall go to hunt for
a fortnight." The Chevalier gave him what he asked; among the shot
there were a few bullets. "I will take these also," said the youth, "to
secure myself against the attack of any wolf, for I mean to bury myself
in the woods."

Although he had obtained that for which he came, the youth still
lingered. He talked of the cruelty of his lady, lamented that she would
not even permit him a hopeless attendance, but that she inexorably
banished him from her sight, "so that," said he, "I have no hope but in
oblivion." At length lie rose to depart. He took the Chevalier's hand
and said, "You will see her to-morrow, you will speak to her, and hear
her speak; tell her, I entreat you, that our conversation tonight has
been concerning her, and that her name was the last that I spoke."
"Yes, yes," cried the Chevalier, "I will say any thing you please; but
you must not talk of her any more, you must forget her." The youth
embraced his friend with warmth, but the latter saw nothing more in it
than the effects of his affection, combined with his melancholy at
absenting himself from his mistress, whose name, joined to a tender
farewell, was the last sound that he uttered.



When the Chevalier was on guard that night, he heard the report of a
gun. He was at first troubled and agitated by it, but afterwards
thought no more of it, and when relieved from guard went to bed,
although he passed a restless, sleepless night. Early in the morning
some one knocked at his door. It was a soldier, who said that he had
got the young officer's leave of absence, and had taken it to his
house; a servant had admitted him, and he had gone up stairs, but
the room door of the officer was locked, and no one answered to his
knocking, but something oozed through from under the door that
looked like blood. The Chevalier, agitated and frightened at this
account, hurried to his friend's house, burst open the door, and found
him stretched on the ground--he had blown out his brains, and the
body lay a headless trunk, cold, and stiff.

The shock and grief which the Chevalier experienced in
consequence of this catastrophe produced a fever which lasted for
some days. When he got well, he obtained leave of absence, and
went into the country to try to divert his mind. One evening at
moonlight, he was returning home from a walk, and passed through a
lane with a hedge on both sides, so high that he could not see over
them. The night was balmy; the bushes gleamed with fireflies,
brighter than the stars which the moon had veiled with her silver light.
Suddenly he heard a rustling near him, and the figure of his friend
issued from the hedge and stood before him, mutilated as he had
seen him after his death. This figure he saw several times, always in
the same place. It was impalpable to the touch, motionless, except in
its advance, and made no sign when it was addressed. Once the
Chevalier took a friend with him to the spot. The same rustling was
heard, the same shadow slept forth, his companion fled in horror, but
the Chevalier staid, vainly endeavouring to discover what called his
friend from his quiet tomb, and if any act of his might give repose to
the restless shade.



Such are my two stories, and I record them the more willingly, since
they occurred to men, and to individuals distinguished the one for
courage and the other for sagacity. I will conclude my "modern
instances," with a story told by M. G. Lewis, not probably so authentic
as these, but perhaps more amusing. I relate it as nearly as possible
in his own words.

"A gentleman journeying towards the house of a friend, who lived on
the skirts of an extensive forest, in the east of Germany, lost his way.
He wandered for some time among the trees, when he saw a light at
a distance. On approaching it he was surprised to observe that it
proceeded from the interior of a ruined monastery. Before he
knocked at the gate he thought it proper to look through the window.
He saw a number of cats assembled round a small grave, four of
whom were at that moment letting down a coffin with a crown upon it.
The gentleman startled at this unusual sight, and, imagining that he
had arrived at the retreats of fiends or witches, mounted his horse
and rode away with the utmost precipitation. He arrived at his
friend's house at a late hour, who sate up waiting for him. On his
arrival his friend questioned him as to the cause of the traces of
agitation visible in his face. He began to recount his adventures after
much hesitation, knowing that it was scarcely possible that his friend
should give faith to his relation. No sooner had he mentioned the
coffin with the crown upon it, than his friend's cat, who seemed to
have been lying asleep before the fire, leaped up, crying out, 'Then I
am king of the cats;' and then scrambled up the chimney, and was
never seen more."

THE END



The Mourner
by Mary Shelly

ONE fatal remembrance, one sorrow that throws
Its bleak shade alike o'er our joys and our woes,
To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring,
For which joy has no balm, and affliction no sting!

A GORGEOUS scene of kingly pride is the prospect now before us!-
-the offspring of art, the nursling of nature-- where can the eye rest on
a landscape more deliciously lovely than the fair expanse of Virginia
Water, now an open mirror to the sky, now shaded by umbrageous
banks, which wind into dark recesses, or are rounded into soft
promontories? Looking down on it, now that the sun is low in the
west, the eye is dazzled, the soul oppressed, by excess of beauty.
Earth, water, air, drink to overflowing, the radiance that streams from
yonder well of light: the foliage of the trees seems dripping with the
golden flood; while the lake, filled with no earthly dew, appears but an
imbasining of the sun-tinctured atmosphere; and trees and gay
pavilion float in its depth, more clear, more distinct, than their twins in
the upper air. Nor is the scene silent: strains more sweet than those
that lull Venus to her balmy rest, more inspiring than the song of
Tiresias which awoke Alexander to the deed of ruin, more solemn
than the chantings of St. Cecilia, float along the waves and mingle
with the lagging breeze, which ruffles not the lake. Strange, that a few
dark scores should be the key to this fountain of sound; the
unconscious link between unregarded noise, and harmonies which
unclose paradise to our entranced senses!

The sun touches the extreme boundary, and a softer, milder light
mingles a roseate tinge with the fiery glow. Our boat has floated long
on the broad expanse; now let it approach the umbrageous bank.



The green tresses of the graceful willow dip into the waters, which
are checked by them into a ripple. The startled teal dart from their
recess, skimming the waves with splashing wing. The stately swans
float onward; while innumerable water fowl cluster together out of the
way of the oars. The twilight is blotted by no dark shades; it is one
subdued, equal receding of the great tide of day, which leaves the
shingles bare, but not deformed. We may disembark and wander yet
amid the glades, long before the thickening shadows speak of night.
The plantations are formed of every English tree, with an old oak or
two standing out in the walks. There the glancing foliage obscures
heaven, as the silken texture of a veil a woman's lovely features:
beneath such fretwork we may indulge in light-hearted thoughts; or, if
sadder meditations lead us to seek darker shades, we may pass the
cascade towards the large groves of pine, with their vast
undergrowth of laurel, reaching up to the Belvidere; or, on the
opposite side of the water, sit under the shadow of the silver-
stemmed birch, or beneath the leafy pavilions of those fine old
beeches, whose high fantastic roots seem formed in nature's sport;
and the near jungle of sweet-smelling myrica leaves no sense
unvisited by pleasant ministration.

Now this splendid scene is reserved for the royal possessor; but in
past years, while the lodge was called the Regent's Cottage, or
before, when the under ranger inhabited it, the mazy paths of Chapel
Wood were open, and the iron gates enclosing the plantations and
Virginia Water were guarded by no Cerberus untamable by sops. It
was here, on a summer's evening that Horace Neville and his two fair
cousins floated idly on the placid lake, In that sweet mood when
pleasant thoughts Bring sad thoughts to the mind.

Neville had been eloquent in praise of English scenery. "In distant
climes," he said, "we may find landscapes grand in barbaric
wildness, or rich in the luxuriant vegetation of the south, or sublime in



Alpine magnificence. We may lament, though it is ungrateful to say
so on such a night as this, the want of a more genial sky; but where
find scenery to be compared to the verdant, well wooded, well
watered groves of our native land; the clustering cottages, shadowed
by fine old elms; each garden blooming with early flowers, each
lattice gay with geraniums and roses; the blue-eyed child devouring
his white bread, while he drives a cow to graze; the hedge redolent
with summer blooms; the enclosed cornfields, seas of golden grain,
weltering in the breeze; the stile, the track across the meadow,
leading through the copse, under which the path winds, and the
meeting branches overhead, which give, by their dimming tracery, a
cathedral-like solemnity to the scene; the river, winding 'with sweet
inland murmur;' and, as additional graces, spots like these--Oases of
taste--gardens of Eden--the works of wealth, which evince at once
the greatest power and the greatest will to create beauty?

"And yet," continued Neville, "it was with difficulty that I persuaded
myself to reap the best fruits of my uncle's will, and to inhabit this
spot, familiar to my boyhood, associated with unavailing regrets and
recollected pain."

Horace Neville was a man of birth--of wealth; but he could hardly be
termed a man of the world. There was in his nature a gentleness, a
sweetness, a winning sensibility, allied to talent and personal
distinction, that gave weight to his simplest expressions, and excited
sympathy for all his emotions. His younger cousin, his junior by
several years, was attached to him by the tenderest sentiments--
secret long--but they were now betrothed to each other--a lovely,
happy pair. She looked inquiringly; but he turned away. "No more of
this," he said; and giving a swifter impulse to their boat, they speedily
reached the shore, landed, and walked through the long extent of
Chapel Wood. It was dark night before they met their carriage at
Bishopsgate.



A week or two after, Horace received letters to call him to a distant
part of the country: it even seemed possible that he might be obliged
to visit an estate in the north of Ireland. A few days before his
departure, he requested his cousin to walk with him. They bent their
steps across several meadows to Old Windsor churchyard. At first
he did not deviate from the usual path; and as they went they talked
cheerfully--gaily: the beauteous sunny day might well exhilarate them;
the dancing waves sped onwards at their feet, the country church
lifted its rustic spire into the bright pure sky. There was nothing in
their conversation that could induce his cousin to think that Neville
had led her hither for any saddening purpose; but when they were
about to quit the churchyard, Horace, as if he had suddenly
recollected himself, turned from the path, crossed the greensward,
and paused beside a grave near the river. No stone was there to
commemorate the being who reposed beneath--it was thickly grown
with rich grass, starred by a luxuriant growth of humble daisies: a few
dead leaves, a broken bramble twig, defaced its neatness; Neville
removed these, and then said, "Juliet, I commit this sacred spot to
your keeping while I am away."---

"There is no monument," he continued; "for her commands were
implicitly obeyed by the two beings to whom she addressed them.
One day another may lie near, and his name will be her epitaph.--I do
not mean myself," he said, half smiling at the terror his cousin's
countenance expressed; "but promise me, Juliet, to preserve this
grave from every violation. I do not wish to sadden you by the story;
yet, if I have excited your curiosity--your interest, I should say--I will
satisfy it; but not now--not here."

Leaving the churchyard, they found their horses in attendance, and
they prolonged their ride across Bishopsgate Heath. Neville's mind
was full of the events to which he had alluded: he began the tale, and
then abruptly broke off. It was not till the following day, when, in
company with her sister, they again visited Virginia Water, that,



seated under the shadow of its pines, whose melodious swinging in
the wind breathed unearthly harmony, and looking down upon the
water, association of place, and its extreme beauty, reviving, yet
soothing, the recollections of the past, unasked by his companions,
Neville at once commenced his story.

"I was sent to Eton at eleven years of age. I will not dwell upon my
sufferings there; I would hardly refer to them, did they not make a part
of my present narration. I was a fag to a hard taskmaster; every
labour he could invent--and the youthful tyrant was ingenious--he
devised for my annoyance; early and late, I was forced to be in
attendance, to the neglect of my school duties, so incurring
punishment. There were worse things to bear than these: it was his
delight to put me to shame, and,--finding that I had too much of my
mother in my blood,--to endeavour to compel me to acts of cruelty
from which my nature revolted--I refused to obey. Speak of West
Indian slavery! I hope things may be better now; in my days, the
tender years of aristocratic childhood were yielded up to a
capricious, unrelenting, cruel bondage, far beyond the measured
despotism of Jamaica.

"One day--I had been two years at school, and was nearly thirteen--
my tyrant, I will give him no other name, issued a command, in the
wantonness of power, for me to destroy a poor little bullfinch I had
tamed and caged. In a hapless hour he found it in my room, and was
indignant that I should dare to appropriate a single pleasure. I
refused, stubbornly, dauntlessly, though the consequence of my
disobedience was immediate and terrible. At this moment a
message came from my tormentor's tutor--his father had arrived.
'Well, old lad,' he cried, 'I shall pay you off some day!' Seizing my pet
at the same time, he wrung its neck, threw it at my feet, and, with a
laugh of derision, quitted the room.

"Never before--never may I again feel the same swelling, boiling fury



in my bursting heart;--the sight of my nursling expiring at my feet--my
desire of vengeance--my impotence, created a Vesuvius within me,
that no tears flowed to quench. Could I have uttered--acted--my
passion, it would have been less torturous: it was so when I burst into
a torrent of abuse and imprecation. My vocabulary--it must have
been a choice collection--was supplied by him against whom it was
levelled. But words were air--I desired to give more substantial proof
of my resentment--I destroyed every thing in the room belonging to
him; I tore them to pieces, I stamped on them, crushed them with
more than childish strength. My last act was to seize a timepiece, on
which my tyrant infinitely prided himself, and to dash it to the ground.
The sight of this, as it lay shattered at my feet, recalled me to my
senses, and something like an emotion of fear allayed the tumult in
my heart. I began to meditate an escape: I got out of the house, ran
down a lane, and across some meadows, far out of bounds, above
Eton. I was seen by an elder boy, a friend of my tormentor. He called
to me, thinking at first that I was performing some errand for him; but
seeing that I shirked, he repeated his 'Come up!' in an authoritative
voice. It put wings to my heels; he did not deem it necessary to
pursue.--But I grow tedious, my dear Juliet; enough that fears the
most intense, of punishment both from my masters and the upper
boys, made me resolve to run away. I reached the banks of the
Thames, tied my clothes over my head, swam across, and,
traversing several fields, entered Windsor Forest, with a vague
childish feeling of being able to hide myself for ever in the unexplored
obscurity of its immeasurable wilds. It was early autumn; the weather
was mild, even warm; the forest oaks yet showed no sign of winter
change, though the fern beneath wore a yellowy tinge. I got within
Chapel Wood; I fed upon chestnuts and beechnuts; I continued to
hide myself from the gamekeepers and woodmen. I lived thus two
days.

"But chestnuts and beechnuts were sorry fare to a growing lad of



thirteen years old. A day's rain occurred, and I began to think myself
the most unfortunate boy on record. I had a distant, obscure idea of
starvation: I thought of the Children in the Wood, of their leafy shroud,
gift of the pious robin; this brought my poor bullfinch to my mind, and
tears streamed in torrents down my cheeks. I thought of my father
and mother; of you, then my little baby cousin and playmate; and I
cried with renewed fervour, till, quite exhausted, I curled myself up
under a huge oak among some dry leaves, the relics of a hundred
summers, and fell asleep.

"I ramble on in my narration as if I had a story to tell; yet I have little
except a portrait--a sketch--to present, for your amusement or
interest. When I awoke, the first object that met my opening eyes was
a little foot, delicately clad in silk and soft kid. I looked up in dismay,
expecting to behold some gaily dressed appendage to this
indication of high-bred elegance; but I saw a girl, perhaps seventeen,
simply clad in a dark cotton dress, her face shaded by a large very
coarse straw hat; she was pale even to marmoreal whiteness; her
chestnut-coloured hair was parted in plain tresses across a brow
which wore traces of extreme suffering; her eyes were blue, full,
large, melancholy, often even suffused with tears; but her mouth had
an infantine sweetness and innocence in its expression, that
softened the otherwise sad expression of her countenance.

"She spoke to me. I was too hungry, too exhausted, too unhappy, to
resist her kindness, and gladly permitted her to lead me to her home.
We passed out of the wood by some broken palings on to
Bishopsgate Heath, and after no long walk arrived at her habitation.
It was a solitary, dreary-looking cottage; the palings were in
disrepair, the garden waste, the lattices unadorned by flowers or
creepers; within, all was neat, but sombre, and even mean. The
diminutiveness of a cottage requires an appearance of cheerfulness
and elegance to make it pleasing; the bare floor--clean, it is true--the
rush chairs, deal table, checked curtains of this cot, were beneath



even a peasant's rusticity; yet it was the dwelling of my lovely guide,
whose little white hand, delicately gloved, contrasted with her
unadorned attire, as did her gentle self with the clumsy
appurtenances of her too humble dwelling.

"Poor child! she had meant entirely to hide her origin, to degrade
herself to a peasant's state, and little thought that she for ever
betrayed herself by the strangest incongruities. Thus, the
arrangements of her table were mean, her fare meagre for a hermit;
but the linen was matchlessly fine, and wax lights stood in
candlesticks which a beggar would almost have disdained to own.
But I talk of circumstances I observed afterwards; then I was chiefly
aware of the plentiful breakfast she caused her single attendant, a
young girl, to place before me, and of the sweet soothing voice of my
hostess, which spoke a kindness with which lately I had been little
conversant. When my hunger was appeased, she drew my story from
me, encouraged me to write to my father, and kept me at her abode
till, after a few days, I returned to school pardoned. No long time
elapsed before I got into the upper forms, and my woful slavery
ended.

"Whenever I was able, I visited my disguised nymph. I no longer
associated with my schoolfellows; their diversions, their pursuits,
appeared vulgar and stupid to me; I had but one object in view--to
accomplish my lessons, and to steal to the cottage of Ellen Burnet.

"Do not look grave, love! true, others as young as I then was have
loved, and I might also; but not Ellen. Her profound, her intense
melancholy, sister to despair-- her serious, sad discourse--her mind,
estranged from all worldly concerns, forbade that; but there was an
enchantment in her sorrow, a fascination in her converse, that lifted
me above common-place existence; she created a magic circle,
which I entered as holy ground: it was not akin to heaven, for grief
was the presiding spirit; but there was an exaltation of sentiment, an



enthusiasm, a view beyond the grave, which made it unearthly,
singular, wild, enthralling. You have often observed that I strangely
differ from all other men; I mingle with them, make one in their
occupations and diversions, but I have a portion of my being sacred
from them:--a living well, sealed up from their contamination, lies
deep in my heart--it is of little use, but there it is; Ellen opened the
spring, and it has flowered ever since.

"Of what did she talk? She recited no past adventures, alluded to no
past intercourse with friend or relative; she spoke of the various
woes that wait on humanity, on the intricate mazes of life, on the
miseries of passion, of love, remorse, and death, and that which we
may hope or fear beyond the tomb; she spoke of the sensation of
wretchedness alive in her own broken heart, and then she grew
fearfully eloquent, till, suddenly pausing, she reproached herself for
making me familiar with such wordless misery. 'I do you harm,' she
often said; 'I unfit you for society; I have tried, seeing you thrown upon
yonder distorted miniature of a bad world, to estrange you from its
evil contagion; I fear that I shall be the cause of greater harm to you
than could spring from association with your fellow-creatures in the
ordinary course of things. This is not well--avoid the stricken deer'

"There were darker shades in the picture than those which I have
already developed. Ellen was more miserable than the imagination
of one like you, dear girl, unacquainted with wo, can portray.
Sometimes she gave words to her despair--it was so great as to
confuse the boundary between physical and mental sensation--and
every pulsation of her heart was a throb of pain. She has suddenly
broken off in talking of her sorrows, with a cry of agony--bidding me
leave her--hiding her face on her arms, shivering with the anguish
some thought awoke. The idea that chiefly haunted her, though she
earnestly endeavoured to put it aside, was self-destruction--to snap
the silver cord that bound together so much grace, wisdom, and
sweetness to rob the world of a creation made to be its ornament



Sometimes her piety checked her; oftener a sense of unendurable
suffering made her brood with pleasure over the dread resolve. She
spoke of it to me as being wicked; yet I often fancied this was done
rather to prevent her example from being of ill effect to me, than from
any conviction that the Father of all, would regard angrily the last act
of his miserable child. Once she had prepared the mortal beverage;
it was on the table before her when I entered; she did not deny its
nature, she did not attempt to justify herself; she only besought me
not to hate her and to sooth by my kindness her last moments.-- 'I
cannot live!' was all her explanation, all her excuse; and it was
spoken with such fervent wretchedness that it seemed wrong to
attempt to persuade her to prolong the sense of pain. I did not act
like a boy; I wonder I did not; I made one simple request, to which
she instantly acceded, that she should walk with me to this Belvidere.
It was a glorious sunset; beauty and the spirit of love breathed in the
wind, and hovered over the softened hues of the landscape. 'Look,
Ellen,' I cried, 'if only such loveliness of nature existed, it were worth
living for!'

"True, if a latent feeling did not blot this glorious scene with murky
shadows. Beauty is as we see it--my eyes view all things deformed
and evil.' She closed them as she said this; but, young and sensitive,
the visitings of the soft breeze already began to minister consolation
'Dearest Ellen,' I continued, 'what do I not owe to you? I am your boy,
your pupil; I might have gone on blindly as others do, but you opened
my eyes; you have given me a sense of the just, the good, the
beautiful--and have you done this merely for my misfortune? If you
leave me, what can become of me?' The last words came from my
heart, and tears gushed from my eyes. 'Do not leave me, Ellen' I
said; 'I cannot live without you--and I cannot die, for I have a mother--
a father.' She turned quickly round, saying, 'You are blessed
sufficiently.' Her voice struck me as unnatural; she grew deadly pale
as she spoke, and was obliged to sit down. Still I clung to her,



Prayed, cried; till she--I had never seen her shed a tear before--burst
into passionate weeping. After this she seemed to forget her
resolve. We returned by moonlight, and our talk was even more calm
and cheerful than usual. When in her cottage, I poured away the fatal
draught. Her 'good night' bore with it no traces of her late agitation;
and the next day she said, 'I have thoughtlessly, even wickedly,
created a new duty to myself, even at a time when I had forsworn all;
but I will be true to it. Pardon me for making you familiar with
emotions and scenes so dire; I will behave better--I will preserve
myself, if I can, till the link between us is loosened, or broken, and I
am free again.'

"One little incident alone occurred during our intercourse that
appeared at all to connect her with the world. Sometimes I brought
her a newspaper, for those were stirring times; and though, before I
knew her, she had forgotten all except the world her own heart
enclosed, yet, to please me, she would talk of Napoleon--Russia,
from whence the emperor now returned overthrown--and the
prospect of his final defeat. The paper lay one day on her table;
some words caught her eye; she bent eagerly down to read them,
and her bosom heaved with violent palpitation; but she subdued
herself, and after a few moments told me to take the paper away.
Then, indeed, I did feel an emotion of even impertinent
inquisitiveness; I found nothing to satisfy it--though afterwards I
became aware that it contained a singular advertisement, saying, 'If
these lines meet the eye of any one of the passengers who were on
board the St. Mary, bound for Liverpool from Barbadoes, which
sailed on the third of May last, and was destroyed by fire in the high
seas, a part of the crew only having been saved by his majesty's
frigate the Bellerophon, they are entreated to communicate with the
advertiser: and if any one be acquainted with the particulars of the
Hon. Miss Eversham's fate and present abode, they are earnestly
requested to disclose them, directing to L. E., Stratton-street, Park-



lane.'

"It was after this event, as winter came on, that symptoms of decided
ill health declared themselves in the delicate frame of my poor Ellen. I
have often suspected that, without positively attempting her life, she
did many things that tended to abridge it and to produce mortal
disease. Now, when really ill, she refused all medical attendance; but
she got better again, and I thought her nearly well when I saw her for
the last time, before going home for the Christmas holidays. Her
manner was full of affection: she relied, she said, on the continuation
of my friendship; she made me promise never to forget her, though
she refused to write to me, and forbade any letters from me.

"Even now I see her standing at her humble door-way. If an
appearance of illness and suffering can ever be termed lovely, it was
in her. Still she was to be viewed as the wreck of beauty. What must
she not have been in happier days, with her angel expression of
face, her nymph-like figure, her voice, whose tones were music? 'So
young--so lost!' was the sentiment that burst even from me, a young
lad, as I waved my hand to her as a last adieu. She hardly looked
more than fifteen, but none could doubt that her very soul was
impressed by the sad lines of sorrow that rested so unceasingly on
her fair brow. Away from her, her figure for ever floated before my
eyes;--I put my hands before them, still she was there: my day, my
night, dreams were filled by my recollections of her.

"During the winter holidays, on a fine soft day, I went out to hunt: you,
dear Juliet, will remember the sad catastrophe; I fell and broke my
leg. The only person who saw me fall was a young man who rode
one of the most beautiful horses I ever saw, and I believe it was by
watching him as he took a leap, that I incurred my disaster: he
dismounted, and was at my side in a minute. My own animal had
fled; he called his; it obeyed his voice; with ease he lifted my light
figure on to the saddle, contriving to support my leg, and so



conducted me a short distance to a lodge situated in the woody
recesses of Elmore-park, the seat of the Earl of D ----, whose
second son my preserver was. He was my sole nurse for a day or
two, and during the whole of my illness passed many hours of each
day by my bedside. As I lay gazing on him, while he read to me, or
talked, narrating a thousand strange adventures which had occurred
during his service in the Peninsula, I thought--is it for ever to be my
fate to fall in with the highly gifted and excessively unhappy?

"The immediate neighbour of Lewis' family was Lord Eversham. He
had married in very early youth, and became a widower young. After
this misfortune, which passed like a deadly blight over his prospects
and possessions, leaving the gay view utterly sterile and bare, he left
his surviving infant daughter under the care of Lewis' mother, and
travelled for many years in far distant lands. He returned when
Clarice was about ten, a lovely sweet child, the pride and delight of
all connected with her. Lord Eversham, on his return--he was then
hardly more than thirty--devoted himself to her education. They were
never separate: he was a good musician, and she became a
proficient under his tutoring. They rode--walked--read together.
When a father is all that a father may be, the sentiments of filial piety,
entire dependence, and perfect confidence being united, the love of
a daughter is one of the deepest and strongest, as it is the purest
passion of which our natures are capable. Clarice worshipped her
parent, who came, during the transition from mere childhood to the
period when reflection and observation awaken, to adorn a common-
place existence with all the brilliant adjuncts which enlightened and
devoted affection can bestow. He appeared to her like an especial
gift of Providence, a guardian angel--but far dearer, as being akin to
her own nature. She grew, under his eye, in loveliness and
refinement both of intellect and heart. These feelings were not
divided--almost strengthened, by the engagement that had place
between her and Lewis:--Lewis was destined for the army, and, after



a few years' service, they were to be united.

"It is hard, when all is fair and tranquil, when the world, opening
before the ardent gaze of youth, looks like a well-kept demesne,
unincumbered by let or hinderance for the annoyance of the young
traveller, that we should voluntarily stray into desert wilds and
tempest-visited districts. Lewis Elmore was ordered to Spain; and,
at the same time, Lord Eversham found it necessary to visit some
estates he possesses in Barbadoes. He was not sorry to revisit a
scene, which had dwelt in his memory as an earthly paradise, nor to
show to his daughter a new and strange world, so to form her
understanding and enlarge her mind. They were to return in three
months, and departed as on a summer tour. Clarice was glad that,
while her lover gathered experience and knowledge in a distant land,
she should not remain in idleness--she was glad that there would be
some diversion for her anxiety during his perilous absence; and in
every way she enjoyed the idea of travelling with her beloved father,
who would fill every hour, and adorn every new scene, with pleasure
and delight. They sailed.--Clarice wrote home, with enthusiastic
expressions of rapture and delight, from Madeira:--yet, without her
father, she said, the fair scene had been blank to her. More than half
her letter was filled by the expressions of her gratitude and affection
for her adored and revered parent. While he, in his, with fewer words,
perhaps, but with no less energy, spoke of his satisfaction in her
improvement, his pride in her beauty, and his grateful sense of her
love and kindness.

"Such were they, a matchless example of happiness in the dearest
connexion in life, as resulting from the exercise of their reciprocal
duties and affections. A father and daughter; the one all care,
gentleness, and sympathy, consecrating his life for her happiness;
the other, fond, duteous, grateful:--such had they been,--and where
were they now--the noble, kind, respected parent, and the beloved
and loving child? They had departed from England as on a pleasure



voyage down an inland stream, but the ruthless car of destiny had
overtaken them on their unsuspecting way, crushing them under its
heavy wheels-- scattering love, hope, and joy, as the bellowing
avalanche overwhelms and grinds to mere spray the streamlet of the
valley. They were gone: but whither? Mystery hung over the fate of the
most helpless victim; and my friend's anxiety was, to penetrate the
clouds that hid poor Clarice from his sight.

"After an absence of a few months, they had written, fixing their
departure in the St. Mary, to sail from Barbadoes in a few days.
Lewis, at the same time, returned from Spain: he was invalided, in
his very first action, by a bad wound in his side. He arrived, and each
day expected to hear of the landing of his friends; when that common
messenger, the newspaper, brought him tidings to fill him with more
than anxiety--with fear and agonizing doubt. The St. Mary had caught
fire and had burned in the open sea. A frigate, the Bellerophon, had
saved a part of the crew. In spite of illness and a physician's
commands, Lewis set out the same day for London, to ascertain as
speedily as possible the fate of her he loved. There he heard that the
frigate was expected in the Downs. Without alighting from his
travelling chaise, he posted thither, arriving in a burning fever. He
went on board, saw the commander and spoke with the crew. They
could give him few particulars as to whom they had saved: they had
touched at Liverpool, and left there most of the persons, including all
the passengers rescued from the St. Mary. Physical suffering for
awhile disabled Mr. Elmore; he was confined by his wound and
consequent fever, and only recovered to give himself up to his
exertions to discover the fate of his friends;--they did not appear nor
write; and all Lewis' inquiries only tended to confirm his worst fears;
yet still he hoped, and still continued indefatigable in his
perquisitions. He visited Liverpool, and Ireland, whither some of the
passengers had gone, and learnt only scattered, incongruous details
of the fearful tragedy, that told nothing of Miss Eversham's present



abode; though much, that confirmed his suspicion that she still lived.

"The fire on board the St. Mary had raged long and fearfully before
the Bellerophon hove in sight, and boats came off for the rescue of
the crew. The women were to be first embarked; but Clarice clung to
her father, and refused to go till he should accompany her. Some
fearful presentiment that, if she were saved, he would remain and
die, gave such energy to her resolve, that not the entreaties of her
father, nor the angry expostulations of the captain, could shake it.
Lewis saw this man, after the lapse of two or three months, and he
threw most light on the dark scene. He well remembered that,
transported with anger by her woman's obstinacy, he had said to her,
'You will cause your father's death--and be as much a parricide as if
you put poison into his cup--you are not the first girl who has
murdered her father in her wilful mood.' Still Clarice passionately
refused to go--there was no time for long parley --the point was
yielded and she remained pale, but firm, near her parent, whose arm
was around her, supporting her during the awful interval. It was no
period for regular action and calm order: a tempest was rising, the
scorching flames blew this way and that, making a fearful day of the
night which veiled all except the burning ship. 'The boats returned
with difficulty, and one only could contrive to approach; it was nearly
full: Lord Eversham and his daughter advanced to the deck's edge,
to get in. 'We can only take one of you,' vociferated the sailors: 'keep
back on your life! throw the girl to us--we will come back; for you if we
can. Lord Eversham cast with a strong arm his daughter, who had
now entirely lost her self possession, into the boat; she was alive
again in a minute, she called to her father, held out her arms to him,
and would have thrown herself into the sea, but was held back by the
sailors. Meanwhile Lord Eversham feeling that no boat could again
approach the lost vessel, contrived to heave a spar overboard, and
threw himself into the sea, clinging, to it. The boat, tossed by the
huge waves, with difficulty made its way to the frigate; and as it rose



from the trough of the sea, Clarice saw her father struggling; with his
fate-- battling with the death that at last became the victor--the spar
floated by, his arms had fallen from it--were those his pallid features?
She neither wept nor fainted, but her limbs grew rigid, her face
colourless, and she was lifted as a log on to the deck of the frigate.

"The captain allowed that on her homeward voyage, the people had
rather a horror of her, as having caused her father's death; her own
servants had perished, few people remembered who she was; but
they talked together with no careful voices as they passed her, and a
hundred times she must have heard herself accused of having
destroyed her parent. She spoke to no one, or only in brief reply
when addressed; to avoid the rough remonstrances of those around,
she appeared at table, ate as well as she could; but there was a
settled wretchedness in her face that never changed. When they
landed at Liverpool, the captain conducted her to an hotel; he left her,
meaning to return, but an opportunity of sailing that night for the
Downs occurred, of which he availed himself, without again visiting
her. He knew, he said, and truly, that she was in her native country,
where she had but to write a letter to gather crowds of friends about
her; and where can greater civility be found than at an English hotel,
if it is known that you are perfectly able to pay your bill?

"This was all that Mr. Elmore could learn, and it took many months to
gather together these few particulars. He went to the hotel at
Liverpool. It seemed that as soon as there appeared some hope of
rescue from the frigate, Lord Eversham had given his pocket-book to
his daughter's care, containing bills on a banking-house at Liverpool
to the amount of a few hundred pounds. On the second day after
Clarice's arrival there, she had sent for the master of the hotel, and
showed him these. He got the cash for her; and the next day, she
quitted Liverpool in a little coasting vessel. In vain Lewis
endeavoured to trace her. Apparently she had crossed to Ireland; but
whatever she had done, wherever she had gone, she had taken



infinite pains to conceal, and all clue was speedily lost.

"Lewis had not yet despaired; he was even now perpetually making
journeys, sending emissaries, employing every possible means for
her discovery. From the moment he told me this story, we talked of
nothing else. I became deeply interested, and we ceaselessly
discussed the probabilities of the case, and where she might be
concealed: that she did not meditate suicide was evident from her
having possessed herself of money; yet, unused to the world, young,
lovely, and inexperienced; what could be her plan? What might not
have been her fate?

"Meanwhile I continued for nearly three months confined by the
fracture of my limb; before the lapse of that time, I had begun to crawl
about the ground, and now I considered myself as nearly recovered.
It had been settled that I should not return to Eton, but be entered at
Oxford; and this leap from boyhood to man's estate elated me
considerably. Yet still I thought of my poor Ellen, and was angry at her
obstinate silence. Once or twice I had, disobeying her command,
written to her, mentioning my accident, and the kind attentions of Mr.
Elmore: still she wrote not; and I began to fear that her illness might
have had a fatal termination. She had made me vow so solemnly
never to mention her name, never to inquire about her during my
absence, that, considering obedience the first duty of a young
inexperienced boy to one older than himself, I resisted each
suggestion of my affection or my fears, to transgress her orders.

"And now spring came; with its gift of opening buds, odoriferous
flowers, and sunny genial days. I returned home, and found my family
on the eve of their departure for London; my long confinement had
weakened me--it was deemed inadvisable for me to encounter the
bad air and fatigues of the metropolis, and I remained to rusticate. I
rode and hunted, and thought of Ellen; missing the excitement of her
conversation, and feeling a vacancy in my heart which she had filled.



I began to think of riding across the country from Shropshire to Berks
for the purpose of seeing her. The whole landscape haunted my
imagination--the fields round Eton--the silver Thames-- the majestic
forest--this lovely scene of Virginia Water-- the health and her
desolate cottage--she herself pale, slightly bending from weakness
of health, awakening from dark abstraction to bestow on me a kind
smile of welcome. It grew into a passionate desire of my heart to
behold her, to cheer her as I might by my affectionate attentions, to
hear her, and to hang upon her accents of inconsolable despair, as if
it had been celestial harmony. As I meditated on these things, a
voice seemed for ever to repeat, Now go, or it will be too late; while
another yet more mournful tone responded, "You can never see her
more!

"I was occupied by these thoughts, as, on a summer moonlight night,
I loitered in the shrubbery, unable to quit a scene of entrancing
beauty, when I was startled at hearing myself called by Mr. Elmore.
He came on his way to the coast; he had received a letter from
Ireland, which made him think that Miss Eversham was residing near
Enniscorthy; a strange place for her to select, but as concealment
was evidently her object, not an improbable one. Yet his hopes were
not high; on the contrary, he performed this journey more from the
resolve to leave nothing undone, than in expectation of a happy
result. He asked me if I would accompany him; I was delighted with
the offer, and we departed together on the following morning.

"We arrived at Milford Haven, where we were to take our passage.
The packet was to sail early in the morning --we walked on the
beach, and beguiled the time by talk. I had never mentioned Ellen to
Lewis; I felt now strongly inclined to break my vow, and to relate my
whole adventure with her; but restrained myself, and we spoke only
of the unhappy Clarice--of the despair that must have been hers, of
her remorse and unavailing regret.



"We retired to rest, and early in the morning I was called to prepare
for going on board. I got ready, and then knocked at Lewis' door; he
admitted me, for he was dressed, though a few of his things were still
unpacked, and scattered about the room. The morocco ease of a
miniature was on his table; I took it up--' Did I never show you that?
said Elmore; poor dear Clarice! she was very happy when that was
painted!

"I opened it;--rich luxuriant curls clustered on her brow and the snow-
white throat; there was a light zephyr appearance in the figure; an
expression of unalloyed exuberant happiness in the countenance but
those large dove's eyes, the innocence that dwelt on her mouth,
could not be mistaken, and the name of Ellen Burnet burst from my
lips.

"There was no doubt: why had I ever doubted? the thing was so
plain! who but the survivor of such a parent, and she the apparent
cause of his death, could be so miserable as Ellen? A torrent of
explanation followed, and a thousand minute circumstances,
forgotten before, now assured us that my sad hermitess was the
beloved of Elmore. No more sea voyage--not a second of delay--our
chaise, the horses' heads turned to the east, rolled on with lightning
rapidity, yet far too slowly to satisfy our impatience. It was not until we
arrived at Worcester that the tide of expectation, flowing all one way,
ebbed. Suddenly, even while I was telling Elmore some anecdote to
prove that, in spite of all, she would be accessible to consolation, I
remembered her ill health and my fears. Lewis saw the change my
countenance underwent; for some time I could not command my
voice; and when at last I spoke, my gloomy anticipations passed like
an electric shock into my friend's soul.

"When we arrived at Oxford, we halted for an hour or two, unable to
proceed; yet we did not converse on the subject so near our hearts,
nor until we arrived in sight of Windsor did a word pass between us;



then Elmore said, 'To-morrow morning, dear Neville, you shall visit
Clarice; we must not be too precipitate.'

"The morrow came. I arose with that intolerable weight at my breast,
which it is grief's worst heritage to feel. A sunny day it was; yet the
atmosphere looked black to me; my heart was dead within me. We
sat at the breakfast table, but neither ate, and after some restless
indecision, we left our inn, and (to protract the interval) walked to
Bishopsgate. Our conversation belied our feelings; we spoke as if
we expected all to be well, we felt that there was no hope. We
crossed the heath along the accustomed path. On one side was the
luxuriant foliage of the forest; on the other, the wide-spread moor: her
cottage was situated at one extremity, and could hardly be
distinguished, until we should arrive close to it. When we drew near,
Lewis bade me go on alone, he would wait my return; I obeyed, and
reluctantly approached the confirmation of my fears. At length it
stood before me, the lonely cot and desolate garden; the unfastened
wicket swung in the breeze; every shutter was closed.

"To stand motionless and gaze on these symbols of my worst
forebodings, was all that I could do. My heart seemed to me to call
aloud for Ellen--for such was she to me--her other name might be a
fiction--but silent as her own life-deserted lips were mine. Lewis
grew impatient, and advanced--my stay had occasioned a transient
ray of hope to enter his mind--it vanished when he saw me, and her
deserted dwelling. Slowly we turned away, and were directing our
steps back again, when my name was called by a child. A little girl
came running across some fields towards us, whom at last I
recognised as having seen before with Ellen. 'Mr. Neville, there is a
letter for you!' cried the child. 'A letter--where?--who?' 'The lady left a
letter for you. You must go to Old Windsor, to Mr. Cooke's; he has
got it for you.'

"She had left a letter:--was she then departed on an earthly journey?



'I will go for it immediately. Mr. Cooke! Old Windsor! where shall I
find him? who is he?

"Oh, Sir, every body knows him,' said the child; 'he lives close to the
churchyard, he is the sexton. After the burial, Nancy gave him the
letter to take care of.'

"Had we hoped? had we for a moment indulged the expectation of
ever again seeing our miserable friend? Never! O never! Our hearts
had told us that the sufferer was at peace--the unhappy orphan with
her father in the abode of spirits! Why then were we here? Why had
a smile dwelt on our lips, now wreathed into the expression of
anguish? Our full hearts demanded one consolation--to weep upon
her grave; her sole link now with us, her mourners. There at lust my
boy's grief found vent in tears, in lamentation. You saw the spot; the
grassy mound rests lightly on the bosom of fair Clarice, of my own
poor Ellen. Stretched upon this, kissing the scarcely springing turf;
for many hours no thought visited me, but the wretched one--that she
had lived--and was lost to me for ever!

"If Lewis had ever doubted the identity of my friend with her he loved,
the letter put into our hands undeceived him; the handwriting was
Miss Eversham's, it was directed to me, and contained words like
these:--

"April 11.

"I have vowed never to mention certain beloved names, never to
communicate with beings who cherished me once, to whom my
deepest gratitude is due; and, as well as poor bankrupt can, is paid.
Perhaps it is a mere prevarication to write to you, dear Horace,
concerning them; but, Heaven pardon me! my disrobed spirit would
not repose, I fear, if I did not thus imperfectly bid them a last farewell.



"You know him, Neville; and know that he for ever laments her whom
he has lost. Describe your poor Ellen to him, and he will speedily see
that she died on the waves of the murderous Atlantic. Ellen had
nothing in common with her, save love for, and interest in him. Tell
him, it had been well for him, perhaps, to have united himself to the
child of prosperity! the nursling of deep love; but it had been
destruction, even could he have meditated such an act, to wed the
parrici---.

"I will not write that word. Sickness and near death have taken the
sting from my despair. The agony of woe which you witnessed, is
melted into tender affliction and pious hope. I am not miserable now.
Now! When you read these words, the hand that writes, the eye that
sees, will be a little dust, becoming one with the earth around it. You,
perhaps he, I will visit my quiet retreat, bestow a few tears on my
fate, but let them be secret; they may make green my grave, but do
not let a misplaced feeling adorn it with any other tribute. It is my last
request; let no stone, no name, mark that spot.

"Farewell, dear Horace! Farewell, to one other whom I may not
name. May the God to whom I am about to resign my spirit in
confidence and hope, bless your earthly career! Blindly, perhaps, you
will regret me for your own sakes; but for mine, you will be grateful to
the Providence which has snapt the heavy chain binding me to
unutterable sorrow, and which permits me from my lowly grass-grown
tomb to say to you, I am at peace.

"Ellen"

-- End --



Valerius: The Reanimated Roman
by Mary Shelley

About eleven o'clock before noon in the month of September, two
strangers landed in the little bay formed by the extreme point of
Gape Miseno and the promontory of Bauli. The sky was of a deep
serene blue, and the sea reflected its depth back with a darker tint.
Through the clear water you saw the seaweed of various and
beautiful colours as it grew on the remnants of the palaces of the
Romans now buried under the waters. The sun shone bright causing
an intolerable heat. The strangers on landing immediately sought a
shady place where they might refresh themselves and remain until
the sun should begin to descend towards the horizon. They sought
the Elysian fields, and, winding among the poplars and mulberry
trees festooned by the grapes which hung in rich and ripe clusters,
they seated themselves under the shade of the tombs beside the
Mare Morto.

One of these strangers was an Englishman of rank, as could easily
be perceived by his noble carriage and manners full of dignity and
freedom. His companion - I can compare him to nothing that now
exists - his appearance resembled that of the statue of Marcus
Aurelius in the Square of the Capitol at Rome. Placid and
commanding, his features were Roman; except for his dress you
would have imagined him to be a statue of one of the Romans
animated with life. He wore the dress now common all over Europe,
but it appeared unsuited to him and even as if he were unused to it.
As soon as they were seated he began to speak thus: -

"I have promised to relate to you, my friend, what were my
sensations on my revival, and how the appearance of this world -
fallen from what it once was - struck me when the light of the sun



revisited my eyes after it had deserted them many hundred years.
And how can I choose a better place for this relation. This is the spot
which was chosen by our antient and venerable religion, as that
which best represented the idea oracles had given or diviners
received of the seats of the happy after death. These are the tombs
of Romans. This place is much changed by the sacrilegious hand of
man since those times, but still it bears the name of the Elysian
fields. Avernus is but a short distance from us, and this sea which we
perceive is the blue Mediterranean, unchanged while all else bears
the marks of servitude and degradation.

"Pardon me - you are an Englishman, and they say you are free in
your country - a country unknown when I lived - but the wretched
Italians, who usurp the soil once trod by heroes, fill me with bitter
disdain. Dare they usurp the name of Romans - dare they imagine
that they descend from the Lords and Governors of the world? They
forget that, when the republic died, every antient Roman family
became by degrees extinct and that their followers might usurp the
name, but were not and are not Romans.

"When I lived before, it was in the time of Cicero and of Cato. My
rank was neither the highest nor the lowest in Rome: I was a Roman
knight. I did not live to see my country enslaved by Caesar, who
during my life was distinguished only by the debauchery of his
manners. I died when I was nearly forty-five, defending my country
against Catihine. At that time, the good men of Rome lamented
bitterly the decline of morals in the city - Manius and Sulla had
already taught us some of the miseries of tyranny, and I was
accustomed to lament the day when the Senate appeared an
assembly of demigods. But what men lived at that time? - The
republic set gloriously as the sun of a bright and summer day. How
could I despair of my country while such men as Cicero, Cato,
Lucullus, and many others whom I knew as full of virtue and wisdom -



who were my intimate and dearest friends - still existed.

"I need not trouble you with the history of my life - in modern times,
domestic circumstances appear to be that part of a man's history
most worth enquining into. In Rome, the history of an individual was
that of his country. We lived in the Forum and in the Senate House.
My family had suffered by the civil wars: my father had been slain by
Manius; and my uncle, who took care of me during my infancy, was
proscribed by Sulla and murdered by his emissaries. My fortune was
considerably diminished by these domestic misfortunes, but I lived
frugally and filled with honour some of the highest offices of state - I
was once consul.

"Nor will I now relate what would greatly interest you - all that I know
concerning those great men with whose actions, even at this
distance of time, you are intimately acquainted. These topics have
formed and will form an inexhaustible source of conversation during
the time we remain together, but at present I have promised to relate
what I felt and saw when I revisited, now three years ago, this fallen
Italy.

"As I approached Rome, I became agitated by a thousand emotions.
I refused to see any thing or to speak to any body. Mute in a corner of
the carriage, I hoarded my thoughts: sometimes thinking my
companion unworthy my attention; at others still obstinately clinging,
as a mother would to the memory of her lost child, to my loved
country and doubting all that I had heard, all that these priests had
told me. I believed in a conspiracy formed against me. I refused to
speak to those we met on the road, lest their altered dialect should
crush my last hope. I would visit no scenery. The eternal city survived
in a1 i its glory. It could not die - yet, still if it were dead, I would be
silent till among the ruins of its Forum I should pour forth my last
lament - and my words should awaken the dead to listen to me.
'Cicero - Gato - Pompey - were ye indeed dead - all trace of your



path worn out. Still do ye haunt the Forum - awake - arise - welcome
me!'

"The priest in vain endeavoured to draw me from my reverie. My
countenance was impressed by sorrow, but I answered not. At length
he exclaimed, 'Behold the Tiber!' Lovely river! Still and for ever dost
thou roll on thy eternal waters; thy waves glitter in the sun or are
shadowed by the thunder cloud; thy name acted as a spell. Tears
gushed from my eyes. I alighted from the carriage. I hastened to the
banks and kneeling down I offered up to thee, sacred names of
Jupiter and Pallas, vows which made my lips quiver and the light
almost pass from my eyes: '0 Jupiter - Jupiter of the Capitol - thou
who has beheld so many triumphs, still may thy temples exist, still
may the victims be led to thy altars! - Minerva protect thy Rome.' In
that moment of agonized prayer, the fate of my country seemed yet
undecided - the sword was still suspended. Alas, I could not believe
that all that is great and good had departed.

"In vain, my companion tried to tear me away from the banks of the
divine river. I remained seated immovably by it; my eyes did not
wander on the surrounding scenery that had changed, but they were
fixed on the waters or raised to the blue bright sky above. 'These -
these, at least are the same - ever, ever the same!' were the only
words I uttered when, from time to time, the fall of my country with the
fierce agony of fire rushed across my mind. The priest tried to soothe
me - I was silent. At length, the strength of passion overcame me,
and after many hours of insane contest I suffered myself to be led to
the carriage and, drawing up the blinds, abandoned myself to a
reverie whose bitterness was only diminished by my lost strength.

"It was night when we entered Rome. 'Tomorrow,' said my
companion, 'we will visit the Forum.' I assented. I did not wish him to
accompany me, and therefore retired early without disclosing my
intentions. But as soon as I found myself free from importunity, I



demanded a

guide and hastened to visit the scene of all human greatness. The
moon had risen and cast a bright light over the city of Rome - if I may
call that Rome which in no way resembled the Queen of Nations as I
remembered her. We passed along the Gorso, and I saw several
magnificent obelisks, which seemed to tell me that the glory of my
country had not passed away. I paused beside the Column of
Antoninus, which sunk deep in the ground and, surrounded by the
remains of forty columns, impressed the idea of decay upon my
mind. My heart beat with fear and indignation as I approached the
Forum by ways unknown to me. And the spell broke as I beheld the
shattered columns and ruined temples of the Campo Vaccino - by
that disgraceful name must now be designated the Roman Forum. I
gazed round, but nothing there is as it was - I saw ruins of temples
built after my time. The Coliseum was a stranger to me, and it
appeared as if the altered state of these magnificent ruins suddenly
quenched the enthusiasm of indignation which had before
possessed my heart. I had never dared present to myself the image
of the Roman Forum, degraded and debased; but a vague idea
floated in my mind of broken columns, such as I remembered of the
fallen images of the gods still left to decay in a spot where I had
formerly worshipped them; but all was changed, and even the
columns that remain of the temple erected by Camillus lost their
identity surrounded by new candidates for immortality. I turned calmly
to my guide and enquired, 'These are the ruins of the Roman Forum,
and what is that immense building, whose shadow in the moonshine
seems to bespeak something wonderful and magnificent, which I
see at the end of the avenue of trees?' - 'This is the Coliseum.' - 'And
what is Coliseum?' - 'Do you not know? It is the renowned Circus
built by Vespasian, Emperor of Rome.' - 'Emperor of Rome, was he?
Well, let us visit it.' We entered the Coliseum, that noble relict of
imperial greatness - imperial it is true, but Roman. And that



enthusiasm, which the broken columns of the Forum had
extinguished, this wonderful pile again awakened. The moon shone
through the broken arches and shed a glory around the fallen walls,
crowned as they are by weeds and brambles. I looked around, and a
holy awe seized me. I felt as if havino deserted the Campo Vaccino,
this had become the haunt of my noble compatriots. The seal of
Eternity was on this building, and my heart heaved with the
overpowering sensations under which it laboured. I said not a word.

"Alas! Alas! Such is the image of Rome fallen, torn, degraded by a
hateful superstition; yet still commanding love honour; and still
awakening in the imaginations of men all that can purify and ennoble
the mind. The Coliseum is the Type of Rome. Its arches - its marbles
- its noble aspect which must inspire all with awe, which, in the mind
of man, is akin to adoration - its wonderful, its inexpressible beauty -
all tell of its greatness. Its fallen walls - its weed-covered buttresses -
and more than all, the insulting images with which it is filled tell its fall.

"I dismissed my guide. I would never quit the Coliseum; this should
be my abode during my second residence on earth. I visited every
part of it. From its height, I beheld Rome sleeping under the cold rays
of the moon: the dome of St. Peter's and the various other domes
and spires which make a second city, the habitations of gods above
the habitations of men; the arch of Constantine at my feet; the Tiber
and the great change in the situation of the city of modern times; all
caught my attention, but they only awakened a vague and transitory
interest. The Coliseum was to me henceforth the world, my eternal
habitation. It is true that curiosity and importunity have dragged me
from it now - but my absence will be short, and my heart is still there. I
shall return. And in those hallowed precincts, I shall pour forth, before
I die, my last awakening call to Romans and to Liberty.

"It is true that I was now convinced that Rome had fallen, that her
consuls and triumphs were at an end, the temples of her Capitol



destroyed. But the Coliseum had softened those sentiments

whose energy must otherwise have destroyed me. Anger, despair,
all human passion died within me. I devoted myself, a pilgrim for
some years, to a world in whose shews I am a careless spectator. If
Rome be dead, I fly from her remains, loathsome as those of human
life. It is in the Coliseum alone that I recognise the grandeur of my
country - that is the only worthy asylum for an antient Roman.

"Yet suddenly, the feeling so dreadful to the human mind, the feeling
of utter solitude, operated a new change on my heart. I remembered
as it were but of yesterday all the shews which antient Rome had
presented. Seated under one of the arches of the building and hiding
my face in my hands, I revived in my imagination the memory of what
I had left, when I last lost the light of day. I had left the consuls in the
full enjoyment of power. Some years before, the empire, torn by
Manius and Sulla and unsupported by the virtue of any, seemed
tottering on the edge of subjection. But during my life, a new spirit
had arisen: men were again vivified by the sacred flame that burnt in
the souls of Camillus and Fabricius, and I gloried with an excessive
joy to be the friend of Cicero, Cato, and Lucullus; the younger men,
the sons of my friends, Brutus, Cassius, were rising with the promise
of equal virtue. When I died, I was possessed by the strong
persuasion that, since philosophy and letters were now joined to a
virtue unparalleled upon earth, Rome was approaching that
perfection from which there was no fall; and that, although men still
feared, it was a wholesome fear which awoke them to action and the
better secured the triumph of Good.

"When I awoke, Rome was no longer. That light, which I had hailed
as the forerunner of perfection, became the torches that added
splendour to her funeral - and those men, whose souls were as the
temples of perfection, were the victims sacrificed at her funeral pyre.
Oh, never had a nation such a death, and her murderers celebrated



such games round her tomb, as destroyed nearly half the world. They
were not the combats of gladiators and beasts - but the fierce strife
of contending passions, the war of millions.

"But that is now all over. The exultation of the tyrant has faded. The
monument of Rome, so splendid through the course of ages and
adorned by the spoils of kingdoms, is now degraded in the dust.
Some scattered columns and arches live to tell her site, but her
people are dead. The strangers that possess her have lost all the
characteristics of Romans; they have fallen off from her holy religion.
Modern Rome is the Capital of Christianity, and that title is that which
is crown and top of my despair.

"But human language sinks under the endeavour to describe the
tremendous change operated in the world, it is true, by the slow flow
of many ages, but which appeared to me in my singular situation as
the work of a few days. I cannot recollect the agony of those
moments - without shuddering. It was not a train of bitter thought; it
was not a despair that ate into the nerves but shewed no outward
sign; it was not the first pang of grief for the loss of those we love. It
was a fierce fire that enveloped forests and cities in its flame; it was
a tremendous avalanche that bore down with it trees and rocks and
turned the course of rivers; it was an earthquake that shakes the sea
and overturns mountains and threatens to shew to the eyes of man
the mysteries of the internal earth. Oh, it was more than all these!
More than any words can express or any image pourtray!"

The Stranger paused in his narration, and a long silence ensued. His
eyes were fixed on the dead waters before him, and his companion
gazed on him with wonder and emotion. A breeze slightly passed
over the sea and rippled it; its rustling was heard among the trees.
The smallest change awakened the Roman from his reverie, and he
continued.



"A year has passed since I stood for the first time within the
Coliseum. The rich dark weeds seemed blacker under the moon's
rays, and the fallen arches reared themselves in stillness and beauty.
The air was silent: it was the dead of night, and no sound reached
me from the city - but by degrees the moon sunk, and daylight
dawned. The sounds of human life began, and my own thoughts,
which during the night were conversant only with memories, now
turned their courses to the mean and debased reality. I considered
my present situation, for I wished to form some plan for my future life.
I greatly disliked the priest, my companion. During my very short
residence since my return to earth, I had conceived a great aversion
to the class of men to which he belonged. I disliked the Catholic
superstition and wished to have no commerce with its ministers and
servants. The jewels and money which I had were sufficient for my
maintenance, and I wished to cast off the subjection which his
presence seemed to put me under. But although in my native Rome, I
was in a strange city with unknown customs. I hardly understood their
language, and the recollections of my former life would only cast me
into ridiculous mistakes. It was then that a kind deity interfered and,
sending my good genius to watch over me, extricated me from my
difficulties.

"The old priest, when the next morning he found I had disappeared,
sent the guide, who had conducted me the preceding night, to bring
me back and himself commenced a round of visits to publish the
curiosity which he had under his keeping. Among others, he visited
Lord Harley who had long been resident at Rome and to whom he
was perfectly well known. You know Lord Harley and his family. I
need not, therefore, describe them to you - and you who know her
character can easily imagine the interest and curiosity with which the
old priest's account inspired his young wife. She ordered her
carriage and, taking the priest with her, hastened to his hotel to see
me. I had not returned - the guide who had been to seek me



informed her that I refused to quit the Coliseum. She left the priest at
the inn and, accompanied only by her little son, came to my retreat.

"I was seated under the ruined arches of the south side when I saw
her approach, leading her child by the hand. She sat down beside
me, and after a pause of a few seconds she addressed me in Italian.
'Forgive me if I interrupt you. I have seen Padre Giuseppe and know
who you are. You are unhappy and are cast upon our modern world
without friends or connections. Will you allow me to offer you my
friendship?' - I was thrown into confusion by this speech, addressed
to me by a beautiful girl perfectly a stranger to me, and paused
before I could answer so kind but o uncommon an offer; she
continued - 'Consider me, I entreat you, as an ld acquaintance - not a
modern Italian, for indeed I am not one, but as ne of those many
strangers which your antient city drew to gaze on her. I come from a
distant country and am, therefore, unknowing in your language and
laws. You shall teach me to know all that was great and worthy in your
days, and I will teach you the manners and customs of ours.'

"She talked to me thus and won me over by her sweet smiles and
soft eloquence to confide myself entirely to her. 'You shall consider
me as your daughter,' said she, 'if a Scotch girl may pretend to that
honour. I come from that Ultima Thule discovered by Caesar, but
unknown in your days. I am married to an Englishman a good deal
older than I am, but ho takes a pleasure in cultivating my mind. Come
with me to our house; ou will be cherished and honoured there, and
we will try to soften the pangs which the fallen state of your country
must inflict upon you.

"I followed her to her house and from that day began that friendship
which is the only hope and comfort of my life. If on my return to earth
my affections had never been awakened, I should not have lived
long. But Isabell has softened my despair and nursed with angelic
affection every wound of my heart. I cannot tell you how much I love



her - how dear the sound of her voice is to

me. Cicero did not love his Tullia as I do this divine creature. You
cannot know half her virtues or half her wisdom. She is so frank-
hearted, and yet so tender, that she wins my soul and binds it up in
hers in a manner that I never experienced in my former life. She is
Country, Friends - all, all, that I had lost is she to me.

"And now I have performed my promise in relating to you my first
sensations upon awakening into life. I need not make a formal
narration of what I have learnt since. In our proposed journey we shall
have frequent opportunities of conversing and arguing. You have won
me to a wish to see your country, and tomorrow we embark. I quit
Rome - the Coliseum and Isabell - such is my restless nature. I want
before I again die to examine the boasted improvements of modern
times and to judge if, after the great fluctuation in human affairs, man
is nearer perfection than in my days."

The sun had far descended when these friends rose and returned to
the boat. As they rowed back to Naples, the sun set, leaving a rich
orange tint in the sky which burned upon the waters, while Cape
Miseno and the islands were marked by a black outline in the
horizon. The moon rose on the other side of the bay and contrasted
her silver light with the glowing colours of the Italian sunset. Night
advanced, and the lights of the fisher boats glimmered across the
sea, while one or two large ships seemed to pass like enormous
shadows between the gazers and the moon. The brilliant spectacle
of sunset and the soft light of the moon invited to reverie and forbade
words to disturb the magic of the scene. The old Roman perhaps
thought of the days he had formerly spent at Baiae, when the eternal
sun had set as it now did, and he lived in other days with other men.

[The story ends at this point, but another and fragmentary version,
told from Isabell Harley's point of view, follows in the manuscript.]



When I had drawn my singular friend from his solitude at the
Coliseum, I, with the consent of Lord Harley, installed him in a room
of our house. At first, he shunned all society and laboured under so
great a depression of spirits that his health became affected. I found
that I must make it my task to interest his feelings and to endeavour
by what ever means to draw him from the apathy under which he was
sunk. He appeared to regard every thing around him as a spectacle
in which he had no concern. He was indeed a being cut off from our
world; the links that had bound him to it had been snapped many
ages before; and, unless I could succeed in joining at least one of
them again, he would soon perish. I wished to engage him to visit
some of those mighty ruins which tell of the antient greatness of
Rome. I hesitated some time in my choice; the most majestic
buildings had been built after his time, but I thought that their being
situated in places familiar to his memory would give them that
interest which otherwise, as unknown to him, they would want. I
myself delighted to visit the baths of Antoninus, whose vast heaps of
shattered walls and towers, clothed with ivy and the loveliest weeds,
appear more like the natural scenery of a mountain than any thing
formed of human hands. To these noble ruins I determined to
conduct him.

I visited him, therefore, one day; and leading the conversation to his
former life and death, I said to him: "You were happy in dying before
the fall of your country and in not witnessing its degradation under the
Emperors. These Emperors, who succeeded to the power and glory
of the republic, enjoyed an extent of dominion and a revenue
unknown in times before or after. Wild and tremendous were the
deeds and errors of the omnipotent men. Their enemy could not fly
from them. They trampled at will on the necks of millions. Few used
their dominion for uses of

beneficence, but many, even of the most wicked, spent it for the



purposes of magnificence. They have left wonderful monuments
behind, and I cannot regard these wonders as the acts of imperial
greatness. They are the effects, although executed by unmeet hands,
of republican virtue and power. When I visit them, I admire them as
planned and modified by Camillus, by Fabnicius, by the Scipios; and
I regard Garacalla and Nero and even the more virtuous of the tribe,
Titus and Adrian, as the mere workmen. When I visit the Coliseum, I
do not think of Vespasian who built it or of the blood of gladiators
and beasts which contaminated it, but I worship the spirit of antient
Rome and of those noble heroes, who delivered their country from
barbarians and who have enlightened the whole world by their
miraculous virtue. I have heard you express a dislike of viewing the
works of the oppressors of Rome, but visit them with me in this spirit,
and you will find them strike you with that awe and reverence which
power, acquired and accompanied by vice, can never give."

He suffered himself to be persuaded, and we passed under the
Capitol and at the back of Mount Palatine on our way to the baths.
The principal site of antient Rome is deserted, and we visit the
Forum and the most populous of the hills of Rome through grassy
lanes and across fields where few people ever come. This is
fortunate; the ruins would lose half their beauty if surrounded by
modern buildings, and we have only to regret that the Capitol has not
been neglected as Mount Palatine and Mount Caelius are. I cannot
tell what the feelings of Valenius were: his emotions were strong, but
he was silent, but for ever cast his eyes up to the sky; and once he
said, "I like to look at the heavens, and only at them, for they are not
changed." We entered the baths, and after visiting all the
apartments, we ascended the shattered staircase and passed over
the immense arches and the walls, which, when you are on them,
appear like fields and glens and sloping hills. We were surrounded
by fragrant weeds, and their height on each side of the path
deceives you and adds still greater apparent extent to the ruins on



which we walked. Sometimes, the top of some buttress is spread out
into a field enamelled by the most beautiful flowers. And now winding
about a difficult path, we reached the top of a turret and saw all
Rome with the windings of the Tiber at but a short distance from us.
This is of all others the place I delight most in Rome to visit: it joins
the beauty and fragrance of Nature to the sublimest idea of human
power; and when so united, they have an interest and feeling that
sinks deep into my heart.

We seated ourselves on this pinnacle, and I sought in the eyes of my
companion for an expression of wonder and delight with which mine
were glistening. His were filled with tears. "You bring me here," he
said, "to view the works of the Romans, and I behold nothing but
destruction. What crowds of beautiful temples are fallen to the dust.
My eyes wander over the seven hills, and all their glories are faded.
When the columns of its Forum were broken, what could survive in
Rome. The Capitol, less happy than most of the other hills who have
returned to the solitude of Nature, is defiled by modern buildings.
And these ruins - they are grand, but how miserable a tale do they
tell. These baths did not exist in my time. They existed in all their
magnificence some hundred years after I had forgotten the world. But
now their roofs have fallen; their pavements have disappeared; they
are grass-grown, weed-grown, shattered yet still standing; and such
is the immortality of Rome. The walls of Rome still stand, and they
describe an immense circuit; the modern city is filled with the ruins of
the antient. Strangers flock to it and wonder at the immensity of the
remains. But to me it all appears void. The antient temples where I
worshipped Quirinus and the protectors of what I then called the
immortal city - alas, why do I wake to be undeceived."

"You dwell," I replied, "on the most mournful ideas. Rome is fallen,
but she is still venerated. It is to me a singular and even a beautiful
sight to see the care and pains with which her



degenerate children preserve her reliques. Every one visits her with
enthusiasm and quits her with bitter regret. All appears consecrated
within her walls. When a stranger resides within their bounds, he
feels as if he inhabitated a sacred temple - sacred although defiled;
and indignation and pity mingling with his admiration, he feels such
sensations that soften his heart and can never even in age and
affliction be forgotten. It seems to me that, if I were overtaken by the
greatest misfortunes, I should be half consoled by the recollection of
having dwelt in Rome. If a man of the age of Pericles were to revive
in Athens, how much more reason would he have to lament over her
fall, than you oven the age and decay of Rome."

As I wished to interest the feelings of Valerius and not so much to
shew him all the remains of his country as to awaken in him by their
sight a sentiment that he was still in some degree linked to the world,
I chose as much as I could the most perfect and the most
picturesque. He had not yet seen the Pantheon. I would not take him
to it in the day, for I knew that its conversion to a Catholic Church,
although it had probably preserved it, would be highly disgusting to
him. I chose the time when the moon was yet in her encrease and
when in her height she would shine over the open roof of the temple.
One evening about seven o'clock, without telling him where we were
going, I took him out with me. We passed round the building to a
back door - it was opened, and a man lighted us down a pair of
narrow dirty stairs: as we descended I said to him, "You are now
going to see a temple built shortly after your time and dedicated to all
the gods." He probably expected to see a ruin, but lo! we entered the
most beautiful temple yet existing in the world. The bright moon
shone directly over the aperture at top and lighted up the dome and
the pavement - some bright stars twinkled by her side. The columns
shone dimly around. The spirit of beauty seemed to shed her rays
over her favoured offspring and to penetrate every thing - even the
human mind - with a soft, still yet bright glory. In contemplating this



scene, human admiration was unmingled with the deep feeling that it
inspired - one seemed to enjoy the present god. If the work was
human, the glory came from Nature; and Nature poured forth all her
loveliness above this divine temple. The deep sky, the bright moon,
and the twinkling stars were spread over it, and their light and beauty
penetrated it. Why cannot human language express human
thoughts? And how is it that there is a feeling inspired by the excess
of beauty, which laps the heart in a gentle but eager flame, which
may inspire virtue and love, but the feeling is far too intense for
expression? We were both silent. We walked round the temple, and
then we seated ourselves on the steps of an altar and remained a
long time in contemplation. It is at such a time when one feels the
existence of that Pantheic Love with which Nature is penetrated -
and when a strong sympathy with beauty, if such an expression may
be allowed, is the only feeling which animates the soul. At length, as
we rose to depart, Valenius said, "Why do they tell me that all is
changed; does not this temple to our gods exist?" I know not why - I
ought not to have done it, for by the action I poisoned a moment of
pure happiness - but I carelessly pointed to a cross that stood on the
altar before which a solitary lamp burned. The cross did not alter my
feelings, but those of my companion were embittered. The apple so
fair to look at had turned to brackish dust. The cross told to him of
change so great, so intolerable, that that one circumstance
destroyed all that had arisen of love and pleasure in his heart. I tried
in vain to bring him back to the deep feeling of beauty and of sacred
awe with which he had been lately inspired. The spell was snapped.
The moon-enlightened dome, the glittering pavement, the dim rows
of lovely columns, the deep sky had lost to him their holiness. He
hastened to quit the temple.

It was my first care to awaken in him a desire to know what of great
and good had existed in his country after his death. He knew nothing
of Virgil, Horace, Ovid, or Lucan - of Livy, Tacitus, or Seneca. You



will have frequent opportunities of conversing with him, and he can
tell you, much better than I can do, what the feelings were which this
lecture excited in his mind. We used to visit an obscure nook of the
Coliseum, where we scrambled with difficulty, and few would be
inclined to follow us; or, on the walls of the baths of Caracalla or
more frequently at the foot of the tomb of Cestius, that lovely spot
where death appears to enjoy sunshine and the blue depth of the
deep sky from which it is every where else shut out, we read
together, and we discussed on what we read - our discussions were
eternal. The brilliant sun of Rome shone upon us, and the air and all
the scene were invested by happiness and beauty. My heart was
cheerful, and it was my constant endeavour to awaken similar
feelings in the bosom of my companion. We read the Georgics here,
and I felt a degree of happiness in reading them that I could not have
believed that words had it in their power to bestow. It was an
intoxicating pleasure, which this fine climate and the sunny beautiful
poetry which it inspires can give and which in a clouded atmosphere
I am convinced I never should have felt. After reading, we visited
some one of the galleries of Rome - Lord Harley's studious hours
were then over, and he always accompanied us. The sight of the
exquisite statues and paintings in Rome continued and often
heightened this feeling of enjoyment. Did Valerius sympathize with
me? Alas! no. There was a melancholy tint cast over all his thoughts;
there was a sadness of demeanour, which the sun of Rome and the
verses of Virgil could not dissipate. He felt deeply, but little joy
mingled with his sentiments. With my other feelings towards him, I
had joined to them an inexplicable one that my companion was not a
being of the earth. I often paused anxiously to know whether he
respired the air, as I did, or if his form cast a shadow at his feet. His
semblance was that of life, yet he belonged to the dead. I did not feel
fear or terror; I loved and revered him. I was warmly interested in his
happiness, but there was mingled with these commoner sensations
an awe - I cannot call it dread, yet it had something slightly allied to



that repulsive feeling - a sentiment for which I can find no name,
which mingled with all my thoughts and strangely characterised all my
intercourse with him. Often when borne on in discourse by my
thoughts, I encountered the glance of his bright yet placid eye;
although it beamed only in sympathy, yet it checked me. If he put his
hand upon mine, I did not shudder, but, as it were, my thoughts
paused in their course and my heart heaved with something of an
involuntary uneasiness until it was removed. Yet this was all very
slight; I hardly noticed it, and it could not diminish my love and
interest for him; perhaps if I would own all the truth, my affection was
encreased by it; and not by endeavour but spontaneously I strove to
repay by interest and intellectual sympathy the earthly barrier there
seemed placed between us.

-- End --



The Mortal Immortal
by Mary Shelley

July 16, 1833.--This is a memorable anniversary for me; on it I
complete my three hundred and twenty-third year!

The Wandering Jew?--certainly not. More than eighteen centuries
have passed over his head. In comparison with him, I am a very
young Immortal.

Am I, then, immortal? This is a question which I have asked myself,
by day and night, for now three hundred and three years, and yet
cannot answer it. I detected a grey hair amidst my brown locks this
very day--that surely signifies decay. Yet it may have remained
concealed there for three hundred years--for some persons have
become entirely white-headed before twenty years of age.

I will tell my story, and my reader shall judge for me. I will tell my story,
and so contrive to pass some few hours of a long eternity, become
so wearisome to me. For ever! Can it be? to live for ever! I have
heard of enchantments, in which the victims were plunged into a
deep sleep, to wake, after a hundred years, as fresh as ever: I have
heard of the Seven Sleepers--thus to be immortal would not be so
burthensome: but, oh! the weight of never-ending time--the tedious
passage of the still-succeeding hours! How happy was the fabled
Nourjahad!--But to my task.

All the world has heard of Cornelius Agrippa. His memory is as
immortal as his arts have made me. All the world has also heard of
his scholar, who, unawares, raised the foul fiend during his master's
absence, and was destroyed by him. The report, true or false, of this
accident, was attended with many inconveniences to the renowned



philosopher. All his scholars at once deserted him--his servants
disappeared. He had no one near him to put coals on his ever-
burning fires while he slept, or to attend to the changeful colours of
his medicines while he studied. Experiment after experiment failed,
because one pair of hands was insufficient to complete them: the
dark spirits laughed at him for not being able to retain a single mortal
in his service.

I was then very young--very poor--and very much in love. I had been
for about a year the pupil of Cornelius, though I was absent when this
accident took place. On my return, my friends implored me not to
return to the alchymist's abode. I trembled as I listened to the dire
tale they told; I required no second warning; and when Cornelius
came and offered me a purse of gold if I would remain under his roof,
I felt as if Satan himself tempted me. My teeth chattered--my hair
stood on end;--I ran off as fast as my trembling knees would permit.

My failing steps were directed whither for two years they had every
evening been attracted,--a gently bubbling spring of pure living water,
beside which lingered a dark-haired girl, whose beaming eyes were
fixed on the path I was accustomed each night to tread. I cannot
remember the hour when I did not love Bertha; we had been
neighbours and playmates from infancy,--her parents, like mine were
of humble life, yet respectable,--our attachment had been a source of
pleasure to them. In an evil hour, a malignant fever carried off both
her father and mother, and Bertha became an orphan. She would
have found a home beneath my paternal roof, but, unfortunately, the
old lady of the near castle, rich, childless, and solitary, declared her
intention to adopt her. Henceforth Bertha was clad in silk--inhabited
a marble palace--and was looked on as being highly favoured by
fortune. But in her new situation among her new associates, Bertha
remained true to the friend of her humbler days; she often visited the
cottage of my father, and when forbidden to go thither, she would
stray towards the neighbouring wood, and meet me beside its shady



fountain.

She often declared that she owed no duty to her new protectress
equal in sanctity to that which bound us. Yet still I was too poor to
marry, and she grew weary of being tormented on my account. She
had a haughty but an impatient spirit, and grew angry at the obstacle
that prevented our union. We met now after an absence, and she had
been sorely beset while I was away; she complained bitterly, and
almost reproached me for being poor. I replied hastily,--

"I am honest, if I am poor!--were I not, I might soon become rich!"

This exclamation produced a thousand questions. I feared to shock
her by owning the truth, but she drew it from me; and then, casting a
look of disdain on me, she said,--

"You pretend to love, and you fear to face the Devil for my sake!"

I protested that I had only dreaded to offend her;--while she dwelt on
the magnitude of the reward that I should receive. Thus encouraged--
shamed by her--led on by love and hope, laughing at my later fears,
with quick steps and a light heart, I returned to accept the offers of
the alchymist, and was instantly installed in my office.

A year passed away. I became possessed of no insignificant sum of
money. Custom had banished my fears. In spite of the most painful
vigilance, I had never detected the trace of a cloven foot; nor was the
studious silence of our abode ever disturbed by demoniac howls. I
still continued my stolen interviews with Bertha, and Hope dawned on
me--Hope--but not perfect joy: for Bertha fancied that love and
security were enemies, and her pleasure was to divide them in my
bosom. Though true of heart, she was something of a coquette in
manner; I was jealous as a Turk. She slighted me in a thousand
ways, yet would never acknowledge herself to be in the wrong. She



would drive me mad with anger, and then force me to beg her
pardon. Sometimes she fancied that I was not sufficiently
submissive, and then she had some story of a rival, favoured by her
protectress. She was surrounded by silk-clad youths--the rich and
gay. What chance had the sad-robed scholar of Cornelius compared
with these?

On one occasion, the philosopher made such large demands upon
my time, that I was unable to meet her as I was wont. He was
engaged in some mighty work, and I was forced to remain, day and
night, feeding his furnaces and watching his chemical preparations.
Bertha waited for me in vain at the fountain. Her haughty spirit fired at
this neglect; and when at last I stole out during a few short minutes
allotted to me for slumber, and hoped to be consoled by her, she
received me with disdain, dismissed me in scorn, and vowed that
any man should possess her hand rather than he who could not be in
two places at once for her sake. She would be revenged! And truly
she was. In my dingy retreat I heard that she had been hunting,
attended by Albert Hoffer. Albert Hoffer was favoured by her
protectress, and the three passed in cavalcade before my smoky
window. Methought that they mentioned my name; it was followed by
a laugh of derision, as her dark eyes glanced contemptuously
towards my abode.

Jealousy, with all its venom and all its misery, entered my breast.
Now I shed a torrent of tears, to think that I should never call her mine;
and, anon, I imprecated a thousand curses on her inconstancy. Yet,
still I must stir the fires of the alchymist, still attend on the changes of
his unintelligible medicines.

Cornelius had watched for three days and nights, nor closed his
eyes. The progress of his alembics was slower than he expected: in
spite of his anxiety, sleep weighted upon his eyelids. Again and
again he threw off drowsiness with more than human energy; again



and again it stole away his senses. He eyed his crucibles wistfully.
"Not ready yet," he murmured; "will another night pass before the
work is accomplished? Winzy, you are vigilant--you are faithful--you
have slept, my boy--you slept last night. Look at that glass vessel.
The liquid it contains is of a soft rose-colour: the moment it begins to
change hue, awaken me--till then I may close my eyes. First, it will
turn white, and then emit golden flashes; but wait not till then; when
the rose-colour fades, rouse me." I scarcely heard the last words,
muttered, as they were, in sleep. Even then he did not quite yield to
nature. "Winzy, my boy," he again said, "do not touch the vessel--do
not put it to your lips; it is a philtre--a philtre to cure love; you would
not cease to love your Bertha--beware to drink!"

And he slept. His venerable head sunk on his breast, and I scarce
heard his regular breathing. For a few minutes I watched the vessel--
the rosy hue of the liquid remained unchanged. Then my thoughts
wandered--they visited the fountain, and dwelt on a thousand
charming scenes never to be renewed--never! Serpents and adders
were in my heart as the word "Never!" half formed itself on my lips.
False girl!--false and cruel! Never more would she smile on me as
that evening she smiled on Albert. Worthless, detested woman! I
would not remain unrevenged--she should see Albert expire at her
feet--she should die beneath my vengeance. She had smiled in
disdain and triumph--she knew my wretchedness and her power. Yet
what power had she?--the power of exciting my hate--my utter scorn-
-my--oh, all but indifference! Could I attain that--could I regard her
with careless eyes, transferring my rejected love to one fairer and
more true, that were indeed a victory!

A bright flash darted before my eyes. I had forgotten the medicine of
the adept; I gazed on it with wonder: flashes of admirable beauty,
more bright than those which the diamond emits when the sun's rays
are on it, glanced from the surface of the liquid; and odour the most
fragrant and grateful stole over my sense; the vessel seemed one



globe of living radiance, lovely to the eye, and most inviting to the
taste. The first thought, instinctively inspired by the grosser sense,
was, I will--I must drink. I raised the vessel to my lips. "It will cure me
of love--of torture!" Already I had quaffed half of the most delicious
liquor ever tasted by the palate of man, when the philosopher stirred.
I started--I dropped the glass--the fluid flamed and glanced along the
floor, while I felt Cornelius's gripe at my throat, as he shrieked aloud,
"Wretch! you have destroyed the labour of my life!"

The philosopher was totally unaware that I had drunk any portion of
his drug. His idea was, and I gave a tacit assent to it, that I had
raised the vessel from curiosity, and that, frightened at its brightness,
and the flashes of intense light it gave forth, I had let it fall. I never
undeceived him. The fire of the medicine was quenched--the
fragrance died away--he grew calm, as a philosopher should under
the heaviest trials, and dismissed me to rest.

I will not attempt to describe the sleep of glory and bliss which
bathed my soul in paradise during the remaining hours of that
memorable night. Words would be faint and shallow types of my
enjoyment, or of the gladness that possessed my bosom when I
woke. I trod air--my thoughts were in heaven. Earth appeared
heaven, and my inheritance upon it was to be one trance of delight.
"This it is to be cured of love," I thought; "I will see Bertha this day,
and she will find her lover cold and regardless; too happy to be
disdainful, yet how utterly indifferent to her!"

The hours danced away. The philosopher, secure that he had once
succeeded, and believing that he might again, began to concoct the
same medicine once more. He was shut up with his books and
drugs, and I had a holiday. I dressed myself with care; I looked in an
old but polished shield which served me for a mirror; methoughts my
good looks had wonderfully improved. I hurried beyond the precincts
of the town, joy in my soul, the beauty of heaven and earth around



me. I turned my steps toward the castle--I could look on its lofty
turrets with lightness of heart, for I was cured of love. My Bertha saw
me afar off, as I came up the avenue. I know not what sudden
impulse animated her bosom, but at the sight, she sprung with a light
fawn-like bound down the marble steps, and was hastening towards
me. But I had been perceived by another person. The old high-born
hag, who called herself her protectress, and was her tyrant, had seen
me also; she hobbled, panting, up the terrace; a page, as ugly as
herself, held up her train, and fanned her as she hurried along, and
stopped my fair girl with a "How, now, my bold mistress? whither so
fast? Back to your cage--hawks are abroad!"

Bertha clasped her hands--her eyes were still bent on my
approaching figure. I saw the contest. How I abhorred the old crone
who checked the kind impulses of my Bertha's softening heart.
Hitherto, respect for her rank had caused me to avoid the lady of the
castle; now I disdained such trivial considerations. I was cured of
love, and lifted above all human fears; I hastened forwards, and soon
reached the terrace. How lovely Bertha looked! her eyes flashing fire,
her cheeks glowing with impatience and anger, she was a thousand
times more graceful and charming than ever. I no longer loved--oh
no! I adored--worshipped--idolized her!

She had that morning been persecuted, with more than usual
vehemence, to consent to an immediate marriage with my rival. She
was reproached with the encouragement that she had shown him--
she was threatened with being turned out of doors with disgrace and
shame. Her proud spirit rose in arms at the threat; but when she
remembered the scorn that she had heaped upon me, and how,
perhaps, she had thus lost one whom she now regarded as her only
friend, she wept with remorse and rage. At that moment I appeared.
"Oh, Winzy!" she exclaimed, "take me to your mother's cot; swiftly let
me leave the detested luxuries and wretchedness of this noble
dwelling--take me to poverty and happiness."



I clasped her in my arms with transport. The old dame was
speechless with fury, and broke forth into invective only when we
were far on the road to my natal cottage. My mother received the fair
fugitive, escaped from a gilt cage to nature and liberty, with
tenderness and joy; my father, who loved her, welcomed her heartily;
it was a day of rejoicing, which did not need the addition of the
celestial potion of the alchymist to steep me in delight.

Soon after this eventful day, I became the husband of Bertha. I
ceased to be the scholar of Cornelius, but I continued his friend. I
always felt grateful to him for having, unaware, procured me that
delicious draught of a divine elixir, which, instead of curing me of
love (sad cure! solitary and joyless remedy for evils which seem
blessings to the memory), had inspired me with courage and
resolution, thus winning for me an inestimable treasure in my Bertha.

I often called to mind that period of trance-like inebriation with
wonder. The drink of Cornelius had not fulfilled the task for which he
affirmed that it had been prepared, but its effects were more potent
and blissful than words can express. They had faded by degrees, yet
they lingered long--and painted life in hues of splendour. Bertha often
wondered at my lightness of heart and unaccustomed gaiety; for,
before, I had been rather serious, or even sad, in my disposition.
She loved me the better for my cheerful temper, and our days were
winged by joy.

Five years afterwards I was suddenly summoned to the bedside of
the dying Cornelius. He had sent for me in haste, conjuring my instant
presence. I found him stretched on his pallet, enfeebled even to
death; all of life that yet remained animated his piercing eyes, and
they were fixed on a glass vessel, full of roseate liquid.

"Behold," he said, in a broken and inward voice, "the vanity of human



wishes! a second time my hopes are about to be crowned, a second
time they are destroyed. Look at that liquor--you may remember five
years ago I had prepared the same, with the same success;-- then,
as now, my thirsting lips expected to taste the immortal elixir --you
dashed it from me! and at present it is too late."

He spoke with difficulty, and fell back on his pillow. I could not help
saying,--

"How, revered master, can a cure for love restore you to life?"

A faint smile gleamed across his face as I listened earnestly to his
scarcely intelligible answer.

"A cure for love and for all things--the Elixir of Immortality. Ah! if now I
might drink, I should live for ever!"

As he spoke, a golden flash gleamed from the fluid; a well-
remembered fragrance stole over the air; he raised himself, all weak
as he was--strength seemed miraculously to re-enter his frame-- he
stretched forth his hand--a loud explosion startled me--a ray of fire
shot up from the elixir, and the glass vessel which contained it was
shivered to atoms! I turned my eyes towards the philosopher; he had
fallen back--his eyes were glassy--his features rigid--he was dead!

But I lived, and was to live for ever! So said the unfortunate alchymist,
and for a few days I believed his words. I remembered the glorious
intoxication that had followed my stolen draught. I reflected on the
change I had felt in my frame--in my soul. The bounding elasticity of
the one--the buoyant lightness of the other. I surveyed myself in a
mirror, and could perceive no change in my features during the
space of the five years which had elapsed. I remembered the radiant
hues and grateful scent of that delicious beverage--worthy the gift it
was capable of bestowing--I was, then, IMMORTAL!



A few days after I laughed at my credulity. The old proverb, that "a
prophet is least regarded in his own country," was true with respect
to me and my defunct master. I loved him as a man--I respected him
as a sage--but I derided the notion that he could command the
powers of darkness, and laughed at the superstitious fears with
which he was regarded by the vulgar. He was a wise philosopher,
but had no acquaintance with any spirits but those clad in flesh and
blood. His science was simply human; and human science, I soon
persuaded myself, could never conquer nature's laws so far as to
imprison the soul for ever within its carnal habitation. Cornelius had
brewed a soul-refreshing drink--more inebriating than wine-- sweeter
and more fragrant than any fruit: it possessed probably strong
medicinal powers, imparting gladness to the heart and vigour to the
limbs; but its effects would wear out; already they were diminished in
my frame. I was a lucky fellow to have quaffed health and joyous
spirits, and perhaps a long life, at my master's hands; but my good
fortune ended there: longevity was far different from immortality.

I continued to entertain this belief for many years. Sometimes a
thought stole across me--Was the alchymist indeed deceived? But
my habitual credence was, that I should meet the fate of all the
children of Adam at my appointed time--a little late, but still at a
natural age. Yet it was certain that I retained a wonderfully youthful
look. I was laughed at for my vanity in consulting the mirror so often,
but I consulted it in vain--my brow was untrenched--my cheeks--my
eyes--my whole person continued as untarnished as in my twentieth
year.

I was troubled. I looked at the faded beauty of Bertha--I seemed
more like her son. By degrees our neighbors began to make similar
observations, and I found at last that I went by the name of the
Scholar bewitched. Bertha herself grew uneasy. She became
jealous and peevish, and at length she began to question me. We



had no children; we were all in all to each other; and though, as she
grew older, her vivacious spirit became a little allied to ill-temper,
and her beauty sadly diminished, I cherished her in my heart as the
mistress I idolized, the wife I had sought and won with such perfect
love.

At last our situation became intolerable: Bertha was fifty--I twenty
years of age. I had, in very shame, in some measure adopted the
habits of advanced age; I no longer mingled in the dance among the
young and gay, but my heart bounded along with them while I
restrained my feet; and a sorry figure I cut among the Nestors of our
village. But before the time I mention, things were altered--we were
universally shunned; we were--at least, I was--reported to have kept
up an iniquitous acquaintance with some of my former master's
supposed friends. Poor Bertha was pitied, but deserted. I was
regarded with horror and detestation.

What was to be done? we sat by our winter fire--poverty had made
itself felt, for none would buy the produce of my farm; and often I had
been forced to journey twenty miles to some place where I was not
known, to dispose of our property. It is true, we had saved something
for an evil day--that day was come.

We sat by our lone fireside--the old-hearted youth and his antiquated
wife. Again Bertha insisted on knowing the truth; she recapitulated all
she had ever heard said about me, and added her own
observations. She conjured me to cast off the spell; she described
how much more comely grey hairs were than my chestnut locks; she
descanted on the reverence and respect due to age--how preferable
to the slight regard paid to mere children: could I imagine that the
despicable gifts of youth and good looks outweighed disgrace,
hatred and scorn? Nay, in the end I should be burnt as a dealer in the
black art, while she, to whom I had not deigned to communicate any
portion of my good fortune, might be stoned as my accomplice. At



length she insinuated that I must share my secret with her, and
bestow on her like benefits to those I myself enjoyed, or she would
denounce me--and then she burst into tears.

Thus beset, methought it was the best way to tell the truth. I reveled it
as tenderly as I could, and spoke only of a very long life, not of
immortality--which representation, indeed, coincided best with my
own ideas. When I ended I rose and said,--

"And now, my Bertha, will you denounce the lover of your youth?--
You will not, I know. But it is too hard, my poor wife, that you should
suffer for my ill-luck and the accursed arts of Cornelius. I will leave
you--you have wealth enough, and friends will return in my absence. I
will go; young as I seem and strong as I am, I can work and gain my
bread among strangers, unsuspected and unknown. I loved you in
youth; God is my witness that I would not desert you in age, but that
your safety and happiness require it."

I took my cap and moved toward the door; in a moment Bertha's
arms were round my neck, and her lips were pressed to mine. "No,
my husband, my Winzy," she said, "you shall not go alone--take me
with you; we will remove from this place, and, as you say, among
strangers we shall be unsuspected and safe. I am not so old as quite
to shame you, my Winzy; and I daresay the charm will soon wear off,
and, with the blessing of God, you will become more elderly-looking,
as is fitting; you shall not leave me."

I returned the good soul's embrace heartily. "I will not, my Bertha; but
for your sake I had not thought of such a thing. I will be your true,
faithful husband while you are spared to me, and do my duty by you
to the last."

The next day we prepared secretly for our emigration. We were
obliged to make great pecuniary sacrifices--it could not be helped.



We realized a sum sufficient, at least, to maintain us while Bertha
lived; and, without saying adieu to any one, quitted our native country
to take refuge in a remote part of western France.

It was a cruel thing to transport poor Bertha from her native village,
and the friends of her youth, to a new country, new language, new
customs. The strange secret of my destiny rendered this removal
immaterial to me; but I compassionated her deeply, and was glad to
perceive that she found compensation for her misfortunes in a variety
of little ridiculous circumstances. Away from all tell-tale chroniclers,
she sought to decrease the apparent disparity of our ages by a
thousand feminine arts--rouge, youthful dress, and assumed juvenility
of manner. I could not be angry. Did I not myself wear a mask? Why
quarrel with hers, because it was less successful? I grieved deeply
when I remembered that this was my Bertha, whom I had loved so
fondly and won with such transport--the dark-eyed, dark-haired girl,
with smiles of enchanting archness and a step like a fawn--this
mincing, simpering, jealous old woman. I should have revered her
grey locks and withered cheeks; but thus!--It was my work, I knew;
but I did not the less deplore this type of human weakness.

Her jealously never slept. Her chief occupation was to discover that,
in spite of outward appearances, I was myself growing old. I verily
believe that the poor soul loved me truly in her heart, but never had
woman so tormenting a mode of displaying fondness. She would
discern wrinkles in my face and decrepitude in my walk, while I
bounded along in youthful vigour, the youngest looking of twenty
youths. I never dared address another woman. On one occasion,
fancying that the belle of the village regarded me with favouring eyes,
she brought me a grey wig. Her constant discourse among her
acquaintances was, that though I looked so young, there was ruin at
work within my frame; and she affirmed that the worst symptom
about me was my apparent health. My youth was a disease, she
said, and I ought at all times to prepare, if not for a sudden and awful



death, at least to awake some morning white-headed and bowed
down with all the marks of advanced years. I let her talk--I often joined
in her conjectures. Her warnings chimed in with my never-ceasing
speculations concerning my state, and I took an earnest, though
painful, interest in listening to all that her quick wit and excited
imagination could say on the subject.

Why dwell on these minute circumstances? We lived on for many
long years. Bertha became bedrid and paralytic; I nursed her as a
mother might a child. She grew peevish, and still harped upon one
string--of how long I should survive her. It has ever been a source of
consolation to me, that I performed my duty scrupulously towards her.
She had been mine in youth, she was mine in age; and at last, when I
heaped the sod over her corpse, I wept to feel that I had lost all that
really bound me to humanity.

Since then how many have been my cares and woes, how few and
empty my enjoyments! I pause here in my history--I will pursue it no
further. A sailor without rudder or compass, tossed on a stormy sea -
-a traveller lost on a widespread heath, without landmark or stone to
guide him--such I have been: more lost, more hopeless than either. A
nearing ship, a gleam from some far cot, may save them; but I have
no beacon except the hope of death.

Death! mysterious, ill-visaged friend of weak humanity! Why alone of
all mortals have you cast me from your sheltering fold? Oh, for the
peace of the grave! the deep silence of the iron-bound tomb! that
thought would cease to work in my brain, and my heart beat no more
with emotions varied only by new forms of sadness!

Am I immortal? I return to my first question. In the first place, is it not
more probably that the beverage of the alchymist was fraught rather
with longevity than eternal life? Such is my hope. And then be it
remembered, that I only drank half of the potion prepared by him.



Was not the whole necessary to complete the charm? To have
drained half the Elixir of Immortality is but to be half-immortal--my
For-ever is thus truncated and null.

But again, who shall number the years of the half of eternity? I often
try to imagine by what rule the infinite may be divided. Sometimes I
fancy age advancing upon me. One grey hair I have found. Fool! do I
lament? Yes, the fear of age and death often creeps coldly into my
heart; and the more I live, the more I dread death, even while I abhor
life. Such an enigma is man--born to perish--when he wars, as I do,
against the established laws of his nature.

But for this anomaly of feeling surely I might die: the medicine of the
alchymist would not be proof against fire--sword--and the strangling
waters. I have gazed upon the blue depths of many a placid lake, and
the tumultuous rushing of many a mighty river, and have said, peace
inhabits those waters; yet I have turned my steps away, to live yet
another day. I have asked myself, whether suicide would be a crime
in one to whom thus only the portals of the other world could be
opened. I have done all, except presenting myself as a soldier or
duelist, an objection of destruction to my--no, not my fellow mortals,
and therefore I have shrunk away. They are not my fellows. The
inextinguishable power of life in my frame, and their ephemeral
existence, places us wide as the poles asunder. I could not raise a
hand against the meanest or the most powerful among them.

Thus have I lived on for many a year--alone, and weary of myself--
desirous of death, yet never dying--a mortal immortal. Neither
ambition nor avarice can enter my mind, and the ardent love that
gnaws at my heart, never to be returned--never to find an equal on
which to expend itself--lives there only to torment me.

This very day I conceived a design by which I may end all-- without
self-slaughter, without making another man a Cain--an expedition,



which mortal frame can never survive, even endued with the youth
and strength that inhabits mine. Thus I shall put my immortality to the
test, and rest for ever--or return, the wonder and benefactor of the
human species.

Before I go, a miserable vanity has caused me to pen these pages. I
would not die, and leave no name behind. Three centuries have
passed since I quaffed the fatal beverage; another year shall not
elapse before, encountering gigantic dangers--warring with the
powers of frost in their home--beset by famine, toil, and tempest--I
yield this body, too tenacious a cage for a soul which thirsts for
freedom, to the destructive elements of air and water; or, if I survive,
my name shall be recorded as one of the most famous among the
sons of men; and, my task achieved, I shall adopt more resolute
means, and, by scattering and annihilating the atoms that compose
my frame, set at liberty the life imprisoned within, and so cruelly
prevented from soaring from this dim earth to a sphere more
congenial to its immortal essence.

THE END
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