














N

6 ' WIELAND.

from my bed, and went to a drawer
where my finer clothing used to be
kept. I opened it, and this fatal paper
saluted my sight. 1 snatched it invo-
luntarily, and withdrew to a chair, I
debated, for a few minutes, whether I
should open and read. Now that my
fortitude was put to trial, it failed. T
felt myself incapable of deliberately
surveying a scene of so much horror,
X was prompted to return it to its place,
but this resolution gave way, and I
determined to peruse some part’ of if.
- T turned over the leaves till I came near
the conclusion. The narrative of the
criminal was finished. The verdict of
' guilty veluctantly pronounced by the
jury, and the accused interrogated
why sentence of death should not pass.
The answer was brief, solemn, and
emphatical. %
‘“No. T have nothing to say. My
tale has been told: my motives have
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bounded views and halting reason, as!
the measure of truth !

¢ Thou, Ommpotent and Holy
Thou knowest that my actions were
conformable to thy will. I know not

what is crime; what actions are evil
~ in their ultimate and comprehensive
tendency or what are good. Thy
knowledge, as thy power, is unlimited.
I bave taken thee for my guide, and
cannot err. 'To the arms of thy pro-
tection I entrust my safety. In the
awards of thy. Justwe I confide for my
Tecompense.
~ *“Come death when it will, T am safe,
Let calumnyand abhorrence pursue me
among men; I shall not be defrauded
of my dues. The peace of virtue, and
the glory of obedience, will be my por-
tion hereafter.”

Here ended fbe‘ speaker. I withdrew
my eyes from the page; but before I
had time to reflect on what I had read,
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7 .descnbe the state of miod whlch this
idea produced, I wondered at the
change which a moment had effected
in ‘my brother’s condition, Now was
1 stupified with {en-fold wonder in
contemplating myself. Was I not like-
wise transformed from rational and hu-
man into a creaturc of nameless and
fearful atfributes? Was I not trans-
ported to the brink of the same abyss ?
Ere a new.day should come, my hands
might be embrued in blood, and my
remaining life be conmgned to a dun-
geon and chains.

With moral sensibility like mine, no
wonder that this new dread was more
insupportable than the anguish I had
lately endured. Grief carries its own
antidote along with it. When thought
becomes merely a vehicle of pain, its
progress must be stopped. Death is a
cure which nature or ourselves must
alminister : to this cure I now looked
forward with gloomy satisfaction,
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ral and voluntary agents as we are,
some where exist, can scarcely be de--
nied. 'That their aid may be employed
to bemgn or malignant purposes can-
not be disproved. :

Darkness rests upon the designs of
this man. The extent of his power is
unknown ; but is there not evidence
that it has been now exerted ?

I recurred to my own experience.

Here Carwin had actually appeared
upon the stage ; but this was in a hu-
mg,n' character. A voice and a form
- were discovered ; but one was appa-
rently exerted, and the other disclosed,
not to befriend, but to counteract Car-
win’s designs. There were tokens of
hostility, and not of alliance, between
them. Carwin was the miscreant whose
projects were resisted by a minister of
heaven. How can this be reconciled
to the stratagem which ruined my bro-
ther? There the ageucy was at once
preternatural and malignant.





























































































50 WIBLAND,

My bosom swelled with a sudden
energy, and the conviction darted
“through wy mind, that to end my tor-
ments was, at once, practicable and
wise.

I knew how to find way to the re-
cessesof life. I could usealancet with
some skill, and could distinguish be-
tween vein and artery. By piercing
deep into the latter, 1 should shun the
evils which the future had in store for
me, and take refuge from my woes in
quiet death.

I'started on my feet, for my feeble-
ness was gone,and hastened to the closet.
A lancet and other small instruments
were preserved in a case. which I had
deposited there. Inattentiveas I was
to foreign considerations, my ears
were still open to any sound of myste-
rious import that should occur. " I
thought 1 heard a step in the entry
My purpose was suspended, and I cast
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_ an -eager glance at my chamber door, -
which was open. No one appeared,
unless the shadow which I discerned
upon the floor was the outline of a
man. If it were, I was authorised to
suspect that some one was posted close
to the entrance, who possibly had over-
heard my exclamations.

My teeth chattered, and a wild con-
fusion took place of my momentary
calm. Thus it was when a terrific
visage had disclosed itself on a former
night. Thus it was when the evil
destiny of Wieland assumed the linea-
menis of something human. What
horrid apparition was preparing  to
blast my sight®

Still I Jistened and gazed: not long,
for the shadowmoved : a foot, unshape-
Iy and huge, was thrast forward; a
form advanced from its coucealment,
and stalked into the room. It was
Carwin !”

p 2
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While I had breath I shrieked.
While I had power over my muscles,
I motioned with my haod that he
should vanish. My exertions could
not last long ; Isunk into a fit.

O that this grateful oblivion had
lasted for ever! Too quickly I re-
covered my- senses. The power of
distinct vision was no sooner restored
to me than this hateful form again
presented itself, and I once more re-
lapsed.

A second time untoward nature re-
called me from the sleep of death, [
found myself stretched upon the bed.
When 1 had power to look up, I re-
membered only that I had cause to
fear. My distempered fancy fashioned
to itself no distinguishable image, Y
threw a languid glance round me;
once more my eyes lighted upon Car-
win.

He was seated on the floor, his back
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rested against the wall, his knees were
drawn up, and his face was buried in
his hands. That his station was at
some distance, that his attiude was not
menacing, that his ominous visage was
concealed, may account for my now
escaping a shock, violent as those which
were past. I withdrew my eyes, but
was not again deserted by my senses.

On perceiving that I had recovered
my sensibility, he lifted his head. This
motion attracted my attention. His
countenance was mild, but sorrow and
astonishment sat upon his features. I
averted my eyes and feebly exclaimed—
“QO1! fly!'—fly far and for ever!—I
I cannot behold you and live!"

He did not rise upon his feet, but
clasped his hands, and said in a tone of
deprecation— “ I will fly. 1 am be-
come a fiend, the sight of whom de-
stroys. Yet tell me my offence! You
have linked curses with my name ; you

p3
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ascribe to meé a malice monstrous and
‘infernal.’ ¥ look around; all is lone-

Tiness and desert ! 'T'his housc and your

Prother's are solitary and dismantled!

You die away at.the sight of me ! My
fear whispers that some deed of horror

bas been perpetrated that "I am the

undesigning cause.’

‘What language was this? Had he
not avowed himself a ravisher ? Had
not this chamber witnessed his atroci-
ous purposes? I besou«ht him  with
-new yehemence to go.

He lifted his eyes—<“ Great ieaven !
what have I done? I think I know
the extent of my offences. 1T have
acted, but my actions have peossibly
effected more than I designed. This
fear has brought me back from my re-
treat.” I come to repair the evil of
which my rashness was the cause, and
to prevent more evil. I come to con-
fess my errors.” :
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. #“Wretch !’ I cried when my suffos
catinog emotions would permit me to
speak, “ the ghost of my sister and her
children, ‘do they not rise to accuse
~thee? s Who was it that blasted the
intellects of Wieland? Who was it
that urged him to fury, and guided
him to murder? Who, but thouaad
the devil, with whom thou art confede-
rated #* ' .

At these words a new spirit pervad-
ed ‘his countenance. His eyes once
more appealed to heaven.. “IfI have ,
memory, if I have being; I am iﬁ"—i
- nocent. Iintendednoill; but myfolly,
indirectly and remotely, may have
caused it; but what words are these !
Your brother a lunatic! His children
dead !””

What should I dnfer from this de-
portment ? Was the ignorance which
these words implied real or pretended ?
—Yethow could I imagine a mere

D 4
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human agency in these events? But if
the influence was preternatural or
maniaeal in my brother’s case, -they
must be equally so in my own. Then
I remembered that the voice exerted,
was to save me from Carwin’s attempis.
These ideas tended to abate my abhor-
rence of this man, and to detect the
absurdity of my accusations.

““ Alas !’ said I, ““I have no one to
accuse. Leave me to my fate. Fly
from a scene stained with cruelty;

devoted to despair.”
~ Carwin stood for a time musing and
mournful. At lengthhesaid: < What
has happened? I came to expiate my
crimes: let me know them in their full
extent. I have horrible forebodings !
What has happened ?”

I was silent; but recollecting the
intimation given by this man when
he was detected in my closet, which
implied some knowledge of that power
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which interfered inmy favour, I eagerly
inquired, “ What was that voice which
called upon me to hold when I attempt-
ed to open the closet? Vhat face was
that which I saw at the bottom of the
stairs? Answer me truly.”

“ I came to confess the truth. Your
allusions are horrible and - strange.
Perhaps I have but faint conceptions
of the evils which my infatuation has
produced; but what remains 1 will
perform. It was my wvoice that you
heard! It was my face that you
saw !”

For a moment I doubted whether
my remembrance of events were not
confused. How could he be at once
stationed at my shoulder and shut up
in my closet? How could he stand
near me and yet be invisible?> But if
Carwin’s were the thrilling voice and
the fiery visage which I had beard and
seen, then was he the prompter of my

pD
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brother, and the author of these dismal
outrages. :

Once more I averted my eyes and
struggled for speech. ““ Begone ! thou
man of mischief! Remorseless and
implacable miscreant ! begone !”

“ 1 will obey,”” said he, in a discon-
solate voice; “ yet, wretch as I am,
am I unworthy to repair the evils that
I have committed? I came as a re-
pentant criminal. It is you whom I
have injured, and at your bar am I
willing to appear, and coufess and ex-
piate my crimes. I have deceived you:
I have sported with your terrors: I
bave plotted to destroy your reputation,
I come now to remove your errors; to
set you beyond the reach of-similar
fears; to rebuild your fame as far as I

 am able.

*“ This is the amount of my guilt,
and this the fruit of my remorse. Will
you not hear me ? Listen to miy confes-
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sion, and then denounce punishment.
All T ask isa patient audience.”

« What!” Ireplied, ¢ was not thine
the voice that commanded my brother
{o ‘imbrue his hands in the blood of
his children—to strangle that angel of
sweetness his wife ? Has he not vowed
my death, and the death of Pleyel, ‘at
thy bidding > Hast thou not made him
the butcher of his family; changed
him who was the glory of 'his species
into worse than brute; robbed him of
reason, and consigned the rest of his
days to fetters and stripes?” ‘

Carwin’s eyes glared; and his limbs
were petrified at this intelligence. No
words were requisite to prove him
guiltless of these enormities: at the
time, however, I was nearly insensible
to these exculpatory tokens. He walk-
ed to the farther end of the room, and
having recovered some degree of com-
posure, he spoke— 7 :
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I am not this villain; T have slain
no one; I have prompted none to
slay; I have handled a tool of wonder-
ful efficacy without malignant inten-
tions, but without caution; ample will
be the punishment of my temerity, if
my conduct has coniributed to this
evil.” He paused—

I likewise was silent. I struggled
to command myself so far as to lister
to the tale which he should tell.  Ob-
serving this, he continued—

«« You are not surprised of the exist-
ence of a power which I possess. I
know not by what name to call it.* It

* Biloquium, or ventrilocution. Sound is
varied according to the variations of direction
and distance. The art of the ventriloquist con.
sists in miodifying his voice according to all these
variations, without changing his place. See the
work of the Abbe de la Chapelle, in which are
accurately recorded the performances of one of
these artists, and some ingenious, though unsa-
tisfactory speculations are given on the means
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enabies ‘me to mimic exactly the voice
of another, and to modify the sound

by which the effects are produced. This power
is, perhaps, given by mature, but is doubtless
improvable, if not acquirable, by art, Tt may,
possibly, consist in an unusual flexibility or ex-
ertion of the bottom of the tongue and the uvula.
That speech is prodacible by these alone must be
granted, since anatomists mention two instances
of persons speaking without a tongue. In one
case, the organ was originally wanting, but its
place was supplied by a small tubercle, and the
- uvula was perfect. In the other, the tongae was
destroyed by disease, but probably a small part
of it remained. : :

This power is difficult to explain, but the fact
is undeniable. Experience shews that the human
voice can imitate the voice of all men and of all
inferior animals.. The sound of musical instru.
ments, and even noises from the contact of in.
animate substances, have been accurately imitat-
ed. The mimicry of animals is notorious; and
Dr. Burney (Musical Travels) mentions one
who imitated a flute and violin, so0 as to deceive
even his ears,
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so that it shall appear to come from
what quarter, and be uttered at what
distance I please.

‘T know not that every one pos-
sesses this power.  Perhaps, though a
casual position of ‘my organs in my
youth shewed me that I possessed it, it
is an art which may be tavght to all.
Would to God T had died unknowing
of the secret ; it Tras produced nothing
but degradation and calamity.

“ For a time the possession of so
potent and stupendous an endowment
elated me with pride. Unfortified by
-priniciple, subjected to poverty, stimu-
lated * by headlong passions, I made
this powerful engine subservient to the
supply of my wants, and the gratifica-
tion of my vanity. T shall not mention
how diligently I cultivated this gift,
which seemed capable of unlimited im-
provement; nor detail the Yarious oc-
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casions on which it was successfully
exerted to lead superstition, conquer
avarice, or excite awe.

““Tleft America, which is my native
soil, in my youth. I have beenengag-
ed in various scenes of life, in which
my peculiar talent has been exerecised
with moreor less success. I was finally
betrayed by one who called himself my
friend, into acts which cannot be
justified, though they are susceptuble
of apology.

“ The perfidy of this man compelled
me to withdraw from Europe. I re-
turned to my native country, uncertain

‘whether silence and obscurity would
save me from his malice. = I resided im
the purlieus of the city. I put on
the garb and assumed the manners Of a
clown, '

“ My chief recreation was walkmg
My principal haunts were the lawns
aud gardens of Mettingen. In this
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delightful region the luxuriances of
nature bad been chastened by judici-
ous art, and each successively contem-
plating unfolded new enchantments.

« I was studious of seclusion : I was
satiated with the intercourse of man-
kind, and discretion required me to
shun their intercourse. For these rea-
sons I long avoided the observation of
your family, and chiefly visited these
precincts at night. :

¢« I was never weary of admiring the
position and ornaments of the temple.
Many a night have I passed under its
roef, revolving no pleasing meditations..
When, in my frequent rambles, I per-
ceived this apartment was occupied, I
gave a different direction to my steps.
One evening, when a shower had just
passed, judging by the silence that no
one was within, I ascended to this
building. Glancing carelessly round,
I perceived an opem letter on the
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pedestal. 'To read it was doubtless an
offence against politeness.  Of this of-
fence, however, I was guilty.

<« Scarcely had 1 gone half through
when I'was alarmed by the approach
of your brother. To scramble down
the cliff on the opposite side was im-
practicable. I was unprepared to meet
a stranger. Besides the awkwardness
attending such an interview in these
circumstances, coneealment was neces-
sary to my safety. A thousand times
had I vowed never again to employ the
dangerous talent which I possessed ;
but such was the force of habit and
the influence of present convenience,
that T used this method of arresting
his progress and leading him back to
the house, with his errand, whatever it
was, unperformed. I had often caught
parts, from my station below, of your
conversation in this place, and was well"
acquainted with the voice of yoursister.
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' “ Some weeks after this T was again
“quietly seated in this recess.  Thelate-
ness of the: hour secured me, as I
thought, * from-all interruption In
this, - however, I was “mistaken; ' for
Wieland and Pleyel, as I judged by
their voices, earnest in dispute, as-
cended the hill. g ey

%= I was not sensible that any incon-
venienee could ‘possibly have fowed
from my former exertion; yet it was
folljoﬂi'ed- ‘with' ' compunction, because
it'was a deviation from a path which
I had assigned to myself.  Now my
aversion to this means of escape was
enforced by an unauthorised curiosity,
and by the knowledge of a bushy hol-
low on the edge of the hill; where I
should be safe from discovery. Into
this hollow T thrugt’\ myself

< 'The propriety of removal to Eu-

rope was the question eagerly discuss-
ed. Pleyel intimated that his anxiety
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to.go was augmented by the silence of
Theresa de Stolberg. - The temptation
to interfere in this dispute was irre-
sistible. In vain I contended with ia-
veterate habits.. T disguised to myself
the impropriety of my conduct, by re-
collecting the benefits which it might
produce. - Pleyel’s proposal’ was' un-
wise, yet it was enforced with plau-
sible arguments and indefatigable zeal.
Your brother might be puzzled and
wearied, but could not be convinced.
I conceived that to terminate the con-
troversy in favour of the latter was
conferring a benefit on all parties.
For this end I profited by an opening
in the conversation, and assured them
‘of Catharine’s irrecoscilable aversion
to the scheme, and of the death of the
Saxon baroness. 'The latter event was
merely a conjecture, but rendered ex-
tremely probable by Pleyel’s repre-
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sentations. My purpose, you need not
be told, was effected.

“ My passion for mystery, and a
species of imposture, which I deemed
harmless, was thus awakened afresh.
This second lapse into error made my
recovery more difficult. I cannot con-
vey to you an adequate idea of the
kind of gratification which I derived
from these exploits; yet I meditated
nothing. My views were bounded to
the passing moment, and commonly
suggested by the momentary exigence. .

“ I must not conceal any thing.
Your principles teach you to abhor a
voluptuous temper; but, with what-
ever reluctance, I acknowledge this
temper to be mine. You imagine your
servant Judith to be innocent as well
as beautiful ; but you took her from
a family where hypocrisy, as well as
licentiousness, was wrought into a sys-
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tem. My attention was captivated by
her charms, and her principles were
easily seen to be flexible.

*“ Deem me not capable of the ini-
quity of seduction. Your servant is
not destitute of feminine and virtuous
qualities ; but she was taught that the
~ best use of her charms consists in the

sale of them. My nocturnal visits to
Mettingen were now prompted by a
double view, and my correspondence
with your servant gave me, at all times,
access to your house.

“ The second night after our inter-
view, so brief and so little foreseen by
either of us, some dezmon of mischief
seized me. According to my compa-

~nion’s report, your perfections were
little less than divine. Her uncouth
but copious narratives converted you
into an object of worship. She chiefly
dwelt upon your courage, because she
herself was deficient in that quality.
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You held apparitions and gublirﬂ in
contempt. You took no precautic.s
against robbers. You were just as
tranquil and secure in this lopel;

dwelling, as if you were in the midst
of a crowd.
< Hence a vague project. Guviitied ﬁ‘i
me to put this courage to the test. _if
woman capable of recollection in dan-
- ger, of warding off groundless panics,
of discerning the true mode of pro-
ceeding, and profiting by her best re-
sources, is a prodigy. I was desirous
of ascertaining whether-you were such
an one. ‘
<« My expedient was obvious and
simple: I was to counterfeit a mur-
derous dialogue ; but this wasto be so
com—}u}cted that another, and not your-
self, should appear to be the object.
I was not aware of the possibility that
you should appropriate these menaces
to yourself. Had you been still and
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. listeney, ‘you would have heard the
sthd?%?;s and prayers of the vutlm,
who would likewise have appeared to

: " aashut up in the closet, and whose
voice would have been Judith’s. This
scene would have been an appeal to
yar compassion; and the proof of
_ Jwardice or courage which I expected
‘from you, would have been your re-
maining inactive in your bed, ‘or your
entering the closet with a view to as-

¢ sist the sufferer. Some instances which
Judith related of your fearlessness and
promptitude made me adopt the latter
. supposition with some degree of con-
. fidence.
« By the girl's direction I found a
laddcr, and mounted to your closet
~ window. This isscarcely large enough
to admit the head, butit answered my
purposetoo well.
¢ I cannot express my confusion and
‘surprise at your abrupt and precipitate
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flight. I hastily removed the ladder;
- and, after some pause, curios{fj:and
doubts of your safety induced me to
follow you. I found you stretched on
Atbe turf before your brother’s door,
without sense or motion. I felt the
deepest regret at this unlooked-for
consequence of my -scheme. I knew
not what to do to procure you relief.
The idea of awakening the family na-
turally presented itself. This emer-
gency was critical, and there was no
time to deliberate. It was a sudden
thought that occurred. I put my lips
to the key-hole, and sounded an alarm
which- effectually roused the sleepers.
My organs were naturally forcible,
and had been improved by long and
assiduous exercise.

< Leng and bitterly did I repent of
my scheme. I was somewhat consoled
by reflecting that my purpose had not
been evil, and renewed my fruitless
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A ﬁm m;aétronger light than’ ‘ever
th dangerousness of 'that instrument
~ which T employed, and renewed my
resolutions to abstain from the use of
~ it in future; but I was destined per-
: petually to violate my resolutions. By
some perverse fate I was led iato cir-
.eumstances in which the exertion of
‘my powers was the sole or the best
means of escape.
¢ On that memorable uight on which
: (A‘)ur"last ‘interview took place I came
as usual to Mettingen. I was apprized
of your engagement at your brother’s,
from which you did not expect to re-
turntill late. Some incident suggested
the design of visiting your chamber.
Among your books whlch I had not
examined mlght be something tending
to illustrate your character, or the
_history of your family. Some intima-
tion had been dropped by you in dis-
course, tespecting a performance of

3
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*

able to any permanent and
he rﬁe}i gnef lnquletude for my
_' own safety was, for a moment, sus-

pended by sympathy with your distress.

“ To the former consideration I was
quickly recalled by a motion of your’s
W_hi‘éhriquicated I knew not what. I
fostered the persuasion that you would '
now retire to bed; but presently you
approached the closet, and detection
seemed to be inevitable. You put your
hand upon the lock. I had formed no
‘plan to extricate myself from the di-
lemma in which the opening of the
door would involve me. I felt an ir-
reconcilable aversion to detection—
Thus situated, I involuntarily seized.
the door with a resolution to resist
your efforts to open it.

« Suddenly you receded from the
door. This deportment was inexpli-
cable, but the relief it afforded me was
~ quickly gome. You returned, and I
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In a short tlme the mfatuauon
whlch had led me thus far began to
subside. The remembrance of former
reasomgrrs and transactions was re-
newed. How often had I repented this
kind of exertion; how many evils were
produced by it which | had not fore-
seen ; what occasions for the bitterest.
remorse it had administered, now passed
through' my mind. The black cata-
logue of stratagems was now increased.
I had inspired you with the most vehe-
ment terrors : I had filled your mind
with faith in shadows and confidence in
dreams : I had depraved the imagina-
tion of Pleyel : T had exhibited you
to his understanding as devoted to
‘brutal gratxﬁpatlons and consummate in
hypocrisy. «The evidence which ac-
companied this delusion would be irre-
sistible to one whose passion had per-
_ verted his judgment, whose jealousy
with regard to me had already been

i













Tdas nd I had no doubt but due
nrcumspectxon and the exercise of the
~ faculty which T possessed, would ena-
‘ ble me to avoid it. ‘
¥ T larked, throu:h the day, in the
~neighbourhood of Mettingen : T ap-
proached your habitation at the ap-
pointed hour: I entered it in silence
‘ bya trap-door which led into the cel-
lar. This had formerly been bolted on
the inside, but Judith had, at an early
-penod in our 1n{elcou1-e, remm ‘ed this
impediment. I ascended to the ‘first
floor, but met with no one, nor any thing
that indicated the presence of an human
being. '

I erept softly up stairs, and at
length perceived‘.yo'ur chamber door
to be opened, and a light to be within.”
It was of moment to discover by whom
this light was accompanicd. [T wase
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sensxhle of the i inconveniences to which
my being discovered at your chamber
door by any one within would subject
me ; I therefore called out in my own
voice, but so modified that it should
appear to ascend from the court below,
* 'Who is in the chamber? Is it Miss-
Wieland 2’ B ;

“¢ No answer was returned to thu
summons. I listened, "but no motion
could be heard. After a pause I re-
peated my call, but no less ineffec-
‘tually.

¢ Inow approached nearer the door,
and adventured to look in, A light
stood on the table, but nothing human
was diseernible. Ientered cautiously, .
but all was solitude and stillness.

¢ I knew not what to conclude. If
the house were inhabited, my call
would have been noticed; yet some
suépicion insinuated itself that silence
was studiously kept by persons who

VoL, 1II. ¥
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intended to surprise me. My approach
had been wary, and the silence that
ensued my call had likewise preceded
it ; a circumstance that tended to dis-
sipate my fears. _
* ¢ At length it occurred to me that
Judith might possibly be in her own
room. I turned my steps thither; but
she was not to be found.. I passed into
other rooms, and was soon convinced
that the house was totally deserted. I
returned to your chamber, agitated by
vain surmises and opposite conjectures.
The appointed hour had passed, and I
dismissed the hope of an interview.

«« Tn this state of things I determined
to leave a few lines on your toilet, and
prosecute my journey to the mountains.
Scarcely had 1 taken the pen when 1
laid it aside, uncertain in what manner ;
to address you, I rose from the table
and walked across the floor. A glance
thrown upon the bed acquainted me
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- with a spectacle to which my concep-
tions of horror had not yet reached.
“In the midst of shuddering and
trepidation, the signal of your presence
in the court below recalled me to my-
sclf. The deed was newly done: T
ouly was in the house : what had lately -
happened justified any suspicions,
however enormous. It was plain that
this catastrophe was unknown to you :
I thought upon the wild commotion
which the discovery would awaken
in your breast: I found the confusion
of my own thoughts unconquerable,
and perceived that the end for which I
~sought an interview was not now to be
accomplished. ' :
<“Tn this state of things it was like-
wise expedient to conceal my being
within, I put out the ]ight and hur-
ried down stairs. To my unspeakable -
surpnse uotw1thstandmg every motxve
; B
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to fear, you lighted a candle and pro-
cecded to your chamber.

- ““ I retired to that room below from
which a door leads into the cellar.
This door concealed me from your
view as you passed. I thought upon
the spectacle which was about to pre-
sent itself. In an exigence so abrupt
and so little foreseen, I was again
subjected to the empire of mechanical
and habitual impulses. T dreaded the
effects which this shocking exhibition,
bursting on your unprepared senses,
might produce.

“ Thus actuated, I stept swiftly te
the door, and thrusting my head for-
ward, once more pronounced the mys-
terious interdiction. At that momeat,
by some untoward fate, your eyes were

_cast back, and you saw me in the very
act of utterance. I fled through the’
darksome avenue at which I entered,
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: CEAR Vs

“ DeeprLy did I ruminate on the
occurrences that had just passed.—
Nothing excited my wonder so much
as the means by which you discovered
my being in the closet. - This disco-
“very appeared to be made at the mo-
ment when you attempted to open it.
How could you have otherwise re-
mained so long in the ehamber appa-
rently fearless and tranquil > And yet,
having made this discovery, how could
you persist in dragging me forth: per-
sist in defiance of an interdiction so
emphatical and solemn?

¢« But your sister’s death was an
event detestable and ominous. She had
been the victim of the most dreadful
species of assassination. How, in a



&

WIELAND. as
state like your’s, the murderous inten- °
tion could be generated, was wholly
inconceivable.

I did not relinquish my design of
confessing to you the part which I had
sustained in your family, but I was
willing to defer it till the task which
I had set myself was finished. That
being done, I resumed the resolution.
The motives to incite me to this conti-
nually acquired force. The more 1
revolved the events happening at Met-
tingen, the more insupportable and
ominous my terrors became. My
waking hours and my sleep were vexed
by dismal presages and frightful inti-
mations.

¢« Catharine was dead by violence.
Surely my malignant stars had not
made me the cause of her death ; yet
bad I not rashly set in motion a ma-
chine, over whose progress T had no
eontroul, and which experience had

: 5 A
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: shewn me was mﬁmte in power? Every
day mlght add to the catalogue of hor-
rors of which this was the source, and
a seasonable disclosure of the truth
might prevent numberless ills.
~ “ Fraught with this conception, I
have turned my steps hither. I find
your brother’s house desolate: the
furniture removed, and the walls stained
with damps. Yourown is in the same
situation. Your chamber is disman-
tled and dark, and you exhibit an
image of incurable grief, and of rapid
decay. 7
1 have uttered the truth, This
is the extent of my offences. You
tell me a horrid tale of Wieland being
led to the destruction eof his wife and

~ children, by some mysterious agent.
You charge me with the guilt of this

~agency ; but I repeat that the amount
of my guilt has been truly stated.—
The perpetrator of Catharine’s death
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As he deceived me, he likewise deceived
- my brother, aod now do I behold the
author of all our calamities !

Such were my thoughts when his
pause allowed me to think. I should
“have bad him begone if the silence had
not been interrupted ; butnow I feared
no more for myself; and the milki-
ness of my nature was curdled into
‘hatred and rancour. Some one was
near, and this enemy of God and
man might possibly be brought to
justice. I reflected not that the pre-
ternatural power which he had hitherto
exerted would avail to rescue him
from any toils in which his feet might
be entangled. Meanwhile, looks,'and
not words of menace and abhorrence,
were all that T could bestow.

He did not depart. He scemed
dubious, whether, by passing out of
the house, or by remaining somewhat
longer where he was, he should most
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endanger his safety. His confusion
inereased when steps of one barefoot
were heard upon the stairs. He threw
anxious glances sometimes at the closet,
sometimes at the window, and some-
times at the chamber door, yet he was
detained by some inexplicable fasci-

‘nation. He stood as if rooted to the
spot. :

As to me, my soul was bursting with
detestation and revenge. I had no
room for surmises and fears respecting
him that approached. It was doubt-
Jessahuman being, and would befriend
me so far as to aid me in arresting this
offender..

The stranger quickly entered: the
room. My eyes and the eyes of Car-
win were, at the same moment, darted
upon him. A’ second glance was not
needed to inform us who he was. His
locks were tangled, and fell confused-
ly over his forehead and ears. His
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shirt was of coarse stuff, and open at :
the neck and breast. His coat was-
once of bright and fine texture, but
now torn and tarnished with dust. His
feet, his legs, and his arms were bare:
His features were the seat of a wild and -
tranquil solemnity, but his eyes bespokeu
inquietude and curiosity.. *

He advanced with firm step; and:
1ooking as im search of some one. = He
saw me and stopped. He bent his
sight on the floor, and clenching his.
hands, appeared suddenly absorbed in.
meditation. Such were the figure and:
deportment of Wieland ! Such, in his-
fallen state, were the aspect and guise:
of my brother! .

“Carwin did not fail to recognize the:
visitant. Care for his own safety was.
apparently swallowed up’in the amaze-
ment which this spectacle produeed.
His station was conspicuous, and he
could not have escaped the roving
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Thy life is demanded as a sacrifice.
Prepare thee to die. Make not my
 office difficult by fruitless op position.
Thy prayers might subdue stones ; but
none but he who enjoined my purpose
can shake it.” :

These words were a sufficient expli-
“cation of the scene. The nature of his
phrenzy, as described by myv uncle,
was remembered. I who had sought
death, was now thrilled with horror
because it was near. DBeath in this
form, death from the hand of a brother,
was thought upon with indescribable
repugnance..

In a state thus verging upon mad-
ness, my eye glanced upon Carwin.
His astonishment appeared to bave
struck him motionless and dumb. My
life was in danger, and my brother’s
hand was about to be imbrued in my
blood. I firmly believed that Carwin
was the instigation. I could rescue
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me from this abborred fate; I could
dissipate this tremendous illusion; I
could save my brother from the perpe-
tration of new horrors, by pointing out
the devil who seduced him ; to hesitate
a moment was to perish. These
thoughts gave strength to my limbs,
and energy to my accents: Istarted
on my feef. §

<O brother ! spare me, spare thy-
self: There is thy betrayer. He coun-
terfeited the voice and face of an angel,
for the purpose of destroying thee and
me. He has this moment confessed it.
He is able to speak where he is not.
He is leagued with hell, but will not
avow it; yet he confesses that ihe
agency was his.’

My brother turned slowly hls _eyes,
and fixed them upon Carwin. Every
joint in the frame of the latter trem-
bled. His complexion was paler than

~a ghost’s.  His eye dared not meet that
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of Wieland, but wandered withan air of
distraction from one space to another.

- Man,” said my brother, ina voice-
totally unlike that which he had used
to me, ““what art thou ? The charge
has been made. Answer it. The
visage —the voice—at the bottom of
these stairs—at the hour of eleven—
To whom did they belong? To thee?”
Twice did Carwin attempt to speak;
but his words died away upon his lips..

"My brother resumed inatoneof greater.
vehemence— '

« Thou falterest; faltering is omi--
nous; say yes or no: one word will
suffice ; but beware of falsehood. Was-
it a stratagem of hell to overthrow my-
family ? Was thou the agent?”

T now saw that the wrath which had
been prepared for me wasto be heaped
upon another. The tale that I heard:
from him, and his present trepidations,
were abundant testimonies of his guilt.
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manded silence, in a tone furious and
terrible. My lips closed, and my
- tongue refused its office.

- ““ What art thou ?”” he resumed, ad-
dressing himself to Carwin. ““ Answer.
me ; whose form—whose voice—was
it thy contrivance? Answer me.”

The answer was now given, but con-
fusedly and scarcely articulated. 1
meant nothing—1I intended no ill—if I
- understand—if I do not mistake you—
‘it is too true—I did appear—in the
entry—did speak. 'The contrivance
was mine, but—"’ )

These words were wo sooner uttered,
than my brother ceased to wear the
same aspect. His eyes were downcast:
he was motionless : his respiration be-
eame hoarse, like that of a man i the
agonies of death. Carwin seemed un-
able to say more. He might have
easily escaped, but the thought which
occupicd him related to what was
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CHAP. V.

A rew words more and I lay aside
the pen for ever. Yet why should I
not relinquish it now ? All that I have
said is preparatory to this scene, and
-my fingers, tremulous and cold as my
heart; refuse any further exertion.
This must not be. Let my last energies
support me in the finishing of this
task. 'Then will'I lay down my head
in the lap of death. Hushed will beall
my murmurs in the sleep of the grave.

Every sentiment has perished in my
bosom. Even friendship is extinct.
Your love for me has prompted me to
this task ; but I would not have com-
- plied if it had not been a luxury thus
to feast upon my woes. [T have justly
. calculated upon myremnant of strength.
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. CHAP WL &

- My right hand, grasping the unseen
knife, ‘was still disengaged. It was
lifted to stnke. All my strength was
exhausted, but what wes sufficient to
the performan(,c of this deed. Already
was the energy awakened, and the im-
pulse given, that should bear the fatal
steel to his heart, when—: Wieland
shrunk back : his hand was withdrawn.:
- Breathless with affright and despera-

tion, I stood, freed from his- grasp,
unassailed, untouched -
controled the scene forbor e to in
fere ; but now his mlght was mesxst-
ible, and Wieland in a moment was
disarmed of all his purposes. A voice,
louder than human organs could pro-
duce, shriller than language can de- '
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i fcﬁﬁAP'. VIII.

{ IVrzt(en ﬂzree years after the Soregoing, and:
dated at Montpellzer ol

3L IMAGINED that I had for ever laid
aside the pen; and that I should take
: up my abode m thls part of the world
wab of all eyenfs the lcast pwbau
e ieved to bc acco =

: 5peedy termination of my hfg with ﬂw
fullest confidence, -

Suxcl} I bhad xeasou to l}e of

tion of my fxame that to 1
"‘1mposuble even though I had ardemly
H3 :
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husband, persuaded her to concealment ;
but théfo;‘lﬁiﬂ@&beiﬂg dead, and the latter
~ being o,u“t‘;bf the kingdom, she ventur-
ed to produce Mrs. Stuart’s letter, and
to communicate her own knowledge of
the treachery of Maxwell. She had
previously extorted from her, guest a
promise not pursue anyﬁkscheme of
vengeance ; but this promise was made
;whlle ignorant of the full extent of
[axwell’s depravity, and his passion
refused to adhere to it.

At this time my uncle and I resided
at Avignon, Among the English re-
s dent there, and with w hom we»mam-'
tained a social intercourse, was Max-
we]l This man’s talents and ad;lress* .

uncle and myself. He ha
~‘ed me his band in marriag 1 :
being refused, he had sought and
btimed perm15510n to contmue Wlth

=

i 9 "r\‘:
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a legal marriage was impossible, no
doubt his views were flagitions.
Whether he had relinquished these
views I was unable to judge.

~He was one in a large circle at a
villa in the environs, to which I had
likewise . been .invited, when Stuart
‘ abiuptl‘y entered the apartment. Ie
was recogpized with genuine satisfac-
tion by me, and with seeming pIeasure
by Maxwell In a short tlme, some
affair of moment being pleadcd which
required an immediate and exclusive
interview, Maxwell and he w1thdr§§,
together. Stuart and my uncle had
been knmown to ecach other in the
German army ; and the purpose con-
templated the former in this long
and hasty Jﬁ@hﬁey was confided to his
old friend. o

A deﬁance was given and received,
and the banks of a rivulet, about a
league from the city, was selected as
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‘the scene of this contest. My uncle,
having exerted himself ia vain to pre-
vent an hostile meeting, consented to
attend them as a surgeon.—Next
morning at sun-rise was the time
chosen.

I returned early in the evening to my
lodgings. Preliminaries being settled
between the combatants, Stuart had
consented to spend the evening with
ug, and did not retire till late. On
the way to his hetel he was exposed
to no molestation, but just ‘as he
‘stepped within the portico, a swarthy
and malignant figure started from
behind a column, and plunged astiletto
into his body.

i The author of this treason could not :
certainly be" discovered; but the
details communicated by Stuart, re-
specting the history * of Maxwell,
naturally pointed him out as an object

- of suspicion. No one expressed more
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concern on account of this disaster
than he; and he pretended an ardeni
zeal to vindicate his character from
the aspersions that were cast upon it.
Thenceforth, however, I denied myself
to his visits; and shortly after he
dlsappeared from this scene.

ew possessed more estimable quali-
ties, and a beiter title to happiness
- and the tranquil honours of long life,
than the mother and father of Louisa
Conway: yet they were cut off in the
bloom of their days; and their destmy
was thus accomplished by the same
hand. Maxwell was the instrument
of their destruction, though the instru-
ment was apphed to this end in so

different a manuer. ; —
I leave you to moralize on this tale,

That virtue should become the vietim
of treachery is, no doubt, a mournful
consideration; but it will not escape
your notice, that the evils of whieh






