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not confent to r;fde at .the manfion of Sir
Edmund. . Under thefe circumftamves F
ventured to addrefs her : my particular at-
- tentions were the talk of the whole county,
«and fame had more ‘than once privately
married us; but a fad rever®e awaited on
'fecurity Sit Edmund was fond of hunt-
ing; purﬁnng his favorite amufement, he
,fel from his horfe, fra@ured his fkull, and
was brought home lifelefs. Every endea-
vour was made to find a will, but the fearch
was fruitles—Sit. Edmund had died in-
teftate. One of his diftant relations, whofs
enmity to him' was notorious, took -pol-
feflion of  his whole eftate; and deter=
mined to fatiate the vengehncc he could
not ‘execute on the father, on the head cf
- the' defencelels daughter. IEdmunda had
- now to learn the bitter tatk of humility. Her
forrow was tumultuous.  She flill expected
to be treated as an heirefs; but the conduc
of the few friends fhe had made, foon gave
her to underftand that her forcunes were
altered.  Fortunately for me, as "I then
thought, I had not pyblicly made any pre-

2 2 - tenfions.
P T







MODERN LIFE, ST g,

fwer. T then entteated her to admlt me ;
but the fame filence prevaxlmg, a dreadful
'prefenmnent of what had paffed ruthed
upon my mind, and, in a fit of defperation,
I burft open the dodr with my foor.  Gra-
c10us heaven! what a figllt of horron ! Ed-
munda lay on the ﬁoor bathed in blood.
She had cug the arteries of her-arm; a ri--
band was tied in a noofe round her neck,
by which it appeared the firlt would have put
a period. to her exiftence by firangulation.
. During a week I was infenfible to all that
paffed. The coroner had brought in a ver-
dié&t of lupacy; and the unfortunate Ed-
munda had been, by order of my fteward,
privately interred in the parith-church,  As
foon as the fift fhock was in fome meafure
. weakened, aletter was brought me: it was
from the woman I had deftroyed. Her
waiting-maid found it in the ¢ Nouvelle
- Heloife,” and placed in that part where St
Preux defends the a& of fuicide.”

Clavill took a lettc;:r from his pocket~

%, Book—
(3
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book—fhudcfered—-dropped a tear, and’
read as follows :

¢ Ix the moment of determined felf~
deftruction, do T trace thefe lines. - T cannog
live, that {cqrn may point the finger at me ;-
but it is neceffary that I attribute my death |
to him who caufed it. - Clavill,syou are 7oz
the man ;—no, it was my father ; my tender, |
‘my indulgent father; who lived but upon’
my finiles ; who was wretched when 1 was |
from his fight: ke caufed me to lift my
hand againft myfelf : e, and be alone, was |
! the author of my death. T was young and
beautiful = I fpeak not this from vanity ; all’
vanity - with me is paft—my different ac-
_quircments were the theme of panegyric,
and Edmunda Nugent was looked up to
as a being of a fuperior order. My father
- thought no pains, no expenfe, too great to |
enlarge my mind, or adorn my perfon : he
gave me a talte for luxary, gratified my
every wifh, and repigved me for not form-
ing mbre.  He dies: [ am illegitimate; a:
ftranger.
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> ¢ £
ing?—I ‘guefs the cxrcumf’cancc—you o |
lieved bim from prifon.” ;

bury, ¢ to deny 1r. I make itia 1ule to '
vific the different places of conﬁnemem, |
and fetgat hberry the unfortunate debtorsf
detained for fmall fuims. I was pafiin
through the King’s Benchewhen the fade
form of Clavill glided by me: fhocked af
his appearance, followed and offcred. hu :

nie be{’tow my bounty on tmore defervm
obje&s. From that moment 1 refolved tof

t‘hc price of hIS ranfom, ‘and 1 w 11hnglv

gave it, as I could by that meas reltorel
a penitent offender to the world.” &

¢ Eight hupdred pounds!” exclfumedf !
Forefter; ¢ good heavens ! can you i
congcile your generofity and your prudencelfl
X"Verc your fortune greater, and you havely
eften told me itwas limited——" -
. : « Liflenf
o ¢ ;
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page that rolls upon the “four aces: I ex-
pend my ill-gotten wealth in 1ellcv1ng,,thc
poor debtor from the horrors of confine-
ment, or feek out modeft worth that fhrinks
from the idea of obhga.uon —You have
now my hiftery.” ;

Surprife and veneration had kept Forefter
fo long filent; at length, while the tears
ftood in his eyes, he exclaimed, ¢¢ Hartle-
bury, you are above praife—never did I
believe the exiftence of fo much virtue.”

« 1 am forry for that,” replied Hartle-
bury; ¢ for I muft then conclude, that
there are few who know how to be happy :
but do you not think me a monopolift of
pleafure, when I do not communicate to
the world the fecret by which I have {ecured
my own approbation > ‘

¢« Ah!” faid Forefter with a mournful
fmile, “ few, 1 fear, profit by it. How
long has Clavill been liberated »”

« Juft two days prior to the difcovery of
Apfley’s unfortunatg delufion—I had beena
conﬁgerablc gainer fome time before—had

not
¢
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no need df pecuniary“inducements. But'!
den’t, pray don't, be too angry with him;
perhaps he may fee his folly, and"repent;
that is my father’s only hope. My' aunt s
very violent; fhe {ays fhe is fure that I
fhould neyer have expofed my relations in
fuch a manner: yet if the poor old lady
knew as much as you “and 1, fhe would
have little reafon to thank my ﬂeadmefs"
1f you fhould fee Cuthbert, my dear Mr

Forefter, do pray tell him how much we are
all grieved. Say that my father will break i
his heart, and that even I muft no longer
defend’ him. I received your letter fome
weeks ago: I fhould certainly have an-

fwered it, if Cuthbert had not prevented me,_z
by faying that he fhould write himfelf, o
otherwife you would be too much alarmed.|
I dare fay fhe was then courting him to doj
all the mifchief. I mean to atk my fatheﬁ
perméffion to go up to London, in order to
find out Cuthbert, and tell him in what dif-

trefs his flight ¢has involved us. I hope
m‘g_aum will allow me to depart alone;|
for
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mention @it; if I dide {hould foon be, a;
my milteels fays, a paby monten myfelf?
~ Sinclair could not refrain from cafling an
eye over the party. - His aunt was {eated
on the front ¢f the hearfe, and Kitty cloFe’
by her, én all the majelly of mud. Tbe
cherry-colored and yellow gowns folmed".‘g?
lndicrous contraft to the fuufereal hue of ¢l
attendants, three in number, who were feated
behind, Sinclair fhared the box with the:
driver. T
« Well,” fobbed Mifs M<Allifter, if1
once could revifit my penates, never would
I quitthem more. Always fome finifter ac-|
cident!  Who would ever have imagined|
that any of the name of M¢Allifter would|
have been reduced to fuch freights? I
proteft I am a downright memento moti;|
and then {uch a rigor pervades my whbl‘c"‘{
frame, that a'Siberian winter were a° tomd
zone lo it.” .
Sinclair renewed his propofal of feeking
a'chaife. He gave half.a- guinea to one of‘
: the

-
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| the attendants, and begged him to’lend his
‘horfle, which was tied behind the heatfe,,
the. badnefs of the road preventing any
fater progrefs than a very flow trot. His
aunt_confented, with dx’Pﬁcuhy, to his ab-
fcncc, but the hopes of a better o vehicle J
reconciled her to the idea. bmcl;ur was
out of fightin a moment.

§The hearfe flowly dragged along; and
Kitty, afraid of filence, begged the driver
{to inform her what lady he was conveying

to her long home ?
| ““ No lady at all,” replied the man ; ‘it
i§ 2 gentleman I am to carry to London.”

¢ A centleman !’ exclaimed Mifs M¢Al-
liter. ¢ Lord blefs me! and Sinclair
wanted me to go in the infide !’

¢ Why, 1 don’t think he’d do you much
harm, madam,” faid the driver; ¢ he’s
"qmct enough now ; God knows what he
will be.” :
| Kitty inquired his name; but the man
| refufed to fatisfy her curiofity, :
S8 Tonevertells a > fecret;? faid “he's

¢ bt

)

)
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<€ but foefar I'll inform you, that I don’|
believe the gentleman in the hearfe had.
fis equal in England for fpirit; “and he‘
was {o ftrong, that if he took twenty chapy
by the head, hc’d éet them fpinning llkc
L tops.” ¢ S
<« A p¥rfe@ Milo!” obferved erSL ‘Al
lifter. i

gesyics ma’am,” faid the man, 0ot un.
derftanding her fapient remark, * he ha%
often tript up the heels of Mendoza; !
deadly ftrong, fpirited Ha! by _]mgo,'“
there they are' look, Peter, the rafcals arC'
upon us!—To horfe, to horfe!” ; : :"

The men defcended with fwiftnefs from
their elevated firuation, mounted théir.
. fteeds, while he who had lent bis to Sin-#
clair, unharnefled one from the hearfe, and |
all fet off at a full gallop. |

“ Now the confummation of our dlf‘
afters has taken place,” faid Mifs M-ALY
iftef ; ¢¢ the fates can do no more; we ate
marked by the hand of mlsfomme.” :
« Poor Kitty fepeated her paternofter.  §
° : Thc

€ o
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Kitty. “9f we muft e killed, Ibeg of | |
yeu to be as long about it as yaoidn: If
you only come for the gentleman in the i
coffin, I can aflure you I know nothing‘
about lnm, and that® I am innocent of Al
his crlmes‘ . _— ~";

 Aye, aye,” faid one of the men if
blue, « we’ll foon fee what ithe gentleman
is made of.” And opening the door of the
hearfe, he fwore he would be bound it was
as good French brandy as.ever was tipped.
over tongue.

¢¢ So you think then, you fir, in the red
gown%v added he, ¢ that we did not trace
this all the way from Devonfhire: we keep -
a pretty fhaf’p look-out. And fo you have
put on petticoats, and be hanged to ye""
bat I’ll tell you what, you are both oLd of-
fenders; I fee that with half an eye. ;

¢ Indeed,” replied Mifs M‘Allifter, “you 1
are right when you call us old; nay, I be-
lieve and know that we are both fad fin-
ners; yet I dont remember that T ever de-
= fraudcd
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rfer me to lmoex a taldy‘* vxéhm to your

crualty.” %
She tore open her drefs, and expofed
her bofom. Cuthbert was vanquifhed, he

fell at her feet, vowed implicit obediencer

to all her wihes; and feaning lelt her de-

{pair might tempt her to fome fatal a&t, he

affumed an air of gaiety foreigneto his hearr,

and endeavoured to perfuade her that his

anger was wholly levelled at himfelf.

Emily, with all the cunning attached 10
the charatter of a finifhed coquet, had |

cafily developed the feclings of her lover.

Reflection, heknew, muft be carefully guard-

ed againft. To the tumultuous fcenes of

pleafure his mind had no propenfigy; nor

did (he with much to .expofe herfelf to co‘n—':

tempt, at places where fhe was formerly

received with far different fenfanor's. Thist
fhame arofe from pride—not principle; fhe |
therefore, refolved to put all her: arts in

praétice to render home agreeable to Cuth-

bert.* Her efforcs gwere fuccefsful fome-

times g fometimes gay, but never licen-
tious,
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fhrink, painfully (hrmk from the touch of
1felf-reproach to weep my errors is all that
is left me ; to repdir them is impoffible.
¢ Some months pror to our marriage, a
young man, gified, as I falfely thought,
with the beft of hearts, after an acquam!o
ance of many years, took ad&antagc of &
weak momeht, and I became unworthj :
of the hand you proffered. I never loved
my feducer : fpare me on this head : I de-
ferve humiliation, but cannot bearto wound
my own bofom. Pride came to my aid—a
falfe pride. I withed to hide my fhame
from a pitilefs world, and became really
guilty, by becoming your wife. A fate of.
mind, little thort of madnefs, fucceeded my |
union with you. ¥ left you, for I was un-
worthy to be yours. T could not bear to
liften to lavith profeffions of love, from the®
~man_1 had fo much injured. But who
ought to be the objeét of your anger? 1
am contented  to {'uﬂ"er, but ‘let vengeancé
allo fall on the author of my mifery: lee i

it fall on the wretch wha deccives you: 191{
: ey
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have none.” \Vuh tlfefe avords, romﬁer
fullen]y walked away, leaving Meredith a
prey to conﬂdmg@pa[ﬁons. s
Emily’s triumph Gas almoft compléftc.
The man the moft hated, and a hutban%
the defplfed, were, by_he’i fuccefsful arts,
completely eftranged from each other, AI-.‘
though her temper was violent, fhe could,
when fhe gave way to' refleétiofs, forma
Juft notion of the human heart. She knew
that Mexedlth loved her to dotage, pl‘lQI‘ to
her elopement ; and as {he had ﬁudled s
charalter for many years, fhe knew that
little art was neceffary to work upon his
feelings. - It never once oceurred t_o__;her:‘
that her hufband would again receive her
into favor : fhe kneW that to be impoffible :
he was too much a man of the world: but
fhe was convinced of his attachment 3 rldj-
relying upon it, wrote the penitent lettet,
well knowing that Mereduh 5 1mpetuohty
would fcorn the dlc’tates of reafon, and that.

his 1ntag0m{’c was a man of £00 much fplr!t
paucnt}v

L)
;
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patiently to fuffer réproach. In this fhe
had nearly fdiled. Forefter, pitying the
folly of his challepger, had borne his i in-
veéhves, as far as it was in man to- bear.
Had Meredith’s hlart foftened but an in-
» ftaac f{ooner, an explanation might have
taken’place, dnd all been amicably ad-
jufted : but now the die was caft, and a
falfe pride prevented either party from
making any advances to reconciliation.
Forefter, though a man of refleétion and
principle, permitted paffion to diffolve the
influence of both. He would not truft
himf¢lf to .think on the promife he had
made of mecting the colonel in a duel—
the term by which a premeditated murder
is fan&ioned : he drove away the 1dea, and
only thought how to reftore Cuthbert to
his forrowing friends. To effet this, he
put in pratice every art in his power :. at
length, he was neceffitated to fend an ad-
vertifement to the public prints, defcribing
bis perfon, and inviting him to setyrn t0
iy 15 his
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¢
prefled and honeft “delstor.  Forefter, in
return, related all that had paffcd between
Meredith and h1m§c}ff Hartlebury could

not contain his mdlg?anon he declared
that the colonel fhould make every apb- -
fogy for hig ungemlemanhke outrage; ‘ande
would that moment have gone in {garch of »
him, had not Forefter infifted, with vehe-
mence, that as Meredith had wantonly pro-
voked the duel, he muft anfwer for the con-

fequence. He confefled that he well knew
the atrocity of the a& he was about to com-
mit, but his injuries muft plead his excufe.
Hartlebury, though he poflefled an intimate

knowledge of mankind, was here guilty of

an overfight. Inftead of giving way to the

burft of paflion, he gppofed its currenr, by

argument, till Forefter was worked to fuch
a pitch of frenzy, that he vowed his in-
juties could never be wathed away, but |
by the blood of his challenger. He
then requeited Hartlebury to take wupon
him the office®of fecond, if neceffary;

wnllmg to prevcnt mifchief, he acqui-
efced, :

{35
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3.

efced, and _1)701'cﬁer"propofed introducing
him to Mr. Apfley. They proceeded to
Swyllow Street, afld bad no fooner knocked
at the door, than,a fhabby-looking man
Rame up to them, and begged to know if
they had not advertifed a yourly gentleman
who had run away? Forefter, overjoyed,
begged him to come in. Mr. Apfley and
his fifter-in-law had taken a thort ride into
‘the country, for the benefit of the air; but
Sinclair was.fitting in the parlour. The
man, after fome hefitation, and cautioufly
inquiring when ‘and in what manner the
 fifty guineas were to be paid for his inform-
ation, declared, that a fhore time before,
~ a young gentleman had come to his houfe,
_in Southwark, and éired a {fmall garret, at
the rate of eighteen-pence a week : the
gentleman was tall, with light blue eyes,
and flaxen hair; he was very Routly made,
but appeared ill and deje@ed. 2“1 faw
from the firft,” fald the man, ¢ that fome-
thing was wrongifh, and though as how he
wanted to efcape from a baily, for he kept

4 v % clofe,
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. fwered to his lodéer, he had applied. IF
it had ‘been to;brmg him 1nto trouble, he
would have fecornell fich an attion ; bur
it could be no harm go reftore him to friends.

. willing to forgive him.

® ’I’hc"mzm received the thank$ of all for

* his humanity ; and as no doubt could be
entertained, from the accuracy of the de-
feription, but that bis lodger was the Jong-
lot Cuthbert, a confultation was held in
what manner to condu& the interview with
his father. Sinclair however, recolleing.
that his brother was probably perifhing with.

hunger, infifted upon immediately proceed-
.ing to Southwark. Vithout farther delay
~ the whole party prepared to fet off ; but
while Sinclair was looking for his hat, Mr..
Apﬂey and his fifter-in-law drove to the
" door. Sinchir, not able to contain his
rapture, inconfiderately exclaimed, ¢ Oh,
my dear fir, we have found my brother !”
Mr. Apfley bord the mtelhgencc with
»more fortitude than was expered ; he in-
ﬁﬁed upon hearmg the whole account, and
E while
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while he deplored the ‘erroys of his child,
which had reduced him to fuch extreme
wretchednefs, he ffid that no word pf re-
proach thould farther gvound the {ufferer.
In this opinion he was joined by Mifs
M-<Alliftef, who, weeping, at the ldea of
the heir to Sir Gilbert Pothermgham being '
reduced to mifery, declared, that, had fhe
forefeen the accident, fhe would}have put
an elixir of her own compofition in her |
pocket, which was fovereign in cafes of a
weakened ftomach. It was with difficulty
fhe could be perfuaded to ftay at home
herfelf, or permit Mr. Apfley to proceed to
Southwark ; but he was peremprory ; he |
knew that Cuthbert loved him, and, once
affured of his forgivenefs, would return to
his forfaken home. He meant to greet him
with the fmile of paternal affection, and '
even treat his follies with an affected lcvxty,
refervmg more ferious admonition till the
afflicted youth thould Be able to bear it. A

hackney coach was called, and the wholec
py
€ .
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room he ftretched Sut one hand, and with °
the other covered his face. (The proffered /
hand was eagerly grafped by the truly af- -
fettionate brother. ¢
, « How do you do, Cuthbert : 2 faid he.
¢ Don’t gou know your old friends,® Fo,,
refter and all? Cheer up, my mén, and,
deuce take all forrow ; my heart is as light
as a feather—won’t you be as happy as I
am ?”—He wiped a tear from his eye.
 You may be happy,” faid Cuthbext
¢¢ for your heart acquits you of crime; but
what muft be my feelings, when I reflect
upon the forrows I have caufed my father,
and the injuftice I have done you ” :

7 Aye', aye,” cried Sinclair ; ¢ we'll talk
about all that fome other time—on a long
evening at Elm Grove when I wanta nap
-—take my arm—Ilean harder, that’s my .
good fellow ; 1 long to fee you out of this ‘
cobwabby palace : my aunt fhall boil tapi- :
oca, and make decofions of bark; that
will pleafe her,“and fet you on your legs as,
flout as ever.” i

‘ 2 , Cuth--
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who beheld, with amazement, that one
was exactly like the other.

¢ Thisis extraprdinary,” cried the ma-
jor.” ¢ Can Mr. Fouefter fpeak ? 1 hope
] fervently hope? he is not dead.”
- & He is not. yer dedad,?’ faid the fur-
geon? ¢ but Whether he will ever fpeak
again [ much doubt——the wound is mot-
_tal”? Seen

¢ Can he be removed ?’ faid Hartle-
bury. :

The anfwcf was affirmative.

<ol et bimathen,>. Fadded s he, & be
conveyed to my lodgings in Rathbone
Place.” ;

The chaife was in waiting.  Forefter
bad fainted from lofs of blood, and in
that ftate was conveyed to the lodgings of
his friend. = Meredith and Molyneux,
fearlefs of the confequences, requefted
permiffion to attend them, and having ob-
tained it, they haftily walked to London.
~—When arrived at Rathbone Place, the
furgeon mict them at the door. He faid,

VOL. 1L, T 5 that
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that although Mr. Forefler had reco-
vered his fenfes and voice, no hope could
pofiibly be entertained o his life. He ad-
vifed Meredith ‘to "fly, with all pofiible

fpeed, ‘as Lord Arrowfworth, who had
that mom®nt arrived, might, from th‘é af-¢
feftion he bore his protegé, ftrain’ every
nerve to punifh the author of his death.

Meredith, without anfwering, abruptly
entered the houfe, and requefted that he
might once more behold Foxefter.

Hartlebury, who was much furprifed at
the ftrange circumftance of the miniature,
ordered him to be admitted. He entered
the room, and approached the couch on
which the dying youth lay extended—
Lord Arrowfworth ®was fupporting his
head. An angry glance from that noble-
man greeted his entrance.

¢ T underftand you, my Lord,” faid
Meredith, ¢ and you may believe me,
when T affure you that 1 would not intrude
were niot intrufion neceffary. I wilk: to ela-?
cidate a point of the utmoft importance.—
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Mr. Forefter, th‘ough you cannot forgive
me, at leaft have the candor to tell me,

it )'011 knew tho original of thefe minia-

-

tures ey

* He held them towards him—but a {ud-
defi pang, too fevere for endurance at that
moment, caufed Forefter to faint away.

«“ Why, fir,” faid Lord Arrowfworth,
angrily, ¢ ‘will you torment the man you
have mjured ok %

¢¢ ‘Behold ;hefe miniatures, my Lord—
they exaétly réfemble each other; one is
my property, and the other was this morn-
ing taken from. the ncck of Mr. -Fo-
refter.” :

L.ord ‘Arrowfworth took the miniatures;
he beheld them for a moment; then,

farting, he cried— -

¢ Oh, God! oh, God! what a friking
1e£'emblance'~fay—-v&hat was the namie of
the original” i
¢ Her name *was Mlddlcwxch, g
1 Lord.”
< And you AT i % :
L 2 Steter
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¢ Her fon.” £y

“ Speak again, and drive me to djftrac-
tion,” faid his Lordﬂnp ¢ Weere you ‘born
at Rome?? ”

¢ I was not, my Lord; T never kncw
my mothcr 1 was removed from her care
when an infant by Mr., Meredith, the half
brother of Admiral Allmgham, whofe {on
I am. My father died at fea, and Mr.
Mereditl’s fondnefs towards me " was fo
great, that he allowed me to ‘take his name,
and every body bcheved me to owe my
birth to him; which opinion was ftrengthe
enctl by his leaving me the whole of his
immenfe property in England, befides his
eftates in the Weft Indies. This fecret I
have carefully kept frém every body except
my wife. I had no referve to her. I
fhould not have known it myfelf had not
my father by adoption left a paper be-
hind hlm, difclofing the whole affair—
How a copy of this picture, which I have
worn from a child, fhould fall into the ¢

hands of Mr. Foreﬁer, I am ignorant—
unlefs

@
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unlefs——oh, gravious Heaven ! the thought
is too horrible to be entertained.”

By the affiftance of the furgeon, Fow
zefter was reftored tova fenfe of exiftence.
Lord Atrowfworth flowly arofe from the
eodch, and,. kneelmg by the fide of xt, he
{oftly’ faid— v :

- ¢ My dear Forefter—tell ‘me—whofe
picture is this?”

s¢ Oh, my mother!” fighed Forefter—
% my revered mother ! let me once more
embrace your refemblance.”

“ Hold!” raved Lord Arrow{worth,—
% Were you born at Rome?” >

¢ L wass”> :

¢¢ And your father’s name was=——"

¢« My father!” scontinued Forefter—
“ yes, I was this evening to lave em-
braced him—¢’en now, perhaps, fhould I
have been preparing for the interview—
never—never fhall I {ee him—oh, my heart
foreboded this!” » ‘

¢ Were you to have {€en your fatfxer at

L3 : M. -

2
& 3
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Mr. Crefwell’s this evex’hng"’ demanded
his Loxdﬂnp, with a look of horror. : A
« I was.” @ sl -~ hikg

% Oh, my fon—mY r;gurdcred fon—em-
brace your father! and fay—can you for<
give him, for trging you, an unwxlﬁ’ng
vi&im, to deﬁrué‘tlonP——Myﬁerlous Pro-
vidence! We were to have met this day
—oh, mifery! is it hus we meet $? -

He flung himfelf again on his knees,
and feized the hand of the dying youth.—
Hartlebury haftened to his Lordfhip’s af
fiftance, while the furgeon compelled ‘Fo-
refter to fwallow a cordial. - His fenfes did
not fail him, and an explanation, fudden as
unexpetted, took place. :

Agony was paintedson the countenance
of Lord Arrowfiworth,. whlle his fon's ex-
hibited a ferene’ ref’gnauon Han]ubmy,
whofe feelings were almoft too fevere for
endurance, fat at a fmall diftance from the
couch, while Mercdlth, with a {mile of

honor contemplated his dying brother, '
and

a
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and feemed to fevolve fome dark defign
in’ hxs minds  Forefter’s wound now grew
acutely painful; but his eyes flill gleamed
with their nan_vc,ﬁxt, while he addreffed
“Lord Arrowfworth’ by the endearing name’
, oft father. - His Lordihip bent @ver him in
filen? grief. He now lamented his pride—
2 pride that had warped his better reafons
he beheld his fon a vi¢tim to falfe honor—
\ a viktim to obedience—a father had forced
his.child to- the field, where he had fallen
by the hands of his brother..
Such are the evils of illegitimacy ¥
Forefter now felt that the hand of death:
was on him; he beckoned the furgeon ;
¢« Do not deceive me, fir,” faid he.~
¢« Will this wound terminate my exift-
ence y
The furgeon kept a fignificant filence.
¢ I underftapd you, firr, How many
hours may I yet linger in pain?”
¢ I fear, fir,”faid the furgeon, ¢ that
by the evening you will Be paft the fenfe
offpain. e ® !
] L 4 3 Tord
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Lord Arrow{worth deeply _groaned. —
Hartlebury hid his face in his handker~
chief, and Meredith gioomily fmued
—Forefter prefented “a paper to Hartle-
bury : it contained fome direflions, wrmen'
the evening’ before, He then feized the
hand of his father. :

¢ That paper,” faid he, ¢ contains my
laft wifhes: yet let me do an a& of juf-
tice, and well employ the few remaining
moments of life. I have faved a poor
woman from mifery : my death will again
involve her. She was a fervant of my
mother; fhe nurfed me in my infancy:
let me once more fee her, that I may ré=
commend her to your protection,” :

Hartlebury was going to objet; but the-
furgeon whifpered, that the flighteft con-
tradiction might haften the awful moment;
and the fervant was difpatched for Mrs. ;
Thomas.

Forefter now ﬁxed his eyes on Mere-_
mth '
o1 Do '



MODERN LIFE, 9251

“ Do you yet balieve me guilty, my
brother ? (for; that fuch you are, thefe mi--
niaturzs but too well teftify.) T am inno-~
cens, of what I am accufed. Speak kindly
then to me, and, if neceﬂ'ary, accept my
: forg}venefs
% Brother I” exclaimed Meredith.—
“ Brother [—yes—worthy am I of the
title! wretch that I am! Bur I will not
- give way to womanith complaint. Inno-

cent!  Why fhould you be fo? It were
.proper—it would crown this {cene of hor-
ror, if you had feduced your brother’s
wife. No crime had then been wanting,
and the attendant evils of baftardy -had
been complete.”

2 Speak not thus,” faid Forefter, in-a
languid voice, ¢ but give me your hand,
my brother.”

 Oh, vile Emily—this is thy work!”
exclaimed Meredith. :

« Emily—" faintly repeated Forefter—
“ oh, moft true—fhe bade me think on
her when an,unexpeéed ftorm burft upon

L5 ) my
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my head ; too well [ fechthat her prophetic
threat 1s falfilled.” 3 i

~“ And I am a fratrjcide ! Cuifed be

“the hour when firft auy eyes opened t8 the
light of day! May the Author of my
being eterpally e’ O e

“ Hold !” cried Foreftet, with. fetarn- ,
ing firength—¢¢ hold I” (he half raifed

B from the couch.) ¢ Curle not—

withhold the dread, the unnatural® execra-

tion !—From my foul do I forgive you my
death—nay, my brother, I thank you for
it.—My father—~may happinefs be yours;
and may Heaven alleviate the pangs you
feel ! may it, likewife, pardon the errors
of a mifgnided——my head fwims—
bleffings on i ‘
The unhappy youth funk backwards—a
convulfive thivering feized his limbs, and,:
while his mother’s name trembled on his

Yips, he expired. :

A filence of fome minutes enfued-an»
awfal horror reigned in the bofom of all;,

but Meredith approached tae body, fur-
- veyed

©
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veyed it with atention, and again the
{fmile of defperation gave a gloomy fero-
city fo his featpres. At this moment
a feeble voice was heard to exclaim—
¢ Where is he? where is he? let me fee

. him> once more” — and Mrs,, Thomas,
fupported by @ fervant, entered the room. -

« It is all over now, . @dWard ” faid
Hartlebury, in a low vo;,c,c < Comrcy
the poor woman away.”

‘But the had overheard him : {hc raifed
her eyes towards the fofa, and, fpringing
from the footman, by an effort of defpair,
fhe reached the fpot where lay extended
the pale corpfe’ of her benefattor. ﬁut»_
-when fhe beheld his eyes fixed, and his
features ghaﬂly in death, fhe uttered the
méft piercing fhricks :

_ << Ob, that ever I thould live to fee this-
day !” cried the. ¢ My dear, dear bene--
faGor! What villain, what monfer in a :
human form, could lift his hand againft:
the mildeft of God’s creatures? Oh!:-he

1.6 would

2
9
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would not have hurt a%worm! He was
{o kind, fo good, fo charitable! I hoped
to have ended my days under his roof.
Litdle did I think I°thould ever have'had
to cry over his grave ! p? y %

Hartleury would have. removed“hers
from the melancholy feene.” He obferved, ,
that her complﬁnts would but augment the |
grief of her benefa&orq neareft fnends.

« 1 will not go,” cried fhe; “ never,
never will T leave him. Friends! why
did not his friends prevent his death?— |
- Poor, fweet young man ! he had no friends,
though he deferved a thoufand—he had
no father to advife him, or ke would ne-
ver have come to this untimely end.”

The furgeon  now attempted to remove |
‘her, but, finking on her knees, (he clafp- .
ed her withered arms round one of the #
feet of the corple, which hung over the
fofa. * 8
“ I will not go,”oraved fhe: ¢ (hame
on you all! How do 1 know but that yOB
are thg murderers ?”. :
1o 2 ; Lord
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Lord Arrowéworth could fcarcely bear
the fcene.  Meredith continued wrapped
in gloomy thought.

- *¢ Helives! heiives! he is not dead "’
cried - the grateful mourner. — ¢ Here !
kere ! feel his hand—itis nos cold—no—
no=&it is not cold ;” and fhe attempted
to chafe it between hers. =

s It is all in vain,” faid Lord Arrow{-
worth ; ¢ the unhappy young man is no
more: take comfort ; you have loft a
friend in him—you fhall find one in his |
father.”

¢ His father !’ fcreamed fhe. - Oh,
yes, it is, indeed ! —Mr. Hewardine—
Mr. Hewardine l—though you have come
too late to fave him, God will forgive
“your neglett of him when alive, fo you
but purfue his murderers.”

¢ That tatk be mine,” faid Meredlth
1 vow, folemnly vow, that #n exem-
plary vengeancedhall overtake them.”

@

The
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The poor woman ir;m'fediately‘recog-
nifed the colonel. :
- ¢ Do you fay {0?” gxclaimed fhe:
« and will you really keep your word >
Oh, look at the dear youth who now lies

dead beforecyqu,' and join with me to il

down cutfes on'the wretch who cou]@ lift
his hand againft him.” ,

“ Ido?’ faid Meredith, with c‘alm de-
{peration ; ¢ and if there be a mifery he
can yet experience, may it be inflited on
him !

L

¢ What is your meaning, fir?” Faimly’

demgnded Lord Arrowfworth. ¢ Will

you augment my miferies? Am I not

fufhiciently* wretched;. ’ﬁnﬂiciemly hum-

bled? Will you, by felf-murder, expi-
¥ )

ate your crime, and add-a greater weight

to the load which bends me to the

earth ?”

¢ What, my Lord! fhall I confent to.

live? . Never—my cyg is tearlefs, my:.
purpofe unalterable; buc I will not fall.__

2 alone. :

<
12
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alone. The caufe—the vile caufe of this

{cene of horror fhall thare my fate.”

. He approachsd the, corpfe. Mrs. Tho-
mas had flung her “arms over it, and lay
without motion. ~Meredith fe1zed the cold.
héid of his brother. ~ © ©

. here,” cried he, « folemnly- pledge
myfelf that the blood fpilt by my unbri-
dled rage fhall not go unavenged ; and if
I keep not my oath, may miferics, if pof-
fible more acute than thofe I now expe-
rience, be my lot for ever !

He drepped the hand, ‘and rufhed
wildly from the houfe, followed by Major
Molyneus.

Lord Arrowfworth was too much ab-
forbed in his own feelings to pay attention
to any other circamftance; but Hartlebury,
though greatly fhocked at the horrid fcene,
obferved to the furgeon, that it would be
proper to remove Mrs. Thomas from the
body, in order tp prepare it for inter-

_ment: he approachcd for that purpofe 5

he

)
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2 Die, fotc’refs, die! ~ Lee. ¢

©

WH EN Lord Arrowfworth had ae-
quired fufficient compofure, he returned to
St. James’s Square, His pallid and al-
tered look alarmed his lady : fearing to
fhock her, or injure her health, he at
tempted to affume a cheerful air. In about
two hours, a gentleman was announced on
. particular bufinefs, and Lady Arrowfworth
retired ; but the was {pon brought back by,
_a violent ringing of the bell, and the voice
- of Crefwell calling for affiftance. Oa en-
tering the room, (he beheld his Lordfhip
ftretched on the floor, with: an open letter
lying by him. Ske fhrieked loudly, and
. the fervants appearing, by proper methods
he was reflored to life : but the fhock was

: ; ) more

1
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more injurious to Lady*Arrowfworth; fhe
was taken ill, and conveyed to her bed,
where, after a long and painful labor, fhe
was delivered of a &ill-born male child.—
The letter which had caufed his Lord(hip’s
indifpofition was that written by Forefkr, as
few days previous to his death: ‘it was
found in his pocket, and fent, as diretted,
to Crefwell, who dared not open or fup-
prefs the letter of another.

Hartebury, in two. days time, attended
his unhappy young friend to. the grave,~
He was, by his particular with (expreffed
in the paper he delivered when dying), bu-
ried at the feet of his mother. The funes
ral was private ; pomp was awoxded—bu‘lv
the tears thed were real.

The news of Forefter’s death was coms-
municated tos Sinclair Apfley by Hartle-
bury. The good youth was not athamed
to weep: he expreffed his horror of
duelling in the moft forcible terms, and
declared, that Forefter had not left his

equal behind him, It was deemed proper:
i 4 to
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to conceal the newh from Cuthbert till his
health was perfectly reftored; and in a
fhoxt time the whele family left London for
the “more peaceful ftenes of Somerfet—
fhiges he

o Ethily exulted in the®fuceefs of her

, fchembs, and appeared fhortly as the pro-
feffed miftrefs of Lord Winterficld, who
left his neglected wife at Bath, where fhe
hovered round the gaming-table, without
the means of joining the votaries of for-
tune :—thus (pectres are faid to haunt the.
{pot they moft loved on earth.

But Meredith had formed a dark {cheme;
the laws, he knew, could not reach the mur-
derers of his brother : he determined to
fupply their defect. -

A month had elapfed fince Foreﬁcr had
been configned to the gravé: Emily in-
habited an elegant houfe in Wimpole
Street, Her abode was well known, for
the had loft all {kame, and was become

Bt faﬂnonable demi-rep of ‘ihe day.
Mere
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Meredith was informe?l by bis {pies, thas
Lord Winterfield had left the houfe in his
chariot, and that therewdid not appeal to
be any company. *He' immediately re-
paired to the {pot, and, faying he wilhed
to {peak o Mrs. Meredith on partfeulare
bufinefs, was admitted to the diawing-
room. = The fervant afked his name: -
Dxfconcened at the queftion, he replied,
in a hefitating manner, that he was a
ftranger, but had a particular meffage to
-deliver from Lord Winterfield, that could
not brook delay. The fervant retired.

The room was decorated' with tafte and

magnificence. - Feftoons of attificial jaft
mine hung round the ceiling, and a large.
pier glafs refle®ed ths fplendid fcene. As
he paffed the mirfor, Meredith ftarted. .

¢ Alas 28thonght _Le, ¢ how: am Es
changed! Onee a- votary of diffipationy I
thoughtlefsly revelled in the gay walks of
life; but now the dream is vanifhed, and
I fecl the follj of halty opinion. Oh! Iy
thought the world a {cene “of delight- I

thought
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thought I counld “bn‘y tread where rofes
were ftrewed in -my path: but now——
bitter refleGtion !” i
A ‘fudden ftep ~aroufed him —it
paffed on,“and he began to fear that Emily
' chad: tearned his arrival, ard avoided his
_ prefente; but fie was deceived, for, in a
quarter of an hour, that feemed an age,
Mrs.. Meredith entered the room, gally
humming an [talian air.

She beheld him-—faintly fhricked, and
would have ffed; but he ruthed to the
door, double locked it, and put the key in
his pocket.

He gazed at her in fi lence She trems
bled, attempted to fpeak, but her voice
was loft in murmurs, At length, unable
to fupport his fteady eye—

« You are-come,” . faid (he, « to up-
braid me with my crimess”*

Meredith {till was filent, and continued
to gaze upon her. :

€ You alarm me,” cried the; ¢ for
" Heaven's {akefpeak! tell me you hate—de-

" fpife
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defpife—execrate me—4do any thing but
~ keep that horrible filence.”
¢ Did you know thats the mur dcred Fo-
refter was nty brother ?” exclaimed Mere-
dith, in a voice of thundm. >
“« How? is he then dead ?”
“ Wretched woman, you know he is,
and a vi&im to your arts.”
¢ Anddid he fall by your hand ?”
¢« He'did.?
¢« Oh, joyful hearing !” ‘g:ned e .00
knew it well, but was refolved to have the
confeffion from your own ‘mouth. Mere-
dith, I fear you not ; the laws cannot reach ‘
me; and a fingle fcream of mine will fum-
mon the fervants to my aid. Yes, weak
man, I did know that Forefter was your
brother; but I knew it not till T had reafon
to hate him. I feared the milkinefs of !
" your nature T feared you would own him ¢
as a Biother, and fguander your fortune on
the battard’ bxood of> Mrs. Middlewich,
‘Happy was it that T kept the fecret : mYs

pruden;:e has enabled me to gratify my
5 - vepgeance :

@, .
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I vengeance : you negle&ed he outraged
* me. I grmed one brother againt the other:
. to me xg was immateiial which fell; and I
“now hail you—you,e the “worthy, generous,
 feeling Meredith, as a framCJdc et
¢ ¢ I9m {o,” faid Meredith; “ yet I have
ene duty'to fulfil : vengeance muft be taken
on the murderers, for T am not the only
guilty perfon. T come here to doan a&
of juftice.”

Emily trembled. < I fear you not, Me-
| zedith—on my foul, I fear you not—the
laws cannot reach me: you may, perhaps,
expofe me, but——I fear you not : do not*
imagine that I fear you.”
i+ ““Behold thefe piftols! This deadly

weapon deprived a brgther of life: his
I wronged fpirit demands retribution. I
|“have pledged myfelf to avenge his death,
. andI will keep my oath. mely—prcpare
to die.”

The wretched womas ftood petrified with
 hogror : at length, fhe attempted to efcape,
'but the door was faftened. Meredxth feized

*her

0
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