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  VOL. I.


  CHAPTER I.


  My life, from my fourth to my six­teenth year, was spent at a lonely farm-house, on the banks of the river Saale, near the Cister­tian Mon­as­tery of Kreuzberg. The house, though not large, had once been the res­id­ence of a baronial fam­ily, that was now ex­tinct, and of whose rep­res­ent­at­ives strange stor­ies were nar­rated. Of course, there­fore, their castle was gloomy; of course, also, said to be haunted, and its im­me­di­ate en­virons were in keep­ing with the char­ac­ter of the prin­cipal man­sion.


  There was, for ex­ample, a garden in the old style, with steps and ter­race walks, now ruined and neg­lected; thick hedges of yew and cypress, with trees cut into fant­astic shapes, which the present owner had not found leis­ure, or per­haps had not per­mis­sion, to des­troy. The sur­round­ing coun­try, how­ever, at some dis­tance, was very beau­ti­ful, present­ing a fine di­versity of hill and dale, rock, wood, and wa­ter. The situ­ation of the Cister­tian Con­vent, too, is par­tic­u­larly ad­mired; but in the re­col­lec­tions which I am thus com­men­cing, rapid, simple nar­rat­ive must be my lead­ing ob­ject; I have no time for dif­fuse and verb­ose de­scrip­tion.


  Be­ing an only child, I was left much alone, and it is there­fore not to be wondered at, that even at this early age, I should have ex­em­pli­fied an un­due de­velope­ment of the fac­ulty of ima­gin­a­tion, and be­trayed sin­gu­lar­it­ies of thought and con­duct, with pro­por­tion­ate de­fects in the more use­ful qual­it­ies of prudence and judg­ment. It is re­quis­ite to ob­serve, how­ever, that I was not born in this neigh­bour­hood, but at the con­vent of the Holy Lime-Tree in Prus­sia, of which place, even at this day, I seem to re­tain the most ac­cur­ate re­min­is­cence. That I should be able to de­scribe scenes and events which happened in my earli­est in­fancy, need not be con­sidered in­ex­plic­able, as I have heard so much of them from the nar­rat­ives of oth­ers, that an im­pres­sion was of course very power­fully made on my ima­gin­a­tion, or rather, the im­pres­sions once made, have never been suffered to de­cay, like cyphers carved on a tree, which some fond lover fails not at fre­quent in­ter­vals to re­visit and to ren­ov­ate. Of my father’s rank or sta­tion in the world, I know little or noth­ing. From all that I have heard, he must have been a per­son of con­sid­er­able ex­per­i­ence and know­ledge of life; yet, by vari­ous an­ec­dotes which have only of late be­come in­tel­li­gible, it ap­pears that my par­ents, from the en­joy­ment of af­flu­ence and prosper­ity, had sunk, all at once, into a state of the bitterest poverty and com­par­at­ive de­grad­a­tion. I learn, moreover, that my father, hav­ing been once en­ticed by stratagems of the Arch En­emy into the com­mis­sion of a mor­tal sin, wished, when, in his lat­ter years, the grace of God had brought him to re­pent­ance, to ex­pi­ate his guilt by a pen­it­en­tial pil­grim­age from Italy to the con­vent of the Holy Lime-Tree, in the dis­tant and cold cli­mate of Prus­sia. On their la­bor­i­ous jour­ney thither, his faith­ful part­ner in af­flic­tion per­ceived, for the first time after sev­eral years of a mar­ried life, that she was about to be­come a mother; and not­with­stand­ing his ex­treme poverty, my father was by this oc­cur­rence greatly re­joiced, as it ten­ded to the ful­fil­ment of a mys­ter­i­ous vis­ion, in which the blessed St Bern­ard had ap­peared, and prom­ised to him for­give­ness and con­sol­a­tion through the birth of a son.


  In the con­vent of the Lime-Tree, my father was at­tacked by severe ill­ness, and as, not­with­stand­ing his de­bil­ity, he would on no ac­count forego any of the pre­scribed de­vo­tional ex­er­cises, his dis­ease rap­idly gained ground, till at last, in mys­ter­i­ous con­form­ity to the words of St Bern­ard, he died con­soled and ab­solved, al­most at the same mo­ment in which I came into the world.


  With my first con­scious­ness of ex­ist­ence dawned on my per­cep­tions the beau­ti­ful im­agery of the cloister and cel­eb­rated church of the Lime-Tree. Even at this mo­ment, me­thinks the dark oak wood yet rustles around me; I breathe once more the fra­grance of the lux­uri­ant grass and varie­gated flowers which were my cradle. No nox­ious in­sect, no pois­on­ous rep­tile, is found within the lim­its of that sanc­tu­ary. Scarce even the buzz­ing of a fly, or chirp­ing of a grasshop­per, in­ter­rupts the sol­emn still­ness, di­ver­si­fied only by the pi­ous songs of the monks, who walk about in long sol­emn pro­ces­sions, ac­com­pan­ied by pil­grims of all na­tions, wav­ing their censers of con­sec­rated per­fume.


  Even now, I seem yet vividly to be­hold in the middle of the church, the stem of the lime-tree cased in sil­ver, that far-famed tree, on which su­per­nat­ural vis­it­ants had placed the mi­ra­cu­lous and won­der-work­ing im­age of the Vir­gin, while from the walls and lofty dome, the well-known fea­tures of Saints and An­gels are once more smil­ing upon me.


  In like man­ner, it ap­pears to me also, as if I had once be­held in the same place the mys­ter­i­ous fig­ure of a tall, grave, and aus­tere-look­ing man, of whom I was given to un­der­stand, that he could be no other but the far-famed Italian painter, who had, in times long past, been here pro­fes­sion­ally em­ployed. No one un­der­stood his lan­guage, nor was his real his­tory known to any one of the monks. This much only was cer­tain, that he had, in a space of time in­cred­ibly short, filled the church with its richest or­na­ments, and then, as soon as his work was fin­ished, im­me­di­ately dis­ap­peared, no one could tell how or whither.


  Not less vividly could I paint the por­trait of a ven­er­able pil­grim, who car­ried me about in his arms, and as­sisted me in my child­ish plays of search­ing for all sorts of varie­gated moss and pebbles in the forest. Yet, though the ap­par­i­tion of the painter was cer­tainly real, that of the pil­grim, were it not for its in­flu­ence on my after life, would seem to me but a dream.


  One day this per­son­age brought with him a boy of un­com­mon beauty, and about my equal in years, with whom I seated my­self on the grass, shar­ing with him my treas­ured store of moss and pebbles, which he already knew how to form into vari­ous reg­u­lar fig­ures, and above all, into the holy sign of the cross. My mother, mean­while, sat near us on a stone bench, and the old pil­grim stood be­hind her, con­tem­plat­ing with mild grav­ity our in­fant­ine em­ploy­ments.


  Sud­denly, while we were thus oc­cu­pied, a troop of young people emerged from the thicket, of whom, judging by their dress and whole de­mean­our, it was easy to de­cide, that curi­os­ity and idle­ness, not de­vo­tion, had led them to the Lime-Tree. On per­ceiv­ing us, one of them began to laugh aloud, and ex­claim­ing to his com­pan­ions, “See there!—See there!—A holy fam­ily!—Here at last is some­thing for my port­fo­lio;” with these words he drew out pa­per and pen­cils, and set him­self as if to sketch our por­traits. Hereupon the old pil­grim was vi­ol­ently in­censed, “Miser­able scoffer!” he ex­claimed, “thou for­sooth wouldst be an artist, while to thy heart, the in­spir­a­tion of faith and di­vine love is yet ut­terly un­known! But thy works will, like thy­self, re­main cold, sense­less, and in­an­im­ate, and in the poverty of thine own soul, like an out­cast in the desert, shalt thou per­ish!”


  Ter­ri­fied by this re­proof, the young people hastened away. The old pil­grim also soon af­ter­wards pre­pared for de­par­ture. “For this one day,” said he to my mother, “I have been per­mit­ted to bring to you this mi­ra­cu­lous child, in or­der that, by sym­pathy, he might kindle the flames of di­vine love in your son’s heart; but I must now take him from you, nor shall you ever be­hold either of us in this world again. Your son will prove by nature ad­mir­ably en­dowed with many valu­able gifts; nor will the les­sons which have now been im­pressed on his mind be from thence ever wholly ef­faced. Though the pas­sions of his sin­ful father should boil and fer­ment in his veins, yet by proper edu­ca­tion their in­flu­ence might be repressed, and he might even raise him­self up to be a vali­ant cham­pion of our holy faith. Let him there­fore be a monk!”


  With these words he dis­ap­peared; and my mother could never suf­fi­ciently ex­press how deep was the im­pres­sion that his warn­ing had left on her mind. She re­solved, how­ever, by no means to place any re­straint on my nat­ural in­clin­a­tions, but quietly to ac­qui­esce in whatever des­tin­a­tion Provid­ence, and the lim­ited edu­ca­tion she was able to be­stow, might seem to point out for me.


  The in­ter­val between this period and the time when my mother, on her home­ward jour­ney, stopped at the con­vent of Kreuzberg, re­mains a mere blank; not a trace of any event is left to me. The Ab­bess of the Cister­tians (by birth a prin­cess) had been formerly ac­quain­ted with my father, and on that ac­count re­ceived us very kindly. I re­cover my­self for the first time, when one morn­ing my mother be­stowed ex­traordin­ary care upon my dress; she also cut and ar­ranged my wildly-grown hair, ad­orned it with rib­bons which she had bought in the town, and in­struc­ted me as well as she could how I was to be­have when presen­ted at the con­vent.


  At length, hold­ing by my mother’s hand, I had as­cen­ded the broad marble stair­case, and entered a high vaul­ted apart­ment, ad­orned with de­vo­tional pic­tures, in which we found the Lady Ab­bess. She was a tall, majestic, and still hand­some wo­man, to whom the dress of her or­der gave ex­traordin­ary dig­nity. “Is this your son?” said she to my mother, fix­ing on me at the same time her dark and pen­et­rat­ing eyes. Her voice, her dress, her tout en­semble,—even, the high vaul­ted room and strange ob­jects by which I was sur­roun­ded, al­to­gether had such an ef­fect on my ima­gin­a­tion, that, seized with a kind of hor­ror, I began to weep bit­terly. “How is this?” said the Ab­bess; “are you afraid of me? What is your name, child?”—“Fran­cis,” answered my mother.—“Fran­cis­cus!” re­peated the Ab­bess, in a tone of deep mel­an­choly, at the same time lift­ing me up in her arms, and press­ing me to her bosom.


  But here a new mis­for­tune awaited us; I sud­denly felt real and vi­ol­ent pain, and screamed aloud. The Ab­bess; ter­ri­fied, let me go; and my mother, ut­terly con­foun­ded by my be­ha­viour would have dir­ectly snatched me up and re­tired. This, how­ever, our new friend would by no means per­mit. It was now per­ceived that a dia­mond cross, worn by the Prin­cess, had, at the mo­ment when she pressed me in her arms, wounded my neck in such man­ner, that the im­pres­sion, in the form of a cross, was already quite vis­ible, and even suf­fused with blood. “Poor Fran­cis!” said the Ab­bess, “I have in­deed been very cruel to you; but we shall yet, not­with­stand­ing all this, be good friends.”—An at­tend­ant nun now entered with wine and re­fresh­ments, at the sight of which I soon re­covered my cour­age; and at last, seated on the Ab­bess’s lap, began to eat boldly of the sweet­meats, which she with her own hand kindly held to my lips.


  Af­ter­wards, when I had, for the first time in my life, also tasted a few drops of good wine, that live­li­ness of hu­mour, which, ac­cord­ing to my mother’s ac­count, had been nat­ural to me from in­fancy, was com­pletely re­stored. I laughed and talked, to the great de­light of the Prin­cess and the nun, who re­mained in the room. To this mo­ment, I know not how it oc­curred to my mother, or how she suc­ceeded in lead­ing me on to talk freely to the Ab­bess about all the won­ders of my nat­ive mon­as­tery, or how, as if su­per­nat­ur­ally in­spired, I was able to de­scribe the works of the un­known painter as cor­rectly and live­lily as if I had com­pre­hen­ded their whole im­port and ex­cel­lence. Not con­ten­ted with this, I went on into all the le­gends of the saints, as if I had already be­come in­tim­ately ac­quain­ted with the re­cords of the church.


  The Prin­cess, and even my mother, looked at me with as­ton­ish­ment. At last, “Tell me, child,” said the Ab­bess, “how is it pos­sible that you can have learned all this?”—Without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion, I answered that a mi­ra­cu­lous boy, who had been brought to us by the old pil­grim, had ex­plained to me all the paint­ings in the church—nay, that he him­self was able to make beau­ti­ful pic­tures, with moss and pebbles, on the ground; and had not only ex­plained to me their im­port, but told me many le­gends of the saints.


  The bell now rung for ves­pers. The nun had packed up and given to me a quant­ity of sweet­meats in a pa­per bag, which I grasped and pock­eted with great sat­is­fac­tion. The Ab­bess then rose from her seat: “Hence­for­ward,” said she, turn­ing to my mother, “I shall look upon your son as my chosen eléve, and shall provide for him ac­cord­ingly.”—My mother was so much af­fected by this un­ex­pec­ted gen­er­os­ity, that she could only reply with tears, grasp­ing in si­lence the hand of the Ab­bess. We had reached the door on our re­treat, when the Prin­cess came after us, took me up once more in her arms, first care­fully put­ting aside the dia­mond cross, and weep­ing so that her tears dropped on my fore­head, “Fran­cis­cus,” said she, “be good and pi­ous!” I was moved also, and wept without know­ing where­fore.


  CHAPTER II.


  By the as­sist­ance of the Ab­bess we were not long af­ter­wards es­tab­lished at the farm-house already men­tioned, and, through her gen­er­os­ity, the small house­hold of my mother soon as­sumed a more pros­per­ous ap­pear­ance. I was also well clothed and cared for, en­joy­ing the free­dom and tran­quil­lity of a coun­try life, so con­genial to child­hood; but, above all, I profited in due time by the in­struc­tions of the neigh­bour­ing vil­lage priest, whom, while yet very young, I at­ten­ded as sac­ristan at the al­tar.


  How like a fairy dream the re­mem­brance of those happy days yet hov­ers around me! Alas! like a far dis­tant land, the realm of peace and joy, home now lies far far be­hind me; and when I would look back, a gulf yawns to meet me, by which I am sep­ar­ated from these bliss­ful re­gions for ever. One lovely form I yet seem to re­cog­nize, wan­der­ing amid the roseate light of the morn­ing—one that haunted my early dreams, even be­fore I was con­scious that such beauty could ever on earth be real­ized. I be­held her amid the fresh ver­dure—be­neath the fra­grant, beam­ing sun-showers of May—and not less amid the des­ol­ate wild­ness of au­tumn, when even the beech-trees lost their leaves; and her voice in sweet mu­sic rose on me through the moan­ing sighs of the de­part­ing year.


  With ar­dent long­ing, I strive once more to catch the sooth­ing chords of that an­gelic voice, to be­hold the con­tour of that form, and to meet once more the ra­di­ance of her smile—in vain! Alas! are there then bar­ri­ers over which the strong wings of Love can­not bear him across? Lies not his king­dom in thought, and must thought, too, be sub­ject to slav­ish lim­it­a­tions? But dark spec­tral forms rise up around me;—al­ways denser and denser draws to­gether their hideous circle;—they close out every pro­spect, they op­press my senses with the hor­rors of real­ity,—till even that long­ing, which had been a source of name­less pleas­ure­able pain, is con­ver­ted into deadly and in­sup­port­able tor­ment.

  


  The priest was good­ness it­self. He knew how to fet­ter my too lively spirit, and to at­tract my at­ten­tion in such man­ner, that I was de­lighted by his in­struc­tions, and made rapid pro­gress in my stud­ies. Even at this mo­ment I can yet re­cal his calm, con­ten­ted, and some­what weather-beaten fea­tures. He was in man­ners simple as a child, per­plexed of­ten about trifles, of which the con­tempt­ible char­ac­ters around him were com­pletely au fait; yet clear and de­cis­ive in judg­ment on mat­ters of which or­din­ary char­ac­ters could have no com­pre­hen­sion.


  At this mo­ment, how vividly do I re­cal, not only his own ap­pear­ance, but that of his dwell­ing-house in the vil­lage of Heide­bach, which town, though small and in­sig­ni­fic­ant, is yet in situ­ation very ro­mantic. The walls of his house were covered up to the roof with vines, which he care­fully trained. The in­terior of his humble hab­it­a­tion was also ar­ranged with the ut­most neat­ness; and be­hind was a large garden, in which he sed­u­lously worked for re­cre­ation at in­ter­vals, when not en­gaged in teach­ing his schol­ars, or in his cler­ical func­tions.


  In all my stud­ies I was also very much as­sisted and en­cour­aged by that un­boun­ded re­spect and ad­mir­a­tion which I cher­ished to­wards the Lady Ab­bess. Every time that I was to ap­pear in her pres­ence, I pro­posed to my­self that I would shine be­fore her, with my newly ac­quired know­ledge; and as soon as she came into the room, I could only look at her, and listen to her alone. Every word that she uttered re­mained deeply graven on my re­mem­brance; and through the whole day after I had thus met with her, her im­age ac­com­pan­ied me wherever I went, and I felt ex­al­ted to an ex­traordin­ary sol­emn and de­vo­tional mood of mind.


  By what name­less feel­ings have I been agit­ated, when, dur­ing my of­fice of Sac­ristan, I stood swinging my censer on the steps of the high al­tar, when the deep full tones of the or­gan streamed down from the choir, and bore my soul with them as on the waves of a stormy sea! Then in the an­them, above all oth­ers, I re­cog­nised her voice, which came down like a ser­aphic warn­ing from Heaven, pen­et­rat­ing my heart, and filling my mind with the highest and holi­est as­pir­a­tions.


  But the most im­press­ive of all days, to which for weeks pre­ced­ing I could not help look­ing for­ward with rap­ture, was that of the Fest­ival of St Bern­ard, which (he be­ing the tu­telary Saint of the Cister­tians) was cel­eb­rated at the con­vent with ex­traordin­ary grandeur. Even on the day pre­ced­ing, mul­ti­tudes of people streamed out of the town, and from the sur­round­ing coun­try. En­camp­ing them­selves on the beau­ti­ful level mead­ows by which Kreuzberg is sur­roun­ded, day and night the lively as­semblage were in com­mo­tion. In the mot­ley crowd were to be found all vari­et­ies of people—de­vout pil­grims in for­eign habits singing an­thems—peas­ant lads flirt­ing with their well-dressed mis­tresses—monks, who, with fol­ded arms, in ab­stract con­tem­pla­tion, gazed up to Heaven—and whole fam­il­ies of cit­izens, who com­fort­ably un­packed and en­joyed their well-stored bas­kets of pro­vi­sions on the grass. Mirth­ful catches, pi­ous hymns, groans of the pen­it­ent, and laughter of the merry, re­joicing, lam­ent­a­tion, jest­ing, and prayer, soun­ded at once in a strange stupi­fy­ing con­cert through the at­mo­sphere.


  If, how­ever, the con­vent bell rung, then, far as the eye could reach, the mul­ti­tude were at once fallen on their knees. Con­fu­sion was at an end, and only the hol­low mur­murs of prayer in­ter­rup­ted the sol­emn still­ness. When the last sounds of the bell had died away, then the merry crowds, as be­fore, streamed about on their var­ied oc­cu­pa­tions, and of new the re­joicing, which for a few minutes had been in­ter­rup­ted, was eagerly re­sumed.


  On St Bern­ard’s day, the Bishop him­self, who resided in the neigh­bour­ing town, of­fi­ci­ated in di­vine ser­vice at the church of the con­vent. He was at­ten­ded by all the in­ferior clergy of his dio­cese; his capelle, or choir, per­formed the mu­sic on a kind of tem­por­ary tribune, erec­ted on one side of the high al­tar, and ad­orned with rich and costly hangings. Even now, the feel­ings which then vi­brated through my bosom are not de­cayed. When I think of that happy period, which only too soon past away, they re­vive in all their youth­ful fresh­ness. With es­pe­cial live­li­ness I can still re­mem­ber the notes of a cer­tain Gloria; which com­pos­i­tion be­ing a great fa­vour­ite with the Prin­cess, was fre­quently per­formed.


  When the Bishop had in­toned the first notes of this an­them, and the power­ful voices of the choir thundered after him, “Gloria in ex­celsis Deo,” did it not seem as if the painted clouds over the high al­tar were rolled asun­der, and as if by a di­vine mir­acle the cher­ubim and ser­aphim came for­ward into life, moved, and spread abroad their power­ful wings, hov­er­ing up and down, and prais­ing God with song and su­per­nat­ural mu­sic?


  I sank there­after into the most mys­ter­i­ous mood of in­spired de­vo­tion. I was borne through resplen­dent clouds into the far dis­tant re­gions of home. Through the fra­grant woods of the Lime-Tree Mon­as­tery, I once more heard the mu­sic of an­gelic voices. From thick­ets of roses and lilies, the mi­ra­cu­lous boy stepped for­ward to meet me, and said, with a smile, “Where have you been so long, Fran­cis­cus? See, I have a world of beau­ti­ful flowers, and will give them all to you, if you will but stay with me and love me!”


  After di­vine ser­vice, the nuns, with the Ab­bess at their head, held a sol­emn pro­ces­sion through the aisles of the church and con­vent. She was in the full dress of her or­der, wear­ing the In­sul, and car­ry­ing the sil­ver shep­herd’s-staff in her hand. What sanc­tity, what dig­nity, what su­per­nat­ural grandeur, beamed from every look, and an­im­ated every ges­ture, of this ad­mir­able wo­man! She her­self im­per­son­ized the tri­umphant church, af­ford­ing to pi­ous be­liev­ers the as­sur­ance of bless­ing and pro­tec­tion. If by chance her looks fell on me, I could have thrown my­self pros­trate be­fore her in the dust.


  When the ce­re­mon­ies of the day were com­pletely brought to an end, the at­tend­ant clergy, in­clud­ing the choir of the Bishop, were hos­pit­ably en­ter­tained in the re­fect­ory. Sev­eral friends of the con­vent, civil of­ficers, mer­chants from the town, &c., had their share in this en­ter­tain­ment; and by means of the Bishop’s choir-mas­ter, who had con­ceived a fa­vour­able opin­ion of me, and will­ingly had me be­side him, I also was al­lowed to take my place at the table.


  If be­fore I had been ex­cited by mys­ter­i­ous feel­ings of de­vo­tion, no less now did con­vivial life, with its var­ied im­agery, gain its full in­flu­ence over my senses. The guests en­joyed them­selves with great free­dom, telling stor­ies, and laugh­ing at their own wit, dur­ing which the bottles of old wine were zeal­ously drained, un­til, at a stated hour in the even­ing, the car­riages of the dig­nit­ar­ies were at the gate, and all, in the most or­derly man­ner, took their de­par­ture.


  CHAPTER III.


  I was now in my six­teenth year, when the priest de­clared that I was qual­i­fied to be­gin the study of the higher branches of theo­logy, at the col­lege of the neigh­bour­ing town. I had fully de­term­ined on the cler­ical life, by which res­ol­u­tion my mother was greatly de­lighted, as she per­ceived that the mys­ter­i­ous hints of the pil­grim were in­tim­ately con­nec­ted with my father’s vis­ion of St Bern­ard; and by this res­ol­u­tion of mine, she for the first time be­lieved, that his soul was fully ab­solved, and saved from the risk of eternal de­struc­tion. The Prin­cess, too, ap­proved my in­ten­tions, and re­peated her gen­er­ous prom­ises of sup­port and as­sist­ance.


  Though the town of König­swald was so near, that we be­held its towers in the back ground of the land­scape, and though bold walk­ers fre­quently came from thence on foot to our con­vent, yet to me this first sep­ar­a­tion from the Ab­bess, whom I re­garded with such ven­er­a­tion,—from my kind mother, whom I ten­derly loved,—and the good old priest, was very pain­ful. So true it is, that even the shortest step out of the im­me­di­ate circle of one’s best friends, is equal, in ef­fect, to the re­motest sep­ar­a­tion. Even the Prin­cess was on this oc­ca­sion agit­ated to an ex­traordin­ary de­gree, and her voice faltered while she pro­nounced over me some en­er­getic words of ad­mon­ish­ment. She presen­ted me with an or­na­mental ros­ary, and a small prayer-book, with fine il­lu­min­a­tions. She then gave me a let­ter of re­com­mend­a­tion to the Prior of the Capuchin Con­vent in König­swald, whom she ad­vised me dir­ectly to visit, as he would be pre­pared to af­ford me whatever ad­vice or aid I could re­quire.


  There are cer­tainly few situ­ations so beau­ti­ful as that of the Capuchin Mon­as­tery, right be­fore the east­ern gates of König­swald. The flour­ish­ing and ex­tens­ive gar­dens, with their fine pro­spect to­wards the moun­tains, seemed to me at every visit more and more at­tract­ive. Here it be­came af­ter­wards my de­light to wander in deep med­it­a­tion, re­pos­ing now at this, now at that group of finely grown trees; and in this garden, when I went to de­liver my let­ter of re­com­mend­a­tion from the Ab­bess, I met, for the first time, the Prior Le­onar­dus.


  The nat­ural po­lite­ness of the Su­per­ior was ob­vi­ously in­creased when he had read through the let­ter, and he said so much in praise of the Prin­cess, whom he had formerly known at Rome, that by this means alone he dir­ectly won my af­fec­tions. He was then sur­roun­ded by his brethren, and it was easy to per­ceive at once the be­ne­fi­cial ef­fects of his ar­range­ments and mode of dis­cip­line in the mon­as­tery.


  The same cheer­ful­ness, amen­ity, and com­pos­ure of spirit, which were so strik­ing in the Prior, spread their in­flu­ence also through the brethren. There was nowhere vis­ible the slight­est trace of ill hu­mour, or of that in­wardly-cor­rod­ing re­serve, which is else­where to be found in the coun­ten­ances of Monks. Not­with­stand­ing the severe rules of his or­der, de­vo­tional ex­er­cises were to the Prior Le­onar­dus more like a ne­ces­sary in­dul­gence of a di­vine soul as­pir­ing to Heaven, than pen­it­en­tial in­flic­tions to ef­face the stains of mor­tal frailty. And he knew so well how to in­stil the same prin­ciples among his brethren, that in their per­form­ance of every duty, to which they were by their vows sub­jec­ted, there pre­vailed a live­li­ness and good hu­mour, which even in this ter­restrial sphere gave rise to a new and higher mood of ex­ist­ence.


  The Prior even al­lowed and ap­proved a cer­tain de­gree of in­ter­course with the world, which could not but be ad­vant­age­ous for the monks. The rich gifts which from all quar­ters were presen­ted to the mon­as­tery, rendered it pos­sible to en­ter­tain, on cer­tain days, the friends and pat­rons of the in­sti­tu­tion, in the re­fect­ory.


  Then, in the middle of the ban­quet-hall was spread a large table, at which were seated the Prior Le­onar­dus and his guests. The brethren, mean­while, re­mained at a small nar­row board, stretch­ing along the walls, con­tent­ing them­selves with the humblest fare, and coarsest utensils, while, at the Prior’s table, all was el­eg­antly served on sil­ver, glass, and por­cel­ain; and even on fast-days the cook of the con­vent could pre­pare mea­gre dishes in such a man­ner, that they seemed to the guests highly lux­uri­ous. They them­selves provided wine; and thus the din­ners at the Capuchin Con­vent presen­ted a friendly in­ter­course of spir­itual with pro­fane char­ac­ters, which could not fail to be be­ne­fi­cial to both parties.


  Those who were too eagerly oc­cu­pied in worldly pur­suits, were ob­liged to con­fess, that here, by a new mode of life, in dir­ect op­pos­i­tion to their own, quiet and com­pos­ure were to be ob­tained; nay, they might con­clude, that the more the soul is in this world el­ev­ated above ter­restrial con­sid­er­a­tions, the more it be­comes cap­able of en­joy­ment. On the other hand, the monks gained a know­ledge of life, which oth­er­wise would have re­mained from them wholly veiled, and which sup­plied im­port­ant ma­ter­iel for con­tem­pla­tion, en­abling them many times more clearly to per­ceive, that, without the aid of some di­vine prin­ciple to sup­port the mind, all in this world be­comes “weary, flat, stale, and un­prof­it­able.”


  Over all the brethren, highly ex­al­ted, both in re­gard to sac­red and pro­fane ac­com­plish­ments, stood the Prior Le­onar­dus. Be­sides that he was looked on as a great theo­lo­gian, and con­sul­ted on the most dif­fi­cult ques­tions, he was, much more than could have been ex­pec­ted from a monk, also a man of the world. He spoke the French and Italian lan­guages with flu­ency and el­eg­ance, and on ac­count of his ex­traordin­ary ver­sat­il­ity, he had formerly been em­ployed on weighty dip­loma­cies.


  At the time when I knew him first, he was already ad­vanced in years; but though his hair was white, his eyes yet gleamed with youth­ful fire—and the agree­able smile which hovered on his lips was the surest evid­ence of his in­ward serenity and activ­ity of mind. The same grace which pre­vailed in his dis­course, reg­u­lated every ges­ture, and his fig­ure, even in the un­be­com­ing dress of his or­der, ap­peared to ex­traordin­ary ad­vant­age.


  There was not a single in­di­vidual among the in­hab­it­ants of the con­vent, who had not come into it from his own free choice. But had it been oth­er­wise, as, for ex­ample, in the case of un­for­tu­nate crim­in­als, who came thither as to a place of refuge from per­se­cu­tion, the pen­it­ence pre­scribed by Le­onar­dus was but the short pas­sage to re­covered re­pose; and re­con­ciled with him­self, without heed­ing the world or its fol­lies, the con­vert would, while yet liv­ing on earth, have be­come el­ev­ated in mind over all that is ter­restrial. This un­usual tend­ency of mon­ach­ism, had been learned by Le­onar­dus in Italy, where the mode of edu­ca­tion, and all the views of a re­li­gious life, are much more cheer­ful than among the Cath­ol­ics of Ger­many.


  Le­onar­dus con­ceived a very fa­vour­able opin­ion of my tal­ents; he in­struc­ted me in Italian and French; but it was es­pe­cially the great vari­ety of books which he lent to me, and his agree­able con­ver­sa­tion, which con­trib­uted most to my im­prove­ment. Al­most the whole time which could be spared from my stud­ies in the Col­lege, was spent in the Capuchin Con­vent; and my in­clin­a­tion to­wards a mon­astic life be­came al­ways more and more de­term­ined. I dis­closed to the Prior my wishes in this re­spect; but, without dir­ectly dis­suad­ing me, he ad­vised me at any rate to wait for a few years, dur­ing which time I might look around me in the world. As to so­ci­ety, since I came into the town, I had, by means of the Bishop’s choir-mas­ter, found my­self on that score by no means de­fi­cient, but in every party, es­pe­cially if wo­men were present, I had uni­formly found my­self so dis­agree­ably em­bar­rassed, that even this alone, in­de­pend­ent of my dis­pos­i­tion to solitude and con­tem­pla­tion, seemed to de­cide, that I was by nature destined for a monk.


  One day, the Prior spoke with me at great length on the danger of risk­ing too early a de­cision on a mode of life, which in­volves so many re­quis­ites. “Is it pos­sible,” said he, “that at so early an age, you are pre­pared to re­nounce all the de­lusive pleas­ures of this world? If so, but not oth­er­wise, you may then em­brace the du­ties of mon­ach­ism. Are you thor­oughly con­vinced, that you have formed no at­tach­ment,—that you wish for no en­joy­ments, but those which the mys­ter­i­ous in­flu­ences of an ex­ist­ence de­voted to vol­un­tary suf­fer­ing can be­stow?”


  He fixed on me his dark pen­et­rat­ing eyes, and I was ob­liged to cast mine on the ground, and re­main without an­swer­ing a word; for at that mo­ment a form, which had been long ban­ished from my re­col­lec­tion, stepped for­ward to the mind’s eye in col­ours more than ever lively and dis­tract­ing.


  The choir-mas­ter had a sis­ter, who, without be­ing an ab­so­lute beauty, was yet in the highest bloom of youth, and es­pe­cially on ac­count of her fig­ure, was what is called a very charm­ing girl. One morn­ing, hav­ing formed some other en­gage­ments, I had gone at an earlier hour than usual to re­ceive my les­son in mu­sic at the choir-mas­ter’s house, stepped without hes­it­a­tion into his lodgings, ex­pect­ing to find him alone, and wholly un­con­scious that the apart­ment was used as a dress­ing-room (or, as it happened on this oc­ca­sion, as an undress­ing-room) by Ma­demois­elle Ther­ese, whom, in­stead of her brother, I now dis­covered. So ut­terly was I con­foun­ded, that I stood mo­tion­less for a few seconds, without re­tir­ing or ad­van­cing. My heart beat, my limbs tottered—I could hardly breathe—But when Ther­ese, with her usual na­iv­eté and non­chal­ance, had re­course to a large shawl, then came for­ward without the least con­fu­sion, even offered me her hand, and asked what was the mat­ter, and why I looked so pale—this in­creased my em­bar­rass­ment ten­fold, so that I had al­most fain­ted.


  It was a for­tu­nate re­lief when the door of the ad­join­ing room opened, and the choir-mas­ter made his ap­pear­ance. But never had I struck such false chords, or sung so com­pletely out of tune, as on that day. Af­ter­wards I was pi­ous enough to be­lieve that the whole was a tempta­tion of the devil, and thought my­self very for­tu­nate in hav­ing, by as­cetic ex­er­cises, driven him out of the field.


  Now, how­ever, these ques­tions of the Prior, though his in­ten­tions were very praise­worthy, re­vived the lost im­age in ten­fold strength. I blushed deeply, and said not a word. “I see, my dear son,” re­sumed the Prior, “that you have un­der­stood me; you are yet free from the vices of ar­ti­fice and con­ceal­ment, nor do you cher­ish an un­due con­fid­ence in your­self. Heaven pro­tect you from the tempta­tions of this life! Its en­joy­ments are but of short dur­a­tion, and one may well say, that there rests on them a curse. In pos­ses­sion they ex­pire; and what is worse, leave be­hind them a dis­gust, a dis­ap­point­ment, a blunt­ness of the fac­ulties for all that is truly praise­worthy and ex­al­ted, so that the bet­ter and spir­itual at­trib­utes of our nature are at last ut­terly des­troyed!”

  


  Not­with­stand­ing my en­deav­ours to for­get both the ques­tions of the Prior, and the im­age to which they had given rise, yet I could in this by no means suc­ceed; and though formerly I had been tol­er­ably com­posed, even in the pres­ence of Ther­ese, yet now I was ob­liged with the ut­most care to avoid every meet­ing. Even the very thoughts of her dis­trac­ted my at­ten­tion com­pletely; and this ap­peared to me so much the more sin­ful, as I could not dis­guise from my­self that such thoughts were at­ten­ded with pleas­ure.


  The ad­ven­ture of one even­ing, how­ever, was soon to de­term­ine all this. The choir-mas­ter in­vited me, as he had of­ten done be­fore, to a mu­sic party at his house. On en­ter­ing the room, I per­ceived that there were many other young ladies be­sides Mam­selle Ther­ese, and that she was on this oc­ca­sion dressed more be­com­ingly and el­eg­antly than I had ever seen her. I would will­ingly have ex­cused my­self and fled, but it was now too late. An ir­res­ist­ible long­ing drew me to­wards her. I was as if spell-bound, and through the even­ing sta­tioned my­self near her, happy if by ac­ci­dent I came into mo­ment­ary con­tact with this en­chant­ress, though it were but to touch the hem of her gar­ment.


  Of all this she ap­peared by no means in­ob­serv­ant, nor did it seem to dis­please her. The ad­ven­tures of the night, how­ever, were draw­ing to a close. She had sat long at the harp­si­chord, but at length rose, and went to­wards the win­dow. One of her gloves was left on the chair. This, be­liev­ing my­self un­ob­served, I dir­ectly took pos­ses­sion of, first press­ing it to my lips, and then pla­cing it in my bosom. One young lady, how­ever, (who, by the by, was my ut­ter aver­sion,) had not failed to no­tice this etour­derie. She rose dir­ectly from her sta­tion at the tea-table, and went to Ther­ese, who was stand­ing with an­other demois­elle at the win­dow. She whispered some­thing to Ther­ese, who im­me­di­ately began to smile. The looks of all three were dir­ec­ted to­wards me. They tittered and laughed all to­gether. I be­lieved it was in scorn and mock­ery, which to my feel­ings was in­sup­port­able.


  I was as if an­ni­hil­ated. The blood flowed ice-cold through my veins. Los­ing all self-pos­ses­sion I left the room—rushed away into the col­lege, and locked my­self up in my cell. I threw my­self in des­pair and rage upon the floor. Tears of an­guish and dis­ap­point­ment gushed from my eyes. I re­nounced—I cursed the girl and my­self; then prayed and laughed al­tern­ately like a mad­man. Tit­ter­ing voices of scorn and mock­ery rose, and soun­ded gib­ber­ing all around me. I was in the very act of throw­ing my­self out of the win­dow, but by good luck the iron bars hindered me. It was not till the morn­ing broke that I was more tran­quil; but I was firmly re­solved never to see her any more, and, in a word, to re­nounce the world.


  CHAPTER IV.


  My vo­ca­tion to the mon­astic life was thus, ac­cord­ing to my own opin­ion, rendered clear and un­al­ter­able. On that very day after the fatal mu­sic party, I hastened, as soon as I could es­cape from my usual stud­ies in the school, to the Capuchin Prior, and in­formed him that it was my fixed in­ten­tion dir­ectly to be­gin my novi­ci­ate, and that I had already, by let­ters, an­nounced my design to my mother, and to the Ab­bess. Le­onar­dus seemed sur­prised at my sud­den zeal, and without be­ing im­pol­itely ur­gent, he yet en­deav­oured, by one means or an­other, to find out what could have led me all at once to this re­solve, to which he rightly con­cluded that some ex­traordin­ary event must have given rise.


  A pain­ful emo­tion of shame, which I could not over­come, pre­ven­ted me from telling the truth. On the other hand, I dwelt, with all the fer­vour of ex­cite­ment, on the vis­ions, warn­ings, and strange ad­ven­tures of my youth, which all seemed de­cidedly to point to a mon­astic re­tire­ment. Without in the least dis­put­ing the au­then­ti­city of the events which I had de­scribed, he sug­ges­ted that I might, nev­er­the­less, have drawn from them false con­clu­sions, as there was no cer­tainty that I had in­ter­preted cor­rectly the warn­ings, whatever they might be, which I had re­ceived.


  In­deed, the Prior did not at any time speak will­ingly of su­per­nat­ural agency—not even of those in­stances re­cor­ded by in­spired writers, so that there were mo­ments in which I had al­most set him down for an in­fi­del and a scep­tic. Once I em­boldened my­self so far, as to force from him some de­cided ex­pres­sions as to the ad­versar­ies of our Cath­olic faith, who stig­mat­ize all be­lief of that which can­not be in­ter­preted ac­cord­ing to the laws of our cor­por­eal senses, with the name of Su­per­sti­tion. “My son,” said Le­onar­dus, “in­fi­del­ity it­self is in­deed the worst spe­cies of that men­tal weak­ness, which, un­der the name of Su­per­sti­tion, such people ascribe to be­liev­ers.” There­after he dir­ectly changed the sub­ject to lighter and more or­din­ary top­ics of dis­course.


  Not till long af­ter­wards was I able to enter into his ad­mir­able views of the mys­ter­ies of our re­li­gion, which in­volves the su­per­nat­ural com­mun­ing of our spir­its with be­ings of a ce­les­tial or­der, and was then ob­liged to con­fess, that Le­onar­dus, with great pro­pri­ety, re­served these ideas for stu­dents who were suf­fi­ciently ad­vanced in years and ex­per­i­ence.


  I now re­ceived a let­ter from my mother, de­scrib­ing new vis­ions and warn­ings, such as those to which I had at­tached so much im­port­ance in my con­ver­sa­tion with the Prior. She had by this means long since an­ti­cip­ated that the situ­ation of a lay brother would not sat­isfy my wishes, but that I would make choice of the con­ven­tual life. On St Med­ar­dus’ day, the old Pil­grim from the Holy Lime-Tree had ap­peared to her, and had led me by the hand, in the habit of a Capuchin monk. The Prin­cess also com­pletely ap­proved of my res­ol­u­tion; which ac­cord­ingly was car­ried as rap­idly as pos­sible into ef­fect.


  I saw both of them once more be­fore my in­vest­it­ure, which (as, ac­cord­ing to my earn­est re­quest, the half of my novi­ci­ate was dis­pensed with) very soon fol­lowed. In con­form­ity with my mother’s last let­ter, I as­sumed the con­ven­tual name of Med­ar­dus.

  


  The re­cip­rocal con­fid­ence and friend­ship of the brethren with re­gard to each other—the in­ternal ar­range­ments of the con­vent—and, in short, the whole mode of life among the Capuchins, ap­peared to me for a long time ex­actly as it had done at first. That com­pos­ure of spirit, which was uni­ver­sally ap­par­ent, failed not by sym­pathy to pour the balm of peace into my soul; and I was vis­ited of­ten by de­light­ful in­spir­a­tions, es­pe­cially by faëry dreams, de­rived from the period of my earli­est years in the Con­vent of the Holy Lime-Tree.


  I must not omit to men­tion, that, dur­ing the sol­emn act of my in­vest­it­ure, I be­held the choir-mas­ter’s sis­ter. She looked quite sunk in mel­an­choly, and her eyes evid­ently shone in tears. But the time of tempta­tion was now past and gone; and, per­haps, out of a sin­ful pride over a tri­umph too eas­ily won, I could not help smil­ing, which did not fail to be re­marked by a cer­tain monk, named Cyril­lus, who at that mo­ment stood near me. “What makes you so merry, brother?” said he.—“When I am re­noun­cing this con­tempt­ible world,” said I, “and its van­it­ies, ought I not to re­joice?”


  It was not to be denied, how­ever, that, at the mo­ment when I pro­nounced these words, an in­vol­un­tary feel­ing of re­gret vi­brated through my in­most heart, and was at dir­ect vari­ance with what I had said. Yet this was the last at­tack of earthly pas­sion, after which com­pos­ure of spirit gradu­ally gained com­plete as­cend­ancy. Oh, had it never de­par­ted! But who may trust to the strength of his ar­mour? Who may rely on his own cour­age, if the su­per­nat­ural and un­seen powers of dark­ness are com­bined against him, and for ever on the watch?

  


  I had now been five years in the con­vent, when, ac­cord­ing to ar­range­ments made by the Prior, the care of the reliquiary cham­ber was trans­ferred to me from Brother Cyril­lus, who was now be­come old and in­firm.


  In this room (it was an old grot­esque Gothic cham­ber) there were all sorts of de­vo­tional treas­ures:—bones of the saints, and rem­nants of their dress—frag­ments of the cross, &c. &c.—which were pre­served in costly glass cases, set in sil­ver, and ex­posed to view only on cer­tain days, for the edi­fic­a­tion of the people. When the trans­fer of du­ties took place, Brother Cyril­lus fully ac­quain­ted me with the char­ac­ter of each art­icle, and with the doc­u­ments prov­ing the mir­acles which the rel­ics had sev­er­ally per­formed.


  In re­gard to tal­ents and lit­er­ary ac­quire­ments, this monk stood next in rank to the Prior Le­onar­dus, for which reason I had the less hes­it­a­tion in im­part­ing to him freely whatever doubts or dif­fi­culties came into my mind. “Must we, then,” said I, “ab­so­lutely and truly, look upon every art­icle in this col­lec­tion as that for which it is given out? or, rather, may not av­arice and de­ceit have here fois­ted in many things as rel­ics of this or that saint, which in real­ity are base im­pos­tures? As, for ex­ample, what shall we say if one con­vent, ac­cord­ing to its archives, pos­sesses the whole cross, and yet there are so many frag­ments in cir­cu­la­tion, that (as a brother of our own once ir­rev­er­ently ob­served) they might, if col­lec­ted to­gether, sup­ply our house for a whole twelve­month with fuel?”


  “Truly,” said Cyril­lus, “it does not be­come us to sub­ject mat­ters of this kind to pro­fane in­quiry; but, to speak un­re­servedly, my opin­ion is, that very few of the things which are here pre­served really are that which they are given out to be. But in this there seems to be no real or im­port­ant ob­jec­tion whatever. If you will take no­tice, Brother Med­ar­dus, of the doc­trine which the Prior and I have al­ways held on these mys­ter­ies, you will, on the con­trary, per­ceive that our re­li­gion only beams forth more and more in ren­ov­ated lustre.


  “Is it not worthy of ad­mir­a­tion, dear Brother, that our Church en­deav­ours in such man­ner to catch hold of those mys­ter­i­ous links, which in this world con­nect to­gether sen­sual and spir­itual ex­ist­ences—in other words, so to in­flu­ence our cor­por­eal frame, that our higher ori­gin and de­pend­ance on the Di­vin­ity may be more clearly per­ceived—that we may en­joy, too, the an­ti­cip­a­tion of that spir­itual life, of which we bear the germs within us, and of which a fore-feel­ing hov­ers around us, as if like the fan­ning of ser­aph’s wings?


  “What is this or that morsel of wood—that crum­bling bone, or frag­ment of cloth? In them­selves they are, of course, worth­less; but it is said, that the one was cut from the real cross, and that the oth­ers are from the body or gar­ment of a saint. Hence, to the be­liever, who, without scru­tin­iz­ing, takes the relic for what it is said to be, is dir­ectly sup­plied a source of su­per­nat­ural ex­cite­ment, and the most en­vi­able as­so­ci­ations. Hence, too, is awoke the spir­itual in­flu­ence of that saint from whom the relic is de­rived; and he draws con­sol­a­tion and sup­port from that glor­i­fied be­ing, whom, with full con­fid­ence and faith, he had in­voked. By this kind of ex­cite­ment, also, there is no doubt that many bod­ily dis­eases may be over­come, and in this man­ner, for the most part, are ef­fected the mir­acles, which, as they of­ten take place be­fore the eyes of the as­sembled people, it is im­possible to dis­pute or deny.”


  I re­col­lec­ted im­me­di­ately many ex­pres­sions of the Prior which cor­res­pon­ded ex­actly with those now used by Cyril­lus, and began to look on these things which I had formerly re­garded as mere toys and baubles, with a de­gree of re­spect and de­vo­tional ven­er­a­tion. The old monk did not fail to per­ceive this ef­fect of his own dis­course, and went on, with in­creased zeal and en­ergy, to ex­plain, one by one, the re­main­ing rel­ics.


  CHAPTER V.


  At last, Brother Cyril­lus had re­course to an old and strangely carved wooden press, which he care­fully un­locked, and out of which he took a small square box. “Herein, Brother Med­ar­dus,” said he, “is con­tained the most won­der­ful and mys­ter­i­ous relic of which our con­vent is pos­sessed. As long as I have been res­id­ent here, no one but the Prior and my­self has had this box in his hands. Even the other brethren (not to speak of strangers) are un­aware of its ex­ist­ence. For my own part, I can­not even touch this cas­ket without an in­ward shud­der­ing; for it seems to me as if there were some ma­lig­nant spell, or rather, some liv­ing de­mon, locked up within it, which, were the bonds broken by which this evil prin­ciple is now con­fined, would bring de­struc­tion on all who came within its ac­cursed range.


  “That which is therein con­tained is known to have been de­rived im­me­di­ately from the Arch-Fiend, at the time when he was still al­lowed vis­ibly, and in per­sonal shape, to con­tend against the weal of man­kind.”


  I looked at Brother Cyril­lus with the greatest as­ton­ish­ment; but without leav­ing me time to an­swer, he went on.


  “I shall ab­stain, Brother Med­ar­dus, from of­fer­ing you any opin­ion of my own on this mys­ter­i­ous af­fair, but merely re­late to you faith­fully what our doc­u­ments say upon the sub­ject. You will find the pa­pers in that press, and can read them af­ter­wards at your leis­ure.


  “The life of St An­thony is already well known to you. You are aware, that in or­der to be com­pletely with­drawn from the dis­trac­tions of the world, he went out into the desert, and there de­voted him­self to the severest pen­it­en­tial ex­er­cises. The Devil, of course, fol­lowed him, and came of­ten in his way, in or­der to dis­turb him in his pi­ous con­tem­pla­tions.


  “One even­ing it happened ac­cord­ingly, that St An­thony was re­turn­ing home, and had ar­rived near his cell, when he per­ceived a dark fig­ure ap­proach­ing him rap­idly along the heath. As his vis­it­ant came nearer, he ob­served with sur­prise, through the holes in a torn mantle worn by the stranger, the long necks of oddly-shaped bottles, which of course pro­duced an ef­fect the most ex­traordin­ary and grot­esque. It was the Devil, who, in this ab­surd mas­quer­ade, smiled on him iron­ic­ally, and in­quired if he would not choose to taste of the Elixir which he car­ried in these bottles? At this in­solence, St An­thony was not even in­censed, but re­mained per­fectly calm; for the En­emy, hav­ing now be­come power­less and con­tempt­ible, was no longer in a con­di­tion to ven­ture a real com­bat, but must con­fine him­self to scorn­ful words.


  “The Saint, how­ever, in­quired for what reason he car­ried about so many bottles in that un­heard-of man­ner.


  “‘For this very reason,’ said the Devil, ‘that people may be in­duced to ask me the ques­tion; for as soon as any mor­tal meets with me, he looks on me with as­ton­ish­ment, makes the same in­quiry that you have done, and, in the next place, can­not for­bear de­sir­ing to taste, and try what sort of elixirs I am pos­sessed of. Among so many bottles, if he finds one which suits his taste, and drinks it out, and be­comes drunk, he is then ir­re­cov­er­ably mine, and be­longs to me and my king­dom for ever.’


  “So far the story is the same in all le­gends, though some of them add, that, ac­cord­ing to the Devil’s con­fes­sion, if two in­di­vidu­als should drink out of the same flask, they would hence­forth be­come ad­dicted to the same crimes, pos­sess­ing a won­der­ful re­ci­pro­city of thoughts and feel­ings, yet mu­tu­ally and un­con­sciously act­ing for the de­struc­tion of each other. By our own ma­nu­scripts, it is nar­rated farther, that when the Devil went from thence, he left some of his flasks on the ground, which St An­thony dir­ectly took with him into his cave, fear­ing that they might fall into the way of ac­ci­dental trav­el­lers, or even de­ceive some of his own pu­pils, who came to visit him in that re­tire­ment. By chance, so we are also told, St An­thony once opened one of these bottles, out of which there arose dir­ectly a strange and stupi­fy­ing va­pour, whereupon all sorts of hideous ap­par­i­tions and spec­tral phantoms from hell had en­vironed the Saint, in or­der to ter­rify and de­lude him. Above all, too, there were forms of wo­men, who sought to en­tice him into shame­less in­de­cen­cies. These al­to­gether tor­men­ted him, un­til, by con­stant prayer, and severe pen­it­en­tial ex­er­cises, he had driven them again out of the field.


  “In this very box there is now de­pos­ited a bottle of that kind, saved from the rel­ics of St An­thony; and the doc­u­ments thereto re­lat­ing, are so pre­cise and com­plete, that the fact of its hav­ing been de­rived from the Saint is hardly to be doubted. Be­sides, I can as­sure you, Brother Med­ar­dus, that so of­ten as I have chanced to touch this bottle, or even the box in which it is con­tained, I have been struck with a mys­ter­i­ous hor­ror. It seems to me also, as if I smelt a pe­cu­liar, odor­i­fer­ous va­pour, which stuns the senses, and the ef­fects of which do not stop there, but ut­terly rob me of com­pos­ure of spirit af­ter­wards, and dis­tract my at­ten­tion from de­vo­tional ex­er­cises.


  “Whether I do or not be­lieve in this im­me­di­ate in­ter­course with the devil in vis­ible shape, yet, that such dis­trac­tion pro­ceeds from the dir­ect in­flu­ence of some hos­tile power, there can be no doubt. How­ever, I over­came this gradu­ally by zeal­ous and un­ceas­ing prayer. As for you, Brother Med­ar­dus, whose fer­vent ima­gin­a­tion will col­our all things with a strength bey­ond that of real­ity, and who, in con­sequence of youth, also will be apt to trust too much to your own power of res­ist­ance, I would earn­estly im­press on you this ad­vice,—‘Never, or at least, for many years, to open the box; and in or­der that it may not tempt and en­tice you, to put it as much as pos­sible out of your reach and sight.’”


  Hereupon Brother Cyril­lus shut up the mys­ter­i­ous Box in the press from which it had come, and con­signed over to me a large bunch of keys, among which that of the for­mid­able press had its place. The whole story had made on me a deep im­pres­sion, and the more that I felt an in­ward long­ing to con­tem­plate the won­der­ful relic, the more I was re­solved to render this to my­self dif­fi­cult, or even im­possible.


  When Cyril­lus left me, I looked over once more, one by one, the treas­ures thus com­mit­ted to my charge; I then re­turned to my cell, and un­tied the key of the Devil’s press from the bunch to which it be­longed, and hid it deeply among the pa­pers in my writ­ing-desk.


  One tempta­tion, said I to my­self, I have already over­come. I have eman­cip­ated my­self from the thral­dom of Ther­ese. Never more shall the Devil, by his in­si­di­ous ar­ti­fices, gain as­cend­ancy over me!

  


  Among the pro­fess­ors in the Col­lege, there was one, dis­tin­guished as an ex­traordin­ary orator. Every time that he preached, the church was filled to over­flow­ing. His words, like a stream of lava fire, bore with him the hearts and souls of his hear­ers, and kindled in every one the most fer­vid and un­af­fected de­vo­tion.


  The in­spir­a­tion of his dis­courses an­im­ated me, among oth­ers, in a pre-em­in­ent de­gree; and al­though I cer­tainly looked on this ex­traordin­ary man as an es­pe­cial fa­vour­ite of Heaven, and gif­ted with no every-day tal­ents, yet it seemed as if some mighty warn­ing voice spoke within me, com­mand­ing me to rouse from my slum­bers,—to go and do like­wise!


  After I had re­turned from hear­ing him, I used to preach with great en­ergy in my own cell, giv­ing my­self up to the in­spir­a­tion of the mo­ment, till I had suc­ceeded in ar­rest­ing and em­body­ing my thoughts in proper words, which I then com­mit­ted to pa­per.


  The brother who used to preach in the con­vent now be­came ob­vi­ously weaker. Wholly des­ti­tute of en­ergy, like a half-dried rivu­let in sum­mer, his dis­courses dragged la­bor­i­ously and feebly along; and an in­tol­er­able dif­fuse­ness of lan­guage, res­ult­ing from the want of thought, rendered his dis­courses so long and te­di­ous, that most of his hear­ers, as if lulled by the un­ceas­ing clap­per of a mill, long be­fore he con­cluded, fell asleep, and were only roused after he had pro­nounced “amen,” by the sound of the an­them and the or­gan.


  The Prior Le­onar­dus was in­deed an ad­mir­able orator; but he was at this time afraid to preach, as, on ac­count of his ad­vanced age, the ex­er­tion fa­tigued him too much: and ex­cept the Prior, there was no one in the con­vent who could sup­ply the place of the su­per­an­nu­ated brother.


  The Prior one day happened to con­verse with me on this state of af­fairs, which he de­plored, as it de­prived the mon­as­tery of many pi­ous vis­it­ors. I took cour­age, and told him that I had many times felt an in­ward call to the pul­pit, and had even writ­ten sev­eral dis­courses.


  Ac­cord­ingly, he de­sired to see some spe­ci­mens from my ma­nu­scripts, and was with them so highly pleased, that he earn­estly ex­hor­ted me, on the next hol­i­day, to make a trial in pub­lic, in which at­tempt I ran the less risk of fail­ure, be­ing by nature gif­ted with an ex­press­ive cast of fea­tures, and a deep, son­or­ous tone of voice. As to the sub­si­di­ary ac­quire­ments, of ac­tion and of de­liv­ery, the Prior prom­ised him­self to in­struct me.


  CHAPTER VI.


  The event­ful hol­i­day soon ar­rived. The church was un­usu­ally crowded, and it was not without con­sid­er­able trep­id­a­tion that I moun­ted the pul­pit. At the com­mence­ment, I re­mained tim­idly faith­ful to my ma­nu­script; and Le­onar­dus told me that I had spoken with a fal­ter­ing voice, which, how­ever, ex­actly cor­res­pon­ded with cer­tain plaint­ive and pathetic con­sid­er­a­tions with which I had be­gun my dis­course, and which, there­fore, was in­ter­preted by most of my aud­it­ors into a very skil­ful ex­ample of rhet­or­ical tact.


  Soon af­ter­wards, how­ever, it seemed as if my in­ward mind were gradu­ally lighted up by the glow­ing fire of su­per­nat­ural in­spir­a­tion. I thought no more of the ma­nu­script, but gave my­self up to the in­flu­ence of the mo­ment. I felt how every nerve and fibre was at­tuned and en­er­gized. I heard my own voice thun­der through the vaul­ted roof. I be­held, as if by mir­acle, the halo of di­vine light shed around my own el­ev­ated head and out­stretched arms. By what means I was en­abled to pre­serve con­nec­tion in my peri­ods, or to de­liver my con­cep­tions with any de­gree of lo­gical pre­ci­sion, I know not, for I was car­ried out of my­self. I could not af­ter­wards have de­clared whether my dis­course had been short or long—the time past like a dream! With a grand eu­phon­ical sen­tence, in which I con­cen­trated, as if into one fo­cus, all the blessed doc­trines that I had been an­noun­cing, I con­cluded my ser­mon; of which the ef­fect was such as had been in the con­vent wholly un­exampled.


  Long after I had ceased to speak, there were heard through the church the sounds of pas­sion­ate weep­ing, ex­clam­a­tions of heart­felt rap­ture, and aud­ible pray­ers. The brethren paid me their trib­ute of the highest ap­prob­a­tion. Le­onar­dus em­braced me, and named me the pride of their in­sti­tu­tion!

  


  With un­exampled rapid­ity my renown was spread abroad; and hence­for­ward, on every Sunday or hol­i­day, crowds of the most re­spect­able in­hab­it­ants of the town used to be as­sembled, even be­fore the doors were opened, while the church, after all, was found in­suf­fi­cient to hold them. By this homage, my zeal was pro­por­tion­ably in­creased. I en­deav­oured more and more to give to my peri­ods the proper round­ing, and to ad­orn my dis­courses through­out, with all the flowers of elo­quence. I suc­ceeded al­ways more and more in fet­ter­ing the at­ten­tion of my audi­ence, un­til my fame be­came such, that the at­ten­tion paid to me was more like the homage and ven­er­a­tion due to a saint, than ap­prob­a­tion be­stowed on any or­din­ary mor­tal. A kind of re­li­gious de­li­rium now pre­vailed through the town. Even on or­din­ary week days, and on half-hol­i­days, the in­hab­it­ants came in crowds, merely to see Brother Med­ar­dus, and to hear him speak, though but a few words.


  Thus van­ity gradu­ally, by im­per­cept­ible, but sure ap­proaches, took pos­ses­sion of my heart. Al­most un­con­sciously, I began to look upon my­self as the one elect,—the pre-em­in­ently chosen of Heaven. Then the mi­ra­cu­lous cir­cum­stances at­tend­ing my birth at the Lime-Tree; my father’s for­give­ness of a mor­tal crime; the vis­ion­ary ad­ven­tures of my child­hood;—all seemed to in­dic­ate that my lofty spirit, in im­me­di­ate com­merce with su­per­nat­ural be­ings, be­longed not prop­erly to earth, but to Heaven, and was but suffered, for a space, to wander here, for the be­ne­fit and con­sol­a­tion of mor­tals! It be­came, ac­cord­ing to my own judg­ment, quite cer­tain, that the ven­er­able old Pil­grim, to­gether with the won­der­ful boy that he had brought with him, had been su­per­nat­ural vis­it­ants,—that they had des­cen­ded on earth, for the ex­press pur­pose of greet­ing me as the chosen saint, who was destined for the in­struc­tion of man­kind, to so­journ tran­si­ently among them.


  But the more vividly all these ideas came be­fore me, the more did my present situ­ation be­come op­press­ive and dis­agree­able. That un­af­fected cheer­ful­ness and in­ward serenity which had formerly brightened my ex­ist­ence, was com­pletely ban­ished from my soul. Even all the good-hearted ex­pres­sions of the Prior, and friendly be­ha­viour of the monks, awoke within me only dis­con­tent and re­sent­ment. By their mode of con­duct, my van­ity was bit­terly mor­ti­fied. In me they ought clearly to have re­cog­nised the chosen saint who was above them so highly el­ev­ated. Nay, they should even have pros­trated them­selves in the dust, and im­plored my in­ter­ces­sion be­fore the throne of Heaven!


  I con­sidered them, there­fore, as be­ings in­flu­enced by the most de­plor­able ob­dur­acy and re­fract­or­i­ness of spirit. Even in my dis­courses I con­trived to in­ter­weave cer­tain mys­ter­i­ous al­lu­sions. I ven­tured to as­sert, that now a wholly new and mighty re­volu­tion had be­gun, as with the roseate light of morn­ing, to dawn upon the earth, an­noun­cing to pi­ous be­liev­ers, that one of the spe­cially elect of Heaven had been sent for a space to wander in sub­lun­ary re­gions. My sup­posed mis­sion I con­tin­ued to clothe in mys­ter­i­ous and ob­scure im­agery, which, in­deed, the less it was un­der­stood, seemed the more to work like a charm among the people.


  Le­onar­dus now be­came vis­ibly colder in his man­ner, avoid­ing to speak with me, un­less be­fore wit­nesses. At last, one day, when we were left alone in the great allée of the con­vent garden, he broke out—“Brother Med­ar­dus, I can no longer con­ceal from you, that for some time past your whole be­ha­viour has been such as to ex­cite in me the greatest dis­pleas­ure. There has arisen in your mind some ad­verse and hos­tile prin­ciple, by which you have be­come wholly ali­en­ated from a life of pi­ous sim­pli­city. In your dis­courses, there pre­vails a dan­ger­ous ob­scur­ity; and from this dark­ness many things ap­pear ready, if you dared ut­ter them, to start for­ward, which if plainly spoken, would ef­fec­tu­ally sep­ar­ate you and me for ever. To be can­did—at this mo­ment you bear about with you, and be­tray that un­al­ter­able curse of our sin­ful ori­gin, by which even every power­ful struggle of our spir­itual en­er­gies is rendered a means of open­ing to us the realms of de­struc­tion, where­into we thought­less mor­tals are, alas! too apt to go astray!


  “The ap­prob­a­tion, nay, the id­ol­at­rous ad­mir­a­tion, which has been paid to you by the ca­pri­cious mul­ti­tude, who are al­ways in search of nov­elty, has dazzled you, and you be­hold your­self in an ar­ti­fi­cial char­ac­ter, which is not your own, but a de­ceit­ful phantom, which will en­tice you rap­idly into the gulf of per­di­tion. Re­turn, then, into your­self, Med­ar­dus—re­nounce the de­lu­sion which thus be­sets and over­powers you! I be­lieve that I thor­oughly un­der­stand this de­lu­sion,—at least, I am well aware of its ef­fects. Already have you lost ut­terly that calmness and com­pla­cence of spirit, without which there is, on this earth, no hope of real im­prove­ment. Take warn­ing, then, in time! Res­ist the fiend who be­sets you! Be once more that good-hu­moured and open-hearted youth whom with my whole soul I loved!”


  Tears in­vol­un­tar­ily flowed from the eyes of the good Prior while he spoke thus. He had taken my hand, but now let­ting it fall, he de­par­ted quickly without wait­ing for any an­swer.


  His words had in­deed pen­et­rated my heart; but, alas! the im­pres­sions that they had left were only those of an­ger, dis­trust, and re­sent­ment. He had spoken of the ap­prob­a­tion, nay, the ad­mir­a­tion and re­spect, which I had ob­tained by my won­der­ful tal­ents; and it be­came but too ob­vi­ous that only pi­ti­ful envy had been the real source of that dis­pleas­ure, which he so can­didly ex­pressed to­wards me.


  Si­lent, and wrapt up within my­self, I re­mained at the next meet­ing of the brethren, a prey to de­vour­ing in­dig­na­tion. Still buoyed up and ex­cited by the wild in­spir­a­tions which had risen up within me, I con­tin­ued through whole days and long sleep­less nights my la­bor­i­ous con­triv­ances how I might best com­mit to pa­per (without a too can­did avowal of my self-id­ol­atry) the glor­i­ous ideas that crowded on my mind.


  Mean­while, the more that I be­came es­tranged from Le­onar­dus and the monks, the bet­ter I suc­ceeded in at­tract­ing the homage of the people; and my dis­courses never failed to rivet their at­ten­tion.


  On St An­thony’s day this year, it happened that the church was more than ever thronged—in such man­ner, that the vestry-men were ob­liged to keep the doors open, in or­der that those who could not get in might at least hear me from without. Never had I spoken more ar­dently, more im­press­ively,—in a word, with more onc­tion. I had re­lated, as usual, many won­der­ful an­ec­dotes from the lives of the saints, and had demon­strated in what de­gree their ex­amples, though not im­it­able in their fullest ex­tent, might yet be ad­vant­age­ously ap­plied in real life. I spoke, too, of the man­i­fold arts of the Devil, to whom the fall of our first par­ents had given the power of se­du­cing man­kind; and in­vol­un­tar­ily, be­fore I was aware, the stream of elo­quence led me away into the le­gend of the Elixir, which I wished to rep­res­ent as an in­geni­ous al­legory.


  Then sud­denly, my looks, in wan­der­ing through the church, fell upon a tall hag­gard fig­ure, who had moun­ted upon a bench, and stood in a dir­ec­tion nearly op­pos­ite to me, lean­ing against a pil­lar. He was in a strange for­eign garb, with a dark vi­olet-col­oured mantle, of which the folds were twined round his crossed arms. His coun­ten­ance was deadly pale; but there was an un­earthly glare in his large black star­ing eyes, which struck into my very heart. I trembled in­vol­un­tar­ily—a mys­ter­i­ous hor­ror per­vaded my whole frame. I turned away my looks, how­ever, and, sum­mon­ing up my ut­most cour­age, forced my­self to con­tinue my dis­course. But, as if con­strained by some in­ex­plic­able spell of an en­chanter—as if fas­cin­ated by the ba­silisk’s eyes—I was al­ways ob­liged to look back again, where the man stood as be­fore, change­less and mo­tion­less, with his large spec­tral eyes glar­ing upon me.


  On his high wrinkled fore­head, and in the lin­ea­ments of his down-drawn mouth, there was an ex­pres­sion of bit­ter scorn, of dis­dain mixed al­most with hatred. His whole fig­ure presen­ted some­thing in­des­crib­ably and su­per­nat­ur­ally hor­rid, such as be­longed not to this life. The whole truth now came on my re­mem­brance. It was, it could be no other, than the un­known mi­ra­cu­lous painter from the Lime-Tree, whose form, be­held in in­fancy, had never wholly van­ished from my mind, and who now haunted me like the vis­ible im­per­son­i­fic­a­tion of that hered­it­ary guilt by which my life was over­shad­owed.


  I felt as if seized on and grappled with by ice-cold talons: My peri­ods faltered;—my whole dis­course be­came al­ways more and more con­fused. There arose a whis­per­ing and mur­mur­ing in the church;—but the stranger re­mained ut­terly un­moved; and the fixed re­gard of his eyes never for a mo­ment re­len­ted. At last, in the full par­oxysm—the cli­max of ter­ror and des­pair—I screamed aloud—“Thou re­ven­ant!—Thou ac­cursed sor­cerer!—Away with thee from hence!—Be­gone! for I my­self am he!—I am the blessed St An­thony!”


  CHAPTER VII.


  From that mo­ment, I re­mem­ber noth­ing more, un­til, on re­cov­er­ing from the state of ut­ter un­con­scious­ness into which I fell with these words, I found my­self in my cell, on my couch, and care­fully watched by Cyril­lus. The fright­ful vis­ion of the un­known stood yet vividly be­fore mine eyes. Cyril­lus, how­ever, la­boured to con­vince me, that this had been but an il­lus­ory phantom of my own brain—heated by the zeal and ar­dour of my dis­course.


  But the more that he ex­er­ted him­self for this pur­pose, the more deeply did I feel shame and re­pent­ance at my own be­ha­viour in the pul­pit—As to the audi­ence, they, as I af­ter­wards un­der­stood, con­cluded that a sud­den mad­ness had seized upon me; for which no­tion, my last ex­clam­a­tion had, no doubt, af­forded them abund­ant reason.


  I was in spirit ut­terly crushed and an­ni­hil­ated. Shut up like a pris­oner in my cell, I sub­jec­ted my­self to the severest pen­it­en­tial in­flic­tions; and strengthened my­self by zeal­ous prayer for con­ten­tion with the ad­versary, who had ap­peared to me, even on con­sec­rated ground, and only in malice and mock­ery had put on the fea­tures and garb of the mi­ra­cu­lous painter of the Lime-Tree.


  No one but my­self would ac­know­ledge that he had seen the man in the vi­olet-col­oured mantle; and, with his usual kind­ness, the Prior Le­onar­dus, very zeal­ously spread a re­port, that my con­duct had arisen merely from the first at­tack of a severe nervous fever, by which I had been so fright­fully borne away in my dis­course, and con­fused in my ideas. In­deed, without any pre­tence, I was, for a long time, ex­tremely ill, and this too for sev­eral weeks after I had again re­sumed the or­din­ary con­ven­tual mode of life.


  How­ever, I at last un­der­took once more to mount the pul­pit;—but, tor­men­ted by my own in­ward agit­a­tion, and still haunted by the rest­less re­mem­brance of that hor­rid pale spectre, I was scarcely able to speak con­nec­tedly, much less to give my­self up as be­fore to the spon­tan­eous fire of elo­quence. My ser­mons, on the con­trary, were now stiff, con­strained, and la­bor­i­ously patched up from dis­join­ted frag­ments. The audi­ence be­wailed the loss of my rhet­or­ical powers,—gradu­ally gave up their at­tend­ance,—and the su­per­an­nu­ated brother who had formerly preached, and who was now much su­per­ior to me, again took his place; so that I was ut­terly su­per­seded.

  


  After some time lost in this man­ner, it happened, that a cer­tain young Count, then on his travels, (un­der a feigned name,) with his tu­tor, came to the mon­as­tery, and de­sired to see whatever we had to boast of that was rare and curi­ous. I was ac­cord­ingly ob­liged to open the reliquary cham­ber,—the gleam of a fine sun­set shone upon the strange fur­niture of this ghastly old room, and the vis­it­ors, with an iron­ical smile on their fea­tures, marched in. To my vex­a­tion, I was left with them alone; for the Prior, who had till now been with us, was called away to at­tend a sick per­son in the town of König­swald.

  


  Gradu­ally I had got through all that I in­ten­ded to shew, and had minutely de­scribed every art­icle, when, by chance, the Count’s eye fell upon the curi­ous old cab­inet, ad­orned with grot­esque carvings, in which was de­pos­ited the box with the Devil’s Elixir.


  Though for some time I dex­ter­ously evaded their ques­tions, yet, at last, the Count and his tu­tor, join­ing to­gether, urged me so far, that I could not avoid telling them, at once, the le­gends re­lat­ing to the con­tents of this cab­inet. In short, I re­peated to them the whole story of St An­thony and the devil, nor (un­luck­ily) did I leave out the warn­ing which brother Cyril­lus had given me, as to the danger of open­ing the box, or even the cab­inet. Not­with­stand­ing that the Count was of the Cath­olic re­li­gion, both he and his tu­tor seemed to have little or no faith in sac­red le­gends. They both in­dulged in an ex­uber­ance of odd fan­cies and witty re­marks on this com­ical devil, who had car­ried about bottles un­der his ragged mantle. At last, the tu­tor thought proper to as­sume a ser­i­ous de­mean­our, and spoke as fol­lows:—


  “Do not, rev­er­end sir, be of­fen­ded with the lev­ity of us men of the world. Be as­sured, on the con­trary, that we both hon­our the Saints, and look on them as the most ad­mir­able ex­amples of mor­tals in­spired by re­li­gion, who, for the sal­va­tion of their souls, and edi­fic­a­tion of man­kind, sac­ri­ficed all the en­joy­ments of life, and even life it­self. But as to le­gends and stor­ies such as you have just now re­lated, in my opin­ion, these are, though not al­ways, yet in many in­stances, (of which this is one,) only in­geni­ous al­leg­or­ies, which, by mis­con­cep­tion, are ab­surdly sup­posed to be his­tor­ies of events that took place in real life.”


  With these words, the tu­tor had sud­denly drawn aside the slid­ing cover of the box, and taken out the black strangely-formed bottle. Now, in­deed, as brother Cyril­lus had re­marked to me, there spread it­self abroad a strong odour, which ap­peared, how­ever, any­thing rather than stupi­fy­ing. It was, in a high de­gree, agree­able, gen­er­ous, and re­fresh­ing.


  “Hah!” ex­claimed the Count, “now would I take any bet, that the Devil’s Elixir is neither more nor less, than ex­cel­lent old wine of Syra­cuse!”


  “Un­ques­tion­ably,” said the tu­tor; “and if the bottle really came from the posthum­ous prop­erty of St An­thony, then, brother, you are more for­tu­nate than the King of Naples, who, on one oc­ca­sion, ex­pec­ted to be able to taste real old Ro­man wine; but, from the bad cus­tom among the Ro­mans, of pour­ing oil into the necks of their bottles in­stead of us­ing corks, was de­barred that grat­i­fic­a­tion.


  “Though this bottle,” con­tin­ued he, “is by no means so old as the Au­gus­tan age, yet, hav­ing been St An­thony’s, it is cer­tainly by far the most an­cient that we are likely to meet with; and, there­fore, rev­er­end sir, you would, in my opin­ion, do well to ap­ply the relic to your own use, and to sip up its con­tents with good faith and cour­age.”


  “Un­doubtedly,” re­sumed the Count, “this old Syra­cusan wine would pour new strength into your veins, and put to flight that bod­ily in­dis­pos­i­tion un­der which, rev­er­end sir, you now seem to la­bour.”


  Hereupon the tu­tor pulled a cork-screw from his pocket, and, not­with­stand­ing all my prot­est­a­tions to the con­trary, opened the bottle. It seemed to me, as if, upon draw­ing the cork, a blue flame as­cen­ded into the air, which dir­ectly af­ter­wards van­ished. More power­fully then, the va­por­ous odour moun­ted out of the flask, and spread it­self through the cham­ber!


  The tu­tor tasted in the first place, and cried out with rap­ture—“Ad­mir­able, ad­mir­able Syra­cusan! In truth, the wine cel­lar of St An­thony was by no means a bad one; and if the devil really was his but­ler, then cer­tainly he had no such evil in­ten­tions to­wards the Saint as people com­monly sup­pose!—Now, my Lord Count, taste the wine!”


  The Count did so, and con­firmed what the tu­tor had said. In­deed he took a long draught, in­stead of a taste, from the bottle. They re­newed their wit­ti­cisms and mer­ri­ment over the relic, which, ac­cord­ing to them, was de­cidedly the finest in all the col­lec­tion. They wished heart­ily, that they could have a whole cel­lar of such rar­it­ies, &c. &c.


  I heard all this in si­lence, with my head sunk down, and with eyes fixed on the ground. The bad­in­age of the strangers was to me, in my present mood of mind, ab­hor­rent and tor­ment­ing. In vain did they urge me to taste the wine of St An­thony! I res­ol­utely re­fused, and at last was al­lowed to shut up the bottle, well corked, into its proper re­cept­acle.


  Thus, then, I had for once tri­umphed and es­caped. The strangers, in­deed, would have en­deav­oured to prove, that this trial of the wine was but a ve­nial trans­gres­sion; but even of ve­nial trans­gres­sions, I had at that time a proper ab­hor­rence, know­ing that they formed the sure and ample found­a­tion for mor­tal sins.


  The strangers left the mon­as­tery. But, as I sat alone in my cell, I could not dis­guise from my­self, or deny, that I felt a cer­tain cheer­ful­ness of mind, and ex­hil­ar­a­tion of spirit. It was ob­vi­ous that the power­ful and spir­itu­ous odour of the wine had re­vived me. No trace or symp­tom of the bad ef­fects of which Cyril­lus had spoken did I ex­per­i­ence. On the con­trary, an in­flu­ence the most op­pos­ite be­came de­cidedly mani­fest.

  


  The more that I now med­it­ated on the le­gend of St. An­thony, and the more live­lily that I called to mind the words of the tu­tor, the more cer­tain did it ap­pear to me, that the ex­plan­a­tions of the lat­ter were cor­rect and well-foun­ded. Then, first, with the rapid­ity and vehe­mence of light­ning, the thought rushed through me, that on that un­happy day, when the hor­rible vis­ion broke the thread of my dis­course, I too had been on the point of in­ter­pret­ing the le­gend of St An­thony in the same man­ner as an in­geni­ous al­legory. With this thought an­other soon was united, which filled my mind so com­pletely, that every other con­sid­er­a­tion al­most faded away.


  “How,” said I to my­self, “if this ex­traordin­ary and odor­i­fer­ous drink ac­tu­ally pos­sessed the secret ef­fic­acy of restor­ing thy strength, and re­kind­ling that in­tel­lec­tual fire which has been so fright­fully ex­tin­guished? What, if already some mys­ter­i­ous re­la­tion­ship of thy spirit, with the mys­tical powers con­tained in that bottle, has been plainly in­dic­ated, and even proved, if it were no more than by this,—that the very same odour which stunned and dis­trac­ted the weakly Cyril­lus, has, on thee, only pro­duced the most be­ne­fi­cial ef­fects?”

  


  When already I had at vari­ous times even re­solved to fol­low the coun­sel of the strangers, and was in the act of walk­ing through the church to­wards the reliquary room, I per­ceived an in­ward, and, to my­self, in­ex­plic­able res­ist­ance, which held me back. Nay, once, when on the very point of un­lock­ing the cab­inet, it seemed to me as if I be­held in the power­ful alto re­lievo of the an­tique carvings on the pan­nel, the hor­rible coun­ten­ance of the painter, with his fixed glar­ing eyes, of which the in­tol­er­able ex­pres­sion still pen­et­rated through my heart, and vehe­mently seized by a su­per­nat­ural hor­ror, I fled from the room, in or­der to pros­trate my­self at one of the al­tars in the church, and re­pent of my temer­ity!


  But, not­with­stand­ing all my en­deav­ours, the same thought con­tin­ued to per­se­cute me, that only by par­ti­cip­a­tion in that mi­ra­cu­lous wine could my now sunk spirit be re­freshed and re­stored. The be­ha­viour of the Prior and the monks, who treated me with the most mor­ti­fy­ing, how­ever well in­ten­ded, kind­ness, as a per­son dis­ordered in in­tel­lect, brought me to ab­so­lute des­pair; and as Le­onar­dus gran­ted me a dis­pens­a­tion from the usual de­vo­tional ex­er­cises, in or­der that I might com­pletely re­cover my strength, I had more time for re­flec­tion. In the course of one long sleep­less night, per­se­cuted and tor­tured by my in­ward sense of de­grad­a­tion, I re­solved that I would ven­ture all things, even to death, and the eternal de­struc­tion of my soul, in or­der to re­gain the sta­tion that I had lost. I was, in short, de­term­ined to ob­tain my former powers of mind, or to per­ish in the at­tempt.


  CHAPTER VIII.


  I rose from bed, and glided like a ghost through the great aisle of the church to­wards the reliquary cham­ber. I had my lamp with me, which I lighted at the al­tar of the Vir­gin. Il­lu­min­ated by the glim­mer­ing ra­di­ance, the sac­red por­traits of the Saints seemed to move and start into life. Me­thought they looked down upon me with an as­pect of com­pas­sion. In the hol­low mur­murs of the night wind, which poured in through the high and partly broken win­dows of the choir, I heard mel­an­choly warn­ing voices. Among oth­ers, I dis­tin­guished that of my mother. Though from a far dis­tance, these words were clearly aud­ible:—“Med­ar­dus! Son Med­ar­dus! What wouldst thou do?—Re­nounce, oh! re­nounce, ere it is too late, this fear­ful un­der­tak­ing!”


  I dis­reg­arded them all, how­ever: for my cour­age was wound up by des­pair. As I came into the ghastly old cham­ber of rel­ics, all was si­lent and tran­quil. I walked with rapid and re­solved steps across the floor, so that my lamp was al­most ex­tin­guished. I un­locked the cab­inet—I seized the box—opened it—be­held the bottle—drew the cork—and in an in­stant had swal­lowed a deep and power­ful draught!


  It seemed im­me­di­ately as if fire streamed through my veins, and filled me with a sen­sa­tion of in­des­crib­able de­light! I drank once more, (but spar­ingly,) and the rap­tures of a new and glor­i­ous life began at once to dawn on my per­cep­tion. In haste, as if from dread of be­ing over­looked, I locked up the empty box into the cab­inet, and rap­idly fled with the in­es­tim­able treas­ure into my cell, where I placed it care­fully in my secretaire.


  At that mo­ment, while turn­ing over my pa­pers, the identical small key fell into my hands, which formerly, in or­der to es­cape from tempta­tion, I had sep­ar­ated from the rest; and yet, not­with­stand­ing my pre­cau­tion, I had found, both on this oc­ca­sion, and at the time when the strangers were with me, the means of un­lock­ing the cab­inet! I ex­amined my bunch of keys, and found among them one strangely shaped and un­known, with which I had now, and without, in my dis­trac­tion, re­mark­ing it, made my way to the relic.


  Hereupon I shuddered in­vol­un­tar­ily; but my ter­ror soon wore away. As if on the trans­par­ent me­dium of a phant­asmagorie, one bright and smil­ing im­age chased an­other be­fore the mind’s eye—be­fore that mind, which now, for the first time, seemed to be awoke from deep sleep; yet the vis­ions of my youth awoke not—I thought not of the past; but, un­der the fe­ver­ish ex­cite­ment of newly ac­quired en­ergy, dwelt only (if thought could be said to dwell where all was rest­less con­fu­sion) on the bril­liant pro­spects which awaited me for the fu­ture. It was am­bi­tion that pos­sessed me. I should have once more the power of ob­tain­ing that noblest of earthly su­prem­a­cies, an em­pire over the minds of oth­ers!


  I had no sleep nor rest through the night, but eagerly waited till the bright­ness of the next morn­ing beamed through the high win­dow into my cell, when I hastened down into the mon­as­tery gar­dens to bask in the warm splend­our of the rising sun, which now as­cen­ded fieryly, and glow­ing red from be­hind the moun­tains.


  Le­onar­dus and the brethren dir­ectly re­marked the change which had taken place in my out­ward ap­pear­ance and be­ha­viour. In­stead of be­ing, as formerly, re­served and wrapt up within my­self, without ut­ter­ing a word, I was now be­come once more lively and cheer­ful, and spoke again in the same tone with which I used to ad­dress the as­sembled mul­ti­tudes, and with the fer­vid elo­quence which used to be pe­cu­li­arly my own.


  On be­ing at last left alone with Le­onar­dus, he looked sted­fastly at me for a long space, as if he would read my in­most thoughts. Then, while a slight iron­ical smile coursed over his fea­tures, he said only, “Brother Med­ar­dus has had some new vis­ion per­haps—has drawn fresh en­ergy and new life from su­per­nat­ural rev­el­a­tions?”


  The irony with which the vir­tu­ous, the prudent, and im­macu­late, treat a fallen brother, is sel­dom be­ne­fi­cial in its in­flu­ence; sel­dom in­deed is it really con­sist­ent with vir­tue. It com­monly pro­ceeds either from selfish cold­ness of heart, (this ut­ter an­ti­thesis of chris­tian char­ity,) or from that sort of worldly know­ledge, which con­sists in be­liev­ing that no one is to be trus­ted. Hanging down my head, and with eyes fixed on the ground, I stood without ut­ter­ing a word, and as for Le­onar­dus, he de­par­ted and left me to my own con­tem­pla­tions.


  I had already been but too much afraid that the state of ex­cite­ment pro­duced by wine could not pos­sibly con­tinue long, but, on the con­trary, might, to my ut­ter grief and dis­com­fit­ure, draw after it a state of yet more miser­able weak­ness than that which I had already ex­per­i­enced. It was not so, how­ever; with the per­fect re­cov­ery of my health, I ex­per­i­enced a de­gree even of long-lost youth­ful cour­age. I felt once more that rest­less and vehe­ment striv­ing after the highest and most ex­ten­ded sphere of ac­tion, which the con­vent could al­low to me. Ac­cord­ingly, I in­sisted on be­ing al­lowed to preach again on the next hol­i­day, which after some con­sid­er­a­tion was gran­ted to me.


  Shortly be­fore mount­ing the pul­pit, I al­lowed my­self an­other draught of the mi­ra­cu­lous wine. The ef­fects were even bey­ond my most san­guine ex­pect­a­tions. Never had I spoken more ar­dently, im­press­ively, or with greater onc­tion, than on this day. My audi­ence, as be­fore, were con­foun­ded, and the ru­mour of my com­plete re­cov­ery was with in­con­ceiv­able rapid­ity spread abroad.


  Hence­for­ward the church was reg­u­larly crowded, as on the first weeks of my former celebrity; but the more that I gained the ap­plause of the people, the more ser­i­ous and re­served did Le­onar­dus ap­pear, so that I began at last with my whole soul to hate him. My ob­ject, in ac­quir­ing an as­cend­ancy over the mul­ti­tude, was now fully at­tained; but in all other re­spects, my mind was dis­ap­poin­ted, dis­quieted, and gloomy. In the friend­ship of my brethren I had lost all con­fid­ence. As for Le­onar­dus, I be­lieved that he was wholly ac­tu­ated by selfish pride, and mean-spir­ited envy.

  


  The grand fest­ival of St Bern­ard drew near, and I burned with im­pa­tience to let my light shine in its fullest lustre be­fore the Lady Ab­bess; on which ac­count, I begged the Prior to form his ar­range­ments in such a man­ner, that I might be ap­poin­ted on that day to preach in the Cister­tian Con­vent. Le­onar­dus seemed greatly sur­prised by my re­quest. He con­fessed to me, without hes­it­a­tion, that he him­self had in­ten­ded to preach in the Cister­tian Mon­as­tery; and had already fixed his plans ac­cord­ingly. “How­ever,” ad­ded he, “it will no doubt be on this ac­count the more easy for me to com­ply with your re­quest; as I can ex­cuse my­self, on the plea of ill­ness, and ap­point you to at­tend in my place.”


  I at­temp­ted no apo­logy for the in­del­ic­acy of such con­duct; for my mind was pos­sessed wholly by one ob­ject. The Prior changed his ar­range­ments in the man­ner he had prom­ised. I went to Kreuzberg, and saw my mother and the Prin­cess on the even­ing pre­ced­ing the ce­re­mony. My thoughts, how­ever, were so much taken up with the dis­course that I was to de­liver, of which the elo­quence was to reach the very cli­max of ex­cel­lence, that the meet­ing with them again made but a very tri­fling im­pres­sion upon me.


  I was at the old farm-house, too, in which my early days had passed away like a dream. I walked again through the neg­lected garden, where the trees were now in their fullest lux­uri­ance. I stood upon the moss-grown ter­race, moun­ted upon the tot­ter­ing altan,[1] on the top of the old tower, at one end, the bet­ter to be­hold the fea­tures of the land­scape. Thence I saw the wan­der­ings of the Saale gleam­ing amid the pine-tree forests; the towers of Kreuzberg and Heide­bach on the north, and the Thuringian moun­tains, with the spires of König­swald, in the dis­tance to­wards the south. The sun­beams played and shif­ted over the land­scape;—the sum­mer winds breathed fra­grance, waft­ing to my ears the choral an­thems from the Mon­as­tery, and from the as­sembled pil­grims. The scenes and their in­flu­ences were the same, but I saw them with un­heed­ing eyes. I felt them not; the days of in­no­cence were already past, and my heart was agit­ated with earthly pas­sions.


  I felt no re­proach­ing pangs of con­science, how­ever, no sad­ness, nor re­gret; I pur­sued my one and only ob­ject, elated with the cer­tainty of suc­cess.

  


  The re­port had been duly spread through the town, that I was to preach, in­stead of the in­valid Le­onar­dus; and, there­fore, an audi­ence, per­haps greater than on any former oc­ca­sion, was drawn to­gether. Without hav­ing writ­ten a single note, and merely ar­ran­ging men­tally into parts the dis­course which I was about to de­liver, I moun­ted the pul­pit, trust­ing only to that in­spir­a­tion which the solem­nity of the oc­ca­sion, the mul­ti­tude of de­vout listen­ers, and the lofty-vaul­ted church, would of ne­ces­sity ex­cite in my pe­cu­li­arly con­sti­tuted mind.


  In this, in­deed, I had not been mis­taken. Like a fiery lava stream, the tor­rent of my elo­quence flowed ir­res­ist­ibly on­ward. With many real an­ec­dotes out of the life of St Bern­ard, I in­ter­wove in­geni­ous pic­tures from my own in­ven­tion, and the most pi­ous ap­plic­a­tions of his glor­i­ous ex­amples to the con­duct of or­din­ary mor­tals, till in the looks of all, which were uni­ver­sally dir­ec­ted to­wards me, I read only as­ton­ish­ment and ad­mir­a­tion. Thus my tri­umph was com­plete, and me­thought the trophy would be more bril­liant than any that I had be­fore won.

  


  How anxiously were wound up my an­ti­cip­a­tions as to the re­cep­tion which I was to re­ceive from the Prin­cess! How con­fid­ently, in­deed, did I look for the highest and most un­qual­i­fied ex­pres­sion of her de­light! Nay, it seemed to me, as if she, in her turn, must now pay the homage of re­spect and de­fer­ence to that in­di­vidual, whom, but a few years be­fore, she had filled with awe and un­lim­ited ven­er­a­tion.


  But in these hopes I was miser­ably dis­ap­poin­ted. Hav­ing de­sired an in­ter­view, I re­ceived from her a mes­sage, that be­ing at­tacked by sud­den ill­ness, she could not speak with any one. This no­tice was so much the more vex­a­tious, since, ac­cord­ing to my proud an­ti­cip­a­tions, ill­ness should have only in­clined her the more to re­ceive con­sol­a­tion and spir­itual aid from a be­ing so nobly gif­ted and so highly in­spired.


  As to my mother, she seemed op­pressed, and weighed down by a secret and over­power­ing grief, as to the cause of which, I did not ven­ture to in­quire, be­cause the si­lent ad­mon­i­tions of my own con­science al­most con­vinced me, that I my­self had brought this dis­tress upon her; al­though the par­tic­u­lar means by which it had been pro­duced, I was un­able to define. She gave me a small bil­let from the Prin­cess, of which, till my re­turn to the Capuchin Mon­as­tery, I was not to break the seal.


  For the rest of the day, (which was, as usual, spent in feast­ing and mirth,) I could think of noth­ing else, and scarcely was I ar­rived at home and in my cell, when with the ut­most im­pa­tience I broke the seal, and read what fol­lows:


  
    “My dear son, (for still must I ad­dress you in this man­ner, the slight­est vari­ation of ex­pres­sion is like an ex­ternal farewell to those whom we love,) by your dis­course of to-day, you have thrown me into the deep­est af­flic­tion. No longer has your elo­quence been that of a heart whose af­fec­tions are turned to­wards Heaven. Your in­spir­a­tion was not that which bears the pi­ous soul as if on ser­aph’s wings aloft, so that it is en­abled, in holy rap­ture and by an­ti­cip­a­tion, to be­hold the king­doms of the blest. Alas! the pom­pous ad­orn­ments of your dis­course,—your vis­ible ef­fort, only to ut­ter that which might be strik­ing and bril­liant, have suf­fi­ciently proved to me, that in­stead of la­bour­ing to in­struct the com­munity, and to stir up among them pi­ous af­fec­tions, you have striven only to ac­quire the ap­prob­a­tion and won­der of the light and worldly-minded mul­ti­tude. You have hy­po­crit­ic­ally coun­ter­feited feel­ings which have no real ex­ist­ence in your heart. Nay, like a pro­fane actor on the stage, you have prac­tised ges­tures and a stud­ied mien, all for the sake of the same base meed of won­der and ap­plause. The de­mon of de­ceit has taken pos­ses­sion of you, and, if you do not re­turn into your­self, and re­nounce the sins by which you are be­set, will soon bring you to de­struc­tion.


    “For, sin­ful, very sin­ful, are your present ac­tions and con­duct; in so much the more, as, by your vows, you are bound to re­nounce the world and its van­it­ies. May the blessed St Bern­ard, whom to-day you have so shame­fully of­fen­ded, ac­cord­ing to his ce­les­tial pa­tience and long suf­fer­ance, for­give you, and en­lighten your mind, so that you may re­cover the right path, from which, by stratagems of the devil, you have been thus dis­trac­ted; and may he in­ter­cede for the sal­va­tion of your soul!—Farewell!”

  


  As if I had been pierced by an hun­dred fiery dag­gers, these words of the Prin­cess struck to my very heart; and, in­stead of re­ceiv­ing such ad­mon­i­tions grate­fully, as a trial of pa­tience and obed­i­ence, I burned with rage and re­sent­ment. Noth­ing ap­peared to me more un­equi­vocal, than that the Prior had taken ad­vant­age of the over­strained piety (or meth­od­ism) of the Ab­bess, and sed­u­lously pre­ju­diced her against me. Hence­forth I could scarcely bear to look upon him without trem­bling with in­dig­na­tion. Nay, there of­ten came into my mind thoughts of re­venge, at which I my­self could not help shud­der­ing.


  The re­proaches of the Ab­bess and the Prior were to me, on this ac­count, only the more in­tol­er­able, that I was ob­liged, from the very bot­tom of my soul, to ac­know­ledge their valid­ity and truth. Yet al­ways more and more firmly per­sist­ing in my course, and strength­en­ing my­self from time to time, with a few drops of the mys­ter­i­ous wine, I went on ad­orn­ing my ser­mons with all the arts of rhet­oric, and study­ing the­at­ric ges­tures and ges­tic­u­la­tions. Thus I se­cured al­ways more and more the meed of ap­plause and ad­mir­a­tion.


  
    [1] Bal­cony or Plat­form.

  


  CHAPTER IX.


  The beams of the morn­ing sun broke in roseate deep lustre through the painted win­dows of the church. Alone, and lost in deep thought, I sat in the con­fes­sional. Only the steps of the of­fi­ci­at­ing lay brother, whose duty it was to sweep the church, soun­ded through the vaul­ted roof. I did not ex­pect any vis­it­ors at such an hour; but sud­denly I heard near me a rust­ling sound; and, be­hold! there came a tall, slender, but ex­quis­itely pro­por­tioned, fig­ure of a young wo­man, in a for­eign dress, with a long veil over her face, who must have entered at one of the private doors, and was ap­proach­ing me as if for con­fes­sion. In her move­ments was in­des­crib­able grace—she drew nearer—she entered the con­fes­sional, and kneeled down. Deep sighs, as if in­vol­un­tar­ily, were heaved from her bosom. It seemed as if, even be­fore she spoke, some ir­res­ist­ible spell of en­chant­ment per­vaded the at­mo­sphere, and over­powered me with emo­tions, such as, till now, I had never ex­per­i­enced.


  How can I de­scribe the tone of her voice, which was wholly new and pe­cu­liar; but which pen­et­rated even into my in­most heart! She began her con­fes­sion. Every word that she uttered riv­et­ted more and more my at­ten­tion, and ruled, like a su­per­nat­ural charm, over my feel­ings. She con­fessed, in the first place, that she cher­ished a for­bid­den love, with which she had long struggled in vain; and this love was so much the more sin­ful, be­cause holy vows for ever fettered the ob­ject of her af­fec­tion. Yet, in this hope­less de­li­rium of her des­pair, she had many times cursed the bonds, how­ever sac­red, which held them thus asun­der.—She here faltered—paused—then, with a tor­rent of tears, which al­most stifled her ut­ter­ance, ad­ded, “Thou thy­self, Med­ar­dus, art the con­sec­rated be­ing whom I so un­speak­ably love!”


  As if in deadly con­vul­sions, all my nerves ir­res­ist­ibly vi­brated. I was out of my­self. An im­pulse, till now never known, al­most raged in my bosom. A pas­sion­ate de­sire to be­hold her fea­tures—to press her to my heart—to per­ish at once in de­light and des­pair—wholly took pos­ses­sion of me! A mo­ment of pleas­ure to be pur­chased by an etern­ity of pain! She was now si­lent; but I heard still the deep heav­ing of her breath. In a kind of wild des­pair, I vi­ol­ently summoned up all my strength. In what words I answered her, I can­not now re­mem­ber, nor durst I look on her as she de­par­ted; but I per­ceived that she si­lently rose up, and re­tired; while, with the cloth cur­tains firmly pressed upon my eye­lids, I re­mained fixed, mo­tion­less, and al­most un­con­scious, in the con­fes­sional.

  


  By good chance, no one else came into the church, and I had an op­por­tun­ity, there­fore, to es­cape quietly into my cell. How com­pletely dif­fer­ent all things now ap­peared to me! How fool­ish—how in­sipid all my former en­deav­ours! I had not seen the coun­ten­ance of the un­known; and yet, by the force of my own ima­gin­a­tion, her im­age lived within my heart. She looked on me with her mild blue eyes, in which tears were glisten­ing, and from which glances fell into my soul like con­sum­ing fire, which no prayer and no pen­it­en­tial ex­er­cises any more could ex­tin­guish. Such pen­it­ence, in­deed, I did not spare; but, on the con­trary, chas­tised my­self with the knot­ted cords of our or­der, till blood streamed from my mangled flesh, that I might, if pos­sible, es­cape from that eternal de­struc­tion by which I was now threatened.

  


  There was an al­tar in our church ded­ic­ated to St Ros­alia; and her pic­ture, ad­mir­ably painted, was hung over it, rep­res­ent­ing the Saint at the mo­ment when she suffered mar­tyr­dom. In this pic­ture, which had never par­tic­u­larly struck me be­fore, I now at once re­cog­nised the like­ness of my be­loved! Even her dress ex­actly re­sembled the for­eign habit of the un­known!


  Here, there­fore, like a vic­tim of the most hor­rible in­san­ity, I used to lie, for hours to­gether, pros­trate upon the steps of the al­tar, ut­ter­ing hideous groans, and even howl­ing in des­pair, so that the monks were ter­ri­fied, and fled from me in dis­may.


  In more tran­quil mo­ments, I used to walk hur­riedly up and down the con­vent garden. I be­held her well-known from wan­der­ing through the misty fra­grant re­gions of the dis­tant land­scape. I saw her emer­ging from the thick­ets of the dense wood, rising like a naiad from the foun­tains—hov­er­ing, like some god­dess of the olden time, over the flowery mead­ows. Every­where I be­held her, and lived but for her alone. Then I cursed my vows, and my now miser­able ex­ist­ence. I re­solved to go forth into the world, and not to rest un­til I had dis­covered her, and pur­chased hap­pi­ness, though at the ex­pense of my soul’s eternal weal!


  At last, how­ever, I suc­ceeded so far, that I could, at least in pres­ence of the Prior and the monks, mod­er­ate the ebulli­tions of my (to them) un­ac­count­able de­li­rium. I could ap­pear more tran­quil; yet, by this means, my in­ward agit­a­tions were only the more wast­ing and de­struct­ive. No slum­ber, no rest by night or by day! In­cess­antly per­se­cuted and tor­men­ted by one and the same phantom, I passed, es­pe­cially the night, al­ways in in­tol­er­able con­flicts. I called, sev­er­ally, on all the Saints; but not to res­cue me from the se­duct­ive im­age by which I was be­set—not to save my soul from eternal misery—No! but to be­stow on me the ob­ject of my af­fec­tions—to an­ni­hil­ate my vows, and to give me free­dom, that I might, without double guilt, fall into the abyss of sin.

  


  At last, I had firmly re­solved, that I would make an end of my tor­ments, by a sud­den flight from the con­vent. For, by some strange hal­lu­cin­a­tion, noth­ing more than free­dom from my mon­astic en­gage­ments seemed to me ne­ces­sary to bring the un­known within my arms, and to put an end to the pas­sions by which I was tor­men­ted.


  I re­solved that, hav­ing dis­guised my ap­pear­ance suf­fi­ciently by cut­ting off my long beard, and as­sum­ing a lay dress, I would linger and wander about in the town till I had found her. I never once took into con­sid­er­a­tion how dif­fi­cult, nay, how im­possible, this would prove, or that, per­haps, hav­ing no money, I would not be able to live for a single day bey­ond the walls of the mon­as­tery.

  


  The last day that I in­ten­ded to spend among the capuchins had now ar­rived. By a lucky chance, I had been able to ob­tain a gen­teel dress, like that of an or­din­ary cit­izen. On the fol­low­ing night, I was re­solved to leave the con­vent, never more to re­turn.

  


  Even­ing had already closed in, when, sud­denly, I re­ceived from the Prior a sum­mons to at­tend him. I trembled in­vol­un­tar­ily at the mes­sage; for noth­ing ap­peared to me more cer­tain, than that he had dis­covered more or less of my secret plans.


  Le­onar­dus re­ceived me with un­usual grav­ity—nay, with an im­pos­ing dig­nity of de­mean­our, by which I was quite over­awed.


  “Brother Med­ar­dus,” he began, “your un­reas­on­able be­ha­viour, which I look upon only as the too power­ful ebulli­tion of men­tal ex­cite­ment, (but which ex­cite­ment you have for a long time, per­haps not with the purest in­ten­tions, sought to foster,)—this be­ha­viour, I say, has ut­terly dis­turbed our com­munity, and torn asun­der those peace­ful bands by which the so­ci­ety was here united. Such con­duct op­er­ates in the most de­struct­ive man­ner against that cheer­ful­ness and good hu­mour which, till now, I had suc­cess­fully striven to es­tab­lish among the monks, as the surest proof and demon­stra­tion of a con­sist­ent and pi­ous life.


  “Per­haps, how­ever, some pe­cu­liar and un­for­tu­nate event dur­ing your so­journ among us bears the blame of all this. You should, how­ever, have sought con­sol­a­tion from me, as from a friend and father, to whom you might con­fide all things; but you have been si­lent, and I am the less in­clined now to trouble you with ques­tions, as the pos­ses­sion of such a secret might, in a great meas­ure, de­prive me of that men­tal free­dom and tran­quil­lity, which, at my years, I prize above all earthly treas­ures.


  “You have many times, and es­pe­cially at the al­tar of St Ros­alia, by hor­rible and ex­traordin­ary ex­pres­sions, which seemed to es­cape from you in the un­con­scious­ness of de­li­rium, given great scan­dal, not only to the brethren, but to strangers who happened to be vis­it­ing among us. There­fore, ac­cord­ing to the laws of the mon­as­tery, I could pun­ish you severely; but I shall not do so, since, per­haps, some evil in­flu­ence, some de­mon, or, in short, the Arch-fiend him­self, against whom you have not suf­fi­ciently striven, is the dir­ect cause of your er­rors; and I shall only give you up to the guid­ance of your own con­science, with the in­junc­tion to be ar­dent and faith­ful in pen­it­ence and prayer.—Med­ar­dus, I can read deep into thy soul!—Thou wishest for free­dom, and to be abroad in the world.”


  Le­onar­dus fixed on me his most pen­et­rat­ing glances, which I was quite un­able to en­counter; but, on the con­trary, felt my­self wholly over­powered, and, con­scious of my own wicked designs, re­mained si­lent.


  “I un­der­stand you,” said Le­onar­dus, “and be­lieve, in­deed, that this world, if you walk through it pi­ously, may con­trib­ute more to your wel­fare than the lonely life in our con­vent. An oc­cur­rence, in­volving the best in­terests of our or­der, renders it ne­ces­sary to send one of the brethren to Rome—I have chosen you for this pur­pose; and, even to-mor­row, you may be provided with the ne­ces­sary powers and in­struc­tions, and set for­ward on your jour­ney. You are so much the bet­ter qual­i­fied for this ex­ped­i­tion, be­ing still young and act­ive, clever in busi­ness, and a per­fect mas­ter of the Italian lan­guage.


  “Be­take your­self now to your cell—pray with fer­vour for the wel­fare of your soul. I shall mean­while of­fer up my pray­ers for you; but leave out all cor­por­eal chas­tise­ment, which would only weaken you, and render you un­fit for the jour­ney. At day-break, I shall await you in my cham­ber.”


  Like a gleam from Heaven, these words of Le­onar­dus fell upon the dark­ness of my soul. In­stead of the hatred which I had been cher­ish­ing, the at­tach­ment which I had be­fore felt to­wards him re­gained its full sway. I even burst into tears; for it ap­peared to me as if he in­deed read my most secret thoughts, and be­stowed on me the free liberty of giv­ing my­self up to that im­per­i­ous des­tiny, which, per­haps, after grant­ing a few mo­ments of de­lusive pleas­ure, might pre­cip­it­ate me into an abyss of ir­re­medi­able de­struc­tion.


  Flight and secrecy were now be­come wholly need­less. I could openly leave the con­vent, and freely give my­self up to my own plans of fol­low­ing that be­ing, without whom there could be for me no hap­pi­ness upon earth, and whom I was re­solved, at all rides, to dis­cover.


  The jour­ney to Rome, and the com­mis­sions with which I was to be charged, ap­peared to me only in­ven­tions of Le­onar­dus, in or­der that I might, in a be­com­ing man­ner, quit the mon­as­tery.


  I passed the night, ac­cord­ing to his in­junc­tions, in prayer and in pre­par­a­tion for the jour­ney. The rest of the mi­ra­cu­lous wine I put into a bas­ket-bottle, in or­der to guard it as a pre­cious cor­dial, and af­ter­wards, go­ing to the relic room, de­pos­ited the empty flask in the cab­inet.


  It was not without as­ton­ish­ment that when, on the fol­low­ing day, I waited on the Prior, I per­ceived, from his dif­fuse and ser­i­ous in­struc­tions, that there was a real cause for my be­ing sent to Rome, and that the dis­patches to which he had al­luded were of con­sid­er­able weight and im­port­ance. The re­flec­tion, there­fore, fell heav­ily on my con­science, that, after re­ceiv­ing these cre­den­tials, I should yet be de­term­ined, from the mo­ment that I left the con­vent, to give my­self wholly up to my own im­pulses, without the slight­est re­gard to any duty whatever. The thoughts, how­ever, of her—the mis­tress of my soul—failed not to en­cour­age me again, and I re­solved to re­main faith­ful to my own plans. The brethren soon after as­sembled to­gether; and my leave-tak­ing of them, and es­pe­cially of the Prior Le­onar­dus, filled me with the deep­est mel­an­choly. At last, the con­vent gates closed be­hind me, and I was equipped for my jour­ney into a far dis­tant land.


  CHAPTER X.


  I had walked for nearly an hour, and had now come to a rising ground. I looked back to have a last pro­spect of the con­vent and the town, whose well-known out­lines were already be­come ob­scured by dis­tance, and by the white masses of va­pour that yet lingered in the val­ley. But on the em­in­ence to which I had ar­rived, the fresh morn­ing breezes awoke, and played coolly on my brows. Me­thought I heard mu­sic in the air. It was the pi­ous hymns of the monks that were yet borne up to­wards me, as if to ex­press once more their part­ing bless­ing and long farewell. In­vol­un­tar­ily I joined in the an­them, and lingered on the spot, un­will­ing to break a train of in­tric­ate as­so­ci­ations, which it would re­quire volumes to ana­lyse and de­velope.


  But now the sun rose in full glory over the towers of König­swald. The glossy fo­liage of the trees, already tinged by the first hues of au­tumn, shone in his dazzling golden light. There was pleas­ure even in the rust­ling sound of the dew-drops that fell like showers of dia­monds, amid the myri­ads of in­sects that danced hum­mingly through the stilly air of the shel­ter­ing thick­ets. The birds, too, were awake, and fluttered, singing and re­joicing in amor­ous play, through the woods. To crown all, it was a hol­i­day, and there came a re­li­gious pro­ces­sion of peas­ant lads and girls, in their best at­tire, up the hill side.


  Never had I be­fore en­joyed such a mood of mind. I seemed to my­self wholly meta­morph­osed; and as if in­spired by some newly awoke en­er­gies, I strode rap­idly down the op­pos­ite side of the hill.


  To the first bauer whom I happened to meet, I put the ques­tion, whether he knew the place where, ac­cord­ing to the route that had been given to me, I was first to pass the night; and he de­scribed to me very ac­cur­ately a foot­path lead­ing off from the high road, and wind­ing through the moun­tains, by which I should reach more rap­idly than by any other course, the place of my des­tin­a­tion.


  I had par­ted with the Bauer, and had walked on for a con­sid­er­able space in com­plete solitude, when, for the first time since my set­ting out, the thoughts oc­curred to me of the un­known beauty, and my fant­ast­ical plan of go­ing in search of her. But, as if by some new and su­per­nat­ural in­flu­ence, her im­age had now van­ished al­most quite away; so that it was with dif­fi­culty I could trace the pale dis­figured lin­ea­ments. The more that I la­boured to re­tain this ap­par­i­tion firmly in my re­mem­brance, the more fal­la­ciously it melted, as if into va­pour, from my sight; only my ex­tra­vag­ant be­ha­viour in the con­vent, after that mys­ter­i­ous ad­ven­ture, re­mained fresh in my re­col­lec­tion. It was now even to my­self in­con­ceiv­able with what pa­tience the Prior had borne with all this; and how, in­stead of in­flict­ing the pun­ish­ment I so justly de­served, he had sent me forth into the world.


  I soon be­came con­vinced, that the visit of the un­known beauty had been noth­ing more nor less than a vis­ion, the con­sequence of too sted­fast ap­plic­a­tion. In­stead of im­put­ing this, as I would formerly have done, to any dir­ect in­ter­fer­ence of the devil, I ascribed it to the nat­ural de­cep­tion of my own dis­ordered senses. Nay, the cir­cum­stance of the stranger be­ing dressed ex­actly like St Ros­alia, seemed to prove, that the an­im­ated and ex­cel­lent pic­ture of that saint, which, in an ob­lique dir­ec­tion, I could be­hold from the con­fes­sional, had a great share in pro­du­cing my de­lu­sion.


  Deeply did I ad­mire the wis­dom of the Prior, who had chosen the only proper means for my re­cov­ery; for, shut up within the con­vent walls, al­ways brood­ing over my own gloomy thoughts, and sur­roun­ded ever by the same ob­jects, I must ir­re­triev­ably have fallen into ut­ter mad­ness. Be­com­ing al­ways more re­con­ciled to the ra­tional con­clu­sion, that I had but dreamed, I could scarcely help laugh­ing at my­self; nay, with a lev­ity which be­fore had been most re­mote from my char­ac­ter, I made a jest of my own sup­pos­i­tion, that a fe­male saint had fallen in love with me; whereupon I re­col­lec­ted also, with equal mer­ri­ment, that I had once ima­gined my­self to be trans­formed into St An­thony.

  


  One morn­ing, (it was after I had been already sev­eral days wan­der­ing amid the moun­tains,) I found my­self amid bold, fright­fully piled up masses of rock, and was ob­liged to pro­ceed by nar­row, dan­ger­ous foot­paths, be­neath which the moun­tain rivu­lets roared and foamed in their con­trac­ted rav­ines. The path be­came al­ways more lonely, wild, and ar­du­ous. The au­tum­nal sun (it was in Septem­ber) rose high in heaven, and burned upon my un­covered head. I panted for thirst, for no spring was near, and I could not reach the tor­rents, though their voice was aud­ible; moreover, there was yet no sign of my ap­proach to the vil­lage, which had been marked for my next rest­ing place.


  At last, quite ex­hausted, I sat down upon a mass of rocks, and could not res­ist tak­ing a draught from my bas­ket-bottle, not­with­stand­ing that I wished to re­serve as much as pos­sible of the ex­traordin­ary li­quor. I felt in­stantly the mant­ling glow of quickened cir­cu­la­tion in every vein, and en­er­getic bra­cing of every fibre, while, re­freshed and strengthened, I boldly marched for­ward, in or­der to gain the ap­poin­ted sta­tion, which now could not be far dis­tant.


  The dark pine-tree woods be­came al­ways more and more dense, and the ground more steep and un­even. Sud­denly I heard near me a rust­ling in the thick­ets, and then a horse neighed aloud, which was there bound to a tree. I ad­vanced some steps farther, as the path guided me on­wards, till, al­most pet­ri­fied with ter­ror, I sud­denly found my­self on the verge of a tre­mend­ous pre­cip­ice, bey­ond which the river, which I have already men­tioned, was thun­der­ing and foam­ing at an im­meas­ur­able dis­tance be­low.


  With as­ton­ish­ment, too, I be­held, on a pro­ject­ing point of rock which jut­ted over the chasm, what ap­peared to me the fig­ure of a man. At first, I sus­pec­ted some new de­lu­sion; but, re­cov­er­ing in some de­gree from my fear, I ven­tured nearer, and per­ceived a young man in uni­form, on the very out­er­most point of the rocky cliff. His sabre, his hat, with a high plume of feath­ers, and a porte­feuille, lay be­side him;—with half his body hanging over the abyss, he seemed to be asleep, and al­ways to sink down lower and lower! His fall was in­ev­it­able!


  I ven­tured nearer. Seiz­ing him with one hand, and en­deav­our­ing to pull him back, I shouted aloud, “For God’s sake, sir, awake! For Heaven’s sake, be­ware!”—I said no more; for, at that mo­ment, start­ing from his sleep, and at the same mo­ment los­ing his equi­lib­rium, he fell down into the catar­act!


  His mangled form must have dashed from point to point of the rocks in his des­cent. I heard one pier­cing yell of agony, which echoed through the im­meas­ur­able abyss, from which at last only a hol­low moan­ing arose, which soon also died away.


  Struck with un­ut­ter­able hor­ror, I stood si­lent and mo­tion­less. At last, by a mo­ment­ary im­pulse, I seized the hat, the sword, the porte­feuille, and wished to with­draw my­self as quickly as pos­sible from the fatal spot.


  Now, how­ever, I ob­served a young man dressed as a chas­seur emerge from the wood, and com­ing for­ward to meet me. At first, he looked at me earn­estly and scru­tin­iz­ingly—then, all at once, broke out into im­mod­er­ate laughter; whereat an ice-cold shud­der­ing vi­brated through all my frame.


  “Sap­per­ment! my Lord Count,” said the youth, “your mas­quer­ade is in­deed ad­mir­able and com­plete; and if the Lady Bar­on­ess were not ap­prized be­fore hand, I ques­tion if even she would re­cog­nize you in this dis­guise.—But what have you done with the uni­form, my lord?”


  “As for that,” replied I, “I threw it down the rocks into the wa­ter.”—Yet these words were not mine! I only gave ut­ter­ance, in­vol­un­tar­ily and al­most un­con­sciously, to ex­pres­sions, which, by means of some su­per­nat­ural in­flu­ence, rose up within me.


  I stood af­ter­wards si­lent, and ab­sorbed in thought, with my star­ing eyes al­ways turned to the rocks, as if from thence the mangled frame of the un­for­tu­nate Count would as­cend to bear wit­ness against me. My con­science ac­cused me as his mur­derer; but, though thus un­nerved, I con­tin­ued to hold the hat, the sword, and the porte­feuille, con­vuls­ively firm in my grasp.


  “Now, my lord,” re­sumed the chas­seur, “I shall ride on by the car­riage road to the vil­lage, where I shall keep my­self in­cog­nito in the small house to the left-hand side of the gate. Of course, you will now walk down to the castle, where you are prob­ably ex­pec­ted by this time. Your hat and sword I shall take with me.”


  I gave them to him ac­cord­ingly.—“Now, farewell, my lord,” ad­ded the youth; “much pleas­ure at­tend you in the castle!”


  Hereupon, whist­ling and singing, he van­ished away into the woods. I heard him af­ter­wards un­tie the horse, that was there bound to a tree, and ride off.


  When I had re­covered my­self in some meas­ure from my con­fu­sion, and re­flec­ted on the ad­ven­ture, I was ob­liged to con­fess, that I had be­come wholly the vic­tim of chance or des­tiny, which had at once thrown me into the most ex­traordin­ary cir­cum­stances. It was quite ob­vi­ous, that an ex­act re­semb­lance of my face and fig­ure with those of the un­for­tu­nate Count, had de­ceived the chas­seur; and that his mas­ter must have chosen the dress of a capuchin, in or­der to carry on some ad­ven­ture in the castle, of which the com­ple­tion had now de­volved upon me! Death had over­taken him, and at the same mo­ment a won­der­ful fatal­ity had forced me into his place. An in­ward ir­res­ist­ible im­pulse to act the part of the de­ceased Count, over­powered every doubt, and stunned the warn­ing voice of con­science, which ac­cused me of murder now, and of shame­less in­ten­ded crimes yet to come!


  I now opened the porte­feuille. Let­ters, money, and bank-bills, to a con­sid­er­able amount, fell into my hands. I wished to go through the pa­pers, one by one, in or­der that I might be aware of the late Count’s situ­ation. But my in­ternal dis­quiet­ude, the con­fu­sion of a thou­sand strange ideas, which crowded through my brain, did not ad­mit of this.


  After walk­ing a few paces, I again stood still. I seated my­self on a rock, and en­deav­oured to force my­self into a quieter mood of mind. I saw the danger of step­ping, thus wholly un­pre­pared, into a circle of people, of whom I knew noth­ing. Then sud­denly I heard a sound of hunt­ing horns through the wood, and voices shout­ing and re­joicing, which came al­ways nearer and nearer. My heart beat with vi­ol­ence—my breath faltered.—Now, in­deed, a new life, a new world, were about to be opened upon me!


  I turned into a small, nar­row foot­path, which led me down a steep de­cliv­ity. On step­ping out of the thicket, I be­held an ex­tens­ive, nobly built castle, ly­ing be­neath me in the val­ley. There, of course, was the in­ten­ded scene of the ad­ven­ture which the late Count had in con­tem­pla­tion, and I walked cour­ageously on­wards. I soon found my­self in the finely kept walks of the park, by which the castle was sur­roun­ded. At last, in a dark side allée, in a kind of ber­çeau, I saw two male fig­ures, of whom one was in the dress of a lay monk. They came nearer, but were en­gaged in deep dis­course, and never once ob­served me.


  CHAPTER XI.


  The lay monk was a young man, on whose fea­tures lay the death-like pale­ness of a deeply cor­rod­ing and in­ward grief. Of the other I could only say, that he was plainly, but gen­teelly dressed, and was con­sid­er­ably ad­vanced in years. They seated them­selves on a stone bench, with their backs turned to­wards me. I could un­der­stand every word that they said.


  “Her­mo­gen,” said the old man, “by this ob­stin­ate si­lence, you bring your nearest friends to ut­ter des­pair. Your dark mel­an­choly in­creases; your youth­ful strength is withered. This ex­tra­vag­ant res­ol­u­tion of be­com­ing a monk, ru­ins all your father’s hopes and wishes. Yet he would will­ingly give up the hopes that he had formed, if, from youth on­wards, you had shewn any real tend­ency of char­ac­ter to loneli­ness and mon­ach­ism. In such case, he cer­tainly would not struggle against the fate that hung over him and you.


  “But the sud­den and vi­ol­ent change in your whole dis­pos­i­tion, has proved only too plainly, that some con­cealed and un­for­tu­nate event—some mys­ter­i­ous ad­ven­ture, at which we can­not guess, is the cause of your mel­an­choly; which cause, how­ever re­mote, still con­tin­ues to ex­er­cise over you the same de­struct­ive in­flu­ence.


  “Your mind in former days was in­vari­ably cheer­ful, buoy­ant, and dis­en­gaged. What, then, can all at once have rendered you so mis­an­throp­ical, that you should now sup­pose there can­not be in the breast of any liv­ing mor­tal, coun­sel or con­sol­a­tion for your af­flic­tions?—You are si­lent—you stare only with your eyes fixed on va­cancy.


  “Her­mo­gen, you once not only re­spec­ted, but loved your father. If it has now be­come im­possible for you to open your heart, and to have con­fid­ence in him, yet, at least, do not tor­ment him by the daily sight of this dress, which an­nounces only your per­sever­ance in the most in­im­ical and fant­astic res­ol­u­tions. I con­jure you, Her­mo­gen, to lay aside this hate­ful garb. Be­lieve me, there lies in such out­ward things, more con­sequence than is usu­ally ascribed to them. Surely you will not mis­un­der­stand, or sus­pect me of lev­ity, when I re­mind you of the ef­fect pro­duced by dress on an actor. On as­sum­ing the cos­tume of any char­ac­ter, he ex­per­i­ences in him­self a cor­res­pond­ing change of feel­ings. Are you not your­self of opin­ion, that if these de­test­able long gar­ments did not come in your way to con­fine you, you would be able to walk and run—nay, to skip, jump, and dance, just as read­ily and lightly as be­fore? The gleam and glit­ter of the bright dazzling epaulet, which formerly shone upon your shoulders, might again re­flect upon your pale cheeks their wonted col­our; and the clang of your mil­it­ary ac­coutre­ments would sound like cheer­ing mu­sic in the ears of your noble horse, who would come neigh­ing and pran­cing with joy to meet you, bend­ing his neck proudly be­fore his be­loved mas­ter.


  “Rouse your­self, then, Baron!—Away with these black robes, which, to tell the truth, are by no means be­com­ing.—Say, shall Fre­d­er­ick now run and search out your uni­form?”


  The old man rose up as if to go. The youth de­tained him, and, evid­ently quite over­powered by emo­tion, fell into his arms.—“Alas! Re­in­hold,” said he, “you tor­ment me in­deed in­ex­press­ibly. The more that you en­deav­our in this man­ner to awaken within me those chords which formerly soun­ded har­mo­ni­ously, the more for­cibly I feel how my re­lent­less fate, as with an iron hand, has seized upon me, and crushed my whole frame, men­tal and bod­ily; so that, like a broken lute, I must either be si­lent, or re­spond in dis­cord.”


  “These, Baron,” said Re­in­hold, “are but your own de­lu­sions. You speak of some hor­rible and mon­strous des­tiny which tyr­an­nizes over you; but as to wherein or how this des­tiny ex­ists, you are in­vari­ably si­lent. Yet, be that as it may, a young man like you, en­dowed both with men­tal en­ergy, and cour­age which is the nat­ural res­ult of an­imal spir­its, should be able to arm him­self against those demons—those in­vis­ible foes, with their iron fangs, of whom you so of­ten speak. As if aided by di­vine in­spir­a­tion, he should ex­alt him­self above that des­tiny, which would oth­er­wise crush him into the earth; and, cher­ish­ing within his own heart the prin­ciples of life, wing his way above the petty tor­ments of this world. In­deed, I can scarcely ima­gine to my­self any cir­cum­stances that will not fi­nally yield to a pa­tient, reas­on­able, and yet en­er­getic in­ward vo­li­tion.”


  Hereupon Her­mo­gen drew him­self one step back­wards, and fix­ing on the old man, a dark, gloomy look, al­most with an ex­pres­sion of repressed rage, which was truly fright­ful:—


  “Know, then,” said he, “that I my­self am the des­tiny—the de­mon, as thou say­est, by whom I am per­se­cuted and des­troyed, that my con­science is loaded with guilt, nay, with the stain of a shame­ful, in­fam­ous, and mor­tal crime, which I thus en­deav­our to ex­pi­ate in misery and in des­pair!—There­fore, I be­seech you, be com­pas­sion­ate, and im­plore, too, my father’s con­sent, that he may al­low me to go into a mon­as­tery!”


  “Her­mo­gen,” said the old man, “you are now in a situ­ation pe­cu­liar to those who are dis­ordered both in body and in mind—you, there­fore, can­not judge for your­self; and, in short, you should, on no ac­count, go from hence. Be­sides, in a few days the Bar­on­ess will re­turn home with Aure­lia, and you must of ne­ces­sity stay to see them.”


  A smile of bit­ter mock­ery coursed over the young man’s fea­tures. He even laughed aloud, and cried, in a voice at which my heart re­coiled and shuddered, “Must stay?—Must there­fore stay?—Ay, truly, old man, thou art in the right—I must in­deed stay; and my pen­it­ence will be here far more fright­ful than in the drear­i­est cloister.”


  With these words, he broke away, and dis­ap­peared in the thicket, leav­ing the old man mo­tion­less, and ap­par­ently lost in the most gloomy re­flec­tions.


  “Gelobt sey Jesu Chris­tus!” said I, pro­noun­cing the con­ven­tual sa­luta­tion in my best man­ner, and ad­van­cing to­wards him. He star­ted, looked at me with sur­prise, and then seemed to call some­thing to mind that he already knew, but could not clearly re­mem­ber.


  At last, “Rev­er­end sir,” said he, “it was per­haps to your com­ing that the Bar­on­ess al­luded in a let­ter re­ceived by us four days ago; and you are sent hither for the be­ne­fit and con­sol­a­tion of this af­flic­ted fam­ily.”


  I answered without hes­it­a­tion in the af­firm­at­ive, and the stranger (or Re­in­hold, as he has been styled) then im­me­di­ately re­covered that cheer­ful­ness which seemed nat­ural to his dis­pos­i­tion. We walked on to­gether through a very beau­ti­ful park, and came at last to a bo­s­kett near the castle, from whence there was a mag­ni­fi­cent pro­spect to­wards the moun­tains.


  On his giv­ing or­ders to a ser­vant, who just then ap­peared near us, a plen­ti­ful de­jeuner a-la-fourchette was im­me­di­ately served up, with a bottle of ex­cel­lent French wine.


  On join­ing glasses, and look­ing at each other, it ap­peared to me as if Re­in­hold watched me with great at­ten­tion, and seemed la­bour­ing with some ob­scure re­min­is­cence.


  At last he broke out—“Good Heaven! rev­er­end sir, I must be grossly de­ceiv­ing my­self if you are not Brother Med­ar­dus, from the capuchin con­vent in König­swald: And yet, how is this pos­sible? But, cer­tainly, there can be no doubt!—Speak only, I beg of you, and clear up this mys­tery.”


  As if struck to the earth by light­ning, I was, by these words of Re­in­hold, quite para­lyzed and over­powered. I saw my­self at once dis­covered, un­masked—ac­cused, per­haps, as a mur­derer! Des­pair gave me strength. Life and death de­pended on that mo­ment.


  “I am in­deed Brother Med­ar­dus, from the capuchin con­vent in König­swald,” said I; “and am now em­ployed on a dip­lo­matic mis­sion as leg­ate from our mon­as­tery to Rome.”


  These words I uttered with all the quiet and com­pos­ure which I was able to coun­ter­feit. “Per­haps, then,” said Re­in­hold, “it is only chance that brought you hither. You may have wandered from the high road. Or, if oth­er­wise, how could it hap­pen that the Bar­on­ess be­came ac­quain­ted with you, and sent you hither?”


  Without a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, but once more only re­peat­ing words which seemed by some strange voice to be whispered into my ears, I replied, “On my jour­ney I be­came ac­quain­ted with the Bar­on­ess’s con­fessor, and, at his re­quest, I agreed to come hither.”


  “True,” said Re­in­hold; “now I re­mem­ber that the Bar­on­ess in­deed wrote some­what to this ef­fect: Well, Heaven be praised that it is so, and that you have been in­duced to come to our as­sist­ance. I was, by chance, some years ago, in König­swald, and heard one of your ad­mir­able dis­courses, in which you seemed to be in­deed gif­ted with di­vine in­spir­a­tion. To your piety, your un­af­fected elo­quence, your true call­ing to be the cham­pion of souls oth­er­wise lost, I can safely trust for the ful­fil­ment of that, which, to all of us, would have been im­possible.


  “I con­sider my­self par­tic­u­larly for­tu­nate, how­ever, in hav­ing met you be­fore you were in­tro­duced to the Baron, and will take ad­vant­age of this op­por­tun­ity to make you ac­quain­ted with the cir­cum­stances of the fam­ily, and to be per­fectly sin­cere and un­dis­guised, as is fit­ting be­fore a man of your sanc­tity and dig­ni­fied char­ac­ter. It is in­deed re­quis­ite, that, in or­der to give the proper tend­ency and guid­ance to your en­deav­ours, you should re­ceive from me hints on many points, on which (for other reas­ons) I would rather have been si­lent. I shall en­deav­our, how­ever, to go through the whole in as few words as pos­sible.


  “With the Baron I was brought up from in­fancy. A cer­tain sim­il­ar­ity of tem­per made us like broth­ers, and an­ni­hil­ated those bar­ri­ers which dif­fer­ence of birth would oth­er­wise have raised up betwixt us. I was never ab­sent from him; and, ac­cord­ingly, after his father’s death, and when he had fin­ished his aca­dem­ical stud­ies, he dir­ectly ap­poin­ted me stew­ard over his pa­ternal prop­erty in these moun­tains.


  “I con­tin­ued still to be his most in­tim­ate friend and com­pan­ion; nor were the most secret oc­cur­rences and cir­cum­stances of the house con­cealed from me. The late Baron had wished for his son’s con­nec­tion by mar­riage with an Italian fam­ily, whom he had highly re­spec­ted; and my pat­ron so much the more read­ily ful­filled his father’s wishes, as he found him­self ir­res­ist­ibly at­trac­ted to the young lady, who was by nature beau­ti­ful, and by edu­ca­tion highly ac­com­plished.


  “Sel­dom, in truth, are the wishes and plans of par­ents either so ju­di­ciously framed, or so pros­per­ously ful­filled, as in this in­stance. The young couple seemed to have been born for each other,—and of this happy mar­riage, a son and daugh­ter, Her­mo­gen and Aure­lia, were the off­spring.


  “For the most part, we spent our win­ters in the town; but when, soon after the birth of Aure­lia, the Bar­on­ess began to de­cline in health, we re­mained there for the sum­mer also, as she in­dis­pens­ably re­quired the as­sist­ance of phys­i­cians. She died just as, on the ap­proach of an­other spring, her vis­ible amend­ment had filled the Baron with the most de­light­ful hopes.


  “We then fled to the coun­try, and there only time could meli­or­ate the deep-con­sum­ing grief by which he had be­come wholly pos­sessed. Her­mo­gen, mean­while, grew up to be a fine youth, and Aure­lia be­came every day more and more the im­age of her mother. The care­ful edu­ca­tion of these chil­dren was our daily task and de­light. Her­mo­gen shewed a de­cided turn for the mil­it­ary life, and this con­strained the Baron to send him into town, in or­der that he might be­gin his ca­reer there un­der the care of our old friend the gov­ernor of the fort.


  “For the first time, three years ago, we again spent a winter to­gether, as in old times, at the res­id­enz; partly in or­der that the Baron might be near his son, and partly that he might visit his old ac­quaint­ances, who had con­stantly be­set him with let­ters com­plain­ing of his ab­sence.


  “Uni­ver­sal at­ten­tion was at that time ex­cited by the ap­pear­ance of a niece of the gov­ernor’s, who had come hither out of the neigh­bour­ing res­id­enz of R——. She was an orphan, and had be­taken her­self to her uncle’s house for pro­tec­tion; though there she had a whole wing of the castle to her­self, had also her own private eco­nomie, and was in the habit of as­sem­bling the beau monde around her.


  “Without de­scrib­ing Ma­demois­elle Eu­phemia too minutely, (which is the more need­less, as you, rev­er­end sir, will soon see her, and judge for your­self,) suf­fice it to say, that in all that she said or did, there was an in­des­crib­able grace, re­fine­ment, and self-pos­ses­sion, by which the nat­ural charms of her beauty were heightened to an al­most ir­res­ist­ible de­gree.


  “Wherever she ap­peared, all that were around her seemed to be an­im­ated with new spirit; and every one, with the most glow­ing en­thu­si­asm, paid her homage. In­deed the more in­sig­ni­fic­ant and life­less char­ac­ters ap­peared in her com­pany to be car­ried quite out of them­selves, and to be so com­pletely warmed with fire not their own, that, as if in­spired, they rev­elled in en­joy­ments, of which till then they had never been cap­able.


  “Of course, there was no want of lov­ers, who daily paid their court to this new di­vin­ity. They were nu­mer­ous and in­defatig­able in their at­ten­tions. But mean­while, one could never with cer­tainty say, that she dis­tin­guished either this or that in­di­vidual from his com­pet­it­ors; but, on the con­trary, with a kind of play­ful, yet wicked irony, which pro­voked without giv­ing ab­so­lute of­fence, she con­trived to in­volve them all in a per­plex­ing, but in­dis­sol­uble, kind of thral­dom. They moved about her, com­pletely un­der sub­jec­tion, as if within the lim­its of some en­chanted circle.


  “On the Baron, this new Circe had gradu­ally and im­per­cept­ibly made a won­der­ful im­pres­sion. Im­me­di­ately on his first ap­pear­ance, she shewed to him a de­gree of at­ten­tion, which ap­peared to be the res­ult of youth­ful, al­most child­ish, ven­er­a­tion. In con­ver­sa­tion af­ter­wards, she dis­played her usual skill, prov­ing her­self (in his es­tim­a­tion at least) to be pos­sessed of the most cul­tiv­ated un­der­stand­ing and the deep­est sens­ib­il­ity, such as, till now, he had scarcely ever found among wo­men.


  “With in­des­crib­able del­ic­acy, she sought for and ob­tained Aure­lia’s friend­ship, and took such a warm in­terest in her fate, that by de­grees she began to per­form for her all the du­ties of her un­timely lost mother. In bril­liant circles es­pe­cially, she knew how to as­sist the mod­est, in­ex­per­i­enced girl; and, without be­ing ob­served, to set off Aure­lia’s nat­ural good sense and tal­ents to such ad­vant­age, that the lat­ter be­came every day more dis­tin­guished, ad­mired, and sought after.


  “The Baron took every op­por­tun­ity of be­com­ing quite elo­quent in praise of Eu­phemia; and here, for the first time, prob­ably, in our lives, it happened that he and I were com­pletely at vari­ance.


  “In so­ci­ety I was gen­er­ally a spec­tator merely, rather than an actor, in whatever was go­ing for­ward. In this way, look­ing on Eu­phemia as an ob­ject worthy of in­vest­ig­a­tion, I had con­sidered her with great at­ten­tion. On her part, she had only, in com­pli­ance with her sys­tem of not neg­lect­ing any one, now and then in­ter­changed with me a few in­sig­ni­fic­ant words.


  “I must con­fess, that she was, above all other wo­men, beau­ti­ful and at­tract­ive;—that whatever she said was marked by sense and sens­ib­il­ity, (in other words, by tact and by prudence;) yet, not­with­stand­ing all this, I was con­scious to my­self of an in­ex­plic­able feel­ing of dis­trust and aver­sion. Nay, whenever she ad­dressed her dis­course to me, or her looks by chance fell upon me, I could not es­cape from a cer­tain dis­quiet­ude and ap­pre­hen­sion that were quite over­power­ing. Her eyes, es­pe­cially when she be­lieved her­self un­ob­served, glowed with an ex­traordin­ary and quite pe­cu­liar light, as if some un­quench­able fire dwelt within her, which, at all times with dif­fi­culty kept down, had then ir­res­ist­ibly broken forth.


  “Be­sides all this, there was too of­ten on her oth­er­wise finely formed lips, the ex­pres­sion of a hate­ful irony—the de­cided in­dic­a­tion even of a ma­lig­nant and fiendish scorn, at which my very heart shuddered.


  “In this man­ner, es­pe­cially, she of­ten looked at Her­mo­gen, who, for his part, troubled him­self very little about her;—but such looks alone were quite suf­fi­cient to con­vince me, that, un­der a spe­cious and beau­ti­ful mask, much was con­cealed, of which no one but my­self sus­pec­ted the ex­ist­ence.


  CHAPTER XII.


  “Against the un­meas­ured praise of the Baron,” con­tin­ued the old man, “I had in­deed noth­ing to of­fer, but my own physiognom­ical ob­ser­va­tions, to which he did not al­low the slight­est im­port­ance; but, on the con­trary, per­ceived in my dis­like of Eu­phemia only a highly ab­surd spe­cies of idio­syn­crasy. He even con­fessed to me, that the young lady would soon be­come one of his fam­ily, as he would do all in his power to bring about a mar­riage betwixt her and Her­mo­gen.


  “The lat­ter happened to come into the room just as we spoke with con­sid­er­able warmth on this sub­ject, and when I was en­deav­our­ing to de­fend my no­tions about Eu­phemia. The Baron, ac­cus­tomed al­ways to act openly, and on the spur of the mo­ment, made his son in­stantly ac­quain­ted with all his plans and wishes.


  “Her­mo­gen very quietly listened to his father’s en­thu­si­astic praises of the young lady; and when the eu­logy was ended, answered that he did not feel him­self in the least at­trac­ted to­wards Eu­phemia; that he could never love her; and there­fore earn­estly begged that any schemes for a mar­riage between her and him­self might be given over.


  “The Baron was not a little con­foun­ded, when all his fa­vour­ite pro­jects were thus at once set aside, but at the same time, said the less to Her­mo­gen, as he re­col­lec­ted that Eu­phemia her­self had never been con­sul­ted on the sub­ject. With a cheer­ful­ness and good hu­mour which are in­deed quite his own, he soon began to jest over the com­plete fail­ure of his en­deav­ours, and said that Her­mo­gen evid­ently shared in my idio­syn­crasy; though, for his part, how a beau­ti­ful young wo­man could in­spire such dis­like, he was quite un­able to per­ceive.


  “His own in­ter­course with Eu­phemia of course re­mained the same as be­fore. He had been so ac­cus­tomed to her so­ci­ety, that he was un­able to spend any day without see­ing her.

  


  “Con­sequently, it soon after happened, that one day, in a care­less and cheer­ful hu­mour, he re­marked to her, that there was but one in­di­vidual within her en­chanted circle, who had not be­come en­am­oured, and that was Her­mo­gen. The lat­ter, he ad­ded, had flatly re­fused to listen to a plan of mar­riage, which his father had wished to set on foot for him.


  “Eu­phemia, in the same style of bad­in­age, replied, that it might have been as well to con­sult her also on the sub­ject, and that al­though she would gladly be more nearly al­lied to the Baron, yet this must by no means take place through Her­mo­gen, who was for her far too ser­i­ous, and too par­tic­u­lar in his hu­mour.


  “From the time that this dis­course took place with the Baron, (who im­me­di­ately com­mu­nic­ated it to me,) Eu­phemia con­tin­ued, even in an un­usual de­gree, her at­ten­tions to­wards him and Aure­lia. At last, by many slight but in­tel­li­gible hints, she gradu­ally brought the Baron to the idea that a union with her­self would ex­actly real­ize the beau ideal which she had formed of hap­pi­ness in mar­riage. Every ob­jec­tion which could be urged on the score of years, or oth­er­wise, she was able in the most con­vin­cing man­ner to re­fute, and with-all, ad­vanced in her op­er­a­tions so gradu­ally, del­ic­ately, and im­per­cept­ibly, that the Baron be­lieved all the ideas which she dir­ectly put into his head to be the growth of his own feel­ings and his own in­genu­ity.


  “Still sound and un­broken in health, and by nature lively and en­er­getic, he now felt him­self in­spired, even like a young man, by a glow­ing and fer­vent pas­sion. I could no longer damp nor re­strain this wild flight, for it was already too late. In short, not long af­ter­wards, to the as­ton­ish­ment of all the res­id­enz, Eu­phemia be­came the wife of the Baron!!


  “It seemed to me now, as if this for­mid­able be­ing, whom even I had be­fore re­garded with such dis­trust, hav­ing thus stepped at last into our very do­mestic circle, I must now be doubly and trebly on the watch for my friend and for my­self. Her­mo­gen at­ten­ded the mar­riage of his father with the cold­est in­dif­fer­ence, but Aure­lia, the dear child, who was haunted with a thou­sand in­defin­able ap­pre­hen­sions, burst into tears.


  “Soon after the mar­riage, Eu­phemia longed to visit the Baron’s castle here among the moun­tains. Her wish was grat­i­fied ac­cord­ingly, and I must con­fess, that her whole be­ha­viour was, for a long time, so con­sist­ent and cor­rect, that she ex­tor­ted from me in­vol­un­tary ad­mir­a­tion. Thus, two years flowed on in per­fect quiet­ness and do­mestic en­joy­ment. Both win­ters we spent in the res­id­enz, but even there too, the Bar­on­ess shewed to­wards her hus­band so much un­feigned re­spect, and such at­ten­tion even to his slight­est wishes, that even the voice of envy and de­trac­tion were at last put to si­lence, and not one of the young lib­ertines who thought that they would here have suf­fi­cient scope for their gal­lantry, al­lowed them­selves even the least free­dom in her pres­ence. Dur­ing the last winter, I was prob­ably the only one left, who, still in­flu­enced by the old idio­syn­crasy, ven­tured to cher­ish doubts and mis­trust against her.


  “Be­fore the Baron’s mar­riage, a cer­tain Count Vic­torin, ma­jor in the Prince’s Garde d’Hon­neur, and only now and then pro­fes­sion­ally es­tab­lished at the res­id­enz, was one of Eu­phemia’s reg­u­lar suit­ors, and the only one of whom it could ever have been said, that he at times ap­peared to be hon­oured by her par­tic­u­lar re­gard. It had once been whispered in­deed, that a much nearer and more in­tim­ate ac­quaint­ance ex­is­ted between them, than was yet in­dic­ated by their out­ward be­ha­viour. But the ru­mour im­me­di­ately died away, as ob­scurely as it had arisen.


  “Be that as it may, the Count Vic­torin was again this last winter in the res­id­enz, and of course, made his ap­pear­ance in the circles of the Bar­on­ess. He seemed, how­ever, not in the least to con­cern him­self about her, but rather even to avoid her con­ver­sa­tion. Not­with­stand­ing all this, I ima­gined that fre­quently their looks met, when they be­lieved them­selves un­ob­served; and that in these looks—but I shall not de­scribe more par­tic­u­larly—suf­fice it to say, that their ex­pres­sion was such, as in my opin­ion could not be mis­un­der­stood, and such as to cause to me the ut­most dis­quiet­ude.


  “More es­pe­cially, it happened one night at the house of the Gov­ernor, where a large party was as­sembled, that I stood crowded and squeezed up into a win­dow, where I was more than half con­cealed by the fur­niture drapery, and only two or three steps be­fore me was the Count Vic­torin.


  “Then Eu­phemia, more than ever bril­liant and taste­ful in her dress, and beam­ing in lux­uri­ant beauty, swept up to him as if to pass by. No one, prob­ably, re­marked them but my­self. He seized her arm, with a kind of pas­sion­ate vehe­mence, but so that it was ob­served by me alone. Their eyes met; her ex­press­ive looks were turned dir­ectly and full upon him. She whispered some words, of which I could not seize the im­port. Eu­phemia must have seen me. She turned round quickly; but I dis­tinctly heard the words, ‘We are ob­served!’


  “I stood as if pet­ri­fied by the shock of this dis­cov­ery. Alas! rev­er­end sir, think of my con­flict­ing feel­ings at that mo­ment—think of my grat­it­ude and re­spect—of that faith­ful at­tach­ment with which I was de­voted to the Baron—and re­col­lect, too, the ap­pre­hen­sions by which I had been so long per­se­cuted, and which were thus so cruelly and un­equi­voc­ally real­ized!


  “These few words, how­ever un­im­port­ant in them­selves, had com­pletely re­vealed to me that there was a secret un­der­stand­ing between the Bar­on­ess and the Count! For the present I was ob­liged to be si­lent; but I was re­solved to watch Eu­phemia with Ar­gus eyes, and then, as soon as I had ob­tained proofs of her crime, to break asun­der at once the dis­grace­ful bands in which she had fettered my un­happy friend.


  “Yet who is able to coun­ter­act suc­cess­fully the con­triv­ances of dev­il­ish cun­ning and hy­po­crisy? My en­deav­ours, at least, were all ut­terly in vain, and it would only have been ab­surd to im­part to the Baron what I had seen and heard. My op­pon­ents would dir­ectly have found ways and means to rep­res­ent me as a half-wit­ted, tire­some vis­ion­ary.


  “The snow still lay upon the moun­tains, when we came, last spring, over to the castle; but I made my usual ex­cur­sions over all the grounds. One morn­ing I met, in a neigh­bour­ing vil­lage, a bauer, who had some­thing odd in his walk and ges­tures. Hap­pen­ing to turn round his head, he be­trayed to me, on the first glance, the fea­tures of the Count Vic­torin! How­ever, in the same mo­ment he had van­ished among the houses, and was no more to be seen.


  “Any mis­take on my part was here im­possible. And what could have led him to this dis­guise, but the con­tinu­ance of his old in­trigue with the Bar­on­ess? Even now, I know for cer­tain that he is again in this neigh­bour­hood, for I have seen his chas­seur rid­ing past; and yet it is in­ex­plic­able to me how it happened that he did not rather at­tend the Bar­on­ess in town.


  “It is now three months since we re­ceived in­tel­li­gence that her uncle the Gov­ernor was at­tacked by severe and dan­ger­ous ill­ness. Without delay, there­fore, she ob­tained the Baron’s con­sent to visit her re­la­tion, and set off, tak­ing only Aure­lia with her, in­dis­pos­i­tion pre­vent­ing the Baron from ac­com­pa­ny­ing her at that time; and he has since chosen to re­main here.


  “Now, how­ever, mis­for­tune had be­gun to make de­term­ined in­roads into our house; for the Bar­on­ess had not been long ab­sent be­fore she wrote home, that Her­mo­gen was sud­denly seized by a mel­an­choly, on which no so­ci­ety or ad­vice of phys­i­cians seemed to have any be­ne­fi­cial in­flu­ence; and that this even broke out of­ten­times into fits of de­li­ri­ous rage. Day after day he wandered about all alone, curs­ing and de­noun­cing him­self and his cruel des­tiny; while all en­deav­ours of his friends to re­cover him from this fright­ful state had been hitherto in­ef­fec­tual.


  “You may sup­pose, rev­er­end sir, how pain­ful and dis­tress­ing was the im­pres­sion that all this made upon the Baron. The sight of his son un­der such a fear­ful mal­ady, would, in his present state, have agit­ated him too much. I there­fore went to town alone.


  “By the strong meas­ures that had been ad­op­ted, Her­mo­gen was already cured of these vi­ol­ent out-break­ings of mad­ness de­scribed by the Bar­on­ess; but a settled mel­an­choly had fallen upon him, against which the phys­i­cians seemed to think that all aid would be un­avail­ing.


  “On see­ing me, he was deeply moved. He told me that an un­happy des­tiny, with which it was in vain to struggle, drove him to re­nounce for ever the sta­tion which he had till then held; and that only as a monk could he hope for tran­quil­lity in this world, or res­cue his soul from eternal de­struc­tion. Ac­cord­ingly, I found him already in the dress, in which you, rev­er­end sir, may have ob­served him this morn­ing; but not­with­stand­ing his res­ist­ance, I suc­ceeded in bring­ing him hither.


  “He is now tran­quil, but never for a mo­ment re­lin­quishes the one in­sane idea which has taken pos­ses­sion of him; and all at­tempts to ex­tort a dis­clos­ure of the event which has brought him into his misery re­main fruit­less, though the re­veal­ing of this secret would prob­ably af­ford the first means of con­trib­ut­ing to its al­le­vi­ation.


  “Some time ago the Bar­on­ess wrote, that, by ad­vice of her con­fessor, she would send hither a monk of his ac­quaint­ance, whose in­ter­course and con­sol­ing ad­mon­i­tions would prob­ably have more in­flu­ence than any­thing else on Her­mo­gen, as his mad­ness had evid­ently taken a de­vo­tional turn. I am greatly re­joiced, sir, that the choice has fallen on you, whom a chance the most for­tu­nate for us had led to the res­id­enz. By at­tend­ing to the dir­ec­tions that I now give you, I trust that you may re­store to a broken-hearted and deeply-af­flic­ted fam­ily, that re­pose which they have so long lost.


  “Your en­deav­ours ought, in my opin­ion, to be dir­ec­ted to two es­pe­cial ob­jects. In the first place, in­quire out this hor­rible secret, by which Her­mo­gen is op­pressed. His bosom will be lighter if it is once dis­closed, whether in or­din­ary con­ver­sa­tion, or in the con­fes­sional; and the church, in­stead of bury­ing him within its walls, will again re­store him to the world.


  “In the second place, you should make your­self bet­ter ac­quain­ted with the Bar­on­ess. You know all that I have to com­mu­nic­ate—You are prob­ably already of my opin­ion, though I have not suf­fi­cient proofs for en­ter­ing into an open ac­cus­a­tion; but I know, that when you see, and be­come in­tim­ate with Eu­phemia, you will en­ter­tain the same con­vic­tion that I do. She is, how­ever, by tem­pera­ment, in­clined to re­li­gion, at least her ima­gin­a­tion is eas­ily roused. Per­haps, there­fore, by your ex­traordin­ary gifts of elo­quence, you may pen­et­rate deeply into her heart. You may agit­ate and ter­rify her into re­pent­ance of her crimes, and of that treach­ery against her best friends, by which, of ne­ces­sity, she must work for her­self ever­last­ing tor­ments.


  “Yet one re­mark more, rev­er­end sir, I must haz­ard. Many times it has ap­peared to me as if the Baron, too, had on his mind some secret grief, of which he con­ceals from me the cause. Be­sides his openly de­clared anxi­ety on ac­count of Her­mo­gen, he con­tends vis­ibly with pain­ful thoughts, which con­stantly har­ass him. It has of­ten sug­ges­ted it­self to me, that he may per­haps, by some evil chance, have dis­covered the Bar­on­ess’s crimin­al­ity, and this by traces more cer­tain and un­am­bigu­ous than those which have oc­curred to me. There­fore, rev­er­end sir, I must fi­nally re­com­mend also the Baron to your spir­itual care and at­ten­tion.”


  CHAPTER XIII.


  With these words Re­in­hold closed his long nar­rat­ive, which had, mean­while, in a hun­dred dif­fer­ent ways, tor­men­ted me. The most ex­traordin­ary and ir­re­con­cil­able con­tra­dic­tions la­boured, cross­ing and re-cross­ing each other, through my brain.


  My very iden­tity, my in­di­vidu­al­ity, was cruelly be­come the game—the mere plaything, of chance, while as it were, los­ing my­self, and melt­ing away into forms and fea­tures not my own, I swam, without hold or stay, upon that wild sea of events, which broke in upon me like ra­ging waves.


  I had, in­deed, vir­tu­ally lost my­self, for I could no longer re­cover any power of vol­un­tary ac­tion. It was through the in­ter­fer­ence of my arm that Vic­torin had been hurled into the abyss; but it was chance, and no im­pulse of vo­li­tion, by which I was guided on that oc­ca­sion. “Now,” said I to my­self, “I come into his place; but then Re­in­hold knows Father Med­ar­dus, the preacher in the Capuchin Con­vent, and thus in his es­tim­a­tion I ap­pear only that which I truly am. On the other hand, the ad­ven­ture with the Bar­on­ess, which the Count had in con­tem­pla­tion, falls upon my shoulders, so that in this re­spect I be­come again Vic­torin! To my­self an in­ex­plic­able riddle, thought be­comes a mere chaos. Like the fab­ulous knight, who fought with his DOUBLE in the dark forest, I am at vari­ance, and com­bat­ing with my­self.”


  Not­with­stand­ing these in­ternal com­mo­tions, I suc­ceeded in coun­ter­feit­ing tol­er­ably well such com­pos­ure as is be­com­ing to a priest; and in this mood I came for the first time into the pres­ence of the Baron.


  I found him a man ad­vanced in years; but in his now shrunk fea­tures, lay yet the evid­ences of the strength and vi­va­city which he had once pos­sessed. Not age, in­deed, but grief, had ploughed wrinkles in his fore­head, and blanched his hair. Not­with­stand­ing this, there pre­vailed in all that he said, and in his whole be­ha­viour, a cheer­ful­ness and good hu­mour, by which every one must be at­trac­ted, and pre­pos­sessed in his fa­vour.


  When the old stew­ard presen­ted me to him as the monk, whose in­ten­ded ar­rival had been no­ticed by the Bar­on­ess, his looks, at first rather doubt­ful and sus­pi­cious, be­came al­ways more friendly, as, in the mean­while, Re­in­hold re­lated how he had heard me preach in the Capuchin Con­vent of König­swald, and had there con­vinced him­self of my ex­traordin­ary gifts of piety and elo­quence.


  “I know not, my dear Re­in­hold,” said the Baron, “how, or for what reason, the fea­tures of this rev­er­end gen­tle­man in­terest me so much at our first meet­ing. They cer­tainly awake some re­mem­brance, which yet struggles in vain to come clearly and fully into light.”


  It seemed to me, as if he would, in that very mo­ment, break out with the name “Count Vic­torin!”—In truth, how­ever mi­ra­cu­lous it may ap­pear, I had now be­come ac­tu­ally per­suaded that I was the Count; and thereby (aided per­haps by the wine at break­fast, not to speak of the draught from the bas­ket bottle,) I felt the cir­cu­la­tion of the blood more power­fully in every vein, and col­our­ing my cheeks with a deeper crim­son.


  I de­pended, how­ever, upon Re­in­hold, who in­deed knew me as Brother Med­ar­dus, though this now ap­peared to my­self a mere fic­tion! Noth­ing could un­tie or un­ravel those in­tric­ate knots, by which the strange web of my des­tiny was thus bound to­gether.


  Ac­cord­ing to the Baron’s wishes, I was im­me­di­ately to make ac­quaint­ance with Her­mo­gen; but he was nowhere to be found. He had been seen wan­der­ing to­wards the moun­tains; but the fam­ily were on that score quite un­con­cerned, as he had fre­quently for days to­gether ab­sented him­self in that man­ner. Ac­cord­ingly, through the whole af­ter­noon, I re­mained in the so­ci­ety of the Baron and Re­in­hold, and by de­grees re­col­lec­ted my­self so com­pletely, that to­wards even­ing I be­came quite calm, and cour­ageous enough to grapple with the won­der­ful events and dif­fi­culties which now seemed to lie in wait for me.


  In the solitude of the night, I opened the Count’s port­fo­lio, and con­vinced my­self more par­tic­u­larly that it was Count Vic­torin who had been hurled into the abyss; yet the let­ters ad­dressed to him were but of in­dif­fer­ent im­port, and not one of them gave me any very clear in­sight as to his real cir­cum­stances and con­di­tion in life.


  Without, there­fore, har­ass­ing my brain any farther about the mat­ter, I re­solved to ac­com­mod­ate my­self as skil­fully as I could to whatever course chance might point out for me; es­pe­cially, it was re­quis­ite that I should wait the is­sue of my first in­ter­view with the mys­ter­i­ous Eu­phemia.

  


  On the very next day, the Bar­on­ess, with Aure­lia, un­ex­pec­tedly made her ap­pear­ance. I saw them alight from their car­riage, and, re­ceived by the Baron, en­ter­ing the gates of the castle. Un­nerved and dis­quieted, I stepped rest­lessly up and down in my cham­ber, un­der a tem­pest of ex­traordin­ary an­ti­cip­a­tions. This, how­ever, did not con­tinue long, ere I was summoned down stairs.


  The Bar­on­ess came for­ward to meet me. She was an em­in­ently beau­ti­ful wo­man, still in the full bloom of her charms. There was in her coun­ten­ance and tout en­semble a vo­lup­tu­ous tran­quil­lity, di­ver­si­fied only by the rest­less gleam of her eyes, which were to an un­par­alleled de­gree fiery and ex­press­ive.


  As soon as she be­held me she seemed in­vol­un­tar­ily to start, and be­trayed ex­traordin­ary emo­tion. Her voice faltered, she could scarcely com­mand words.


  This vis­ible em­bar­rass­ment on her part gave me cour­age. I looked her boldly in the face, and, in the con­ven­tual man­ner, gave her my bless­ing. Hereupon she be­came all at once deadly pale, and was ob­liged to seat her­self on a sofa. Re­in­hold mean­while looked on me as if quite sat­is­fied, and even with smiles of good hu­mour.


  At that mo­ment the door opened, and the Baron entered with Aure­lia.


  As soon as I had set eyes on this girl, it seemed as if a gleam of light from heaven flashed around me, and pen­et­rated to my very heart, kind­ling up mys­ter­i­ous and long-lost emo­tions—the most ar­dent long­ings—the rap­tures of the most fer­vent love. All in­deed that I had formerly felt seemed only like ob­scure and shad­owy in­dic­a­tions of that which now stepped forth at once into real­ity and life. Nay, life it­self dawned for the first time, glit­ter­ing, varie­gated, and splen­did be­fore me, and all that I had known be­fore lay cold and dead, as if un­der the des­ol­ate shad­ows of night.


  It was she her­self—the same mys­ter­i­ous un­known whom I had be­held in the vis­ion of the con­fes­sional. The mel­an­choly, pi­ous, child­like ex­pres­sion of the dark blue eyes—the del­ic­ately formed lips—the neck gently bent down, as if in de­vout prayer—the tall, slender, yet vo­lup­tu­ous form; all these—they be­longed not to Aure­lia—it was her­self, the blessed St Ros­alia! Even the minutest par­tic­u­lars of dress—for ex­ample, the sky-blue shawl, which the young Bar­on­ess had now thrown over her shoulders, was pre­cisely the same worn by the saint in the pic­ture, and by the un­known of my vis­ion.


  What was now the lux­uri­ant beauty of Eu­phemia com­pared with the di­vine charms of this ce­les­tial vis­it­ant? Only her, her alone could I be­hold, while all around was faded into cold­ness and ob­scur­ity.


  It was im­possible that my in­ward emo­tion could es­cape the no­tice of the by-stand­ers.


  “What is the mat­ter with you, rev­er­end sir?” said the Baron; “you seem agit­ated in an ex­traordin­ary de­gree.”—By these words I was dir­ectly brought to my­self, and I felt rising up within me a su­per­nat­ural power,—a cour­age till then un­known,—to en­counter all obstacles, if she—if Aure­lia were to be the prize to re­ward me for the com­bat.


  “Re­joice, Herr Baron!” cried I, as if seized by a sud­den fit of in­spir­a­tion—“re­joice, for a fe­male saint is sent down from heaven among us. The heav­ens, too, will soon be opened in cloud­less serenity, and the im­macu­late St Ros­alia will dif­fuse bless­ings and con­sol­a­tion on the de­vout souls who humbly and faith­fully pay to her their homage and ad­or­a­tion. Even now I hear the an­them,—the choral notes of glor­i­fied spir­its, who long for the so­ci­ety of the saint, and who, call­ing on her in song, hover down from their resplen­dent thrones. I see her fea­tures, beam­ing in the di­vine halo of be­ati­fic­a­tion, lif­ted up to­wards the ser­aphic choir, that are already vis­ible to her eyes. Sancta Ros­alia, ora pro nobis!”


  Hereupon I fell on my knees, with mine eyes up­lif­ted to heaven, my hands fol­ded in prayer, and all present mech­an­ic­ally fol­lowed my ex­ample. No one ven­tured to ques­tion me any farther. This sud­den ebulli­tion was im­puted to some ex­traordin­ary in­spir­a­tion, and the Baron gravely re­solved to have mass said at the al­tar of St Ros­alia in the res­id­enz.


  In this man­ner I had com­pletely res­cued my­self from my present em­bar­rass­ment; and I was re­solved from hence­for­ward to ven­ture all things, for Aure­lia was at stake, who was now far dearer to me than life.


  The Bar­on­ess mean­while ap­peared in a very strange and in­ex­plic­able mood. Her looks fol­lowed me; but when I met them, quite com­posedly and un­con­cerned, she aver­ted her eyes, which then wandered about un­stead­ily and wildly. As for Aure­lia, I could only guess at her agit­a­tion; for she had drawn down her veil, and gazed sted­fastly on a cross which was hung by a ros­ary from her neck. At last the fam­ily re­tired into an­other cham­ber. I made use of the op­por­tun­ity, and hastened down into the garden, where, in a state of the wild­est ex­cite­ment, I rushed through the walks, la­bour­ing with, and re­volving a thou­sand res­ol­u­tions, ideas, and plans, for my fu­ture life in the castle.

  


  Through this day I did not again meet Aure­lia. It was already even­ing, when Re­in­hold ap­peared, and said that the Bar­on­ess, who had been deeply af­fected by my pi­ous and in­spired dis­course of that morn­ing, wished to speak with me alone in her cham­ber.

  


  When I had entered the room, and had, by her dir­ec­tions, closed and bolted the door, she ad­vanced a few steps to­wards me, then tak­ing me by both arms, and look­ing fix­edly in my face, “Is it pos­sible?” said she—“art thou Med­ar­dus, the Capuchin monk?—But the voice—the fig­ure—your eyes—your hair,—speak, or I shall per­ish in this tor­ment of sus­pense and ap­pre­hen­sion!”


  “Vic­torin!” replied I, in a whis­per; and again this word was not mine, but sug­ges­ted to me by some un­known and su­per­nat­ural power;—then, to my ut­ter as­ton­ish­ment and con­sterna­tion——


  
    
      [There is a hi­atus in the MS. at this place.]

    

  


  CHAPTER XIV.


  It was in my power, doubt­less, to have fled from the castle, but in do­ing so—in sav­ing my­self from new crimes—I must have fled also from Aure­lia. I had made the res­ol­u­tion (in which I was de­term­ined to per­severe) to ven­ture all things for her sake, and es­pe­cially for the chance of re­new­ing that con­ver­sa­tion which the sanc­tity of the con­fes­sional wholly pro­hib­ited.


  It was on her ac­count, there­fore, that I had now in­volved my­self in enorm­ous guilt; but though con­scious of this as the cause, I did not es­cape the tor­ments of re­morse and the bitterest self-con­dem­na­tion. A kind of hor­ror seized on me when I thought of meet­ing Aure­lia again, which, how­ever, was very soon to hap­pen, namely, at the sup­per-table. It seemed as if her pi­ous an­gelic looks would dir­ectly ac­cuse me of mor­tal sin, and as if, un­masked and de­tec­ted, I should sink into ut­ter dis­grace and an­ni­hil­a­tion. From sim­ilar reas­ons, also, I could not bear to see the Bar­on­ess im­me­di­ately after that in­ter­view, and all this in­duced me, un­der the pre­text of hav­ing my de­vo­tions to per­form, to shut my­self up in my room, and re­main there, when in­tim­a­tion was sent to me that sup­per was ready.


  Only a few days, how­ever, were re­quired in or­der to ban­ish all fear and em­bar­rass­ment. The out­ward be­ha­viour of the Bar­on­ess was in the highest de­gree guarded and ami­able; and the more that, in my char­ac­ter of Count Vic­torin, I ac­quired as­cend­ancy over her, the more she seemed to re­double her at­ten­tion and af­fec­tion­ate so­li­citude for the Baron.


  She con­fessed to me, how­ever, that she many times la­boured un­der the most fear­ful per­plex­ity; that my ton­sure, my long beard, and my genu­ine con­ven­tual gait, (which last, how­ever, I did not now keep up so strictly as be­fore,) had caused to her a thou­sand in­defin­able ap­pre­hen­sions; nay, upon my sud­den in­spired in­voc­a­tion of St Ros­alia, she had be­come al­most per­suaded that some ex­traordin­ary fatal­ity had an­ni­hil­ated the plan which, along with Vic­torin, she had so ad­mir­ably laid, and had brought a miser­able Capuchin monk into his place.


  She ad­mired, how­ever, the ex­tent of my pre­cau­tions in ac­tu­ally tak­ing the ton­sure, in al­low­ing my beard to grow, and in hav­ing stud­ied my part so ex­actly, that, even now, she was ob­liged of­ten to look me sharply in the face, to avoid fall­ing again into pain­ful doubts.

  


  Mean­while, Vic­torin’s chas­seur, dis­guised as a bauer, made his ap­pear­ance now and then at the end of the park, and I did not neg­lect to speak with him privately, and ad­mon­ish him to hold him­self in read­i­ness for mo­ment­ary flight, if any evil chance should render this ne­ces­sary.


  As for the Baron and Re­in­hold, they seemed, on the whole, per­fectly sat­is­fied, yet fre­quently troubled me with ur­gent sug­ges­tions that I should dir­ect the best en­er­gies of my mind to ac­quire an in­flu­ence over the deeply pens­ive and ob­stin­ate Her­mo­gen.


  On the con­trary, how­ever, I had never been able to in­ter­change with him a single word, so sed­u­lously did he avoid every op­por­tun­ity of be­ing alone with me; and if by chance we met in the so­ci­ety of his father and the stew­ard, he looked upon me with an ex­pres­sion so marked and ex­traordin­ary, that I had con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty in avoid­ing ob­vi­ous em­bar­rass­ment. It seemed al­most as if he could read my very soul, and spy out my most secret thoughts; and as of­ten as he was thus forced into my pres­ence, an un­con­quer­able ill-hu­mour, a ma­li­cious irony, and in­deed rage, with dif­fi­culty re­strained, were vis­ible on his pale fea­tures.


  It happened that once when I was tak­ing a walk in the park, I per­ceived him, quite un­ex­pec­tedly, com­ing up to meet me. I held this for the fit­test pos­sible mo­ment to clear up the pain­ful cir­cum­stances in which I was placed with re­gard to him; and ac­cord­ingly, when, as usual, he wished to es­cape, I ven­tured to take him by the arm, and my old tal­ent of elo­quence en­abled me now to speak so im­press­ively, and with so much en­ergy, that at last he could not help be­ing at­tent­ive, and shewed, as I thought, some fa­vour­able symp­toms of emo­tion.


  We had seated ourselves on a stone bench at the end of a walk which led to­wards the castle. In dis­course, my in­spir­a­tion, as usual, in­creased. I main­tained, that it was in the highest de­gree sin­ful for a man, thus de­voured by in­ward grief, to des­pise the con­sol­a­tion and as­sist­ance of the church, which can raise up the fallen, and might en­able him to ful­fil all pur­poses and du­ties of this life, which, by the good­ness of the Su­preme Power, were yet held in­vit­ingly be­fore him.


  I in­sisted, that even the most de­praved crim­inal need not doubt of the grace and fa­vour of Heaven, and that the in­dul­gence of such doubts might alone de­prive him of the tem­poral hap­pi­ness, and sal­va­tion here­after, which he would oth­er­wise ob­tain. At last I de­man­ded that he should dir­ectly un­load his con­science by con­fess­ing to me, prom­ising him, at the same time, on the usual con­di­tions of con­tri­tion, pen­ance, and amend­ment, ab­so­lu­tion for every sin that he might have com­mit­ted.


  Hereupon he rose up. His frame seemed to heave and dilate with in­dig­na­tion;—his brows were con­trac­ted—his eyes glared—a burn­ing red flew at once over his be­fore pale coun­ten­ance.


  “Art thou,” cried he, with a voice, by the depth and wild­ness of whose tones I was in­vol­un­tar­ily agit­ated,—“art thou then thy­self free from sin, that thou ven­turest, like the most pure—nay, like the Di­vin­ity whom thou blas­phemest, to look into the secrets of my bosom?—Thou, for­sooth, would’st prom­ise me for­give­ness—thou, who for thy­self wilt vainly strive for par­don, and against whom the re­gions of the blest are for ever closed!—Miser­able hy­po­crite! soon will the hour of re­tri­bu­tion be at hand, and trod­den into the dust like a pois­on­ous rep­tile, shalt thou writhe in misery and death, strug­gling in vain for aid and re­lease from thy name­less tor­ment, till thou per­ishest in mad­ness and des­pair!”


  Hereupon he turned round, and quickly dis­ap­peared. I had no power to de­tain him—I was, in­deed, ut­terly crushed and an­ni­hil­ated. All my com­pos­ure and cour­age had fled, and I saw no means by which con­fid­ence and safety could again be re­covered.

  


  At length I ob­served the Bar­on­ess com­ing out of the castle, dressed as if for a walk. With her only, in this dif­fi­culty, could I hope to find as­sist­ance or con­sol­a­tion. I hastened, there­fore, to meet her.


  At first she seemed ter­ri­fied at my dis­ordered ap­pear­ance—in­quired after the cause of it; and I de­scribed to her the whole scene which I had just now en­countered with the in­sane Her­mo­gen, ex­press­ing also my ter­ror and ap­pre­hen­sion, lest he might, per­haps, by some in­ex­plic­able chance, have got pos­ses­sion of, and might be­tray, our secret in­ter­course.


  By all this Eu­phemia did not ap­pear in the least moved. On the con­trary, she smiled with an ex­pres­sion of irony and malice so ex­traordin­ary, that I was seized with in­vol­un­tary hor­ror.


  “Let us go deeper into the park,” said she, “for here we might be ob­served, and it might be deemed mys­ter­i­ous if the rev­er­end Father Med­ar­dus were to speak to me with such vehe­mence.”


  
    
      [A few sen­tences are here left out by the Ed­itor.]

    

  


  “Be com­posed then, Vic­torin,” said Eu­phemia; “you may make your­self per­fectly tran­quil as to all this, which has brought you into such fear and trouble. In­deed, it is on the whole for­tu­nate, that this ad­ven­ture has happened with Her­mo­gen; for I have thus an op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to you on many things of which I had too long been si­lent.


  “You must con­fess, that I wield a strange kind of in­tel­lec­tual su­prem­acy over all those by whom I am in this life sur­roun­ded; and to pos­sess and ex­er­cise this priv­ilege, is, I be­lieve, much more easy for a wo­man than for a man. Not only, how­ever, must we for this pur­pose en­joy that su­peri­or­ity of per­sonal beauty which Nature has gran­ted to us, but also many pe­cu­liar at­trib­utes of mind. Above all, the in­di­vidual, who, in such un­der­tak­ings, ex­pects to suc­ceed, must pos­sess the power of step­ping, as it were, out of her­self,—of con­tem­plat­ing her own in­di­vidu­al­ity from an ex­ternal point, (that is to say, as it is be­held by oth­ers;) for our own iden­tity, when viewed in this man­ner, serves like an obed­i­ent im­ple­ment—a pass­ive means of ob­tain­ing whatever ob­ject we have pro­posed to ourselves, as the highest and most de­sir­able in life.


  “Can there be any­thing more ad­mir­able than an ex­ist­ence which rules over that of oth­ers, so that we may ex­ert per­fect em­pire over the in­sipid be­ings—the phantom shapes, by which we are here sur­roun­ded, and com­mand them, as if by ma­gic spells, to min­is­ter to our en­joy­ments?


  “You, Vic­torin, be­long to the few who have hitherto un­der­stood me. You had also ac­quired this power of look­ing, as if with oth­ers’ eyes, upon your­self; and I have there­fore judged you not un­worthy to be raised as my part­ner on the throne of this in­tel­lec­tual king­dom. The mys­tery which we were ob­liged to keep up, heightened the charm of this union; our ap­par­ent sep­ar­a­tion only gave wider scope for our fant­astic hu­mour, which played with and scorned the con­ven­tional laws of or­din­ary life.


  “Do not our present meet­ings con­sti­tute the bold­est piece of ad­ven­ture, that spir­its, mock­ing at all con­ven­tional lim­it­a­tions, ever dared to en­counter? Even in this new char­ac­ter which you have as­sumed, the meta­morph­osis de­pends not on your dress merely. It seems, also, as if the mind, ac­com­mod­at­ing it­self to the rul­ing prin­ciple, worked out­wardly in such a man­ner, that even the bod­ily form be­comes plastic and obed­i­ent, mould­ing it­self in turns, ac­cord­ing to that plan and des­tin­a­tion which the higher powers of vo­li­tion had con­ceived and laid down.


  “How com­pletely I my­self des­pise all or­din­ary rules, you, Vic­torin, are already aware. The Baron has now be­come, in my es­tim­a­tion, a dis­gust­ing, worn-out im­ple­ment, which, hav­ing been used for my past pur­poses, lies dead, like a run-down piece of clock-work, be­fore me—Re­in­hold is too con­tempt­ible and nar­row-minded to be worthy of a thought—Aure­lia is a good, pi­ous, and simple-hearted child—We have noth­ing to do but with Her­mo­gen.


  “Already have I con­fessed to you, that the first time I saw this youth, he made on me a won­der­ful and in­delible im­pres­sion; but of what af­ter­wards passed betwixt us, you have never yet been fully aware. I had even looked on him as cap­able of en­ter­ing into those lofty schemes, into that higher sphere of en­joy­ment, which I could have opened for him; but for once, I was com­pletely de­ceived. There ex­is­ted within him some prin­ciple in­im­ical and hos­tile to­wards me, which mani­fes­ted it­self in per­petual con­tra­dic­tion to my plans—nay, the very spells by which I fettered oth­ers, had on him an ef­fect quite op­pos­ite and re­pelling. He re­mained al­ways cold, darkly re­served, or, at best, ut­terly in­dif­fer­ent, till at last my re­sent­ment was roused; I de­term­ined on re­venge, but, above all, I re­solved that my former power should not be thus meanly baffled and sub­dued, and that his in­dif­fer­ence should sooner or later be fear­fully over­come.


  “On this com­bat I had already de­cided, when the Baron happened to say, that he had pro­posed for me a mar­riage with Her­mo­gen, to which the lat­ter would by no means agree. Like a gleam of in­spir­a­tion, the thought at that mo­ment rose within me, that I might my­self, by a mar­riage with the Baron, at once clear away those con­ven­tional lim­it­a­tions which had hitherto at times dis­gust­ingly forced them­selves in my way.


  “But as to that mar­riage, Vic­torin, I have already fre­quently spoken with you. To your doubts, as to whether it could ever take place, I soon op­posed ac­tual per­form­ance. In short, as you know, in the course of a few days, I suc­ceeded in trans­form­ing the grave old gen­tle­man into a silly tender lover. Nay, he was forced to look on those plans which wholly ori­gin­ated from my agency, (and to which he scarcely dared to give ut­ter­ance,) as the off­spring of his own fool­ish brain, and the ful­fil­ment of his own heart­felt wishes. Still, in the back ground, con­cealed in­deed, but not less deeply traced, lay the thoughts of my re­venge on Her­mo­gen, which would now be more easy, and in ex­e­cu­tion far more per­fect.


  “If I knew less of your char­ac­ter, if I were not aware that you are fully cap­able of en­ter­ing into my views, I would no doubt hes­it­ate to in­form you of what af­ter­wards oc­curred.


  “I took vari­ous op­por­tun­it­ies of at­tract­ing Her­mo­gen’s at­ten­tion. When in the res­id­enz, I ap­peared gloomy and re­served—and af­forded, in this re­spect, a power­ful con­trast with him­self, for he was then cheer­ful and act­ive in his own pur­suits, and, to most people, frank and dis­en­gaged in man­ner. The in­ter­val was long and te­di­ous, how­ever, be­fore my designs could be brought into ex­e­cu­tion.


  “Dur­ing my last visit in town, my uncle’s ill­ness for­bade all bril­liant as­sem­blies, and I was ob­liged even to de­cline the vis­its of my nearest ac­quaint­ance. Her­mo­gen called upon me, per­haps only to ful­fil the duty which he owed to a step-mother. He found me sunk in the most gloomy re­flec­tions; and when, as­ton­ished at this sud­den re­volu­tion, he anxiously in­quired the cause, I con­fessed to him that the Baron’s in­firm state of health, which he only with dif­fi­culty con­cealed, made me afraid that I should soon lose him, which idea was to me ter­rible and in­sup­port­able.


  “On hear­ing this, he was ob­vi­ously af­fected; and when I went on to paint to him, in the live­li­est col­ours, the hap­pi­ness of my do­mestic cir­cum­stances with the Baron, en­ter­ing into minute de­tails of our mode of life in the coun­try—when, moreover, I spoke at greater length of the Baron’s ad­mir­able dis­pos­i­tion, and rep­res­en­ted his whole char­ac­ter in the most glow­ing terms, so that it al­ways ap­peared more and more how deeply I hon­oured him, nay, how my very ex­ist­ence de­pended on his,—then, ob­vi­ously, Her­mo­gen’s as­ton­ish­ment and per­plex­ity in­creased to an even un­ex­pec­ted de­gree. He vis­ibly struggled and con­ten­ded with him­self, but I had already tri­umphed. The prin­ciple, whatever it was, that lived within him, and had hitherto so hos­tilely ac­ted against me, was over­come—he had spoken with me alone, and was deeply moved—he had be­held me in a new light—his in­dif­fer­ence was sub­dued, and his tran­quil­lity lost. My tri­umph be­came the more cer­tain, when, on the fol­low­ing even­ing, he came again to visit me.


  “He found me alone, still more gloomy and more agit­ated than on the pre­ced­ing night. I spoke as be­fore of the Baron, and of my in­ex­press­ible long­ing to re­turn to the coun­try, and to see him again. Her­mo­gen soon lost all self-pos­ses­sion—he hung en­rap­tured on my looks, and their light fell like con­sum­ing fire into his heart.

  


  “In a word, I suc­ceeded. The con­sequences were more hor­rible than I had sup­posed; yet on this ac­count my vic­tory was the more bril­liant. The domin­ion which I had now so un­equi­voc­ally gained over Her­mo­gen had ut­terly broken his spirit. He fell, as you know, into mad­ness, though till now you were not aware of the ex­act reason of this.


  “It is a pe­cu­liar at­trib­ute of mad­men, that they can of­ten look more deeply than oth­ers into the hearts of those by whom they are sur­roun­ded. It seems as if their own minds, be­ing free from ra­tional con­trol, stand in nearer re­la­tion­ship with the spir­itual world, and are more li­able to be ex­cited sym­path­et­ic­ally by the emo­tions of an­other. Thus of­ten­times they pro­nounce aloud our own thoughts, like a su­per­nat­ural echo, whence we are startled as if we heard the voice even of a second self.


  “On these prin­ciples, it may in­deed have happened that Her­mo­gen, con­sid­er­ing the pe­cu­liar foot­ing on which we stand, has ac­tu­ally looked through your dis­guise, and on this ac­count is hos­tilely dis­posed to­ward us; but as to any danger from him on this ac­count, that is by no means to be ap­pre­hen­ded. Sup­pose even that he were to break out into open enmity—should pro­claim aloud, ‘Trust not this cowled priest—he is not what he seems!’ yet who would look upon this as less or more than a de­li­ri­ous phant­asm of his mal­ady, more es­pe­cially as Re­in­hold has been so good as to re­cog­nize in you the rev­er­end Father Med­ar­dus?


  “In the mean­while, how­ever, it re­mains cer­tain, that you can­not, as I had hoped, gain a fa­vour­able in­flu­ence over Her­mo­gen. My re­venge, how­ever, is ful­filled, and I now look upon him, even as I re­gard the Baron, like a broken ma­ri­on­ette—a worn-out plaything; be­come, at last, so much the more tire­some, as he prob­ably con­siders his meet­ing with me here as an act of pen­it­ence, and, on this ac­count, haunts and per­se­cutes me, as you must have ob­served, with his dead-alive, star­ing, and spec­tral eyes.


  “In short, he must, in one way or an­other, be got rid of; and I thought, by your ac­quir­ing an in­flu­ence over him, he might have been con­firmed in his no­tions of go­ing into a con­vent, and to have con­trived, that the Baron and Re­in­hold should be per­suaded of the pro­pri­ety of this design. Her­mo­gen, to say the truth, is to me, in the highest de­gree, in­tol­er­able. His looks of­ten agit­ate me, so that I can hardly com­mand my­self; and, for cer­tain, he must, by some means or other, be re­moved.


  “The only per­son be­fore whom he ap­pears quite in a dif­fer­ent char­ac­ter, is Aure­lia. By means of that girl only, can you gain any in­flu­ence over Her­mo­gen; for which reason, I shall take care that, for the fu­ture, you may to her also ob­tain nearer ac­cess.


  “If you find a suit­able op­por­tun­ity, you may com­mu­nic­ate to the Baron and Re­in­hold, that Her­mo­gen has dis­closed to you, in con­fes­sion, a heavy crime, which, ac­cord­ing to your re­li­gious vows, you are ob­liged to con­ceal. But of this, more at an­other time: act for the best, and only be sted­fast and faith­ful. Let us reign to­gether over this con­tempt­ible world of pup­pets, which move around us only ac­cord­ing to our sov­er­eign will and pleas­ure. This life must be­stow on us its best en­joy­ments, without for­cing on our necks the yoke of its nar­row and despic­able laws!”


  We now saw the Baron at a dis­tance, and went to­wards him, as if oc­cu­pied in pi­ous and edi­fy­ing dis­course.


  CHAPTER XV.


  There had been noth­ing want­ing, per­haps, but this ex­plan­a­tion from Eu­phemia, to render me fully sens­ible of my own powers and ad­vant­ages. I was now placed in a situ­ation from which all things ap­peared in wholly new col­ours. As to Eu­phemia’s boast of her men­tal en­ergy and power over the con­duct of oth­ers, it only rendered her, in my es­tim­a­tion, worthy of ut­ter con­tempt. At the very mo­ment when this miser­able wo­man be­lieved that she spor­ted in safety with all laws and reg­u­la­tions of this life, she was in real­ity given up a help­less vic­tim to that des­tiny, which my hand might in a mo­ment wield against her.


  It was, in­deed, only by means of that spir­itual in­flu­ence and em­pire lent to me by the powers of dark­ness, that she could have been led to look on that be­ing as a friend and trust-worthy com­pan­ion, who, wear­ing only for her de­struc­tion the coun­ten­ance and fig­ure of her former lover, held her like a de­mon in his re­lent­less grasp, so that lib­er­a­tion and es­cape were for her no longer pos­sible.


  Eu­phemia, un­der the domin­ion of this wretched il­lu­sion, be­came every mo­ment more despic­able in my es­tim­a­tion, and the in­ter­course which I was ob­liged to keep up with her, be­came so much the more dis­gust­ing, as Aure­lia’s im­age had every day ac­quired more and more power over my heart;—and it was for her sake only, that I had in­volved my­self in so­ci­ety and in crimes, from which I should oth­er­wise have fled with hor­ror.


  I re­solved, there­fore, from hence­forth, to ex­er­cise, in the fullest ex­tent, the powers that I now felt were given to me; to seize with mine own hands, that en­chanter’s rod, of which Eu­phemia so vainly boas­ted the pos­ses­sion; and with it, to de­scribe the ma­gic circle, in which the be­ings around me should move only ac­cord­ing to my sov­er­eign wishes.


  The Baron and Re­in­hold were still void of all sus­pi­cions, and con­tin­ued to vie with each other in their en­deav­ours to render my abode at the castle as agree­able as pos­sible. They had not the most dis­tant ap­pre­hen­sions of the cir­cum­stances in which I stood with re­gard to Eu­phemia. On the con­trary, the Baron fre­quently be­came elo­quent in ex­pres­sions of grat­it­ude, even as­sur­ing me in con­fid­ence, that by my in­ter­fer­ence her af­fec­tions had been com­pletely re­stored to him; whereupon I re­col­lec­ted Re­in­hold’s no­tion, that the Baron, by some means or other, had re­ceived in­tim­a­tion of his wife’s former in­fi­del­ity.


  Her­mo­gen I now saw but very sel­dom. He vis­ibly avoided me with fear and trem­bling, which the Baron and Re­in­hold very kindly in­ter­preted into de­voted awe and rev­er­ence for the sanc­tity and in­tu­it­ive en­ergy of my char­ac­ter, of which he could not bear the scru­tiny.


  Aure­lia, too, ap­peared to avoid me as much as pos­sible; and if, by chance, I spoke with her, she was, like Her­mo­gen, timid and em­bar­rassed. I had, there­fore, no doubt that the lat­ter had im­par­ted to his sis­ter those ap­pre­hen­sions by which I had been so much alarmed; and yet it seemed to me by no means im­prac­tic­able to coun­ter­act their evil in­flu­ence.


  Prob­ably by the in­stig­a­tion of the Bar­on­ess, who wished to bring me nearer to Aure­lia, in or­der that, through her, I might ac­quire an as­cend­ancy over Her­mo­gen, the Baron re­ques­ted, that I would give a share of my time to the in­struc­tion of his daugh­ter in the higher mys­ter­ies of re­li­gion. Thus Eu­phemia her­self un­con­sciously sup­plied me with the means of ar­riv­ing at that wished-for goal, which formed the cli­max of all my most san­guine pro­spects, and which ima­gin­a­tion had so of­ten painted in the most glow­ing col­ours.


  I shall pass rap­idly over the rest of my ad­ven­tures dur­ing my res­id­ence in the Baron’s castle, the im­pres­sion of which re­mains like that of an hideous dream, on which I have no de­sire to dwell longer than is re­quis­ite to pre­serve con­nec­tion in the nar­rat­ive.


  For some days, in­deed, I re­mained in­flu­enced, for the most part, by the most san­guine hopes, which were yet con­stantly li­able to dis­ap­point­ment. I had hitherto seen Aure­lia only at short in­ter­vals, and in the so­ci­ety of oth­ers;—then, at every meet­ing, her beauty ap­peared more and more heav­enly; her voice breathed more ex­quis­ite mu­sic; and the pas­sion­ate im­pres­sions un­der which I la­boured, were such, that I used, after these in­ter­views, to run forth, if pos­sible, into the park—search out some cov­ert the wild­est and most se­cluded, where I threw my­self on the ground, and gave up my whole soul to the de­li­rium of love.


  At other times, I sought in meet­ings with the Bar­on­ess a tem­por­ary refuge from agit­a­tions, with which I could scarcely con­tend. I formed a thou­sand plans for leav­ing the castle, and of in­du­cing Aure­lia to be the com­pan­ion of my flight; but all were one by one re­nounced as hope­less.


  Now, how­ever, I was to meet her fre­quently—and alone. I summoned, there­fore, all my tal­ents of elo­quence and en­er­gies of mind, to clothe my re­li­gious in­struc­tions in such lan­guage, that I might by this means dir­ect her af­fec­tions to her in­structor, un­til, over­powered by her own feel­ings, she should at last throw her­self into my arms.


  In­stead, how­ever, of suc­ceed­ing in my designs against Aure­lia, the only con­sequence of my en­deav­ours was to aug­ment ten­fold my own in­tol­er­able dis­quiet­ude. A thou­sand times did I say to my­self, How is this pos­sible? Can Aure­lia be the same Un­known—the vis­it­ant of the con­fes­sional? De­voutly, with fol­ded hands and down­cast eyes, she listened to me; but not one symp­tom of emo­tion, not the slight­est sigh, be­trayed any deeper op­er­a­tion of my words. Even if I dropt ob­scure hints of our former meet­ing, she re­mained un­moved.


  I was there­fore, of ne­ces­sity, brought back to the be­lief and con­vic­tion, that the ad­ven­ture of the con­fes­sional was but a dream. Yet if so, what im­port could be at­tached to the su­per­nat­ural live­li­ness of that vis­ion, ex­cept that it must have been an an­ti­cip­a­tion of what was now to come—the prom­ise of a higher power, that Aure­lia—the liv­ing real­iz­a­tion of that phantom—was yet to be mine?


  Baffled, how­ever, in all my at­tempts,—driven of­ten­times to rage and des­pond­ency,—I brooded over new plans; and while ob­liged to coun­ter­feit pleas­ure in the so­ci­ety of Eu­phemia, and feel­ing only hatred and im­pa­tience, my looks and be­ha­viour as­sumed a hor­rible ex­pres­sion, at which she seemed in­vol­un­tar­ily to tremble. Still, of the real mys­tery con­cealed in my bosom, she had no sus­pi­cion, but gave way without a struggle to that su­prem­acy which I ex­er­ted over her, and which daily con­tin­ued to in­crease.


  Fre­quently the thought oc­curred to my mind, that, by as­sum­ing proper cour­age, by one de­cis­ive step, how­ever vi­ol­ent, I might put an end to the tor­ments of sus­pense un­der which I la­boured,—that on my very next meet­ing with Aure­lia, I might cast off the mask, and re­nounce all sub­ter­fuge and stratagem. I went to her more than once, re­solved to carry some plan of this kind into ef­fect; but when I looked at Aure­lia, and be­held the calm piety, the en­ergy of in­no­cence in her ser­aphic fea­tures, it seemed as if an an­gel stood by her, pro­tect­ing her, and bid­ding de­fi­ance to the power of the en­emy. At such times, a cold shud­der­ing vi­brated through my limbs, and my former res­ol­u­tions were com­pletely broken.


  At last, the thought oc­curred to me of join­ing with her more fre­quently in prayer.
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  I had no power to pre­vent this. I was crushed and an­ni­hil­ated, as if a thun­der­bolt had struck me to the earth. She fled in­stantly to the next room. The door opened, and there ap­peared—Her­mo­gen! He stood glar­ing upon me with the fixed, hor­rid look of the wild­est in­san­ity. Then, re­col­lect­ing that such per­sons are most likely to be tamed by cool, and dar­ing de­fi­ance, I col­lec­ted all my strength, and went up to him.—“Mad­man,” cried I, with a deep com­mand­ing voice, “where­fore this in­tru­sion? What wouldst thou here?”


  In this plan, how­ever, I was com­pletely baffled. Her­mo­gen stretched out his right hand, and, in a hol­low, fright­ful tone,—“I would con­tend with thee,” said he, “but I have no sword; and there is blood on thy face! Thou art a mur­derer!”


  Thereupon he ab­ruptly van­ished, slam­ming the door vi­ol­ently be­hind him, and left me alone, grind­ing my teeth with rage and des­pair. No one ap­peared, how­ever. It was evid­ent that he had not spread any im­me­di­ate alarm, so that I had time to re­cover self-pos­ses­sion, and began, ere long, to feel con­fid­ent, that I should yet fall on means to avoid any evil con­sequences of this er­ror.

  


  [The monk here goes on to re­late, that he re­mained yet sev­eral days in the Baron’s castle, dur­ing which he en­countered many ad­ven­tures, which it is thought not ad­vis­able to tran­scribe. In­deed, per­haps the whole of this sec­tion might have well been con­densed, or given but in out­line. It is re­quis­ite to ob­serve, that these ad­ven­tures are wound up by the death of the Bar­on­ess and of Her­mo­gen; that of the former, by means of poison, which she had pre­pared for Med­ar­dus; and of the lat­ter, in single com­bat with the monk, who, in self-de­fence, killed his ant­ag­on­ist.]
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  When Her­mo­gen fell, I ran in wild frenzy down stairs. Then I heard shrill­ing voices through the castle, that cried aloud, “Murder! murder!”


  Lights hovered about here and there, and I heard hasty steps sound­ing along the cor­ridor and pas­sages. Ter­ror now ut­terly over­powered me, so that, from ex­haus­tion, I fell down on a re­mote private stair­case. The noise al­ways be­came louder, and there was more and more light in the castle. I heard too that the out­cries came nearer and nearer—“Murder! murder!” At last I dis­tin­guished the voices of the Baron and Re­in­hold, who spoke vi­ol­ently with the ser­vants. Whither now could I pos­sibly fly? Where con­ceal my­self? Only a few mo­ments be­fore, when I had spoken, for the last time, with the de­test­able Eu­phemia, it had seemed to me, as if, with the deadly weapon in my hand, I could have boldly stepped forth, and that no one would have dared to with­stand me.


  Now, how­ever, I con­ten­ded in vain with my un­con­quer­able fear. At last, I found my­self on the great stair­case. The tu­mult had with­drawn it­self to the cham­bers of the Bar­on­ess, and there was an in­ter­val, there­fore, of com­par­at­ive tran­quil­lity. I roused my­self ac­cord­ingly; and, with three vehe­ment bounds, cling­ing by the stair­case rail, I was ar­rived at the ground-floor, and within a few steps of the out­ward gate.


  Then, sud­denly, I heard a fright­ful pier­cing shriek, which re­ver­ber­ated through the vaul­ted pas­sages, and re­sembled that which I had ob­served on the pre­ced­ing night. “She is dead,” said I to my­self, in a hol­low voice; “she has worked her own de­struc­tion, by means of the poison that she had pre­pared for me!”


  But now, once more, I heard new and fear­ful shrieks from the apart­ments of the Bar­on­ess. It was the voice of Aure­lia, scream­ing in ter­ror, for help; and, by this, my whole feel­ings were once more changed. Again the re­it­er­ated cry of “Murder! murder!” soun­ded through the castle. The foot­steps ap­proached nearer through a stair­case lead­ing down­wards. They were bear­ing, as I con­ceived, the dead body of Her­mo­gen.


  “Haste, haste, after him!—seize the mur­derer!” These words were uttered in the voice of Re­in­hold.


  Hereupon I broke out into a vehe­ment and hor­rid laughter, so that my voice echoed through the vaul­ted cor­ridors, and I cried aloud, “Poor in­sane wretches! would you strive to in­ter­fere with and ar­rest that des­tiny, which in­flicts only just and right­eous pun­ish­ment on the guilty?”


  They stopped sud­denly. They re­mained as if rooted to one spot on the stair­case. I wished no longer to fly. I thought rather of ad­van­cing de­cidedly and boldly to meet them, and an­noun­cing the ven­geance of God in words of thun­der on the wicked.


  But, oh hor­rible sight! at that mo­ment arose, and stood bod­ily be­fore me, the hideous blood-stained and dis­tor­ted fig­ure of Vic­torin! Me­thought it was not I, but he, that had spoken the words in which I thought to tri­umph! At the first glance of this ap­par­i­tion, (whether real or ima­gin­ary,) my hair stood on end with hor­ror.


  I thought no longer of res­ist­ance, but of flight. I rushed through the gates of the castle, and fled in de­li­ri­ous ter­ror away through the well-known walks of the park.


  I was soon in the free, open coun­try; but I had in­tu­it­ively chosen the road to­wards the vil­lage where Vic­torin’s chas­seur had been sta­tioned. Yet I thought not of this. It was in­stinct only, or chance, that had guided me thither.


  I heard be­hind me the tramp­ling of horses, and summoned up my whole strength to avoid the pur­suit which, of course, awaited me. My speed, how­ever, would have availed little; for, though the moon was up, yet dark shad­ows crossed over my path. At last I fell against the root of a tree, al­most faint­ing and in­sens­ible, to the ground.


  Soon after, the horses that I had heard came up to me, and hal­ted. For­tu­nately, my pur­suer re­tained his senses, though I had lost mine. It was Vic­torin’s chas­seur.


  “For God’s sake, my lord,” said he, “what has happened in the castle! There is a cry of murder. Already the whole vil­lage is in an up­roar.”


  To this I made him no an­swer; in­deed I was un­able to speak.


  “Well, whatever the truth may be,” con­tin­ued he, “some good genius has put it into my head to pack up, and to ride hither from the vil­lage. Everything is in the small port­manteau on your horse, my lord; for, of course, we shall have to sep­ar­ate for some time. Some­thing dan­ger­ous must have happened. Is it not so?”


  I raised my­self up without a word, and not without great dif­fi­culty mount­ing my horse, I dir­ec­ted the chas­seur to re­turn to the vil­lage, and there to await my farther com­mands. As soon as he had dis­ap­peared amid the dark­ness, find­ing that to ride was dis­agree­able, I dis­moun­ted, and care­fully led my horse through the thick­ets of the pine-tree forest, which now wildly spread it­self out be­fore me.


  CHAPTER XVI.


  When the first gleams of the morn­ing sun broke through the dense wood, I found my­self on the bor­ders of a clear rivu­let, rap­idly flow­ing over a bright bed of pebbles. The horse, which I had la­bor­i­ously led through the thicket, stood quietly be­side me; and I had noth­ing bet­ter to do, than to search into the con­tents of the port­manteau, with which he was loaded. Ac­cord­ingly, hav­ing found the keys in the porte­feuille, I un­locked the small mil­it­ary equipage, and dis­covered suits of clothes, linen, &c., and, what was of most im­port­ance, a purse well filled with ducats and Fre­derichs d’or.


  I re­solved im­me­di­ately to change my dress, and dis­guise as much as pos­sible my ap­pear­ance. With the help of scis­sars and a comb, which I found in a dress­ing-case, I cut off my beard, and brought my head of hair, as well as I could, into or­der. I then threw off my monk’s habit, in which I still found the fatal stiletto, Vic­torin’s let­ters, and the bas­ket-bottle, with the re­mainder of the Devil’s Elixir.


  In a short time I stood there in a lay dress, which fit­ted well enough, and with a trav­el­ling-cap upon my head; so that when I saw my re­flec­tion in the rivu­let, I could scarcely re­cog­nize my­self. Soon af­ter­wards, hav­ing packed up the port­manteau, and re­sumed my jour­ney, I came to the out­skirts of the wood, and a smoke, which I saw rising be­fore me, ac­com­pan­ied by the clear sound of a bell, gave me to un­der­stand that there was a town or ham­let at no great dis­tance. Scarcely had I reached the sum­mit of a rising ground op­pos­ite, when a pleas­ant well-cul­tiv­ated val­ley ex­pan­ded it­self be­fore me, in which there was a large flour­ish­ing vil­lage.


  I struck, forth­with, into the broad car­riage-road which wound thither, and as soon as the de­cliv­ity be­came less steep, moun­ted my horse, that I might ac­cus­tom my­self as much as pos­sible to rid­ing, in which I had hitherto had no prac­tice whatever.


  My char­ac­ter seemed to have changed with my dress. As for my capuchin robes, I had thrown them into the hol­low of a de­cayed tree, and with them had dis­missed and ban­ished from my thoughts all the hideous ad­ven­tures in the castle. I found my­self once more spir­ited and cour­ageous. It now seemed to me that the hor­rid phantom of Vic­torin had been only a vis­ion of my own fevered brain, but that my last ad­dress to the in­hab­it­ants of the castle had in­deed been an ef­fect of di­vine in­spir­a­tion. It seemed as if I had thus un­con­sciously wound up and com­pleted the pur­poses of that mys­ter­i­ous des­tiny which led me to the Baron’s house, and that, like the agent of Om­ni­po­tent Provid­ence, I had stepped in, in­flict­ing just ven­geance on the guilty.


  Only the de­light­ful im­age of Aure­lia lived, as be­fore, un­changed in my re­mem­brance; and I could not think on my thus in­ev­it­able sep­ar­a­tion from her, without ex­treme pain and af­flic­tion. Yet of­ten­times it ap­peared to me, as if, per­haps in some far dis­tant land, I should yet be­hold her again,—nay, as if borne away by ir­res­ist­ible im­pulse, she must, at one period or an­other, be­come mine.

  


  I ob­served that the people whom I met on the road, in­vari­ably stood still to look and gaze after me, so that there must have been some­thing quite un­usual and un­ac­count­able in my ap­pear­ance. I was not in­ter­rup­ted, how­ever, but ar­rived in due time at the vil­lage. It was of con­sid­er­able ex­tent, badly paved, and com­posed of poor ill-fur­nished houses, many of which were more like an­im­ated mon­sters, like gi­gantic vis­ages moun­ted on claw feet, after the dis­tor­ted ima­gin­a­tion of Ten­iers, than dwell­ings to reside in. The soil on which they stood was damp, there­fore most of them were raised on wooden posts, as if on legs, from the ground. The roofs, moreover, had sky-lights like pro­trud­ing eyes, while the door, with its stair­case, might be com­pared to mouth and chin, and the win­dows would, in a draw­ing, have served for cheek-bones. It was a grot­esque town; a spot such as can only be found in the re­tired in­land parts of Ger­many, where trade ex­ists not, hus­bandry is but in­dif­fer­ent, and where the post-roads are not much fre­quen­ted.


  It was not dif­fi­cult, there­fore, in such a place, to find out the best inn, (where there was but one.) When I pulled up the reins at the door, the land­lord, a heavy fat man, with a green glazed night-cap on his head, was so com­pletely con­foun­ded by my looks, that he was evid­ently struck speech­less. He said noth­ing, but stared as if half pet­ri­fied by his own ap­pre­hen­sions, or oc­ca­sion­ally twis­ted his mouth into an iron­ical grin.


  Without at­tend­ing to these symp­toms, I de­sired that my horse should be put care­fully into the stable, and ordered break­fast for my­self. I was shewn into the pub­lic room, where there were sev­eral tables, and while I was en­gaged over a warm rag­out, and a bottle of wine, there were gradu­ally a large com­pany of bauers col­lect­ing around me, that looked oc­ca­sion­ally as if half afraid, cast­ing sig­ni­fic­ant glances, and whis­per­ing with each other.


  The party be­came al­ways more and more nu­mer­ous. Evid­ently not be­ing re­strained by the laws of good breed­ing, they at last formed a reg­u­lar circle, and stared at me in stu­pid as­ton­ish­ment. All the while, I en­deav­oured to pre­serve the most per­fect com­pos­ure; and when I had fin­ished the rag­out and bottle of vin or­din­aire, I called in a loud tone for the land­lord, de­sir­ing him to “saddle my horse, and re­place my port­manteau.”


  He came ac­cord­ingly, and re­tired with a sig­ni­fic­ant grin upon his vis­age. Soon af­ter­wards he re­turned, in com­pany with a tall formal-look­ing man, who, with a stern of­fi­cial air, and a truly ri­dicu­lous grav­ity, stepped up to me. He looked me dir­ectly in the face. I boldly answered his looks, rose up also, and placed my­self right be­fore him. This seemed in a con­sid­er­able de­gree to dis­turb his com­pos­ure, and he looked round rather con­fusedly on the nu­mer­ous as­semblage.


  “Well, sir,” said I, “what’s the mat­ter?—You seem to have some­thing par­tic­u­lar to say to me, and I shall be ob­liged by your get­ting through with it as quickly as pos­sible.”


  After divers hums and ha’s, he then began to speak, en­deav­our­ing to give to every word and tone prodi­gious im­port­ance.


  “Sir,” said he, “you can­not go from this place without ren­der­ing an ac­count to us, the Judge, cir­cum­stan­tially, who you are, ac­cord­ing to all par­tic­u­lars, as to birth, rank, and dig­nity; item, whence you came; item, whither you in­tend to go, with all par­tic­u­lars; item, the situ­ation of place, the name of province and town, and whatever is farther re­quis­ite to be known and ob­served. And be­sides all this, you must ex­hibit to us, the Judge, a pass, writ­ten and sub­scribed, and sealed, ac­cord­ing to all par­tic­u­lars, as is legal and cus­tom­ary.”


  I had in­deed never once re­col­lec­ted that it would be ne­ces­sary for me to as­sume some name or an­other; and still less had I re­flec­ted that the pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies of my ap­pear­ance, so un­suit­able to my re­mains of mon­astic mien and ges­ture, and even my ex­traordin­ary beard and ton­sure, would bring me every mo­ment un­der the em­bar­rass­ment of ques­tions and mis­un­der­stand­ings.


  The de­mands of the vil­lage Judge, there­fore, came upon me so un­ex­pec­tedly, that I con­sidered for some mo­ments in vain, how I should give him a sat­is­fact­ory an­swer.


  I re­solved, in the first place, to try what de­cis­ive bold­ness would do, and pro­nounced in a firm voice,—“Who I am, I have reason to con­ceal; and there­fore you will ask in vain for my pass. Be­sides, I re­com­mend it to you to be­ware how, with your con­tempt­ible cir­cum­lo­cu­tions, you de­tain, even for a mo­ment, a per­son of rank and con­sequence.”


  “Ho, ho!” cried the vil­lage Judge, tak­ing out a great snuff-box, into which, as he helped him­self, the hands of no less than five bailiffs be­hind him were thrust at once, delving out enorm­ous pinches—“Ho, ho! not so rough, if you please, most wor­ship­ful sir. Your ex­cel­lency must be pleased to sub­mit to the ex­am­in­a­tion of us, the Judge; for, in a word, there have been some very sus­pi­cious fig­ures seen here for some time, wan­der­ing among the moun­tains, that look out and van­ish again as if the very devil were among us. But we know that these are neither more nor less than cursed vag­a­bonds and thieves, who lie in wait for trav­el­lers, com­mit­ting all sorts of enorm­it­ies by fire and sword. Now, your ap­pear­ance, sir, with rev­er­ence be it spoken, is ex­actly that of a por­trait which has been sent to us by gov­ern­ment, of a most no­tori­ous rob­ber and ban­dit, ac­cord­ing to all par­tic­u­lars. So, without any more cir­cum­lo­cu­tions, or need­less dis­course, your pass, or you go dir­ectly to the tower.”


  I saw that noth­ing was to be gained over the man in this way, and pre­pared my­self there­fore for a new at­tempt.


  “Mr Judge,” said I, “if you would grant me the fa­vour of speak­ing to you alone, I should eas­ily clear up all your doubts; and in full re­li­ance on your prudence, would re­veal to you the cause of my present strange ap­pear­ance, which seems to you so for­mid­able. There is in­deed a mys­tery—”


  “Ha! ha!” replied the Judge, “mys­ter­ies to be re­vealed! I see already how this busi­ness is to con­clude. Only get away with you there, good people. Watch the doors and win­dows, and see that nobody gets in or out.”


  Ac­cord­ingly we were left alone.


  “Mr Judge,” said I, “you be­hold in me an un­happy fu­git­ive, who has suc­ceeded in es­cap­ing from a shame­ful im­pris­on­ment, and from the danger of be­ing im­mured for ever within the walls of a con­vent. Ex­cuse me for not en­ter­ing more into par­tic­u­lars of my his­tory, which would only be un­rav­el­ling a web of the private quar­rels and an­im­os­it­ies of a re­venge­ful fam­ily. A love af­fair with a girl of low rank was the cause of my mis­for­tune. Dur­ing my long con­fine­ment my beard had grown, and they had also forced me, as you may per­ceive, to take the ton­sure; be­sides all which, I was, of course, ob­liged to as­sume the habit of a monk. It was for the first time here, in the neigh­bour­ing forest, that I ven­tured to stop and change my dress, as I should oth­er­wise have been over­taken in my flight.


  “You now per­ceive whence pro­ceeds that pe­cu­li­ar­ity in my looks and dress, which ap­peared so sus­pi­cious. You may be con­vinced, also, that I can­not shew you any pass; but of the truth of my as­ser­tions I have here cer­tain il­lus­tra­tions, which I hope will be sat­is­fact­ory.”


  With these words I drew out my purse, and laid three glit­ter­ing ducats on the table; whereupon the as­sumed grav­ity of the Judge was in­vol­un­tar­ily twis­ted into smirks and smiles.


  “Your proofs, sir,” said he, “are suf­fi­ciently clear and strik­ing; but don’t take it amiss, your ex­cel­lency, if I re­mark, that there is yet want­ing a cer­tain equal­ity and con­sist­ency, ac­cord­ing to all par­tic­u­lars. If you wish that I should take the un­right for the right, the ir­reg­u­lar for the reg­u­lar, your proofs, at least, must be equally pro­por­tioned.”


  I per­fectly un­der­stood the ras­cal, and dir­ectly laid an­other ducat on the table. “Now,” said the Judge, “I per­ceive, in­deed, that I had done you in­justice by my sus­pi­cions. Travel on, sir, in God’s name; but ob­serve (as you are prob­ably well ac­cus­tomed) to avoid, as much as pos­sible, the high roads, till you get rid of your present pe­cu­li­ar­ity of ap­pear­ance.”


  He then opened the door as wide as he could, and called aloud to the people, “The gen­tle­man here is a man of rank and qual­ity, ac­cord­ing to all par­tic­u­lars. He has sat­is­fied us the Judge, in a private audi­ence, that he travels in­cog­nito, that is to say, un­known; and that you, good people, have with this noth­ing to do.—Now, sir, bon voy­age!”


  Ac­cord­ingly, my horse was brought from the stable, and as I es­sayed to mount, the bauers, in re­spect­ful si­lence, took off their caps. I wished to get away from them, and to ride as quickly as pos­sible through the gate; but to my ex­treme con­fu­sion, my horse was rest­ive, and began to snort and rear, while my ut­ter ig­nor­ance and want of prac­tice in rid­ing rendered it quite im­possible for me to bring him for­ward. In­deed, I soon lost all self-pos­ses­sion; for he wheeled round in circles, till at last, amid the loud laughter of the peas­ants, I was thrown off into the arms of the innkeeper and the Judge.


  “That is a devil of a horse, sir,” said the Judge, with a sup­pressed grin.


  “A devil of a horse, in­deed!” answered I, beat­ing the dust from my clothes, for I had slipped through their arms to the ground.


  They now joined in as­sist­ing me once more to mount; but, for the second time, the horse be­haved just as be­fore, snort­ing and foam­ing; in short, would by no means be brought through the gate.


  At last an old man among the crowd cried out, “See, there! see, there! the old witch Elise is sit­ting at the gate, and won’t let the gen­tle­man pass, be­cause he has not given her groschen.”


  For the first time now I per­ceived an old beg­gar sit­ting, coiled up like a ball, in a corner by the gate, and with the grin of idi­otcy on her fea­tures.


  “Will the d—d witch not get out of the way?” cried the Judge.


  Hereupon the old wo­man croaked out, “The bloody brother—the bloody brother has given me no groschen!—Do you not see the dead man there ly­ing be­fore him?—The mur­derer can­not get over him, for the dead man raises him­self up; but I will crush him down, if the bloody brother will give me a groschen!”


  The Judge had taken the horse by the rein, and, not mind­ing the old wo­man, would have led it through the gate. In vain, how­ever, were all his en­deav­ours; and the witch con­tin­ued to cry without ceas­ing, “Bloody brother, bloody brother—give me groschen!”


  At last I forced my hand into my pocket, and threw her money. Shout­ing and re­joicing, she then star­ted up—“See the groschen!” cried she, “see the groschen that the mur­derer has given me—see the beau­ti­ful groschen!”


  Mean­while my horse neighed aloud; and on the Judge’s let­ting him go, went cur­vet­ting and cap­ri­ol­ing through the gate. “Now, sir,” said he, “the rid­ing goes on fine and ad­mir­ably, ac­cord­ing to all par­tic­u­lars!”


  The bauers, who had fol­lowed me through the gate, laughed again out of all meas­ure, when they be­held me dan­cing up and down to the power­ful move­ments of my too lively horse, and cried aloud, “See only, see only—he rides like a Capuchin!”


  CHAPTER XVII.


  This whole ad­ven­ture in the vil­lage, es­pe­cially the dis­gust­ing and strange words of the mad-wo­man, had not a little dis­com­posed me. The best rule which I could now ad­opt, was of course to get rid as soon as pos­sible of every re­mark­able trait in my out­ward ap­pear­ance, and to as­sume some name or other, un­der which I might ap­pear un­ob­served and un­sus­pec­ted in the world.


  Life now lay be­fore me, as if be­neath the dark clouds of im­pen­et­rable mys­tery. What was it pos­sible for me to do, but to give my­self up to the cur­rent of that stream which bore me ir­res­ist­ibly on­ward? All bonds by which I was formerly con­nec­ted with cer­tain du­ties or situ­ations in the world were now broken and dis­severed,—so that I could find no hold or stay by which to pi­lot my course.

  


  The high road be­came al­ways more lively and pop­u­lous. I met car­riages and horse­men, as well as foot pas­sen­gers. The coun­try was more cul­tiv­ated, and the hedge-rows were planted with orch­ard-trees, some of which were yet loaded with the later fruits of au­tumn. In short, everything already an­nounced, from a dis­tance, the ex­ist­ence of the rich and flour­ish­ing com­mer­cial town to which I was now draw­ing near.


  In due time it lay vis­ibly be­fore me. Without be­ing ques­tioned, nay, without even be­ing rudely stared at, I rode at once into the sub­urbs.


  A large house, with bright plate-glass win­dows, over the door of which there was a golden lion, im­me­di­ately struck my at­ten­tion. Crowds of people were here stream­ing in and out at the gate—car­riages ar­rived and de­par­ted, while from the rooms on the ground-floor I heard the jovial sounds of laughter and the ringing of glasses.


  Scarcely had I pulled up the reins, be­ing yet un­de­cided, when the hausknecht of­fi­ciously sprung out, took my horse by the bridle, and on my dis­mount­ing, led him, without ask­ing any ques­tions, to the stable.


  The head waiter, smartly dressed, came bust­ling and rat­tling, with his bunch of keys at his girdle, and walked be­fore me up stairs. When we came into the second story, he looked at me with a flit­ting glance of in­quiry, and then led me up an etage higher, where he shewed me a cham­ber of mod­er­ate di­men­sions; then po­litely asked “if I had any com­mands;” said that “din­ner would be ready at two o’clock, in the great hall, No. 10.” &c. &c.


  “Bring me a bottle of wine,” said I. These were in­deed the first words which the of­fi­cious as­siduity of these people had left me an op­por­tun­ity to in­ter­pose.


  Scarcely had the waiter left me alone, when there was a knock­ing at the door, and a face looked in, which at once re­minded me of the rep­res­ent­a­tions that are seen in al­leg­or­ical pic­tures, of a comic mask. A poin­ted red nose—a pair of small glisten­ing eyes—lips drawn up­wards into an ex­quis­ite grin—a long chin—and, above all this, a high powdered toupée, which, as I af­ter­wards per­ceived, de­clined back­wards most un­ex­pec­tedly into a Titus;—for his dress, a large os­ten­ta­tious frill, a fiery-red waist­coat, un­der which pro­truded two massy watch-chains—pan­ta­loons—a frock-coat, which in some places was too nar­row, in oth­ers too wide; of course did not fit any­where!—Such was the fig­ure that now stepped into the room, re­tain­ing all the way the same angle of obeis­ance which he had as­sumed at his first en­trance, and talk­ing all the time. “I am the frizeur of this house,” said he; “and beg leave, with the greatest re­spect, and in the most im­meas­ur­able de­gree, to of­fer my ser­vices!”


  There was about this little shriv­elled wretch an air and char­ac­ter so ir­res­ist­ibly com­ical, that I could hardly sup­press laughter. His visit, how­ever, was now very apro­pos; and ac­cord­ingly I told him that my hair had been both neg­lected, in the course of a long jour­ney, and spoiled by bad cut­ting. I there­fore de­sired to know, whether he could bring my head into proper or­der.


  He looked at me ac­cord­ingly with the sig­ni­fic­ant eyes of an artist and con­nois­seur, laid his right hand with an el­eg­ant and gra­cioso bend on his breast, and said—


  “Bring into or­der, for­sooth! Oh, heav­ens! Pietro Bel­campo, thou whom ma­lig­nant en­vi­ers and tra­ducers have chosen to call Peter Fair­field, even as that di­vine mil­it­ary fifer and horn­ist, Gi­ac­omo Punto, was called Jack Stitch,—thou, like him, art in truth ca­lum­ni­ated and mis­un­der­stood. But, in­deed, hast thou not thy­self placed thy light un­der a bushel, in­stead of let­ting it shine be­fore the world? And yet, should not even the form­a­tion of this hand and fin­gers, the bright­ness of genius which beams from these eyes, and col­ours the nose in passing with a beau­ti­ful morn­ing red; in short, should not thy tout en­semble be­tray to the first glance of the con­nois­seur, that there dwells within thee that spirit which strives after the ideal? ‘Bring into or­der!’—These are in­deed cold words, sir!”


  I begged the strange little man not to put him­self into such a flut­ter, as I had the fullest re­li­ance on his skill and clev­erness.


  “Clev­erness!” re­sumed he with great fer­vour; “what is clev­erness? Who was clever? He who took the meas­ure at five eye-lengths, and then jump­ing thirty yards, tumbled into the ditch? He who could throw the grain of lin­seed at thirty steps dis­tance through the eye of a needle? He who hung five hun­dred weight on the point of his sword, and then bal­anced it on his nose for six hours, six minutes, six seconds, and a half?—Ha! what is clev­erness? Be it what it may, it is for­eign to Bel­campo, whose whole soul is im­bued by art, sac­red art.


  “Art, sir, art! My fancy rev­els in the won­der­ful form­a­tion, the cre­ation of locks—in that mould­ing of char­ac­ter, which in­deed the breath of a zephyr in wiry curls builds and an­ni­hil­ates. There, art (or sci­ence, as it may, for vari­ety’s sake, be called) con­ceives, de­velopes, la­bours, and ori­gin­ates! In this, sir, there is in­deed some­thing truly di­vine; for art is not prop­erly that of which men, un­der this name, speak so much, but rather springs out of all to which this name has been given.


  “You un­der­stand me, sir; for I per­ceive that you have a med­it­at­ive head, as I con­clude from that lock which hangs over your ex­cel­lency’s right temple.”


  I as­sured him (how­ever falsely) that I com­pletely un­der­stood him; and be­ing di­ver­ted with the man’s ori­gin­al­ity of hu­mour, I re­solved that, hold­ing his boas­ted sci­ence in due re­spect, I would by no means in­ter­rupt his elo­quence, how­ever dif­fuse.


  “What then,” said I, “do you in­tend to make of this con­fused head of mine?”


  “All, everything that you please or wish,” said the man. “If, how­ever, it may be al­lowed to Pietro Bel­campo to give coun­sel, then let me first con­tem­plate your ex­cel­lency’s head, in its proper length, breadth, and cir­cum­fer­ence—your whole fig­ure, too, your mien, your gait, your play of ges­ture; then I shall be able fi­nally to say whether you be­long prop­erly to the an­tique or ro­mantic, the heroic or pas­toral, the gran­dios or or­din­aire, the na­ive or satyric, the hu­mor­ous or severe; then, ac­cord­ingly, I shall call up the spir­its of Ca­ra­calla, of Titus, of Char­le­magne, of Henri Quatre, of Gust­ave Ad­olph, of Vir­gil, of Tasso, or Boc­cac­cio!


  “In­spired by them, the muscles of my fin­gers will vi­brate and quiver, and un­der the son­or­ous twit­ter­ing of the scis­sars, will pro­ceed the mas­ter­piece of art! I shall be the man, sir, who will per­fect your lead­ing char­ac­ter­istic, as it should ex­hibit it­self in real life. But now, let me beg of you, sir, to step up and down through the room. I shall mean­while con­tem­plate, re­mark, and re­cord. Let me beg of you, sir!”


  I must, of course, ac­com­mod­ate my­self to the strange man, there­fore did as I was de­sired, walk­ing up and down the room, en­deav­our­ing at the same time to con­ceal, as much as I could, my in­clin­a­tion to the mon­astic gait, which, how­ever, it is al­most im­possible for one by whom it has been thor­oughly learned, even after many years, wholly to con­quer.


  The little man con­tem­plated me with great at­ten­tion, then began to trip about the room. He sighed and shrugged, even panted and sobbed, then drew out his handker­chief, and wiped the drops from his fore­head; at last he stood still, and I in­quired “if he was yet re­solved how he should op­er­ate?” Then, with a deep sigh, he broke out—“Alas, sir! what is the mean­ing of all this? You have not resigned your­self to your nat­ural char­ac­ter. There was con­straint in every move­ment—a con­flict of con­tend­ing prin­ciples. Yet, a few more steps, sir.”


  Hereupon I ab­so­lutely re­fused to set my­self up for show any longer in that man­ner, and told him plainly, that if he could not now re­solve what to make of my hair, I must re­fuse al­to­gether to have any­thing to do with him or his art.


  “Bury thy­self, Pietro!” cried the little man, with great fer­vour; “go to the grave, for in this world thou art wholly and ut­terly mis­un­der­stood. Here is no con­fid­ence, no truth any more to be found!


  “Yet, sir, you shall be com­pelled to ac­know­ledge the depth of my per­cep­tions, and do hon­our to my genius. In vain did I la­bour to am­al­gam­ate to­gether all the con­tra­dic­tions and con­flicts in your char­ac­ter and ges­tures. In the lat­ter there is some­thing that dir­ectly points at mon­ach­ism. ‘Ex pro­fundis clamavi ad te, Dom­ine. Oremus. Et in om­nia sec­ula sec­u­lorum!’”


  With bit­ter scorn and mock­ery the man pro­nounced these words from the Ritual, in a hoarse croak­ing voice, im­it­at­ing, at the same time, to the very life, the pos­tures and ges­ture of a monk. He turned him­self as if be­fore the al­tar, he kneeled, and rose again. At last he stopped, drew him­self up, and as­sumed a proud look of de­fi­ance, stared widely, and cried, “Mine is the world! I am more wealthy, more wise, prudent, and in­tel­li­gent, than all of ye, ye blind moles! Bend, then, and kneel down be­fore me, in humble sub­mis­sion!


  “Look you, sir, that which I have men­tioned forms the chief at­trib­ute and in­gredi­ent in your ap­pear­ance; and, with your per­mis­sion, I shall, con­tem­plat­ing your fea­tures, your fig­ure, and moods of mind, blend to­gether some­thing of Ca­ra­calla, Abelard, and Boc­cac­cio; and pro­ceed­ing on the idea thus gained, shall, like an in­spired sculptor, be­gin the glor­i­ous cre­ation of an­tique, eth­er­eal, clas­sic locks and curls!”


  Im­per­fect and ri­dicu­lous as the man’s ex­pres­sions were, yet there was so much home truth in his re­marks, that I judged it best to con­ceal noth­ing from him; I there­fore con­fessed that I had in­deed been a monk, and had re­ceived the ton­sure, which, for cer­tain reas­ons, I now wished as much as pos­sible to keep un­ob­served.


  With the most ab­surd writh­ing, twist­ing, grim­aces, and ex­tra­vag­ant dis­course, the man at last pro­ceeded with his op­er­a­tions on my hair. Now he looked cross and gloomy—now smiled—anon stamped and clenched his fist—then smiled again and stood on tip­toe; in short, it be­came im­possible for me to re­frain from laugh­ing, in which I at last in­dulged very heart­ily.


  After about an hour’s work, he had fin­ished, and be­fore he could break afresh into words, which were already on the tip of his tongue, I begged him im­me­di­ately to go and send up some one who, as a barber, might ex­hibit the same skill that he had done as a frizeur.


  With a sig­ni­fic­ant grin, he stepped to the door on tip­toe, shut and bolted it, then tripped back into the middle of the room, and began—“Oh, golden age! where still the hair of the head and of the beard, in one plen­it­ude of wav­ing locks, poured it­self out for the ad­orn­ment of man and the de­light­ful care of the artist! But those days are for ever gone! Man has in­sanely cast away his noblest or­na­ment, and a shame­ful race have set them­selves to work, with their hor­rible in­stru­ments, to raze and ex­tirp­ate the beard even to the skin! O ye despic­able band of beard-scrapers! whet­ting your ab­om­in­able knives upon black strops stink­ing with oil, and, in scorn­ful de­fi­ance of art, swinging about your tas­selled bags, clat­ter­ing with your pew­ter basons, splash­ing about your scald­ing-hot froth, and ask­ing your un­happy pa­tients whether they will be shaved over the thumb or the spoon! Luck­ily there are men still—there is at least one Pietro, who la­bours against your in­fam­ous trade, and who, though lower­ing him­self to your wretched of­fice of root­ing out the beard, still en­deav­ours to pre­serve and cher­ish that little which is al­lowed to lift it­self from the des­ol­ate wrecks of Time!


  “What are the num­ber­less vari­et­ies of whiskers in their el­eg­ant wind­ings and curvatures, now softly bend­ing around the cheek, in the fash­ion of the del­ic­ate oval—now mel­an­cho­lily sink­ing straight down into the depth of the neck—now boldly mount­ing up even to the corner of the mouth—anon nar­row­ing mod­estly into small del­ic­ate lines, anon spread­ing out in full un­chas­tised lux­uri­ance,—what, I say, are all these but the in­ven­tion of our sci­ence, in which the high striv­ing after the sub­lime, the beau­ti­ful, and the ideal, is un­fol­ded? Ha, then, Pietro, shew what a spirit dwells within thee! Shew what thou art in real­ity pre­pared to un­der­take for the sac­red cause of art, while, to the eyes of the ig­nor­ant, you ap­pear to be lower­ing your­self to a mere beard-scraper!”


  With these words, the little man had drawn out a com­plete barber’s ap­par­atus, and be­gun, with, light and skil­ful touches, to free me from that re­main­ing in­cum­brance, which had so much of­fen­ded the eyes of my old friend the Judge. In truth, I came out of his hands com­pletely meta­morph­osed; and noth­ing more was ne­ces­sary but a proper change of dress, in or­der to es­cape all danger of pro­vok­ing, by my ap­pear­ance, ques­tions or im­per­tin­ent curi­os­ity.


  Bel­campo, hav­ing packed up his im­ple­ments, stood smil­ing on me with great sat­is­fac­tion. I then said to him, that I was quite un­ac­quain­ted with the town; and that it would be very sat­is­fact­ory if he could in­form me, how to pro­cure im­me­di­ately a suit of clothes, ac­cord­ing to the new­est fash­ion of the time and place. To re­ward his trouble, and en­cour­age him in my ser­vice, I slipped a ducat into his hand.


  Hereupon he seemed ab­so­lutely in­spired—cast his eyes to the ceil­ing, and then ogled the ducat in the palm of his hand. “Wor­thi­est of pat­rons and mas­ters,” said he, “in you I have not been de­ceived. A guard­ian spirit, in­deed, guided my hand, and in the proud wav­ing of these curls—in the eagle flight of these whiskers—your high sen­ti­ments are clearly ex­pressed!


  “I have, in­deed, a friend, a Da­mon, an Or­estes, who will ful­fil upon the rest of the body, that which I have com­menced upon the head, with the same depth of re­flec­tion, and the same light of genius. You per­ceive, sir, that the in­di­vidual whom I mean is an artist of cos­tume; which ex­pres­sion I prefer to the trivial one of tailor.


  “He, too, will­ingly lux­uri­ates and loses him­self in the ideal; and thus form­ing in his own mind shapes, char­ac­ters, and physiognom­ies, he has planned a magazine, a de­pot of the most ex­quis­ite dresses. You be­hold there the mod­ern el­eg­ant, in all pos­sible shad­ow­ings of char­ac­ter, now boldly and en­er­get­ic­ally out-shin­ing all com­pet­it­ors—now re­served within him­self, and lost to all that is ex­ternal—now witty and iron­ical—now mel­an­choly and out of hu­mour—anon bizarre and ex­tra­vag­ant, anon plain and cit­izen-like, ac­cord­ing as he wishes to ap­pear, so or so!


  “The youth who, for the first time, ven­tures to or­der a coat for him­self, without the as­sist­ance of mamma, or his tu­tor,—the man of forty, who must wear powder to con­ceal grey hairs,—the old man, still vig­or­ous in his en­joy­ment of life,—the pro­found stu­dent,—the bust­ling mer­chant,—the op­u­lent, re­tired cit­izen,—all these vari­et­ies of char­ac­ter rise up be­fore your eyes, as on a theatre, when you enter the shop of my Da­mon. But, in a few mo­ments, the mas­ter­pieces of my friend’s art shall be presen­ted in this very room, for your in­spec­tion.”


  Ac­cord­ingly, he hopped away in great haste, and soon after re-ap­peared with a tall, stout, gen­teelly dressed man, who, as well in his whole be­ha­viour as in his ex­ter­ior, made the most per­fect con­trast pos­sible, with the little frizeur; and yet, nev­er­the­less, he in­tro­duced him to me as his Da­mon!


  Da­mon sed­ately meas­ured me with his eyes, and then searched out of a large bale that a boy had car­ried, sev­eral suits of clothes, which ex­actly cor­res­pon­ded with the wishes that I had ex­pressed. In­deed I then, for the first time, ac­know­ledged the fine tact of the cos­tume-artist, as the little man had styled him; for he had chosen for me pre­cisely that style of dress, in which, without any hints of ref­er­ence to rank, pro­fes­sion, birth-place, and so forth, one might glide un­ob­served through the world. It is, in truth, no easy mat­ter to dress one’s self in such man­ner, that all sus­pi­cions of a par­tic­u­lar char­ac­ter or pur­suit may be avoided. The cos­tume of a cit­izen of the world should be reg­u­lated by the neg­at­ive prin­ciple, as, in po­lite be­ha­viour, more de­pends on ju­di­cious un­ob­trus­ive leav­ing out, than on ac­tual per­form­ance.


  The little man all the while in­dulged him­self in his own ab­surd and wan­der­ing dis­course; and as he prob­ably did not meet every day with a listener so will­ing as I had been, he was, no doubt, un­usu­ally bril­liant. Da­mon, how­ever, a grave, and, as it seemed to me, in­tel­li­gent man, at last cut him short, without mercy; and shak­ing him by the shoulder, “Fair­field,” said he, “you are got again to-day into the old vein—upon the right ‘jaw­ing tack,’ as the Dutch mar­iners say. I would bet any sum, that the gen­tle­man’s ears must have ached already with the non­sense which you are pour­ing out!”


  With an air of the deep­est mel­an­choly, Bel­campo now hung down his head. He then sud­denly seized his old weather-beaten hat; and, run­ning quickly to the door, “Such,” cried he, “is the lam­ent­able fate—such are the mis­for­tunes of genius! Thus is the char­ac­ter of Bel­campo pros­ti­tuted and de­famed, even by his best friends!”


  Da­mon also then took his leave, and, in re­tir­ing, said, “He is a cox­comb quite of his own kind, this Fair­field! Much read­ing has turned his brain; oth­er­wise he is a good-natured fel­low, and clever in his own busi­ness, on which ac­count I can bear him well enough, since, if a man has good suc­cess in any one trade, he may be ex­cused a little ex­tra­vag­ance on other oc­ca­sions.”


  CHAPTER XVIII.


  As soon as I was left alone, I began to look in a large mir­ror, which hung in the room, and to give my­self formal les­sons in gait and de­mean­our. For this pur­pose, the dis­cov­ery made by the frizeur had given me very ne­ces­sary hints. Monks ac­quire a pe­cu­liar awk­ward­ness of walk from their long dresses, which con­fine the limbs, and from their at­tempt at the same time to move quickly, which the rules of our or­der en­join. There is also some­thing farther char­ac­ter­istic in a sub­missive bend­ing for­ward of the body, and in the car­riage of the arms, which must never hang down­wards. All this I en­deav­oured to un­learn as ef­fec­tu­ally as pos­sible.


  Now, how­ever, I de­rived most en­cour­age­ment from the idea, that I was com­pletely trans­formed in mind, as well as in ap­pear­ance; that the thread of my former life was wholly broken, so that I could look on its ad­ven­tures as on trans­ac­tions for­eign to my­self, which I had now done with for ever. I had entered on a new state of ex­ist­ence, wherein, if re­col­lec­tions still haunted me, these would every day be­come fainter and fainter, un­til at last they wore out, and per­ished al­to­gether.


  When I looked out from the win­dow, the tu­mult of people, the un­in­ter­rup­ted noise of busi­ness which was kept up upon the streets—all was new to me, and was ex­actly cal­cu­lated to pro­long that lev­ity of mind, which the lo­qua­city of the little man, and my be­ing forced to laugh at him, had ex­cited.


  In my new dress I ven­tured down to the crowded table d’hote, and all ap­pre­hen­sion van­ished, when I found that no one ob­served me, nay, that even my nearest neigh­bour did not give him­self the trouble of look­ing at me when I set my­self be­side him.


  In the list of strangers, I had entered my name simply as Mr Le­onard, and given my­self out for a par­ticulier, who trav­elled for his own pleas­ure. Of such trav­el­lers there might be many in the town, and of course I would es­cape farther ques­tion­ing.


  After din­ner, it af­forded me a new and in­cal­cul­able pleas­ure to wander through the town, where I found streets much broader and bet­ter paved, with far finer houses, than any to which I had yet been ac­cus­tomed. Luck­ily there were now pre­par­a­tions set on foot for the ap­proach­ing great yearly fair, which caused an un­usual bustle in every quarter; and I had been told at my hotel that a few days later it would have been im­possible for me to ob­tain lodgings. The rich­ness of the booths, which already began to open, ex­ceeded all that my ima­gin­a­tion had ever con­ceived. There were the choicest goods from all quar­ters of the globe; from France, Italy, Eng­land, the East and West In­dies; from Per­sia, Tur­key, Rus­sia, down to the nearer king­doms of Hun­gary and Po­land; and I be­came con­firmed in my con­vic­tion that here no one would ob­serve my dress or ap­pear­ance, since there were nat­ives of all coun­tries, in their proper cos­tumes, parad­ing the streets, or ar­ran­ging their mer­chand­ize. The air was per­fumed by the fra­grance of Turk­ish to­bacco, as the nat­ives of Con­stantinople stalked si­lently about with their long pipes, in dresses which I had till then only seen in books; and there were Per­sians, who, from their splend­our of at­tire, might have passed for sul­tans, had not their present oc­cu­pa­tions proved the con­trary.


  But as I found my way at last to the streets more par­tic­u­larly al­lot­ted to the deal­ers in all sorts of bi­jouterie, toys, paint­ings, en­grav­ings, and other works of art, my won­der and de­light were in­creased at every step. Amid the in­fin­ite vari­ety of ob­jects con­du­cive to lux­ury and amuse­ment here ex­hib­ited, time passed on like a dream. I did not fail to in­dulge my­self in the pur­chase of sev­eral art­icles of or­na­ment and con­veni­ence. A watch and chain, two seal rings, a large meer­schaum pipe, (which the vender rightly de­clared to be a chef d’[oe]uvre,) a few books and prints, &c.; all which I ordered to be sent home to my hotel.


  On ar­riv­ing af­ter­wards at the Great Square, in the centre of the town, I was con­foun­ded by find­ing it already oc­cu­pied by cara­vans and tem­por­ary theatres, filled with wild beasts, trav­el­ling play­ers, pup­pet-shows, gi­ants, dwarfs, pan­or­a­mas, jug­glers, &c. &c. &c.


  These sights, how­ever, I did not ven­ture for the present to ex­am­ine more nar­rowly, but made my way into the pub­lic walks and gar­dens by which the town is sur­roun­ded, and which were now gay with gen­teel parties, en­joy­ing the af­ter­noon’s prom­en­ade, en­livened, moreover, with ex­cel­lent mu­sic from harp-play­ers, sing­ers, or­gan­ists, &c., many of whom, es­pe­cially of the sing­ers, re­minded me of the best mu­sic that I had heard in early days, in the house of the choir-mas­ter at König­swald.


  For a mo­ment, too, I was re­minded of his sis­ter, by the coun­ten­ance, and yet more by the fig­ure, of a girl that passed me, in the midst of a thicket of very dark massive pines, near the Bock­en­heimer gate; but the re­col­lec­tion was tran­si­ent; for now, though sur­roun­ded by gaiety and mu­sic, by spark­ling groups and beau­ti­ful coun­ten­ances, (for at Franken­burg, as at Saxe Gotha, al­most every fe­male, not in the ex­treme of old age, is beau­ti­ful,) yet by rapid de­grees the cheer­ful­ness which I had felt at the com­mence­ment of my walk van­ished quite away.


  All at once I felt within me the solu­tion of the riddle, the ex­plan­a­tion of the cause why I was thus changed. I was alone in the midst of these happy groups. The trees, the flowers, (withered and yel­lowed already by the blasts of au­tumn,) the ruddy gleams of the west­ern sky, and the vari­et­ies of the land­scape—these, in­deed, were like so­ci­ety—these I par­took in com­mon with the parties around me—but of all the shapes and forms of men and wo­men, smil­ing or grave, med­it­at­ive or gay, that moved about me, I knew not one. There was not a single in­di­vidual in whose breast I could ima­gine a shadow of ap­pre­hen­sion who I really was—what strange chance had brought me hither, or even the least atom of that over­power­ing load of mys­tery by which I was weighed down, and which was wholly locked up within my own bosom.


  All this, how­ever con­veni­ent at the present mo­ment, made on me an im­pres­sion hos­tile, de­struct­ive, and al­most in­sup­port­able. As long as I had the gay booths, the paint­ings, toys, jew­els, spark­ling dresses, li­queurs, and con­fec­tions, to­bacco-pipes, books, and en­grav­ings around me,—such things, how­ever con­tempt­ible in the eyes of one ac­cus­tomed to the world, had, from their nov­elty, power enough to rivet my at­ten­tion, and ali­en­ate it from selfish fears and des­pond­ency. But now, amid these rural walks, sur­roun­ded only by happy groups, of whom each in­di­vidual en­joyed mu­tual con­fid­ence with his neigh­bour—by hus­bands and wives, lov­ers and mis­tresses, par­ents and chil­dren; amid scenes that re­minded me of my early days of in­no­cence, me­thought I was like a con­demned spirit—like a re­ven­ant, doomed in­vol­un­tar­ily to wander on the earth, from whence all, and every one to whom he had been at­tached, had long since died away!


  If I called to mind how, formerly, every vis­it­ant at the Capuchin Con­vent so kindly and re­spect­fully greeted the pul­pit orator, and how the whole neigh­bour­hood, and even strangers from re­mote coun­tries, thirsted after his con­ver­sa­tion, re­joicing even in the op­por­tun­ity of a few words, then my heart was wrung with the bitterest an­guish.


  I strove against this, how­ever, as much as pos­sible. “That pul­pit orator,” said I to my­self, “was the Monk Med­ar­dus, he who is now dead, bur­ied, and (ought to be) for­got­ten, in the abysses of the moun­tains—in the dark­ness of the far-dis­tant pine-tree forest. With him I have noth­ing to do, for I am alive and act­ive, nay, life it­self has for the first time dawned upon me, and be­gun to of­fer its var­ied and sub­stan­tial en­joy­ments.”


  Thus, when in my in­vol­un­tary wak­ing dreams I re­called the strange and fright­ful ad­ven­tures at the castle, I said to my­self, “These things are in­deed known to me, yet it is to some one else that they refer; over me they can have no in­flu­ence.” This other was again the Capuchin; but I was no longer a monk. It was only the never-dy­ing thoughts of Aure­lia that united still, by in­dis­sol­uble ties, my former with my present ex­ist­ence; but when this feel­ing was truly awoke, like the tor­ment of an in­cur­able mal­ady, it killed and an­ni­hil­ated that spirit of pleas­ure which had risen up within me. I was then sud­denly torn out of those bril­liant circles of glit­ter­ing forms and fant­astic im­agery, by which life had be­gun to sur­round me. The de­lu­sions fled. I des­pised my­self for hav­ing been pleased for a mo­ment, like a child, with toys and rattles, and once more sunk down, a prey to the darkest and most ray­less des­pond­ency.


  This even­ing, on my re­turn from the pub­lic walks, I vis­ited, for the first time in my life, a theatre. This was to me an­other new en­joy­ment; but be­fore reach­ing thither, my des­pond­ency had gained its full in­flu­ence. The piece per­formed happened to be a tragedy, and I thought, dur­ing the whole per­form­ance, only of Aure­lia.

  


  Dur­ing my res­id­ence at Franken­burg, I did not omit to visit some of the many houses of pub­lic re­sort, in which people met to break­fast, a la fourchette; to dine, to sup, and en­joy the pleas­ures of wine, gam­ing, and con­ver­sa­tion. Ac­cord­ingly, I soon felt a par­tic­u­lar pref­er­ence for a cer­tain hotel in the middle of the town, where, on ac­count of the su­per­ior qual­ity of the wines, a nu­mer­ous so­ci­ety were to be found every night.


  At a table, in a room ad­join­ing to the great salle, I found reg­u­larly, at a fixed hour in the even­ing, the same per­sons as­sembled. Their con­ver­sa­tion was al­ways lively and in­geni­ous. Ac­ci­dent at last brought me ac­quain­ted with these people, who had thus formed an es­pe­cial circle for them­selves, and who for some time shewed no dis­pos­i­tion to be­stow on me any share of their at­ten­tion.


  At first, I used to sit quietly in a corner of the room, and drink my wine alone; but on one oc­ca­sion it so happened that I was able to af­ford them in­form­a­tion on a lit­er­ary topic which they were dis­cuss­ing, and was in con­sequence in­vited to a place at their table, which af­ter­wards was the more will­ingly kept open for me, as my good ad­dress and the ex­tent of my read­ing and ac­quire­ments ex­actly suited their dis­pos­i­tions.


  Thus I ob­tained, without trouble, some very agree­able ac­quaint­ances; and ac­cus­tom­ing my­self more and more to the world, I be­came every day more un­con­cerned, and was able, in great meas­ure, to rub off the rust of my former habits.


  For sev­eral even­ings there had been much talk in this so­ci­ety of a cer­tain painter, (an en­tire stranger in the town,) who had lately ar­rived, and dur­ing the fair was to hold an ex­hib­i­tion of his works. Every mem­ber of the so­ci­ety but my­self had seen his pic­tures, and praised them so highly, that I of course felt anxious for an op­por­tun­ity of judging for my­self, and went ac­cord­ingly.


  The painter was ab­sent when I entered his ex­hib­i­tion-room, but an old man ac­ted as cicer­one, and named the mas­ters of vari­ous old pic­tures which the artist ex­hib­ited along with his own. Among them were many ad­mir­able pieces, most of them ori­gin­als, of cel­eb­rated Italian mas­ters, with which I was highly de­lighted.


  At last, I came to a series of pic­tures which the man said were cop­ies from cer­tain large fres­coes, de­signed many years ago. What was now my as­ton­ish­ment, when in­vol­un­tar­ily the re­col­lec­tions of my youth here began to dawn upon me, every mo­ment ac­quir­ing more dis­tinct forms and live­lier col­ours! These were ob­vi­ously cop­ies from the Con­vent of the Lime-Tree. Above all, I re­cog­nized most un­equi­voc­ally, in a holy fam­ily, the fea­tures of the old pil­grim who had come to us with the mi­ra­cu­lous boy! At this sight, the lev­ity in which I had for some time in­dulged, once more com­pletely de­clined; and, sunk into the deep­est mel­an­choly, I stood long gaz­ing at the group. But when my sight next fell on a por­trait (large as life, and ad­mir­ably done) of my ad­opt­ive mother, the Prin­cess, I could not for­bear a loud out­cry of won­der. This por­trait ex­hib­ited a most ac­cur­ate re­semb­lance, (such as Van­dyke never failed to give to all his pic­tures,) the cos­tume was the same in which she used to walk be­fore the nuns in their pro­ces­sion through the church, and the painter had seized the mo­ment, when, hav­ing fin­ished her private de­vo­tions, she was leav­ing her room in full dress, in or­der to join in that solem­nity. The per­spect­ive be­hind shewed the in­terior of the church, crowded with the ex­pect­ant con­greg­a­tion.


  In the looks of this ad­mir­able wo­man, was fully de­veloped that ex­pres­sion of a mind wholly de­voted to Heaven, which was so pre-em­in­ently her own. It now seemed to me as if she im­plored for­give­ness for that un­happy sin­ner, whom his own crimes had torn from her ma­ter­nal em­braces. I felt once more all the bit­ter­ness of con­trast between what I now was, and what I had been! Feel­ings long lost and es­tranged gained their full in­flu­ence over my heart, and I was borne away by an un­speak­able long­ing after the scenes and im­pres­sions of my youth.


  Me­thought I once more heard the south wind sigh through the dark yew-hedges and tall beech-trees of the old manor-house, and traced again the bright wan­der­ings of the Saale, but not, as on the oc­ca­sion of my last visit there, with cold­ness and in­dif­fer­ence! The de­lu­sion for a mo­ment was per­fect, only to be fol­lowed by the bit­ter­ness of real­ity and re­morse. Anon, it seemed as if I were again with the good priest of the Cister­tian Con­vent, a cheer­ful, free-minded, and cour­ageous boy, wan­der­ing at will through the wild coun­try, los­ing him­self in rocky re­cesses of the Thuringian moun­tains, or shout­ing and re­joicing be­cause the grand fest­ival of St Bern­ard was draw­ing near!


  That well-known form of her whom I so deeply revered, was again presen­ted, as if liv­ing, be­fore me. Me­thought, too, I heard her voice.—“Med­ar­dus,” said she, “hast thou been good and pi­ous?” The well-known tones, deepened by anxi­ety and love, floated like soft mu­sic around me. “Hast thou been good and pi­ous?” Alas! what must now be my an­swer? The beau­ti­ful pic­ture, traced by the pen­cil of In­no­cence and Hope, is clouded and de­faced for ever—the ver­nal skies are darkened—the cold tem­pest winds of grief and re­morse des­ol­ate the land­scape. I have heaped up crime on crime. On the first breach of my mon­astic vows fol­lowed murder; and now, is not my daily life of dis­sip­a­tion and de­ceit, but the cer­tain com­mence­ment of crimes yet to come?


  These thoughts, and many more, that it would re­quire a volume to de­lin­eate, rushed at once upon me, so that, com­pletely over­powered, I sunk, half-faint­ing, into a chair, and burst into tears.


  The old man was ter­ri­fied. “For God’s sake, sir,” said he, “what’s the mat­ter? what has happened to you?”


  “That pic­ture,” said I, in a hol­low sup­pressed voice, “re­sembles with such ac­cur­acy a near re­la­tion whom I lost by a cruel and un­timely death, that it has deeply af­fected me.” With these words I arose, and as­sumed as much com­pos­ure as pos­sible.


  “Come, sir,” said this man, “such re­col­lec­tions are far too pain­ful, and should be avoided. There is yet one por­trait here, which my mas­ter con­siders his best, and which you have not seen. It is painted after the life, and has only just now been fin­ished. We have hung a cur­tain be­fore it, that the sun might not in­jure the fresh col­ours.”


  The old man placed me care­fully in the proper light, and then drew up the cur­tain—It was Aure­lia!


  CHAPTER XIX.


  At first, a kind of hor­ror seized upon me; for I knew not if this could be real­ity, or the mock­ery of that re­lent­less Fiend, that would lure me on to de­struc­tion. But, with a vi­ol­ent ef­fort, I summoned up cour­age; an en­tire re­volu­tion again took place in my mind; new hopes and feel­ings began to break through the gloom and mel­an­choly, which for a space had gathered around me.


  With eager eyes, I de­voured the charms of Aure­lia, which from the en­chanted can­vass now gleamed out in full splend­our be­fore me. Yet, alas! did not these child­like pi­ous looks seem only to com­plain against the mur­derer of her brother? The mys­tery of his guilt, how­ever, which had been de­pos­ited in my bosom, gave me con­fid­ence; and even a ma­li­cious spirit of scorn and irony rose within me. I only re­gret­ted now, that in that fatal night of Her­mo­gen’s death, Aure­lia had not be­come mine. His ap­pear­ance had then frus­trated my plans; but with death he had ex­pi­ated the rash­ness of his at­tempts against me.—“Aure­lia,” said I, “yet sur­vives; and this alone is suf­fi­cient to en­cour­age my hopes of one day pos­sess­ing her. From the des­tiny in which she is in­volved, it is im­possible for her to es­cape; for am not I my­self the liv­ing im­per­son­iz­a­tion of the fate to which she is sub­jec­ted?”


  All the sadly-cher­ished dreams of youth, all feel­ings of piety which the Ab­bess’s por­trait had in­spired, were thus ban­ished; and, still gaz­ing on Aure­lia, I en­cour­aged my­self to the com­mis­sion of de­lib­er­ate and pre­med­it­ated crime. The old man was as­ton­ished at my con­duct. He drawled out a long string of words, about draw­ing, tone, col­our­ing, &c. &c.; but I heard him not. The thoughts of Aure­lia, the hopes that I might yet ful­fil some one of those many plans, which had only been delayed, ab­sorbed me so com­pletely, that I walked away, as in a dream, from the ex­hib­i­tion-room, without once ask­ing for the painter—thus los­ing, per­haps, the best op­por­tun­ity of learn­ing what sort of con­nec­tion there ex­is­ted betwixt my­self and these pic­tures, which seemed to com­pre­hend in that ma­gic circle the chief im­pres­sions of my whole life.


  Once more, I was now re­solved to ven­ture all things for Aure­lia. Nay, it seemed al­most as if the clouds of mys­tery would soon be broken—as if, el­ev­ated to a sta­tion from which I could over­look all the char­ac­ters and events con­nec­ted with my life, I could have from them noth­ing to fear, and there­fore noth­ing to risk. I brooded, as formerly, over a thou­sand plans and res­ol­u­tions, in or­der to ar­rive nearer to my ob­ject. In the first place, I per­ceived that I should, no doubt, learn much from the strange painter, and, by con­ver­sa­tion with him, de­velope many trains of evid­ence, of which the pos­ses­sion was to me most im­port­ant. At last, I had nearly re­solved that I would re­turn, in my present state of com­plete dis­guise and meta­morph­osis, to the Baron’s castle. Nor, to my ex­cited feel­ings and dis­ordered ima­gin­a­tion, did this ap­pear as an act of ex­traordin­ary haz­ard and dar­ing.


  In the even­ing, I went, as usual, to the club-room, where I had trouble enough to re­strain the vehe­mence of my emo­tions, and to pre­vent the ebulli­tions of my over­heated phant­asy from be­ing ob­served. I heard much of the strange painter’s pro­duc­tions, es­pe­cially of that won­der­ful power of ex­pres­sion which he had dis­played in his por­traits, above all in that of Aure­lia. I had now the means of join­ing in this ap­prob­a­tion, and, with a pe­cu­liar splend­our, and strength of lan­guage, (heightened, too, by a kind of scorn and irony, for I felt my own su­peri­or­ity in speak­ing of this pic­ture,) I de­scribed the name­less graces, the an­gelic charms, which were spread over that saint-like coun­ten­ance. Hereupon, one of the party de­clared his in­ten­tion of bring­ing the painter him­self to the club on the fol­low­ing even­ing, adding, that, though ad­vanced in years, he was still an in­ter­est­ing and agree­able com­pan­ion, and that he would be de­tained here for some time longer, hav­ing been em­ployed pro­fes­sion­ally by sev­eral rich fam­il­ies in the town.

  


  Agit­ated by a tem­pest of con­flict­ing feel­ings and in­defin­able ap­pre­hen­sions, I could scarcely sum­mon up res­ol­u­tion for the en­counter which I had so much wished, and, on the fol­low­ing night, went at a later hour than usual to the club-room.


  On my en­trance, I per­ceived at once which was the stranger, though his coun­ten­ance was not turned to­wards me. A con­vic­tion of the truth im­me­di­ately flashed on my mind; and, when I went round, and took my place op­pos­ite to him—then, oh Heaven! there glared out upon me the never-to-be-for­got­ten fea­tures of that hor­rible Un­known, the same who, on St An­thony’s day, had leaned against the pil­lar of the church, and filled me with ab­hor­rence and con­sterna­tion!


  Now, too, even as then, he looked at me with the same fixed solem­nity of as­pect—the same cold spec­tral self-pos­ses­sion. But the mood of mind which I had so re­cently been cher­ish­ing, the thoughts of Aure­lia, and my de­term­in­a­tion to brave all things for her sake, gave me cour­age and sta­bil­ity to bear up against his in­spec­tion, ap­par­ently un­moved. I could no longer sup­pose that I but dreamed. The en­emy had now vis­ibly star­ted into life; and I was ne­ces­sit­ated to ven­ture the com­bat.


  I re­solved, how­ever, not to be­gin, but wait for his at­tack; and, should he at­tempt to tear off the mask by which I was now con­cealed, to beat him back with weapons, on the strength of which I flattered my­self that I could rely.


  After a short in­ter­val, how­ever, the stranger ap­peared to take no par­tic­u­lar no­tice of me, but, turn­ing his looks an­other way, con­tin­ued the con­ver­sa­tion in which he had been en­gaged at my en­trance. The party began, at length, to speak of his own works, and be­stowed es­pe­cial praise on the por­trait of Aure­lia. Some one among them main­tained, that, al­though this pic­ture was, even at first sight, evid­ently a por­trait, yet it might serve for an ima­gin­at­ive study, and be taken for the beau (or belle) ideal of a fe­male saint. As I had, on the pre­ced­ing even­ing, been so elo­quent in praise of this work, they now asked my opin­ion, and, al­most un­con­sciously, I said that I co­in­cided with the last speaker, and that I could not ima­gine to my­self the blessed St Ros­alia oth­er­wise than as a coun­ter­part of the fe­male here rep­res­en­ted.


  The painter seemed scarcely to no­tice my words, but again broke in—“In­deed, that young lady, whom the por­trait, whatever may be its merit as a work of art, very faith­fully re­sembles, is a real and im­macu­late saint—who, in the spir­itual com­bat, ex­alts her­self even to su­per­nat­ural ex­cel­lence. I have painted her at the mo­ment when, un­der the in­flu­ence of the most over­whelm­ing griefs, she yet placed her hope and trust in re­li­gious con­sol­a­tion,—in the aid of that Di­vine Provid­ence which un­ceas­ingly watches over us.


  “The ex­pres­sion of this hope, which, in a per­fect de­gree, can dwell only in a mind el­ev­ated above all that is ter­restrial, I have en­deav­oured to give to my pic­ture—I can­not flat­ter my­self that I have ad­equately suc­ceeded, but the prin­ciple, ‘in mag­nis voluisse,’ seems to me to have rendered it at least one of the most tol­er­able of my pro­duc­tions.”


  The con­ver­sa­tion now wandered away to other sub­jects.—The wine, which to-day, in hon­our of the stranger-guest, was of a bet­ter sort, and drunk more freely than usual, soon did its good of­fice in en­liven­ing the party—Every one of them at last found some­thing di­vert­ing to re­late, or some com­ical song to sing. The painter, mean­while, seemed only to laugh in­wardly. If any change was pro­duced in his coun­ten­ance, it was to be ob­served in his eyes, which were lighted up oc­ca­sion­ally with a cer­tain mys­ter­i­ous lustre,—yet, by means of a few strik­ing and power­ful words oc­ca­sion­ally thrown in, he was able to play his part, and to keep the whole com­pany in ad­mir­able good hu­mour.


  Al­though, whenever the stranger happened to fix his looks on me, I could not repress a cer­tain feel­ing of ap­pre­hen­sion, yet I gradu­ally over­came that still worse mood of mind into which I had been brought, on my first re­con­nois­sance of his fea­tures. I even told stor­ies of the ab­surd Bel­campo, who was known less or more to all the party, and, to their great amuse­ment, gave such a lively ac­count of his be­ha­viour on the day of my ar­rival, (with im­it­a­tions of his voice and ges­tic­u­la­tions,) that a good-hu­moured fat mer­chant who sat op­pos­ite to me, de­clared, with tears of laughter in his eyes, “That was the most de­light­ful even­ing he had ever spent in his life!”


  When the mer­ri­ment that I had raised had be­gun to de­cline away, the stranger sud­denly in­quired—“Gen­tle­men, has any one among you ever seen the Devil?”


  This ques­tion was re­ceived but as the pre­lude to some new and com­ical story. Of course, every one as­sured him, in turn, “that he had never yet had that hon­our.”


  “Well,” said the stranger, “it so happened, that I was very lately within a hair-breadth of at­tain­ing my­self to that hon­our, and this, namely, at the Castle of the Baron von R——, among the Thuringian moun­tains.”


  I now trembled in every limb; but the oth­ers laughed aloud, cry­ing out, “Go on—go on!”


  “Gen­tle­men,” said the painter, “you prob­ably all know that wild dis­trict in the Thuringian moun­tains, through which every one must pass, who travels in that dir­ec­tion north­wards. But there is es­pe­cially, on a by-road, one ro­mantic spot, where, if the trav­el­ler emerges out of the dark pine-tree forests, and ad­vances to the height of the rocky cliffs, he finds him­self sud­denly, to his amazement, on the ex­treme verge of an aw­ful, deep, and, in­deed, bot­tom­less abyss. This is called the devil’s ground, and the pro­ject­ing promon­tory of the rock the devil’s chair.


  “Of the devil’s chair it is re­lated, that once, when a cer­tain Count Vic­torin, with his head full of wicked pro­jects, had sat down upon this rock, the devil sud­denly ap­peared be­side him; and be­cause he was him­self re­solved to carry the Count’s wicked designs into ex­e­cu­tion, he in­con­tin­ently hurled Vic­torin down into the un­fathom­able gulf.


  “There­after, the devil ap­peared as a capuchin monk, at the castle of the Baron von R——; and when he had taken his pleas­ure with the Bar­on­ess, he first sent her out of the world, (no one knew how,) and then, be­cause the Baron’s son, a mad­man, would by no means al­low of this mas­quer­ade, but al­ways called out, ‘The devil, the devil is among us!’ he strangled him. How­ever, by that per­sever­ing an­nonce of the mad­man, one pi­ous soul at least was saved from the de­struc­tion which the devil had in­ten­ded for them all; and this was the young Bar­on­ess Aure­lia, the sub­ject of the pic­ture, which you have this night been com­mend­ing.


  “Af­ter­wards, the capuchin, (or the devil,) in an in­con­ceiv­able man­ner, van­ished; and it is said, that he fled, cow­ard-like, from Vic­torin, who had risen like a bloody spectre from the grave against him.


  “Let all this be as it may, I can as­sure you, in plain truth, that the Bar­on­ess died mys­ter­i­ously—prob­ably by poison; and that Her­mo­gen (the mad­man) was as­sas­sin­ated. The Baron him­self, shortly af­ter­wards, died of grief; and Aure­lia, the pi­ous Saint, whose por­trait I painted, at the very time when these hor­rible events had taken place at the castle, fled as a des­ol­ate orphan into a dis­tant Cister­tian Con­vent, of which the Ab­bess had been in terms of friend­ship with her father.


  “You have seen and ad­mired in my gal­lery the like­ness of this ad­mir­able and un­for­tu­nate young lady. But as to other cir­cum­stances, this gen­tle­man (point­ing to me) will be bet­ter able to in­form you than I am, since, dur­ing the whole of the ad­ven­tures to which I have al­luded, he was an in­hab­it­ant of the castle!”


  All looks, full of as­ton­ish­ment, were now dir­ec­ted to­wards me. Quite un­nerved, and lost to all self-pos­ses­sion, I star­ted up—“How, sir!” ex­claimed I, in a vi­ol­ent tone—“What have I to do with your ab­surd stor­ies of capuchins, and dev­ils, and as­sas­sin­a­tions? You mis­take me—you mis­take me com­pletely, I as­sure you; and I must beg that, for this once, you will leave me com­pletely out of the ques­tion.”


  Con­sid­er­ing the tu­mult of my mind, it was dif­fi­cult for me to give my words even this much of con­nec­tion and pro­pri­ety, or to as­sume any de­gree of com­pos­ure. The power­ful in­flu­ence of the painter’s nar­rat­ive, and my ex­cess­ive dis­quiet­ude, were only too vis­ible. The cheer­ful tone which pre­vailed through the party rap­idly de­clined; and as the mem­bers of the club gradu­ally re­col­lec­ted that I was a com­plete stranger, and had only by ac­ci­dent ob­tained my place among them, they began to fix on me mis­trust­ful and sus­pi­cious glances.


  Mean­while, the painter had risen from his chair, and, stand­ing op­pos­ite, trans­fixed me once more with his dead-alive glar­ing eyes, as formerly in the Capuchin church. He did not ut­ter a word; he stood cold, stiff, and, but for the ex­pres­sion of his eyes, as if life­less.


  But at those ghostly looks, my hair rose on end; cold drops gathered on my fore­head, and, seized by the most in­tense hor­ror, I trembled through every fibre. “Avaunt!—away with thee!” I ex­claimed, out of my­self with agit­a­tion; “for thou thy­self art Satan! Thou art the mur­derer—yet over me thou hast no power!”


  The whole party in­stantly left their seats.—“What’s the mat­ter? Who is that?” was heard from all quar­ters; and out of the ad­join­ing salle, the people, ter­ri­fied by my voice, hav­ing left their amuse­ments, came throng­ing into our room.—“A drunk man!—A mad­man!—Turn him out!” cried sev­eral voices.


  Mean­while, the painter stood there stead­fast, and im­mov­ably star­ing upon me. The power which he thus (I know not how) ex­er­ted over my very mind and thoughts—the whole train of con­sequences which the dis­cov­ery he was de­term­ined to force out would bring upon me—the wretched thral­dom in which I should re­main at present, and the de­struc­tion which must en­sue—all these ideas con­flic­ted to­gether in my mind. But even without their aid, the looks of the spec­tral painter alone were more than I could en­dure. Me­thought his de­test­able fea­tures at length en­larged, moved, and were writhen in mock­ery and scorn. At last, driven to the ut­ter­most par­oxysm of rage and des­pair, I drew forth the stiletto with which I had, in self-de­fence, killed Her­mo­gen, and which I al­ways car­ried in my breast-pocket.


  With this weapon in my hand, I now fell upon my en­emy; but his quick eye had caught every move­ment, and one blow of his power­ful arm brought me to the ground. Me­thought I heard him laugh aloud, in hideous and scorn­ful tri­umph, so that his voice re­soun­ded through the cham­ber.


  “Brother Med­ar­dus!” said he, “Brother Med­ar­dus, play no longer this false game! Go, re­turn to the sanc­tu­ary of thy con­vent, and humble thy­self to the dust in shame and re­pent­ance!”


  I now felt my­self seized by the people in the room; and al­low­ing them to raise me up, pre­ten­ded at first to be quite ex­hausted; then, all at once, rous­ing my whole strength, I drove and struck like a ra­ging wild beast against my as­sail­ants; and this so un­ex­pec­tedly, that sev­eral of them fell to the ground, and I made my­self a pas­sage to­wards the door; but had scarcely rushed into the cor­ridor, when a small side door opened, and I felt my­self seized on by an in­vis­ible arm, by which I was drawn into a dark cham­ber. To this I made no res­ist­ance, for the mul­ti­tude of pur­suers were ra­ging be­hind me.


  Into this dark room I had been drawn just as I turned round a corner of the cor­ridor, and the mob of people, ima­gin­ing that I had run on­wards and es­caped down stairs, passed by the door and left me for the mo­ment un­mo­les­ted. My in­vis­ible com­pan­ion listened to their pro­ceed­ings, and in a few mo­ments led me by the arm down a dark, private stair­case, into a back court, and then through the build­ings be­hind into the open street. By the light of the lamps I here re­cog­nised as my de­liverer the ab­surd Bel­campo!


  CHAPTER XX.


  “Your ex­cel­lency,” said Bel­campo, “ap­pears to have la­boured un­der a strange fatal­ity with re­gard to this painter. I was drink­ing my wine in an ad­join­ing room when the up­roar began, and re­solved, if pos­sible, to res­cue you, for I alone am the au­thor of all this dis­turb­ance.”


  “How can that be?” said I; “what share could you pos­sibly have in the dis­aster?”


  “Who can res­ist mo­ment­ary im­pulse?” said the little man, in a tone of great pathos; “who can with­stand the in­flu­ences of that un­seen, but pre­dom­in­ant Spirit, that rules over and in­spires all our thoughts and ac­tions?


  “When I ar­ranged your ex­cel­lency’s hair, my mind was, as usual, lighted up by the sub­limest ideas. I resigned my­self up to the un­bridled im­pulse of wild phant­asy, and ac­cord­ingly I not only for­got to bring the lock of an­ger on the top­most curls into a state of proper soft­ness and round­ness, but even left seven-and-twenty hairs of fear and hor­ror upon the fore­head.


  “The twenty-seven hairs that were thus left, raised them­selves erect at the stern looks of the painter, (who is, in truth, neither more nor less than a re­ven­ant,) and in­clined them­selves long­ingly to­wards the lock of an­ger on the toupée, which, in re­turn, hiss­ing and rust­ling, be­came dishevelled. All this I could per­ceive with my own eyes.


  “Then, roused to ex­treme rage, your ex­cel­lency pulled out a stiletto, on which I dis­tin­guished that there were already drops of blood. But it was a vain and need­less at­tempt to send to hell him who to hell already be­longs. For this painter is Ahas­uerus, the Wan­der­ing Jew, or Ber­tram de Bornis, or Mephis­topheles, or Benven­uto Cel­lini, or Ju­das Iscariot; in short, a wicked re­ven­ant, and, in my opin­ion, to be ban­ished by no other means than by burn­ing-hot curl­ing-irons, which shall twist away into an­ni­hil­a­tion that idea in which he prop­erly con­sists; or, by the dex­ter­ous and en­er­getic use of elec­trical combs, against those thoughts which, in or­der to his own ex­ist­ence, he must suck up and im­bibe.


  “Your ex­cel­lency per­ceives that to me, phant­ast and artist by pro­fes­sion, such things are, as the French say, ver­it­able po­made, which pro­verb, bor­rowed from our sci­ence, has more mean­ing than one would oth­er­wise sup­pose, as soon as the po­made is known to con­tain genu­ine oil of cloves.”


  This mad and un­in­tel­li­gible gib­ber­ish of the little man, who, mean­while, ran along with me through the streets, had for me, in my present mood of mind, some­thing truly hor­rible; and yet, when I looked now and then at his in­cred­ible leaps and springs, his grot­esque ges­tures, and com­ical coun­ten­ances, I was forced, as if by an in­vol­un­tary con­vul­sion, to laugh.


  At last we were in my own cham­ber, in the inn of the sub­urb, and bey­ond the town gates. Here Bel­campo as­sisted me to pack up my clothes, &c. and in a short time all was ready for my de­par­ture. There­after, I slipped not one only, but sev­eral ducats, into his hand, whereupon he jumped up into the air for joy, and cried aloud, “Hur­rah!—hur­rah!—now I have got gold, in­deed—hon­our­able gold, dyed in heart’s-blood, stream­ing and beam­ing with its red ef­ful­gence! Ex­cuse me, sir,” (for at these words I looked at him with amazement,) “‘twas but a passing thought, and now ‘tis gone!”


  He then offered his ser­vices to give to the “lock of an­ger” the proper de­gree of round­ness, and cut away the “twenty-seven hairs of hor­ror,” re­quest­ing also that he might be al­lowed to choose for him­self a small “love-lock,” to keep as a re­mem­brance. This I ac­cord­ingly gran­ted, and with in­des­crib­able ges­tures and grim­aces, he ful­filled his task.


  After this, he seized the stiletto, which, on un­dress­ing, I had laid upon the table, and tak­ing the po­s­i­tion of a fen­cer, made with it divers cuts and thrusts into the air.


  “Ha!” said he, “now shall I make an end of your ad­versary, for he is but an idea, prob­ably he may also be ex­tirp­ated by a thought. Let him die, then, by this thought of mine, which, in or­der to render more power­ful, I ac­com­pany with suit­able ges­tures of the body—Apage, Satanas!—apage, Ahas­uerus!—Al­lez vous en!—Now, that was some­thing like! That was work­ing to some pur­pose,” said he, lay­ing down the stiletto, breath­ing hard, and wip­ing his brows, like one that has ex­er­ted his ut­most to get through some great la­bour.


  Luck­ily I now got pos­ses­sion of the stiletto, and, wish­ing to con­ceal it, groped with it into my sleeve, for­get­ting that I no longer wore my capuchin robes. This ges­ture the man seemed to re­mark, and slyly to laugh at. Mean­while the pos­tilion (for I had ordered horses) began to blow his bugle be­fore the house.


  Then Bel­campo sud­denly changed his pos­ture and tone. He drew out a small pocket-handker­chief, bent him­self sev­eral times with deep rev­er­ence, at last kneeled be­fore me, and en­treated in a lam­ent­able voice—


  “Two masses, rev­er­end father, I be­seech you, for my poor grand­mother, who died of a sur­feit; four for my father, who died of in­vol­un­tary fast­ing; but for my­self, one every week when I am dead. Above all, how­ever, and in the first place, an in­dul­gence for my many faults and sins now, while I am yet liv­ing!


  “Alas! sir, there is an in­fam­ous wicked fel­low that lurks con­cealed within me, and says, ‘Peter Fair­field, be no longer an ass, and be­lieve that thou ex­ist­est; for I am prop­erly thou, and am called Bel­campo—moreover am a gen­ial idea; and if thou dost not be­lieve this, I will strike thee down to the earth with an acute thought, finely poin­ted as a hair!’


  “This dam­nable fel­low, sir, com­mits all sorts of sins and wicked pranks. Of­ten­times he doubts of the Real Pres­ence—gets drunk—falls into quar­rels and pom­mel­ling matches, and com­mits gross in­del­ic­acies against pure vir­gin thoughts. This Pietro Bel­campo, sir, has made me, Peter Fair­field, quite con­fused and dis­sip­ated; so that I fre­quently jump about in an ab­surd and un­be­com­ing man­ner, and de­file the spot­less garb of in­no­cence, when, with white silk stock­ings, and singing dulce ju­bilo, I splash un­awares into the dirt. For­give­ness, then, ven­er­able father, for both, for Peter Fair­field and Pietro Bel­campo.”


  He con­tin­ued pros­trate, and pre­ten­ded to sob vi­ol­ently. The folly of the man be­came tire­some to me. “Be reas­on­able at least,” said I to him, “and give us no more of this.” The head-waiter now came in to take my lug­gage. Bel­campo sprung up, and re­sum­ing at once his mirth­ful hu­mour, he as­sisted, talk­ing, how­ever, all the time, to col­lect to­gether whatever prop­erty of mine was in the room. In a few mo­ments I found my­self seated in my cab­ri­olet.


  “That fel­low is a most com­plete puppy,” said the waiter, in a low voice, and point­ing to Bel­campo; “the less one has to do with him the bet­ter.”


  The door was closed, and the pos­tilion moun­ted. Bel­campo waved his hat, and began, “Even to the last breath of my life—” but with a sig­ni­fic­ant look, I laid my fin­ger on my lips, and he was si­lent. Anon the pos­tilion drove off, blow­ing the Tyr­oler-lied on his bugle as we clattered along the chaussée, and I was once more, eman­cip­ated from all ties, whether hos­tile or friendly, thrown upon the world.

  


  When the morn­ing began to dawn, the town from which I had fled lay far be­hind me; and as I con­tem­plated with some in­terest the new scenes through which we passed, the form of that fright­ful man, who pur­sued and haunted me like a vis­ible im­per­son­iz­a­tion of the guilt and mys­tery by which my life had been darkened, had again al­most van­ished away. On set­ting out, I had merely de­sired to be driven to the first stage on the high road lead­ing south­wards; but at every new sta­tion, the ques­tions of the post­mas­ter, “Whence and whither?” re­vived to my mind how com­pletely I was now sep­ar­ated and cut off from every re­la­tion­ship in life; and like the wan­der­ing Ahas­uerus, of whom Bel­campo had spoken, was ut­terly given up, a prey to the stormy waves of chance, that bore me like a power­less wreck along.


  But had not my rul­ing des­tiny drawn me thus out of my former re­la­tion­ships and de­pend­en­cies, only that the in­ternal ef­forts of my spirit might be ex­er­ted with greater life and vigour? Some­thing must be ac­com­plished, in or­der to still those yearn­ings of the soul, by which I was con­vinced that a great and im­port­ant res­ult was be­fore me. Rest­less I trav­elled on, through a beau­ti­ful and flour­ish­ing coun­try. Nowhere could I find re­pose, but was driven ir­res­ist­ibly on­ward, al­ways farther and farther, to­wards the south. I had hitherto, without any con­scious­ness or at­ten­tion on my own part, scarcely made any im­port­ant de­vi­ation from the route re­com­men­ded to me by Le­onar­dus; so that the im­pulse which he had given to me at first set­ting out, seemed to work al­ways in a straight-for­ward dir­ec­tion, and with an in­flu­ence wholly un­in­ter­rup­ted.

  


  It happened, one very dark night, that I trav­elled through a dense wood of pine and beech-trees, which was said to ex­tend as far as the next sta­tion, on which ac­count the post­mas­ter had ad­vised me to re­main with him till the next morn­ing; but from an im­pa­tience, to my­self un­ac­count­able, as I was un­able to put a name on any goal or ob­ject which I wished to reach, I per­emp­tor­ily re­fused his pro­posal.


  Already, at the time of my de­par­ture, light­ning, which is not usual at that sea­son of the year, gleamed on the dis­tant ho­ri­zon; and very soon, clouds, col­lec­ted by the ap­proach­ing storm, rolled to­gether, darker and darker, in threat­en­ing volumes. The pos­tilion ob­served what sort of weather we should of ne­ces­sity en­counter; poin­ted to the clouds, and asked if he might re­turn? To this I gave a per­emp­tory an­swer in the neg­at­ive. We entered ac­cord­ingly that long, in­ter­min­able, and tangled forest which stretches between Holzen­heim and Rosen­thurm, where the wood al­tern­ately con­sists of tall beech-trees and dense thick­ets of Nor­way and Scotch fir. Hav­ing laid aside his to­bacco-pipe, he began here, for his di­ver­sion, to play “Mal­brook” on his bugle; but anon the thun­der began to roll, and even to crack above our heads, with num­ber­less re­ver­ber­a­tions; while, far as the eye could reach, there was noth­ing but the cross­ing and re-cross­ing of red light­nings on the ho­ri­zon. Such a tem­pest I have never wit­nessed, neither be­fore nor since. Dur­ing a thun­der­storm, the air is gen­er­ally calm, but now there were un­ac­count­able gusts of wind, such as usu­ally oc­cur only in the depth of winter. The tall fir-trees, shaken to their very roots, groaned and crashed. The rain poured down in tor­rents. Every mo­ment we ran the risk of be­ing killed by the fall­ing of the trees, and the horses con­stantly reared, and ran back from the flashes of light­ning.


  At last, after a long struggle, and many vi­cis­situdes, we were “beat to a stand still,” for the car­riage (as a cli­max) was over­turned, on a piece of rough road, so vi­ol­ently, that one of the hinder wheels broke in pieces. Thus we had no al­tern­at­ive, but must re­main on the spot, till the storm should abate, and the moon break through the clouds.


  The pos­tilion now re­marked, that, on ac­count of the dark­ness, and the rain driv­ing in his face, he had quite wandered away from the right road, and had fallen into an av­enue of the forest. There was now no other method, but to fol­low out this av­enue as far as it would go, and thus per­haps to ar­rive at some wood­man’s hut or vil­lage.


  Though the dark­ness con­tin­ued, yet we con­trived to prop up the car­riage with a kind of wooden leg, and thus it was dragged gradu­ally on­wards. We had not gone far, till, march­ing in the van, I per­ceived now and then the gleam­ing of a light, and thought that I could dis­tin­guish the bay­ing of dogs.


  I had not de­ceived my­self; for we had not per­severed in our la­bor­i­ous pro­gress above a few minutes longer, be­fore I dis­tinctly heard the dogs’ voices; and in due time we came to an open­ing in the wood, where the road be­came more pass­able. At last we ar­rived at a large re­spect­able-look­ing house, though, as far as the dim light en­abled us to per­ceive, old, gloomy, and sur­roun­ded by the high walls of a reg­u­larly-built square court.


  The pos­tilion, without hes­it­a­tion, knocked loudly at the outer gate. The dogs im­me­di­ately grew out­rageous, and sprang out from their ken­nels against us. In the house, (or keep,) how­ever, all re­mained quiet and dead, till the pos­tilion had re­course to his horn, (lend­ing me a spare one, that we might play a duet,) and blew “Wil­helmus von Nas­sau” with such vehe­mence, that the old vaul­ted build­ing re-echoed to the notes.


  Then a win­dow in the up­per story, from which I had be­fore seen the light, was opened, and a deep, rough voice called out, “Chris­tian! Chris­tian!”—“Ay, ay, sir,” cried a voice from be­low. Then we knocked again, and blew our horns.


  “There is a knock­ing and blow­ing of bugles at our gate,” said the voice from above, “and the dogs are ra­ging like dev­ils. Take the lan­tern down, with the blun­der­buss num­ber three, and see what is the mat­ter.”—Soon after, we heard Chris­tian’s voice, quiet­ing the dogs, and saw him at last come with the lan­tern.


  CHAPTER XXI.


  The pos­tilion now found out where we were. In­stead of go­ing straight for­ward, he had quit­ted the road, and driven al­most in a ret­ro­grade dir­ec­tion, so that we were now at the Prince von Rosen­thurm’s forst-haus, dis­tant only about a league to the right of the sta­tion which we had quit­ted.


  As soon as we had ex­plained to Chris­tian the mis­chance that we had met with, he dir­ectly opened both wings of the gate, and let the car­riage pass into the court. The dogs, who were now pa­ci­fied, came fawn­ing and snuff­ling about us; and the man above, who was still sta­tioned at the win­dow, cried out in­cess­antly, in a voice by no means of good-hu­mour, “Who’s there?—who’s there? What for a cara­van is that?” to which neither Chris­tian nor I re­turned a word in an­swer.


  At last I stepped into the house, and was walk­ing up stairs, when I met a power­ful tall man, with a sun-burnt vis­age, a large hat, with a plume of green feath­ers, on his head, (which was oddly con­tras­ted with the rest of his fig­ure, for he ap­peared in his shirt and slip­pers,) and a drawn stiletto (or hunt­ing dag­ger) in his hand. In a rough voice, he called out to me, “Whence do you come? How dare you dis­turb people in the dead of night? This is no pub­lic-house; no post sta­tion. Here no one lives but the Ober-re­vier-for­ster, and for want of a bet­ter, I am he. Chris­tian is an ass, for hav­ing opened the gates without my per­mis­sion.”


  In a tone of great hu­mil­ity, I now re­lated the story of my mis­chance, ex­plain­ing that noth­ing but ne­ces­sity had brought me hither. Hereupon the man was some­what con­cili­ated. He said, “Well, no doubt, the storm was very vi­ol­ent; but your pos­tilion must be a stu­pid ras­cal, to drive out of the road, and break your car­riage in that man­ner. Such a fel­low should have been able to go blind­folded through these woods. He should be at home among them, like any one of us.”


  With these words, he led me up stairs into a large hall, fur­nished with a long oak table and benches; the walls ad­orned with stag’s antlers, hunt­ing weapons, bugle-horns, &c. An enorm­ous stove was at one end, and an open kamin, where there were yet the warm em­bers of a wood-fire, at the other.


  The Ober-re­vier-for­ster now laid aside his hat and dag­ger, and draw­ing on his clothes, re­ques­ted I would not take it ill that he had re­ceived me so roughly; for, in his re­mote hab­it­a­tion, he must be con­stantly on his guard. All sorts of bad people were in the habit of haunt­ing these woods—and es­pe­cially with poach­ers, he lived al­most al­ways in open war­fare—“How­ever,” ad­ded he, “the rogues can gain no ad­vant­age over me, for, with the help of God, I ful­fil my duty to the prince con­scien­tiously and faith­fully. They have more than once at­tacked my house by night; but, in re­li­ance on Provid­ence, and my trusty dogs and fire-arms, I bid them de­fi­ance.”


  In­vol­un­tar­ily, and led away by the force of old habits, I here thrust in some com­mon-place words about the power and ef­fic­acy of trust in God.—How­ever, such ex­pres­sions were not lost on the for­ester, but seemed to gain for me his con­fid­ence and good opin­ion. He be­came al­ways more cheer­ful, and not­with­stand­ing my earn­est en­treat­ies to the con­trary, roused up his wife—a mat­ron in years, of a quiet, good-hu­moured de­mean­our, who, though thus dis­turbed from her sleep, wel­comed, in a very friendly man­ner, her un­ex­pec­ted guest, and began, by her hus­band’s or­ders, to pre­pare sup­per.


  As for the pos­tilion, he, by the for­ester’s de­cision, was ob­liged, for a pun­ish­ment, that night, to drive back (as he best could) to the sta­tion from which he had come,—and on the fol­low­ing morn­ing I should be car­ried on by the for­ester to the place of my des­tin­a­tion. I agreed the more read­ily to this plan, as I found my­self now much in want of re­pose.


  I there­fore said to my host that I would gladly stay with him even till the middle of the fol­low­ing day, as, by con­stant trav­el­ling, I had been greatly fa­tigued, and would be much the bet­ter for such re­fresh­ment.


  “If I might ad­vise you, sir,” said the for­ester, “you had bet­ter re­main here through the whole of to-mor­row—After that, my son, whom I must at any rate send to the res­id­enz, will him­self take you for­ward in my car­riage.”


  I was, of course, well con­ten­ted with this pro­posal; and by way of con­ver­sa­tion, while sup­per was placed on the table, began to praise the solitude and re­tire­ment of his house, by which I pro­fessed my­self to be greatly at­trac­ted.


  “It is re­mote, sir, no doubt,” said the for­ester; “at the same time, our life here is the farthest pos­sible from be­ing dull or gloomy, as a towns­man would prob­ably con­clude it to be.—To such people every situ­ation in the coun­try ap­pears both lonely and stu­pid;—but much de­pends on the tem­per and dis­pos­i­tion of the party by whom a house like this of ours is in­hab­ited.


  “If, as in former years in this castle, an old gloomy Baron were the mas­ter,—one who shuts him­self up within the four walls of his court, and takes no pleas­ure in the woods or the chase—then, in­deed, it would be a dull and lonely hab­it­a­tion—But since this old Baron died, and our gra­cious Prince has been pleased to fit it up as a forst-haus, it has been kept in con­stant live­li­ness and mirth.


  “Prob­ably you, sir, may be one of those townspeople, who know noth­ing, un­less by re­port, of our pleas­ures, and there­fore can have no ad­equate idea, what a joy­ous pleas­ant life we hunters lead in the forest—As to solitude, I know noth­ing either of its pains or pleas­ures—for, along with my hunts­men lads, we live all equally, and make but one fam­ily. In­deed, how­ever ab­surd this may seem to you, I reckon my staunch wise dogs also among the num­ber—And why not? They un­der­stand every word that I say to them. They obey even my slight­est sig­nals, and are at­tached, and faith­ful even to death.


  “Mark there, only, how in­tel­li­gently my Wald­mann looks up, be­cause he knows already that I am speak­ing about him!


  “Now, sir, not only is there every day some­thing to be done with the hunts­men and dogs in the forest—but every even­ing be­fore, there is the pleas­ure of pre­par­a­tion, and a hos­pit­able well-sup­plied board, (at which we en­joy ourselves with a zest, that you towns­men never ex­per­i­ence;) then, with the first dawn of day, I am al­ways out of bed, and make my ap­pear­ance, blow­ing all the way a cheer­ing ré­veille upon my hunt­ing-horn.


  “At that sound every one dir­ectly starts up—The dogs, too, be­gin to give tongue, and join in one great con­cert, of bark­ing and re­joicing, from their de­light at the an­ti­cip­a­tion of the com­ing sport. The hunts­men are quickly dressed—They throw the game-bags and fire-arms on their shoulders, and as­semble dir­ectly in this room, where my old wo­man (my wife, I mean) pre­pares for us a right stout hunter’s break­fast, an enorm­ous schüs­sel of hot rag­out, with a bottle of vin-or­din­aire, a ream­ing flagon of home-brewed ale, with an­other of Stet­tiner beer, sent us from the res­id­enz; then, after a glass of schnaps, we all sally forth in the highest pos­sible spir­its, shout­ing and re­joicing.


  “There­after, we have a long march be­fore us—(I speak of our em­ploy­ments at this present sea­son)—but at last we ar­rive at the spot where the game lies in cover—There every one takes his stand apart from the rest; the dogs grope about with their noses on the ground, snuff­ing the scent, and look­ing back every now and then to give no­tice to the hunts­man, who, in his turn, stands with his gun cocked, mo­tion­less and scarcely dar­ing to breathe, as if rooted to the ground. But when at last the game starts out of the thicket, when the guns crack, and the dogs rush in after the shot, ah! then, sir, one’s heart beats—every fibre is trem­bling with youth­ful en­ergy; old as I am, I thus feel trans­formed into a new man.


  “Moreover, and above all, there are no two ad­ven­tures of this kind ex­actly like each other. In every one is some­thing new, and there is al­ways some­thing to talk over that never happened be­fore. If it were no more than the vari­ety of game at dif­fer­ent sea­sons of the year, this alone renders the pur­suit so de­light­ful, that one never can have enough of it.


  “But set­ting aside these di­ver­sions, I as­sure you, sir, that the mere su­per­in­tend­ance and care of the woods is an em­ploy­ment which would amply fill up my time from Janu­ary to Decem­ber. So far am I from feel­ing lonely, that every tree of the forest is to me like a com­pan­ion.


  “Ab­so­lutely, it ap­pears to me as if every plant which has grown up un­der my in­spec­tion, and stretches up its glossy wav­ing head into the air, should know me and love me, be­cause I have watched over, and pro­tec­ted it. Nay, many times, when I hear the whis­per­ing and rush­ing of the leaves in the wind, it seems as if the trees them­selves spoke with an in­tel­li­gible voice, that this was in­deed a true prais­ing of God and his om­ni­po­tence; a prayer, which, in no ar­tic­u­late words, could so well have been ex­pressed.


  “In short, sir, an hon­est hunts­man and for­ester, who has the fear of God be­fore him, leads, even in these de­gen­er­ate times, an ad­mir­able and happy life. Some­thing is yet left to him of that fine old state of liberty, when the habits of men were ac­cord­ing to nature, and they knew noth­ing of all that con­ven­tional ar­ti­fice, parade, and frip­pery, where­with they are now tor­men­ted in their walled-up gar­ris­ons and cit­ies. There, in­deed, they be­come totally es­tranged from all those de­light­ful in­flu­ences which God, in the midst of his works in this world, is ready to shower upon them, by which, on the con­trary, they ought to be edi­fied and re­joiced, as the free sylvan people were in former ages, who lived in love and friend­ship with nature, as we read in the old his­tor­ies.”


  All this (though his style was some­what ram­bling and meth­od­istic) the old for­ester uttered with a gusto and em­phasis, by which one could not fail to per­ceive that he felt whatever he had said deeply in his own heart; and I truly en­vied him his sta­tion in life, to­gether with his deeply-groun­ded quiet moods of mind, to which my own bore so little re­semb­lance, or rather presen­ted so pain­ful a con­trast.

  


  In an­other part of the build­ing, which was of con­sid­er­able ex­tent, the old man shewed me a small and neatly-fit­ted-up apart­ment, in which was a bed, and where I found my lug­gage already de­pos­ited. There he left me, with the as­sur­ance that the early dis­turb­ance in the house would not break my sleep, as I was quite sep­ar­ated from the other in­hab­it­ants of the castle, and might rest as long as I chose. My break­fast would not be car­ried in un­til I rung the bell, or came down stairs to or­der it. He ad­ded, that I should not see him again till we met at the din­ner-table, as he should set out early with his lads to the forest, and would not re­turn be­fore mid-day.


  I gave my­self no farther trouble there­fore, but be­ing much fa­tigued, un­dressed hast­ily, and threw my­self into bed, where I soon fell into a deep sleep. After this, how­ever, I was per­se­cuted by a hor­rible dream. In a man­ner the most ex­traordin­ary, it began with the con­scious­ness of slum­ber. I said to my­self, “Now this is for­tu­nate, that I have fallen asleep so read­ily; I shall by this means quite re­cover from my fa­tigue, and, for fear of awak­ing, must only take spe­cial care to keep my eyes shut.”


  Not­with­stand­ing this res­ol­u­tion, it seemed to me as if I must, of ne­ces­sity, open my eyes, and yet con­tin­ued at the same time to sleep. Then the door of my room opened, and a dark form entered, in whom, to my ex­treme hor­ror and amazement, I re­cog­nised my­self in the capuchin habit, with the beard and ton­sure!


  The monk came nearer and nearer to the bed, till he stood lean­ing over me, and grinned scorn­fully. “Now, then,” said he, in a hol­low sepulchral voice, and yet with a strange ca­dence of ex­ulta­tion—“now, then, thou shalt come along with me; we shall mount on the altan[2] on the roof of the house be­side the weather-cock, who will sing us a merry bridal-song, be­cause the owl to-night holds his wed­ding-feast—there shall we con­tend to­gether, and who­ever beats the other from the roof of the house is king, and may drink blood!”


  I felt now that the fig­ure seized upon me, and tried to lift me up from the bed. Then des­pair gave me cour­age, and I ex­claimed, “Thou art not Med­ar­dus!—thou art the devil!” and as if with the claws of a de­mon, I grappled at the throat and vis­age of this de­test­able spectre.


  But when I did so, it seemed as if my fin­gers forced their way into empty skel­eton sock­ets, or held only dry withered joints, and the spectre laughed aloud in shrill­ing tones of scorn and mock­ery.


  At that mo­ment, as if for­cibly roused by some one vi­ol­ently wrench­ing me about, I awoke!


  The laughter still con­tin­ued in the room. I raised my­self up. The morn­ing had broken in bright gleams through the win­dow, and I ac­tu­ally be­held at the table, with his back turned to­wards me, a fig­ure dressed in the capuchin habit!


  I was pet­ri­fied with hor­ror. The ab­om­in­able dream had star­ted into real life! The capuchin tossed and tumbled among the things which lay upon the table, till by ac­ci­dent he turned round, and thereupon I re­covered all my cour­age, for his vis­age, thank Heaven, was not mine! Cer­tain fea­tures, in­deed, bore the closest re­semb­lance, but I was in health and vigour; he was, on the con­trary, worn and ema­ci­ated, dis­guised too by an over­grown head of hair, and grizzly black beard. Moreover, his eyes rolled and glared with the work­ings of a thought­less and va­cant de­li­rium.


  I re­solved not to give any alarm, but re­main quietly on the watch for whatever he might do, and not in­ter­rupt him un­less he at­temp­ted some­thing for­mid­ably mis­chiev­ous, for my stiletto lay near me on the bed, and on that ac­count, to­gether with my su­per­ior strength, I could soon be com­pletely mas­ter of this in­truder.


  He ap­peared to look at, and to play with, the things that lay upon the table, as a child would do with toys; es­pe­cially, he seemed de­lighted with the red porte­feuille, which he turned over and over to­wards the light of the win­dow, at the same time mak­ing strange grim­aces, and jump­ing up like a pa­tient in the dance of St Vi­tus.


  At last, he found the bottle with the rest of the Devil’s Elixir, which he dir­ectly opened and smelt at; then he seemed to tremble con­vuls­ively through every limb. He uttered a loud and in­des­crib­able cry—“He, he, he!—He, he, he!” which echoed in fal­ter­ing re­ver­ber­a­tions through the room, and pas­sages.


  A clear-toned clock in the house just then struck three (but the hour must have been much later.) Thereupon, to my great an­noy­ance, he lif­ted up his voice, and howled as if seized by some hor­rible tor­ment; then broke out once more into the same shrill laughter that I had heard in my dream. He heaved him­self about into the wild­est at­ti­tudes and cap­ri­oles, con­clud­ing with a long draught from the bottle with the Devil’s Elixir, which (after hav­ing ex­hausted the last drops) he then hurled from him against the wall, and ran out at the door.


  I now in­stantly rose up and looked after him, but he was already out of sight, and I heard him clamp­ing and clat­ter­ing down a dis­tant stair­case; and, lastly, the vi­ol­ent hol­low clank of a door, as he closed it after him.


  I then care­fully locked and bolted that of my own room, that I might be se­cured against any second in­tru­sion, and threw my­self once more into bed. I had been too much ex­cited to be able for some time to sleep again; but at last slum­ber fell heav­ily upon me, and I did not awake till a late hour, when, re­freshed and strengthened, I found the bright warm sun beat­ing into my apart­ment.


  
    [2] Bal­cony.

  


  CHAPTER XXII.


  Hav­ing dressed, I found a bell in the cor­ridor, which I rung, to give no­tice that I was awake. The for­ester, ac­cord­ing to what he had said, had gone out early with his hunts­men; but a very bloom­ing, and in­deed beau­ti­ful girl, his young­est daugh­ter, ap­peared, and served me with break­fast, while her elder sis­ter, as she told me, was busied with her mother in house­hold con­cerns.


  The girl was frank and un­em­bar­rassed. She de­scribed to me, very pret­tily, how the in­hab­it­ants of the forst-haus all lived on the best terms to­gether, and that only now and then, their usual quiet routine was in­ter­rup­ted when the Prince came to hunt in this dis­trict, who on such oc­ca­sions fre­quently staid through the night with the for­ester.

  


  Thus a few hours glided away. Then it was mid-day, and the mirth­ful sounds of shout­ing and bugle-horns an­nounced that the for­ester was on his re­turn. He ap­peared soon after, at­ten­ded by his four sons, (of whom the young­est was about fif­teen,) all bloom­ing, hand­some young men, and three ser­vants. They were all dressed uni­formly, in dark green and gold, with com­plete ac­coutre­ments for the chasse.


  The for­ester dir­ectly in­quired how I had res­ted in the night, and if the early alarm in the court had not awoke me. I did not like to re­late to him the ad­ven­ture which had be­fallen me; for the liv­ing ap­pear­ance of the hor­rible monk had joined it­self so closely to the phantom of my dream, that I could scarcely dis­tin­guish that point at which the vis­ion had passed on­wards into real­ity.


  The long oak table was spread. Two large dishes smoked at head and foot;—the old man took off his cap in or­der to say grace. Then the door sud­denly burst open, and the ema­ci­ated, grizzly capuchin, habited pre­cisely as I had seen him in the night, marched in. The wild­ness of in­san­ity had in­deed some­what re­laxed upon his vis­age; but he still looked gloomy, dis­con­ten­ted, and scowled around him.


  “Wel­come, rev­er­end sir,” cried the for­ester. “You are come in good time. Do you say grace for me, and then take your place with us at the din­ner-table.”


  Hereupon the monk’s eyes kindled with furi­ous rage;—he looked wildly on every one; and, in a fright­ful tone, cried out, “May the devil fetch you, with your rev­er­end sirs, and your damned hy­po­crit­ical graces! Have you en­ticed me hither, in or­der that I might be the thir­teenth, and that you might al­low me to be butchered by the strange mur­derer? Have you stuck me into this tu­nic, that no one might re­cog­nise the Count, who is thy lord and mas­ter? But be­ware, thou miscre­ant!—be­ware of my just an­ger!”


  With these words, the monk seized a heavy earthen bottle, which stood upon the table, and hurled it at the old man, who, only by his pro­fes­sional quick­ness of eye, and a very clever turn of his head, es­caped the blow, which oth­er­wise must have been his in­stant de­struc­tion.


  At that mo­ment, the three ser­vants star­ted up, seized the mad­man, and pin­ioned his arms.


  “What!” cried the for­ester, “thou cursed, blas­phem­ous wretch, is it thus that, with thy old bed­lam­ite pranks, thou ven­turest to come into the so­ci­ety of hon­est Chris­ti­ans? Thou ven­turest again to aim against my life—against me, by whom thou wert raised from the con­di­tion of the beasts of the field, and from the cer­tainty of ever­last­ing per­di­tion?—Away—away with thee to prison!”


  The monk now fell upon his knees. He prayed—even wept—moaned, and howled for mercy. But in vain. “Thou must and shalt go to prison,” said the for­ester; “and never shalt thou dare to come hither again, un­til such time as I know that thou hast re­nounced the Satan that thus blinds thee; and if not, thou shalt die!”


  Hereupon the ma­niac shrieked out in the hope­less agony of grief. He was seized, how­ever, and led away by the hunts­men, who, re­turn­ing soon af­ter­wards, an­nounced to us, that he had be­come quieter as soon as he was de­pos­ited in his dun­geon. They ad­ded, that Chris­tian, who gen­er­ally watched over him, had said, that the monk, through the whole pre­ced­ing night, had been rest­less, and tum­bling about through the walks and cor­ridors of the castle; and that, more es­pe­cially to­wards the morn­ing, he had been heard of­ten to ex­claim—“More wine, and I will give my­self up wholly to thee!—More wine—more wine!” Be­sides, it had seemed to Chris­tian as if the man ab­so­lutely rolled about like a drunken per­son, though it was im­possible for him to con­ceive how he could have got at any kind of in­tox­ic­at­ing li­quor.


  Now, there­fore, I of course did not any longer hes­it­ate to re­late my ad­ven­tures of the night; nor did I for­get the cir­cum­stance of his drink­ing out of my bas­ket-bottle.


  “Ha, worthy sir,” said the for­ester, “I owe you in­deed many apo­lo­gies. You must have been cruelly dis­turbed. But you seem a pi­ous good man, and there­fore cour­ageous. An­other might have ab­so­lutely died of ter­ror.”


  I begged him to tell me, some­what minutely, what was the real his­tory of his con­nec­tion with the monk. “At an­other op­por­tun­ity, sir, if you please,” said the for­ester; “it is too long a nar­rat­ive to be­gin dur­ing din­ner; and in­deed it is bad enough that this ab­om­in­able man has dis­turbed us in such man­ner just as we were about to en­joy, grate­fully and tran­quilly, that which the good­ness of God be­stows upon us. How­ever, let us lose no farther time.”


  Thereupon he took off his hat, and said the grace, with much em­phasis and de­vo­tion. The con­ver­sa­tion be­came an­im­ated and cheer­ful, as if noth­ing had happened;—the dishes, though served in a rus­tic style, were plen­ti­ful, and ad­mir­ably cooked; so that I had never par­taken of a more re­fresh­ing and agree­able re­past. There were ex­cel­lent strong soup, and boiled meat; af­ter­wards, a course of ven­ison and other game, pre­pared in dif­fer­ent ways, (of which I pre­ferred the sour braten,) sal­mon, &c. In hon­our of his guest, the old man pro­duced some bottles of noble old wine, which was drunk, ac­cord­ing to pat­ri­archal cus­tom, out of a mag­ni­fi­cent gob­let, and passed round the table.


  While the wine thus went round, the dishes were cleared away. The hunts­men then took their bugle-horns from the wall, and, by way of con­cert, blew a loud, in­spir­ing jager-lied;[3] first without ac­com­pani­ment, but, at the second re­pe­ti­tion, they blew more softly, and the girls joined in with very sweet voices. Then, at the third and con­clud­ing part, the for­ester’s four sons also joined, and fin­ished the per­form­ance with a grand chorus.


  My heart was in a won­der­ful de­gree lightened and ex­pan­ded. For a long period, I had not felt my­self in so gen­ial a mood of mind as now, among these hon­est, simple-hearted people. There were af­ter­wards many songs, very mu­sic­ally and ef­fect­ively given, by the girls, as­sisted by the young men, till at last the for­ester rose up, and with the toast, “Long life to all brave men who love the noble art of hunt­ing,” he emp­tied his glass. We all fol­lowed his ex­ample; and thus the agree­able ban­quet, which, on my ac­count, had been en­livened with wine and with song, was con­cluded.


  “Now, sir,” said the for­ester, “I shall sleep for half an hour, or there­abouts; but after that, we go once more to the wood; and if you are pleased to ac­com­pany us, I shall, on the way, re­late to you how the monk came to my house, and all that I know of him. We must wait till the twi­light, how­ever. Then we go to our ap­poin­ted sta­tion, where Franz has in­formed me, that there are a noble covey of part­ridges. You shall have a gun also, if it is agree­able to you, and try your for­tune.”


  The thing was new to me; for though I had, as a sem­in­ar­ist, many times prac­tised shoot­ing at a mark, yet I had never tried at liv­ing game. I there­fore ac­cep­ted the for­ester’s of­fer, who ap­peared quite de­lighted that I did so; and even be­fore go­ing to sleep, in­struc­ted me in vari­ous rules and pre­cau­tions, by means of which he thought that I would make sure of booty.


  
    [3] Hunt­ing-song.

  


  CHAPTER XXIII.


  Ac­cord­ingly, I was in due time ac­coutred with a hunts­man’s bag, and a fowl­ing-piece slung over my shoulder, and, in com­pany with the old man, marched away through the woods, while, in the fol­low­ing man­ner, he began the story of the monk.


  “This har­vest, it must be now about six months since, my lads first an­nounced that they heard of­ten­times a tre­mend­ous howl­ing in the forest, which, though the noise could not well be called hu­man, yet my Franz al­ways in­sisted it must be the voice of a man. Fran­cis, in­deed, seemed to be par­tic­u­larly aimed at, as the butt or prey of this howl­ing spectre, for, when he went to a good sta­tion, the howl­ing al­ways frightened away the game; and, at last, whenever he wanted to shoot at a deer or hare, he saw a large bristly hu­man mon­ster burst out of the thicket, against whom he did not ven­ture to draw the trig­ger.


  “This youth had his head full of all the ghostly hunt­ing le­gends which his father, an old chas­seur, had re­lated to him;—and he was in­clined to hold that strange in­truder for the devil him­self, who wanted to des­troy his sport, or en­tice him to de­struc­tion.


  “The other lads,—even my own sons, to whom also the same devil had ap­peared,—at last joined with Fran­cis, and my de­sire to ob­tain an ex­plan­a­tion of all this mys­tery, was so much the greater, as I held it for a con­triv­ance of the poach­ers, to frighten away my people from the proper cov­ers.


  “Con­sequently, I gave strict or­ders that the next time they met with the devil, they should stop and ques­tion him; and if he would not an­swer, they should, without hes­it­a­tion, ac­cord­ing to the rules of the forest, shoot him dead on the spot.


  “Fran­cis happened once more to be the first who en­countered him.—Re­col­lect­ing my or­ders, he com­manded him to stand, at the same time present­ing his fowl­ing-piece—Thereupon the spectre rushed away into the thicket; Fran­cis thought to send a thun­der­ing shot after him, but the gun missed fire; and now look­ing on this as su­per­nat­ural, he ran home­wards more hor­ri­fied than ever. Of course, he told every ad­ven­ture of this kind to his com­pan­ions, who be­came all con­vinced that it was the devil who thus, frighted away the game, and frus­trated his at­tempts in shoot­ing—for it was quite true, that ever since he was per­se­cuted by this de­mon, he had killed noth­ing, though, be­fore that time, he had been an ex­cel­lent and suc­cess­ful marks­man.


  “The ru­mour of the devil be­ing in our wood spread it­self abroad, and in the nearest vil­lage the people had got long stor­ies, how Satan had come to Fran­cis, and offered him freikü­geln, (en­chanted balls,) with a deal of other ab­surd non­sense. I re­solved, there­fore, that I would my­self make an end of all this, and watch at the places where he was usu­ally found, for the mon­ster, who had hitherto never once ap­peared to me.


  “For a long time, my en­deav­ours were un­suc­cess­ful, but at length, when I was at the sta­tion where he had first ap­peared to Fran­cis, there was heard a rust­ling in the thick­ets—softly I raised up my gun, ex­pect­ing a wild boar, or some other an­imal, but to my ut­ter as­ton­ish­ment, there star­ted up a hor­rible hu­man fig­ure, with flam­ing red eyes, bristly black hair, and his body hung (I can­not say clothed) with rags.—The spectre glared on me with his fiery eyes—ut­ter­ing at the same time the tre­mend­ous howl­ings, which had been be­fore now so faith­fully de­scribed to me.


  “In truth, sir, that was a mo­ment which might have in­spired ter­ror even into the most cour­ageous heart. I must con­fess I thought it was the devil who thus stood vis­ibly be­fore me,—and felt a cold sweat in­vol­un­tar­ily burst from every pore—But in a power­ful en­er­getic prayer, which I uttered aloud, I com­pletely re­covered my cour­age. While I thus prayed, and pro­nounced aud­ibly the name of Christ, the mon­ster howled more out­rageously than ever, and at last broke out into hor­rible blas­phemies and ex­ec­ra­tions.


  “Then I cried out—‘Thou cursed, wicked, lub­berly fel­low, de­sist from these blas­phem­ous words, and resign thy­self into my power, oth­er­wise I shall in­stantly shoot thee through the head!’


  “Hereupon, with moans and lam­ent­a­tions, the man in­stantly fell upon the earth be­fore me, and prayed for com­pas­sion. My ser­vants came up—we seized the wretch, and led him home, where I shut him up in the prison of the tower, at the corner of the court, and next morn­ing I in­ten­ded to give no­tice of what had happened to the ma­gis­trates.


  “As soon as he came into the tower, he had fallen into a state of al­most ut­ter in­sens­ib­il­ity.—When I went to him next morn­ing, he was sit­ting on a bed of straw, which we had pre­pared for him, and wept vi­ol­ently. He fell at my feet, and begged that I would take com­pas­sion on him.—He told me that he had already lived sev­eral weeks in the woods, eat­ing noth­ing but roots and wild fruit. He was a poor Capuchin from a dis­tant con­vent, and had es­caped out of the prison, in which, on ac­count of his mad­ness, he had been shut up.


  “The man was, to say the truth, in a most miser­able con­di­tion—I had com­pas­sion upon him, and de­sired that food and wine should be ad­min­istered for his res­tor­a­tion, after which he vis­ibly re­covered. He begged of me in the most earn­est and ab­ject man­ner, that I would bear with him for a few days in the house, and that I would, if pos­sible, get him a new dress of his or­der. He would then alone, and of his own ac­cord, walk back to his con­vent.


  “I com­plied with his wishes, and his mad­ness seemed vis­ibly to leave him. The par­oxysms were more rare, and far less vehe­ment. In the ex­as­per­a­tions of his mad­ness he uttered hor­rible cries, and I ob­served, that when on this ac­count I spoke to him harshly, and threatened him with death, he fell into a state of al­most ut­ter an­ni­hil­a­tion, threw him­self on the earth, chas­tised him­self with a knot­ted rope, and called on God and the Saints, to free him from the tor­ments and ter­rors of hell which awaited him.


  “At such in­ter­vals he seemed to look on him­self as St An­thony, and at other times, in his vi­ol­ent par­oxysms, af­firmed that he was an her­rgraf, and su­preme Prince, adding, that he would have us all put to death as soon as his ser­vants ap­peared to res­cue him.


  “In his lu­cid mo­ments, he begged of me for God’s sake not to turn him out of this house, as he felt that his cure de­pended on his res­id­ence with me. Only once I had an­other dis­agree­able ad­ven­ture with him, and, as luck would have it, it be­fell just at the time when the Prince was hunt­ing in our forest, and spent the night in my house.


  “The monk, after he had be­held the Prince with his bril­liant train of at­tend­ants, was com­pletely changed. He re­mained gloomy and re­served. When we went as usual to pray­ers, he re­tired ab­ruptly. If he heard even a word uttered in the spirit of de­vo­tion, there was a trem­bling through all his limbs, and at the same time, he looked on my daugh­ter Anne with an as­pect so strange and am­bigu­ous, that I re­solved to get him dir­ectly away from the house, in or­der to pre­vent all sorts of mis­de­mean­ours, which of ne­ces­sity would en­sue.


  “In the course of the very night pre­ced­ing the day on which I had in­ten­ded to pack him off, I was alarmed about one o’clock by a pier­cing cry, which vi­brated along the cor­ridor. I sprung out of bed, got a light, and ran to­wards the room where my daugh­ters slept. The monk had con­trived to break from the dun­geon in which I al­ways kept him shut up, and giv­ing the reins to his ab­om­in­able im­pulses, had be­taken him­self dir­ectly to the door of my daugh­ters’ room, which he had burst in with his foot.


  “By good luck, the lad Fran­cis had been awoke by ex­treme thirst, and was go­ing to get wa­ter in the court, when he heard the monk’s heavy step in the cor­ridor. He ran up to him ac­cord­ingly, and seized him from be­hind, just at the mo­ment when he was en­ter­ing the room; but the lad was too weak to get the bet­ter of the mad­man. They wrestled to­gether, and both fell out of the room again into the cor­ridor, the girls, mean­while, scream­ing loudly.


  “Just at this time I came up. The monk had got Fran­cis on the ground, and was grap­pling him by the throat in such a man­ner that he would very soon have made an end of his vic­tim. Without los­ing a mo­ment, there­fore, I seized the ma­niac, and tore him away. Then sud­denly, be­fore I could un­der­stand how he could ac­com­plish it, I saw a knife gleam­ing in his clenched hand, with which he dir­ectly struck at me; but Fran­cis, who had now re­covered, seized his arm, and, as I am a strong man, we suc­ceeded in pin­ning the wretched man to the wall, in such man­ner, that his breath was al­most squeezed out of his body.


  “The noise had by that time roused all my people from their sleep, and they came run­ning to the spot. We bound the monk with ropes, and threw him into the tower; then I brought a horse-whip, and in­flic­ted on him such a cas­tig­a­tion, that he sobbed and moaned most lam­ent­ably.


  “‘Thou in­cor­ri­gible miscre­ant!’ said I, ‘this is all far too little for thy deserts. Thou, who wouldst have se­duced my daugh­ter, and hast, with thy knife, aimed at the life of thy pre­server, were I to do justice, death it­self would be too little for thee!’


  “Hereupon he howled aloud with hor­ror; for the ap­pre­hen­sion of death seemed al­ways quite to an­ni­hil­ate him. The fol­low­ing morn­ing we found that he could not be re­moved; for he lay there as if dead, in the most miser­able de­pres­sion and ex­haus­tion, so that in­vol­un­tar­ily I could not help once more tak­ing com­pas­sion upon him.


  “Con­sequently I made a bed be pre­pared for him in a bet­ter apart­ment, where my wife nursed him with strong soups, and gave him from our do­mestic dis­pens­ary whatever drugs were re­quis­ite. Moreover, you must know, sir, that my wife, when alone, has the good Chris­tian habit of singing to her­self some pi­ous hymn or fa­vour­ite an­them, in which she some­times de­sires my daugh­ter Anne to join with her. This happened to take place sev­eral times near the bed of the sick man. Then he began to sigh heav­ily, and to look at my wife and Anne with an as­pect of the deep­est mel­an­choly, and fre­quently tears forced their way over his cheeks. Some­times he moved his hand and fin­gers as if he would cross him­self; but could not suc­ceed in it, his hand fell down power­less; many times, too, he uttered low and im­per­fect tones, as if he were about to join in the an­them; in short, he began per­cept­ibly to re­cover.


  “Then, ac­cord­ing to mon­astic habits, he crossed him­self very of­ten, and prayed in a low voice. At last he began to sing Latin songs, the words of which my wife and daugh­ter, of course, did not un­der­stand; but their mu­sic, their ad­mir­ably deep, sol­emn ca­dence, pen­et­rated so deeply into their hearts, that they could not ex­press how much they had been, by the sick man’s con­duct, moved and edi­fied.


  “The monk was now so far re­covered, that he rose from bed, and could walk about the house; but his ap­pear­ance, and whole man­ner were com­pletely changed. His eyes now looked mild and tran­quil, whereas be­fore they had gleamed with a ma­li­cious fire. Ac­cord­ing to con­ven­tual rules, he now walked about softly, and with clasped hands, in an at­ti­tude of con­stant de­vo­tion. Every trace of mad­ness had van­ished from his as­pect and con­duct. He would take noth­ing for food, but ve­get­ables, bread, and wa­ter. It was only of late that I had forced him to sit at my table; to eat our or­din­ary pro­vi­sions, and to al­low him­self, now and then, a small draught of wine. At these times he said grace, and we were de­lighted with his dis­course, which was of­ten un­usu­ally elo­quent.


  “Fre­quently he went alone, walk­ing through the woods, where it chanced that I met him one day, and, without at­tach­ing much im­port­ance to the ques­tion, I asked him whether he now thought of re­turn­ing to his con­vent. He seemed much af­fected. ‘My friend,’ said he, ‘it is to you that I am in­debted, un­der Heaven, for the res­cue of my soul. You have saved me from eternal de­struc­tion. Even now I can­not bear to part with you; let me, there­fore, re­main here. Alas! have com­pas­sion on me, whom the devil has thus en­ticed and misled, and who would have been for ever lost, if the guard­ian saint, to whom he yet prayed in hours of ter­ror, had not brought him, in his mad­ness, to this forest.


  “‘You found me,’ con­tin­ued the monk, after a short pause, ‘in a con­di­tion al­to­gether de­praved, and there­fore can­not have guessed that I was once a prom­ising youth, gif­ted by nature with many ex­cel­lent en­dow­ments; whom noth­ing but an en­thu­si­astic love of solitude, and of deep med­it­a­tion, led to a con­vent. My brethren there all looked on me with re­gard and af­fec­tion, and I lived as hap­pily as any one within the walls of a cloister can pos­sibly do. By piety and ex­em­plary con­duct I gained a high repu­ta­tion, and already people be­held in me the fu­ture prior.


  “‘It happened, un­for­tu­nately for me, that one of the brethren re­turned home from dis­tant travels, and brought with him to our con­vent vari­ous rel­ics, which he had care­fully col­lec­ted on his jour­ney. Among them was an ex­traordin­ary sealed-up bottle, which, it was said, St An­thony had one time taken from the devil. This relic was, like all the rest, pre­served with great rev­er­ence, though there ap­peared to me some­thing in the nature of it wholly op­pos­ite to the true spirit of de­vo­tion, and in­deed ludicrous and ab­surd. How­ever, by com­men­cing in this man­ner, my at­ten­tion was gradu­ally dir­ec­ted more and more to the sub­ject, till at last an in­des­crib­able long­ing took pos­ses­sion of me to know what was ac­tu­ally in the bottle. I suc­ceeded at last in get­ting it into my pos­ses­sion, opened it, and found therein a strong drink, which ex­haled a very de­light­ful per­fume, and tasted very sweetly, and which, there­fore, I drank out, even to the last drops.


  “‘In what man­ner my spirit and dis­pos­i­tion were now at once wholly changed,—how I felt a burn­ing thirst for the pleas­ures of the world,—how vice, in se­duct­ive form, ap­peared to me as the very highest ob­ject of pur­suit in this life, I can only hint at, but can­not ad­equately de­scribe. In short, my life be­came a con­tin­ued chain of shame­ful crimes, till at last, not­with­stand­ing my dev­il­ish ar­ti­fice and cun­ning, I was be­trayed to the prior, who, ac­cord­ingly, sen­tenced me to per­petual im­pris­on­ment in the dun­geons of the con­vent.


  “‘When I had passed sev­eral weeks in a damp dark prison, I cursed my­self and my ex­ist­ence—I blas­phemed God and the Saints. Thereupon the devil came to me in a glow­ing at­mo­sphere of red flame, and said to me, that if I would turn away my soul wholly and ut­terly from the ser­vice of the Most High, and swear al­le­gi­ance to him alone, he would set me dir­ectly at liberty. Howl­ing, I fell upon my knees, and cried out, ‘There is no God whom I serve!—Thou alone art my mas­ter; and from the fer­vour of thy fire stream forth all the pleas­ures and en­joy­ments of this life!’


  “‘Scarcely had I uttered these wild words, when there arose a roar­ing wind like a hur­ricane, and my prison walls groaned and cracked, as if agit­ated by an earth­quake. An in­des­crib­able voice, like the pip­ing shrill tone of the wind in au­tumn, vi­brated through the air. The iron bars of the win­dow fell down, broken into frag­ments; and, hurled out by some in­vis­ible power, I found my­self stand­ing in the court of the con­vent.


  “‘At that mo­ment the moon gleamed clear and power­ful through the clouds, and in her light shone above me the statue of St An­thony, which was erec­ted at a foun­tain in the middle of the court. An in­ex­press­ible hor­ror now seized on me; my frame shook with the agony of con­scious guilt. I threw my­self pros­trate and an­ni­hil­ated be­fore the Saint, re­nounced the devil, and prayed for mercy. But then dark clouds rose up into the sky, and again the hur­ricane roared around me. My senses were lost, and I re­covered my­self, for the first time, in the forest, where I raged about, de­li­ri­ous with hun­ger and des­pair, out of which situ­ation you res­cued me.’

  


  “Such,” con­tin­ued the for­ester, “was the Capuchin’s story, and it made upon me an im­pres­sion so deep, that, even after the lapse of many months, I am able thus to re­peat it, word for word. Since that time the monk has be­haved him­self with so much piety and con­sist­ency, that we all con­ceived an af­fec­tion for him; and on this ac­count it is to me the more in­ex­plic­able how his mad­ness dur­ing the last night should have broken out so vi­ol­ently again.”


  “Do you not know, then,” said I, “from what Capuchin con­vent the fu­git­ive has come?”


  “He has been si­lent on that head,” said the for­ester; “and I am the less in­clined to ask him re­gard­ing it, be­cause it is prob­able this may be the same un­happy man, who, not long ago, was a con­stant sub­ject of dis­course at our Prince’s court. Yet there was no know­ledge of his be­ing in this neigh­bour­hood; and for the monk’s sake, I by no means wished that my sus­pi­cions should be changed into con­vic­tion, as I should then have been com­pelled to an­nounce the truth at the res­id­enz.”


  “But I at least may hear your sus­pi­cions,” said I; “for, be­ing a stranger, I am not in­volved in the con­sequences; be­sides, I shall sol­emnly prom­ise not to re­peat what you may com­mu­nic­ate.”


  “You must know, then,” said the for­ester, “that the sis­ter of our reign­ing Prin­cess is Ab­bess of the Cister­tian Con­vent at Kreuzberg. The Ab­bess had taken un­der her care the son of a poor wo­man, (betwixt whose hus­band and our Prince’s fam­ily some mys­ter­i­ous con­nec­tion sub­sisted,) and provided for his sup­port and edu­ca­tion. By his own de­sire, he be­came a Capuchin monk, and ac­quired, as a pul­pit orator, great repu­ta­tion. The Ab­bess fre­quently wrote to her sis­ter in praise of her chosen eléve; but not long ago her style on this sub­ject be­came com­pletely changed, and she deeply de­plored that she had ir­re­cov­er­ably lost him. It was ru­moured that, on ac­count of the mis­use of a cer­tain relic, he had been ban­ished from that con­vent, of which he had been so long the chief or­na­ment. All this I learned from a con­ver­sa­tion of the Prince’s phys­i­cian with an­other gen­tle­man of the court, at which I happened, not long ago, to be present. They men­tioned some other very re­mark­able cir­cum­stances, which, how­ever, have es­caped me, as I did not hear the whole dis­tinctly, and durst not trouble them with ques­tions. I am, there­fore, not pre­pared on all par­tic­u­lars of the story, which in part re­mains to me in­ex­plic­able.


  “Yet, though the monk, who is now in our house, de­scribes his leav­ing the mon­as­tery in a dif­fer­ent man­ner, this may be the work of his own ima­gin­a­tion. He may have dreamed all that he tells about his es­cape; and, in short, I am per­suaded that this monk is no other than Brother Med­ar­dus, the Capuchin, whom the Pri­or­ess edu­cated, and whom the devil en­ticed to all sorts of crimes, un­til Heaven at last pun­ished him with the in­flic­tion of ut­ter in­san­ity.”


  CHAPTER XXIV.


  When the for­ester pro­nounced the name of Med­ar­dus, my whole frame vi­ol­ently shook, nay, the story through­out had even, phys­ic­ally and cor­por­eally, tor­men­ted me, so that at every word I felt al­most as if dag­gers were pier­cing to my heart; and it was with great dif­fi­culty that I pre­ven­ted my agit­a­tion from be­ing ob­served by my com­pan­ion. I felt con­vinced that the monk had spoken only the truth, both with re­gard to the relic and dir­ect agency of the devil; nay, that it could have been noth­ing else but a re­pe­ti­tion of the same in­fernal drink that had now re­newed in him this hor­rible de­li­rium.


  But my own situ­ation had again be­come de­graded. I found my­self more and more con­firmed into the mere plaything of that mys­ter­i­ous and ma­li­cious des­tiny, which had so ef­fec­tu­ally wrapt its in­dis­sol­uble toils around me, so that, while I madly be­lieved my­self free, I was, in truth, only beat­ing about, like a cap­tive bird in a cage, within bar­ri­ers, from which I could find no out­let.


  The good and pi­ous les­sons of my old friend Cyril­lus, on which I had be­stowed no at­ten­tion; the ap­pear­ance of the young Count and his volat­ile tu­tor, all came back on my memory. I was now clearly in­struc­ted whence had pro­ceeded that sud­den al­ter­a­tion which I had ex­per­i­enced both in mind and body. I was ut­terly ashamed of the de­lu­sions to which I had been sub­jec­ted, and of my crim­inal con­duct. But, alas! this shame, which was the emo­tion of a selfish world­ling, rather than a pen­it­ent, ap­peared to me at the mo­ment as equi­val­ent to the deep re­pent­ance, the self-an­ni­hil­a­tion which I ought in my in­most heart to have felt and cher­ished.


  Thus I had sunk into deep re­flec­tion, and scarcely listened to the old man, who once more re­curred to his hunt­ing stor­ies, de­scrib­ing to me vari­ous ad­ven­tures which he had en­countered with poach­ers, &c. &c.


  The twi­light had now drawn on, and at last we stood op­pos­ite to the cov­ert in which it was said that there were black game or part­ridges. The for­ester placed me in a proper sta­tion and at­ti­tude, ad­mon­ished me once more that I was not to speak nor move, but, with the ut­most care, to hold my gun on the cock, and ready to fire.


  The hunts­men softly glided away to their sev­eral places, and I was left stand­ing alone in the dim light, which al­ways be­came more ob­scure. Sel­dom have I known vis­ions more strange than what arose to my be­wildered senses at that mo­ment. Forms and fea­tures, im­agery and ad­ven­tures out of my past life, stept out vividly, like the il­lu­sions of a phant­asmagorie, amid the gloom of the dark forest, be­fore me. Among them were vis­ions even of my earli­est years. I be­held al­tern­ately my mother and the Ab­bess. They looked at me with a severe and re­prov­ing as­pect. Eu­phemia, too, habited in lux­uri­ous splend­our, came float­ing and rust­ling up, as if to sa­lute me. But her vis­age was deadly pale, and I liked not the gleam of her darkly-glar­ing eyes. I shrunk, there­fore, from her proffered em­brace, whereupon she lif­ted up her hands, in a threat­en­ing at­ti­tude, against me. “They are steeped in blood,” cried I, “that drops reek­ing to the earth. They are died in the life-blood from Her­mo­gen’s wounds!”


  In­stantly, as I uttered aloud these de­li­ri­ous words, there came over my head a great whirr­ing of wings, so that by the noise I was quite stunned and con­foun­ded. It was a large covey of part­ridges. I dir­ectly put my gun to my shoulder, and shot, blind­fold and at ran­dom, into the air, whereupon two birds fell dir­ectly to the ground.


  “Bravo!” cried one of the hunts­men, who had been stand­ing at a short dis­tance, while at the same mo­ment, as the strag­glers of the covey star­ted up, he fired, and brought down a third part­ridge. Shots af­ter­wards re­ver­ber­ated all round us. The air was filled with smoke, and the chas­seurs at last as­sembled, every one bear­ing his own proper booty.


  The lad to whom I had been sta­tioned nearest, re­lated, not without sly side-looks at me, how, when the part­ridges rose on the wing, I had cried out aloud, as if in great af­fright, and then, without once tak­ing aim, had shot blindly into the midst of them, though he was ob­liged to al­low, that I had at the same time killed two birds. Nay, he in­sisted that, in the twi­light, it had ap­peared to him as if I held the gun in a dir­ec­tion totally wrong; yet the birds were struck, by which res­ult he seemed to have been brought into great per­plex­ity.


  The old for­ester was migh­tily di­ver­ted, and laughed aloud at the no­tion that I could be frightened in such man­ner by a covey of part­ridges, and that I had then only shot at ran­dom among them. “How­ever,” ad­ded he, “I shall nev­er­the­less trust that you are an hon­est Chris­tian hunter, and no fre­is­chutz—no devil’s marks­man—who can hit whatever he likes, whether he aims at it or not.” This un­pre­med­it­ated jest of the old man struck my in­most heart, and even the good luck at­tend­ing my ran­dom shot, at that mo­ment filled me with hor­ror. More than ever dis­con­ten­ted, and torn by con­flict­ing im­pulses, I be­came wholly in­volved in doubt and mys­tery, which, by their de­struct­ive in­flu­ence, con­tin­ued to darken my whole ex­ist­ence.

  


  On our re­turn to the forst-haus, Chris­tian an­nounced that the monk had kept him­self quite quiet in his prison, had not spoken a word, and would not ac­cept of any nour­ish­ment.


  “It is im­possible now,” said the for­ester, “that he can re­main any longer with me; for who can say that his mad­ness, which is ob­vi­ously in­cur­able, might not break out again, and, in con­sequence, some hor­rible mis­for­tune be brought upon our house? To-mor­row, there­fore, he must, as early as pos­sible, be sent off with Chris­tian into the town. The de­pos­ition that I thought it best to draw up, as to my whole ad­ven­tures with him, has been long since ready, and in town he may be at once taken to the mad-house.”

  


  This night, when I was again left alone in my cham­ber, the same fright­ful vis­ions that had haunted me in the wood, once more re­gained their full in­flu­ence. More es­pe­cially Her­mo­gen, like a hor­rible ghastly spectre, stood, in the dim­ness of the half-lighted room, be­fore me, and when mus­ter­ing cour­age to dare the worst, I tried to look fix­edly on the ap­par­i­tion, it was changed into that of the de­li­ri­ous monk. Both seemed, ac­cord­ing to my con­fused per­cep­tions, to be melted into one, and thus per­haps im­per­son­ized the warn­ing in­flu­ence of a higher power, which in­ter­posed to save me just as I stood upon the very brink of de­struc­tion.


  While un­dress­ing, I stumbled over the bas­ket-bottle, which still lay upon the floor. The monk had drained it even to the last drops; thus I was pro­tec­ted com­pletely from any tempta­tion to drink more. But even the bottle it­self, from which there ex­haled a strong stupi­fy­ing odour, I hurled away through the open win­dow, over the wall of the court, in or­der to an­ni­hil­ate at once every op­er­a­tion of this dam­nable Elixir.


  By de­grees I be­came more tran­quil, and found at last some con­sol­a­tion in the be­lief, that in point of in­tel­lect, I must be greatly el­ev­ated over that monk, who, by a scanty draught out of my bottle, had been roused into furi­ous mad­ness. I felt also that the present dangers had passed over me, for the for­ester be­lieved that his ma­niac monk was the Capuchin Med­ar­dus; and, from all this, I in­ferred the fa­vour­able warn­ing of Provid­ence, whose pur­pose it was not that I should ut­terly per­ish.

  


  Ir­res­ist­ibly I felt my­self drawn to­wards the Prince’s res­id­enz. There it was pos­sible that an in­tro­duc­tion to the sis­ter of the Ab­bess, who was said to bear a great re­semb­lance to the lat­ter, might re­store to me my long-lost dis­pos­i­tion to­wards a life of simple piety, and to those pure en­joy­ments which had at­trac­ted me in youth. In or­der to re­an­im­ate the most vivid re­col­lec­tions of that period, even a sight of the Prin­cess was, in my present tone of feel­ings, all that would be re­quis­ite; but as to the means by which an in­ter­view with her might be ob­tained, I re­solved to sub­mit my­self wholly to chance.


  Scarcely was it day-break when I heard the voice of the for­ester in the court. I had agreed to set out early with his son, and there­fore dressed as quickly as pos­sible. When I came down stairs, there was a rough leiter-wa­gen at the door, pre­pared for de­par­ture. The three ser­vants now brought out the monk, who, with a deadly-pale and dis­tor­ted coun­ten­ance, al­lowed him­self to be led, without ut­ter­ing a word. He would an­swer no ques­tions—he would ac­cept of no food; in­deed, scarcely seemed to no­tice those who were around him. Ac­cord­ingly, they lif­ted him upon the car­riage, and bound him with ropes; for his present con­di­tion ap­peared very doubt­ful, and no one could be se­cure against the sud­den break­ing out of his mal­ady.


  As they bound his limbs, his vis­age was con­vuls­ively writhen, and he heaved a deep sigh, with an ex­pres­sion so piteous, that his situ­ation wounded me to the heart. Between him and me there sub­sisted some mys­ter­i­ous re­la­tion­ship, as to the nature of which, I could not yet even guess; but to his misery and prob­able de­struc­tion I owed my present hopes of safety.


  Chris­tian, and one of the hunts­men, took their places be­side him in the car­riage. It was not till they were driv­ing away that his looks happened to fall dir­ectly on me, whereupon his fea­tures im­me­di­ately as­sumed an ex­pres­sion of won­der and per­plex­ity. As the car­riage re­ceded, his eyes still re­mained in­tently gaz­ing on me.


  “Mark you,” said the for­ester, “how strangely he watches you. I do be­lieve that your pres­ence in the din­ing-room con­trib­uted very much to his frenzy; for even in his lu­cid in­ter­vals he has al­ways been timid, and has cher­ished the sus­pi­cion that a stranger was to come who would put him to death, of which he al­ways en­ter­tains an un­boun­ded hor­ror. Be­ing aware of this, I have of­ten, when in the wild­est of his par­oxysms, by threat­en­ing to shoot him, pro­duced per­fect calmness and sub­mis­sion.”


  I now felt lightened and re­lieved by the con­scious­ness that this monk, who seemed to present a hor­rible and dis­tor­ted shadow of my­self, was ef­fec­tu­ally re­moved from my pres­ence. I re­joiced, too, in my an­ti­cip­a­tion of the res­id­enz, be­liev­ing that the load of that gloomy and ob­scure fate by which I had been op­pressed, would at last be taken from my shoulders,—that I should be gif­ted with new en­er­gies, and ac­quire strength to tear my­self from the grasp of that ma­li­cious de­mon, to whom I had hitherto been sub­jec­ted.


  After break­fast, the hand­some trav­el­ling equipage of the for­ester drove up to the door; I could not pre­vail on his wife to ac­cept of a little money in re­quital for the hos­pit­al­ity that she had shewn to me; but to his daugh­ters I was luck­ily able to give some art­icles of bi­jouterie which I found in my port­manteau, hav­ing pur­chased them at the fair in Franken­burg. The whole fam­ily took leave of me as af­fec­tion­ately as if I had been for a long time res­id­ent among them; but the old man did not let me go without some farther jokes upon my pe­cu­liar genius and suc­cess as a sports­man. Un­der the bright golden gleams of a fine au­tum­nal day, we at last drove off.


  CHAPTER XXV.


  The res­id­enz of the Prince presen­ted a com­plete con­trast to the trad­ing town which I had left. In ex­tent, it was much smal­ler, but was more reg­u­larly and hand­somely built. Sev­eral broad streets, planted with double rows of flour­ish­ing trees, seemed more to be­long to the lay­ing out of a park, or Eng­lish garden, than to a town. There was here no bustle of trade; all was, on the con­trary, still and sol­emn—an im­pres­sion per­haps deepened by the kind of at­mo­sphere pe­cu­liar to that sea­son of the year (the de­cline of au­tumn) when I ar­rived at the cap­ital. The quiet was only now and then in­ter­rup­ted by the rat­tling course of some cor­on­eted car­riage. In the dress and de­mean­our even of the lower ranks, there was an at­tempt at the po­lite and or­na­mental, yet without vain os­ten­ta­tion; while, as I walked through the streets, al­though a per­fect stranger, yet my ap­pear­ance prob­ably be­ing ap­proved of, I was sa­luted with a re­spect­ful bow, and wave of the hat, from every pas­sen­ger.


  The palace of the Prince was by no means large, nor even built in a grand style; yet, with re­gard to el­eg­ance and just pro­por­tions, it was one of the finest build­ings that I had ever seen. Around it was a very beau­ti­ful park, which, by the pos­sessor’s lib­er­al­ity, was thrown open to all the world, while, as usual in Ger­many, not a single flower was plucked, nor an or­na­ment dis­placed or dis­figured, not even a blade of grass in­jured by pas­sen­gers quit­ting the gravel walks.


  At the hotel where I had put up, I was told that the Prince fre­quently en­joyed an even­ing prom­en­ade with his fam­ily through the park; and that many in­hab­it­ants of the town watched that op­por­tun­ity of pay­ing their re­spects to, or see­ing, en passant, their re­spec­ted sov­er­eign.


  Ac­cord­ingly, at the proper hour, I hastened to the grounds, and ob­served the Prince, with his con­sort and a small train of at­tend­ants, step out from the ves­ti­bule of the palace. Very soon, as they drew nearer, my whole at­ten­tion was dir­ec­ted to the Prin­cess, whom I should have in­stantly re­cog­nised, only by her re­semb­lance to the Ab­bess, which was strik­ing and ex­traordin­ary. The same height and dig­nity; the same grace in every ges­ture; the same in­tel­lec­tual gleam of the eyes, and the free, un­clouded fore­head and fas­cin­at­ing smile. Only she ap­peared younger in years, and in shape fuller and rounder than the Ab­bess. She came close past me, so that I heard also the tone of her voice, as she spoke with some ladies who happened to be in the allée, while the Prince walked be­hind, seem­ingly ab­sorbed in deep dis­cus­sion with a grave, formal-look­ing man.


  The looks and be­ha­viour of this noble fam­ily, and the sim­pli­city of dress, the total ab­sence of dis­play evinced both by them and their im­me­di­ate train, were all in har­mony. One could eas­ily per­ceive that the good man­ners and spirit of re­spect­ful or­der which pre­vailed through the town, had their ori­gin in the ex­ample of the court. By chance I had my sta­tion near a lively little man, who gave me an­swers read­ily to all the ques­tions that I was in­clined to put to him, adding spon­tan­eously many re­marks of his own, which to me were very op­por­tune and in­ter­est­ing.


  When the Prince and Prin­cess had passed by, he pro­posed to me, as a stranger, to take a walk through the park, and to point out to me the vari­ous ob­jects which, as works of art, were there most to be ad­mired.


  This was an of­fer pre­cisely such as I had wished for, and I gladly availed my­self of his po­lite­ness. As we pro­ceeded through the grounds, be­neath dark shad­owy rows of beeches, elms, and pop­lars, I ex­pressed with great sin­cer­ity my ad­mir­a­tion of the de­light­ful soil and cli­mate of the res­id­enz, and the lux­uri­ant growth of the noble trees.


  But as to the num­ber­less build­ings in im­it­a­tion of an­cient temples, where pil­lars, that should have been of gi­gantic height, could be meas­ured at an arm-length from the ground;—Gothic chapels, for ex­ample, where the at­ten­tion of the builder had been con­cen­trated on tri­fling or­na­ments, in­stead of the con­struc­tion of a grand and in­tel­lec­tual whole;—of all these I ex­pressed freely my de­cided dis­ap­prob­a­tion; con­sequently, he en­deav­oured to de­fend these erec­tions by the usual ar­gu­ment, that they were in a park in­dis­pens­able, if it were no more than to guard against the in­con­veni­ence of a sud­den shower. To this I replied, that simple build­ings, such as ro­mantic cot­tages, root-houses, &c. would be equally use­ful, and free from that blame of bad taste which I at­tached to the now ex­ist­ing temples, mosques, and chapels.


  “To say the truth, I am quite of your opin­ion,” said the stranger; “but, mean­while, you must know, that the design of all these build­ings, and of the whole park, pro­ceeds from our Prince him­self; and this cir­cum­stance, of course, softens down, at least to us, who are un­der his domin­ion, all tend­ency to severe cri­ti­cism or cen­sure.


  “The Prince is, in truth, one of the best of men. He has ac­ted al­ways on that ad­mir­able prin­ciple, that his sub­jects are not there to serve and min­is­ter to him, but that he is ap­poin­ted guard­ian over them, and is re­spons­ible for their com­fort and wel­fare. The liberty of speak­ing freely and aloud whatever one thinks; the low rate of taxes and con­sequent cheapness of pro­vi­sions; the ex­treme len­ity, nay, in­vis­ib­il­ity, of the po­lice, (who, though al­ways watch­ful, never make their ap­pear­ance ex­cept on oc­ca­sion of some flag­rant mis­de­mean­our,) the re­moval of all trouble­some and su­per­flu­ous sol­diery, the calm reg­u­lar­ity with which af­fairs of busi­ness and mer­chand­ize are car­ried on; all these cir­cum­stances must make a res­id­ence in our cap­ital very agree­able to a stranger.


  “I would lay any bet, that you have never yet been asked after your name and rank; nor has the innkeeper at your hotel, as it hap­pens in other places, marched in with a great book un­der his arm, in which one is ob­liged, nolens volens, with an ab­om­in­able stump of a pen, and ink made of soot and wa­ter, to enter his name and con­di­tion in the world.


  “In short, the whole eco­nomy and ar­range­ments of our small king­dom, in which there pre­vail a real prudence and wis­dom, pro­ceed dir­ectly from our ex­cel­lent Prince; whereas, formerly, at this very town, people were tor­men­ted by the pedantic form­al­ity of a court, whose only aim was to rep­res­ent the ex­penses and parade of a neigh­bour­ing gov­ern­ment of far greater power and wealth, in a pocket-edi­tion.


  “Our Prince is a sin­cere and un­af­fected lover of the arts and sci­ences. There­fore, every good artist, and every man of real learn­ing, is wel­come to him; for, as to rank in life, he lays on that no stress whatever. He con­siders only the de­gree of in­tel­lec­tual ac­quire­ments which a stranger ac­tu­ally does or does not pos­sess; and ac­cord­ingly shews or with­draws his fa­vour­able coun­ten­ance.


  “But even in the ac­com­plish­ments of our Prince, it is im­possible to deny, that some­thing of an al­loy of ped­antry has crept in, which is partly ow­ing to er­rors in his early edu­ca­tion, and which ex­presses it­self in his im­prove­ments, by an over­strained and slav­ish ad­her­ence to this or that par­tic­u­lar school or fash­ion. He him­self drew out, with the most la­bor­i­ous minute­ness, the plans for every build­ing in the park; and even the slight­est de­par­ture of the work­men from the given mod­els, which he had searched out and put to­gether from an hun­dred an­ti­quar­ian re­pos­it­or­ies, vexed him in the highest de­gree. Every pil­lar, por­tico, tower, and cu­pola, must have its rep­res­ent­at­ive, how­ever ludicrous the im­it­a­tion in point of height and di­men­sions must of ne­ces­sity be.


  “By the same dis­pos­i­tion to carry one or other fa­vour­ite sys­tem to an ex­treme, our theatre now suf­fers, where the prin­ciples that he has once laid down, must on no ac­count be de­par­ted from, al­though, in or­der to re­tain them, some­times the most het­ero­gen­eous in­con­gru­it­ies are forced to­gether. In short, the Prince has a bound­less vari­ety of hob­bies, which (to keep up the meta­phor) he rides al­tern­ately; yet not one of them is of a de­scrip­tion cal­cu­lated to give of­fence, or do any real in­jury to his sub­jects. When this park was laid out, then he was ar­chi­tect and gardener à la folie. After that, some new fantas­ies about mu­sic wholly ab­sorbed his at­ten­tion; to which in­spir­a­tion, how­ever, we owe the fit­ting up of a most ad­mir­able and un­ri­valled choir and op­era. Then paint­ing took the pas, and oc­cu­pied him so en­tirely, that, as an artist, he is no mean pro­fi­cient.


  “Even in the daily amuse­ments of the Court, he shews the same dis­pos­i­tion to ex­tremes, and the same vari­ab­il­ity. Formerly, dan­cing was kept up al­most every even­ing; now, there is on com­pany-days a Pharo-Bank, and the Prince, without be­ing in the least what is prop­erly called a gamester, de­lights in watch­ing and cal­cu­lat­ing all the in­tric­a­cies of chance. But the pharo-table has con­tin­ued already long enough; and there is want­ing only some very tri­fling oc­cur­rence or im­pulse to bring some­thing al­to­gether new again on the car­pet.


  “This ver­sat­il­ity has some­times drawn upon our good Prince the re­proach of a weak un­der­stand­ing. There are people who in­sist, that the mind of a wise man should al­ways be like a still and wave­less lake, re­flect­ing the same im­ages with calm and un­change­able fi­del­ity. But, in my opin­ion, in­justice is done him; for it is merely from an ex­traordin­ary vi­va­city of spirit, that he thus gives the reins at all times to some fa­vour­ite and pas­sion­ate im­pulse. Hence no ex­pense is spared on es­tab­lish­ments con­trib­ut­ing to the amuse­ment and in­tel­lec­tual im­prove­ment of his sub­jects. These grounds, for ex­ample, whatever may be their de­fects, are al­ways kept in the nicest or­der; our op­era, chapel choir, and theatre, are mu­ni­fi­cently en­dowed; and our col­lec­tion of pic­tures is at every op­por­tun­ity aug­men­ted. As to the court amuse­ments of gam­ing, &c. these are re­cre­ations, which, con­sid­er­ing the Prince’s sed­u­lous ap­plic­a­tion at other times to busi­ness, surely can­not be re­fused to him.”


  Dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, we passed by many very beau­ti­ful and pic­tur­esque masses and groups of trees, of which I re­newed my ex­pres­sions of ad­mir­a­tion, prais­ing also the fine vari­et­ies, which, from rising grounds, the eye com­manded in the land­scape.


  “I ought not to for­get,” said my com­pan­ion, “that al­though the Prince de­signed every ar­chi­tec­tural or­na­ment, and had gen­er­ally the su­per­in­tend­ance of the park, yet he was in­debted for the po­s­i­tion of every thicket, group, or allée of trees, to the taste of our ad­mir­able Prin­cess. She is in­deed a com­plete land­scape painter, after which, nat­ural his­tory, es­pe­cially bot­any, is her fa­vour­ite study. Hence you will find the rarest and most curi­ous for­eign plants and flowers, not ar­ranged as if merely brought hither for show, but grow­ing in ar­ti­fi­cial par­terres as if on their nat­ive soil. The Prin­cess, how­ever, ex­pressed an es­pe­cial dis­gust to the awk­wardly cut gods and god­desses in free­stone, nai­ads and dry­ads, with which the park, in former days, was filled. These statues have there­fore van­ished; and you find only a few cop­ies after the an­tique, which the Prince, on ac­count of cer­tain cher­ished re­mem­brances, would not part with.”

  


  It was now late in the even­ing, and we left the park. My com­pan­ion read­ily ac­cep­ted an in­vit­a­tion which I gave him to my hotel, where he at last an­nounced him­self as the In­spector of the Prince’s pic­ture-gal­lery.


  After sup­per, and a bottle of ex­cel­lent wine, when we had be­come bet­ter ac­quain­ted, I men­tioned to him my earn­est wish to ob­tain an in­tro­duc­tion at court; whereupon he as­sured me, that noth­ing could be more easy than this, as every well-edu­cated stranger was wel­comed in the circle of his sov­er­eign. I had only to make a visit to the Court-Mar­shal, and beg of him to present me to the Prince.


  This dip­lo­matic mode of in­tro­duc­tion, how­ever, by no means suited me, as I could scarcely hope to es­cape cer­tain trouble­some ques­tions of whence I had come—what was my rank and pro­fes­sion, &c. I there­fore re­solved to trust to chance, which would soon throw a fa­vour­able op­por­tun­ity in my way; and, ac­cord­ingly, this soon after oc­curred.


  One morn­ing, as I was tak­ing an early walk in the yet sol­it­ary park, the Prince, dressed in a simple blue sur­tout, and quite alone, came along an allée, dir­ectly meet­ing me. I sa­luted him en passant, as if he had been some one of whom I had no pre­vi­ous know­ledge. Hereupon he stood still, and began a con­ver­sa­tion with the ques­tion, “Whether I was a stranger here?” I answered in the af­firm­at­ive, adding, “that I had ar­rived only a few days be­fore, with the in­ten­tion of passing dir­ectly through; but that the charms of the situ­ation, with the tran­quil­lity, good or­der, and spirit of calm en­joy­ment, which every­where seemed to pre­vail, had in­duced me to stay longer. Quite in­de­pend­ent, and liv­ing merely for lit­er­at­ure and the arts, I had now re­solved to make this place my res­id­ence for some time, as everything by which I was sur­roun­ded had be­come to me more and more de­light­ful and at­tract­ive.”


  By these ex­pres­sions the Prince seemed ob­vi­ously flattered, and he even offered him­self as my cicer­one, to ex­plore the beau­ties of the park. I took spe­cial care not to be­tray that I had already seen everything, but availed my­self of my pre­vi­ous know­ledge, in or­der to throw in apt re­marks and ex­clam­a­tions. I al­lowed my­self to be led through all the temples, grot­tos, chapels, and pa­vil­ions, pa­tiently listen­ing to the Prince’s long lec­tures about every build­ing. He reg­u­larly named the an­cient mod­els after which every struc­ture had been im­it­ated; made me at­tend par­tic­u­larly to their minutest de­tails; then re­ferred, ever and anon, to the grand mor­ale, the in­tel­lec­tual sys­tem which pre­vailed through the whole plan of the park; that har­mony in con­fu­sion, “where all things dif­fer, and yet all agree,” which he thought should be ad­op­ted as the lead­ing prin­ciple in lay­ing out grounds of this sort.


  The Prince then de­sired my opin­ion. I ap­proved very cor­di­ally the nat­ural charms of the place, and the lux­uri­ant ve­get­a­tion also of the well-dis­posed masses and groups of wood, with the shad­owy ber­ceaux; but as to the build­ings, I ex­pressed my­self just as freely as I had be­fore done to the gal­lery in­spector. He listened to me at­tent­ively; seemed not al­to­gether to re­ject my re­marks, but at last cut all dis­cus­sion short, by say­ing, that my no­tions were very good in the­ory, but that as to the ac­tual prac­tice, it was a dif­fer­ent af­fair, of which I seemed to have but very little no­tion.


  The con­ver­sa­tion then turned upon the arts. I soon proved that I was a tol­er­able con­nois­seur of paint­ing; and, as a prac­tical mu­si­cian, I ven­tured many ob­ser­va­tions, in op­pos­i­tion to his ideas, which, though in­geni­ously and pre­cisely de­livered, only served to shew that he was far more stud­ied than per­sons of his rank gen­er­ally are; but, at the same time, that of the real at­trib­utes of mu­sical genius he had no com­pre­hen­sion whatever. On the other hand, my ob­jec­tions only proved to the Prince that I was a dilletante, one of a class who are gen­er­ally not much en­lightened by the ac­tual prac­tice of their the­or­ies. He in­struc­ted me, how­ever, in the proper char­ac­ter­ist­ics (or what, ac­cord­ing to him, ought to be the proper char­ac­ter­ist­ics) of a sub­lime pic­ture, and a per­fect op­era.


  I heard much about col­our­ing, drapery, pyr­am­idal groups; of ser­i­ous and of comic mu­sic; of scenes for the prima donna; of chor­uses; of ef­fect, chiaro oscuro, light and shade, &c. &c.; to all which med­ley I listened quietly, for I per­ceived that the Prince took a pleas­ure in his own dis­course.


  At last he ab­ruptly cut short his own elo­quence with the ques­tion, “Do you play pharo?” to which I answered in the neg­at­ive.—“Well, sir,” said he, “that is a most ad­mir­able game. In its lofty sim­pli­city, it is the true and proper pas­time for a man of genius. One is thereby car­ried out of him­self; or, to speak bet­ter, if he is pos­sessed of due powers of mind, he is lif­ted up to a sta­tion from which he can con­tem­plate all the strange com­plic­a­tions and en­tan­gle­ments which are (oth­er­wise in­vis­ibly) spun by the mys­ter­i­ous power which we call Chance. Loss and gain are the two points on which, like pivots, the grand ma­chine is moved; and by this ma­chine we are ir­res­ist­ibly car­ried on­ward, while it is im­pelled cease­lessly by its own in­ternal springs. This game, sir, you must ab­so­lutely learn. I will my­self be your teacher.”


  I as­sured him that I had hitherto felt no par­tic­u­lar turn for gam­ing, and that I had al­ways un­der­stood the in­clin­a­tion for it to be highly per­ni­cious and de­struct­ive. The Prince smiled, and fix­ing on me his bright, pen­et­rat­ing eyes, re­sumed; “Ay, there are in­deed child­ish su­per­fi­cial minds, who main­tain that ar­gu­ment; and, con­sequently, you will sup­pose that I am a gamester, who wishes to draw you into his nets; know, then, that I am the Prince! If you are pleased with your res­id­ence at my cap­ital, then re­main here, and visit at my palace, where you will find that we some­times play pharo. Yet I by no means al­low that any one un­der my roof shall sub­ject him­self to loss, though the stake must of ne­ces­sity be high in or­der to ex­cite in­terest; for for­tune her­self is lazy and stu­pid as long as noth­ing but what is in­sig­ni­fic­ant is offered to her ar­bit­ra­tion.”


  Already on the point of leav­ing me, the Prince turned round, and asked, “With whom have I been speak­ing?”—I answered that my name was Le­onard; that I lived as a lit­er­ary man, par­ticulier; for the rest, I was by no means a no­bile, nor a man of rank; and, there­fore, per­haps did not dare to make use of the ad­vant­ages which his high­ness had thus offered to me.


  “What the devil,” said he, “has no­bil­ity to do with it? You are, as I have clearly con­vinced my­self, a very in­geni­ous and well-in­formed man. Lit­er­at­ure, sci­ence, and the arts, con­fer on you no­bil­ity, and render you fully qual­i­fied to ap­pear in our circles. Adieu, Mr Le­onard!—Au re­voir!”


  CHAPTER XXVI.


  Thus my wishes were far more read­ily, and more early than I could have ex­pec­ted, ful­filled. For the first time in my life I should ap­pear as a courtier. All the ab­surd stor­ies, there­fore, which I had read in ro­mances, of cabals, quar­rels, in­trigues, and con­spir­acies, floated through my brain. Ac­cord­ing to the most re­ceived au­thor­it­ies among novel writers, the Prince must be sur­roun­ded and blindly led by all sorts of im­post­ors; es­pe­cially, too, the Court-Mar­shal must be an in­sipid, proud, high-born cox­comb; the Prime Min­is­ter a ma­li­cious, miserly vil­lain; the lords in wait­ing gay and un­prin­cipled lib­ertines. Every coun­ten­ance must ar­ti­fi­cially wear the most agree­able ex­pres­sion, while in the heart all is selfish­ness and de­cep­tion. In so­ci­ety they (the courtiers) must pro­fess to each other the most un­boun­ded friend­ship and at­tach­ment. They must bend to the very earth in ap­par­ent hu­mil­ity, while every one en­deav­ours to trip up his neigh­bour’s heels in the dark, so that he may fall un­pit­ied, and his pre­ten­ded friend come into his place, which he may keep only till some one else plays off the same man[oe]uvre against him. Fi­nally, the court ladies must be ugly, proud, re­venge­ful; glisten­ing with dia­monds, nod­ding with feath­ers, painted up to the eyes, but withal, amor­ous, con­stantly en­gaged in venal in­trigues, and lay­ing snares for the un­wary stranger, which he must fly from as he would from the devil.


  Such was the ab­surd pic­ture which, from the books I had read at col­lege, had re­mained vividly on my re­col­lec­tion. The con­ver­sa­tion of the Prior, in­deed, might have af­forded me more ra­tional ideas; still it seemed to me that a court must be the sphere, of all oth­ers, where the Arch-En­emy of man­kind ex­er­ted his pre-em­in­ent and un­res­isted domin­ion. Hence it was not without timid­ity that I looked for­ward to my prom­ised in­tro­duc­tion; but an in­ward con­vic­tion, that here my lot in life was fi­nally to be de­cided, and the veil of mys­tery with­drawn, drove me still on­wards, so that, at the ap­poin­ted hour, with a pal­pit­at­ing heart, but strug­gling as man­fully as I could with my dis­quiet­ude, I found my­self in the outer hall of the palace.


  My res­id­ence at the com­mer­cial town of Franken­burg had done much to rub off the rust of my con­ven­tual habits. Be­ing by nature gif­ted with a grace­ful and pre­pos­sess­ing ex­ter­ior, I soon ac­cus­tomed my­self to that free and un­em­bar­rassed de­mean­our, which is proper to the man of the world. That pale­ness, which gen­er­ally dis­fig­ures even hand­some fea­tures among the in­hab­it­ants of the cloister, had now van­ished from my coun­ten­ance. I was at that time of life when our men­tal and bod­ily en­er­gies are gen­er­ally in their zenith. Con­scious power, there­fore, gave col­our to my cheeks and lustre to my eyes, while my lux­uri­ant dark hair com­pletely con­cealed all re­mains of the ton­sure. Be­sides all this, I wore a hand­some full dress suit of black, a chef-d’[oe]uvre of Da­mon, which I had brought with me from Franken­burg.


  Thus it was not to be wondered at that I made a fa­vour­able im­pres­sion on those who were already as­sembled in the outer hall, and this they did not fail to prove, by their po­lite ad­vances and cour­teous ex­pres­sions. As, ac­cord­ing to my ro­mantic au­thor­it­ies, the Prince, when he re­vealed his rank to me in the park, should have thrown back his sur­tout, and dis­covered to my sight a bril­liant star, (which he had failed to do,) so I had ex­pec­ted that every one whom I should meet in the palace should be clad in the richest silks and em­broid­ery. How much was I sur­prised, there­fore, to find that, with the ex­cep­tion of rib­bons and or­ders, their dresses were all as plain as that in which I my­self ap­peared.


  By the time, there­fore, that we were summoned to the audi­ence-cham­ber, my pre­ju­dices and em­bar­rass­ment had worn off; and the man­ners of the Prince him­self, who came up to me, with the words, “Ha! there is Mr Le­onard,” com­pletely re­stored my cour­age. His high­ness con­tin­ued for some time in con­ver­sa­tion with me, and seemed par­tic­u­larly di­ver­ted by the free­dom and sever­ity with which I had cri­ti­cised his build­ings in the park.


  The fold­ing doors were now opened, and the Prin­cess, ac­com­pan­ied by some of her ladies, came into the room. Im­me­di­ately on her ap­pear­ance, as the glare of the lustres fell on her fea­tures, I re­cog­nised, more for­cibly than ever, her ex­act like­ness to the Ab­bess. The ladies of the as­sembly sur­roun­ded her for some time, but at last I was summoned, and in­tro­duced, after which ce­re­mony her eyes fol­lowed me, with a gaze ob­vi­ously be­tray­ing as­ton­ish­ment and in­ward emo­tion. Then turn­ing to an old lady who stood near her, she said a few words in a whis­per, at which the lat­ter also seemed dis­quieted, and looked on me with a scru­tin­iz­ing as­pect.


  All this was over in a mo­ment, for other present­a­tions took place; after which the as­sembly di­vided into groups, and en­gaged in lively con­ver­sa­tion. One re­col­lec­ted, in­deed, that he was in the circle of a court, and un­der the eye of the sov­er­eign, yet without feel­ing on that ac­count con­strained or em­bar­rassed.—I scarcely re­cog­nised a single fig­ure that would have been in keep­ing with the ca­ri­ca­tures that I had pre­vi­ously drawn. The Court-Mar­shal was a lively and happy-look­ing old man, without any par­tic­u­lar at­trib­utes, either of pride or form­al­ity. The lords in wait­ing were sprightly youths, who, by no one symp­tom, be­trayed that their char­ac­ters were de­praved and vi­cious. Two ladies, who im­me­di­ately waited on the Prin­cess, seemed to be sis­ters. They were un­in­ter­est­ing, in­sig­ni­fic­ant, and, as luck would have it, dressed with ex­traordin­ary plain­ness.


  There was, how­ever, one little man in the room, with a com­ical vis­age, long nose, and spark­ling eyes, who ir­res­ist­ibly en­gaged my at­ten­tion. He was dressed in black, with a long steel-moun­ted sword, and wound him­self, with in­cred­ible dex­ter­ity, like a ser­pent through the crowd, ap­pear­ing now here, now there, but rest­ing never, and ap­par­ently rais­ing laughter (whether with him, or at him, I knew not) wherever he went. This per­son (hav­ing ven­tured an in­quiry) I un­der­stood was the Prince’s phys­i­cian.


  The old lady with whom the Prin­cess had spoken had kept her eyes on me, and con­trived to man[oe]uvre so skil­fully, that, be­fore I was aware of her plans, I found my­self alone with her in a win­dow re­cess. She began a con­ver­sa­tion with me, in which, guardedly as it was man­aged, I per­ceived very clearly that her only ob­ject was to gain a know­ledge of my situ­ation and cir­cum­stances in life. I was pre­pared for some oc­cur­rence of this kind, and be­ing con­vinced that the simplest story was al­ways the safest, I told her that I had formerly stud­ied theo­logy, but that hav­ing re­ceived from my father a com­pet­ent for­tune, I now trav­elled about for my own pleas­ure and im­prove­ment.


  My birth-place, I said, was on the Pol­ish fron­ti­ers of Prus­sia; and I gave it by the way such a hor­rible un­pro­nounce­able name, that the old lady made no at­tempt to re­peat it after me. “Well, sir,” said she, “you have a coun­ten­ance which might here raise many, and not al­to­gether pleas­ant re­col­lec­tions; and you are, per­haps, as to rank, more than you wish to ap­pear, for your de­mean­our by no means re­sembles that of a stu­dent of theo­logy.”

  


  After re­fresh­ments had been handed round, we went into an­other room, where the pharo-table was in read­i­ness. The Court-Mar­shal was the banker; but I un­der­stood af­ter­wards that his agree­ment with the Prince al­lowed him to re­tain all his win­nings, while the lat­ter in­dem­ni­fied him against every loss, so that the bank re­mained al­ways in the same state.


  The gen­tle­men now as­sembled them­selves round the table, with the ex­cep­tion of the phys­i­cian, who never played, but re­mained with the ladies, who took no in­terest in the game. The Prince de­sired that I would sta­tion my­self next to him, while, in a few words, he very clearly ex­plained to me the rules and prin­ciples of pharo, at the same time se­lect­ing my cards, as I was here com­pletely a novice.


  But there was not a single card chosen by the Prince for him­self, that was not at­ten­ded by the worst pos­sible luck; and as long as I fol­lowed his coun­sel, the same fate at­ten­ded mine. Be­sides, I was suf­fer­ing con­sid­er­able losses. A louis d’or was the very low­est point; my lim­ited ex­chequer was fast ebbing away, and this pain­fully brought back on me the ques­tion that had of­ten oc­curred, “What was I to do in the world, when my last ducat was ex­pen­ded?”


  A new taille was be­gun, and I begged of the Prince that he would now leave me to my­self, as it seemed that I was born to be un­lucky, and was draw­ing him into the same fatal­ity. The Prince agreed, with a smile of per­fect good hu­mour. He said, that the best way to re­cover my loss would, in his opin­ion, have been, to fol­low the lead of an ex­per­i­enced player; how­ever, that he was very curi­ous to learn how I would be­have when alone, hav­ing in my­self such con­fid­ence.


  I had not said that I had any such con­fid­ence; and now blind­fold and at ran­dom, I drew out a card from my hand; it was the Queen. It may seem ab­surd, but is nev­er­the­less true, that I thought the ca­ri­ca­ture fea­tures on this card had a re­semb­lance to Aure­lia! I stared at it ac­cord­ingly, and be­came so lost in my own re­flec­tions, that it was only the call of the banker, “All’s ready,” that awoke me from my rev­erie.


  Then, without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion, I drew out the five louis d’ors, all that I had left, and staked them on the Queen. Bey­ond my ex­pect­a­tions this suc­ceeded! Then I al­ways staked more and more on the Queen al­ways higher as my gains in­creased, and I never lost a single round.


  At every new stake my ant­ag­on­ists and the by-stand­ers cried out—“No; it is im­possible! This time she must prove un­faith­ful!” But, on the con­trary, I won, and the cards of every other player turned against him—“Now, this is un­heard of—this is mi­ra­cu­lous!” re­soun­ded from all quar­ters, while, com­pletely re­served, and wrapt up within my­self, with my whole thoughts fixed only on Aure­lia, I scarcely no­ticed the roul­eaux of gold, which the banker shoved one after an­other over to me.


  In short, the Queen had, in the four last tailles, in­vari­ably gained, and I had my pock­ets full of gold. I had won about two thou­sand louis d’ors; and though I thus found my­self sud­denly freed from all pe­cu­ni­ary em­bar­rass­ment, yet I could not repress a strange feel­ing of per­plex­ity, and in­ward self-con­dem­na­tion.


  Of course, I per­ceived an ex­act co­in­cid­ence between my suc­cess at pharo, and my good for­tune in shoot­ing, with eyes closed and at ran­dom, the two part­ridges when in com­pany with the for­ester. It was ob­vi­ous that the res­ult on both oc­ca­sions was not ow­ing to any su­per­ior skill or man­age­ment of mine, but to some higher power to which I was wholly sub­ser­vi­ent. This con­stant re­cur­rence too, and re­flec­tion of Aure­lia’s form and fea­tures, could be noth­ing but an ab­om­in­able scheme of the devil to draw me into wicked­ness, and the mis­use which I had now made of that truly sac­red and be­loved im­age filled me with hor­ror and aver­sion!


  In the most gloomy mood of mind, and ut­terly at vari­ance with my­self, I was glid­ing about in the morn­ing through the park, when the Prince, who was ac­cus­tomed to take a walk at the same hour, joined me.


  “Well, Mr Le­onard,” said he, “how do you like my game of pharo? What think you of the hu­mours and caprices of For­tune, who kindly ex­cused your ab­surd con­duct, and flung the gold into your hands?” I was not ready with an an­swer, and the Prince there­fore re­sumed—“You had luck­ily stumbled on the carte fa­vor­ite, but you must not trust to your luck again in this man­ner. You might carry the prin­ciple too far.”


  His high­ness now went into a long dis­cus­sion, foun­ded on this idea of the carte fa­vor­ite, im­par­ted to me vari­ous rules as to the doc­trine of chances, and con­cluded by ex­press­ing his con­vic­tion that I would no doubt fol­low up zeal­ously this com­mence­ment of my bonne for­tune at play.


  On the con­trary, I as­sured his high­ness, “that it was my firm res­ol­u­tion never more to touch a card!” The Prince looked at me with sur­prise. “Even my yes­ter­day’s won­der­ful luck,” said I, “has been the nat­ural cause of this res­ol­u­tion; for all that I had formerly con­ceived of the per­ni­cious and ru­in­ous tend­ency of this game, has truly been real­ized and con­firmed. In truth, there was in my very suc­cess some­thing re­pug­nant, and even hor­rible to my feel­ings. I drew out a card, blind­fold, and un­awares. That card awoke in my mind pain­ful, though cher­ished re­mem­brances, of which I could not res­ist the in­flu­ences. I went on ac­cord­ingly, ven­tur­ing stake after stake, as if some de­mon had placed it in my power to com­mand for­tune, though I had no real and moral right to the gain which thus fell to my share.”


  “I un­der­stand per­fectly,” said the Prince, “what you mean by pain­ful and cher­ished re­mem­brances. You have been an un­for­tu­nate lover, and the card brought to your re­col­lec­tion the im­age of the lost fair one; though, beg­ging your par­don, Mr Le­onard, when I think of the pale com­plex­ion and flat fea­tures of your fa­vour­ite Queen, this seems not a little ca­pri­cious. How­ever, you thought on your lost mis­tress, and in that game of pharo, she was per­haps more true and faith­ful than she had been in real life. But what you are able to dis­cover in all this that is hor­rible and fright­ful, I can­not pos­sibly con­ceive. On the con­trary, you should re­joice that For­tune, even on any grounds, is so much in­clined to fa­vour you. Be­sides, if you are really vexed, this is not to be im­puted to the pharo-table, but to the in­di­vidual moods, the idio­syn­crasies of your own mind.”


  “All that your high­ness has stated,” said I, “may be per­fectly cor­rect; but I feel deeply that it is not merely the fear of loss on which my present dis­like to gam­ing is foun­ded. Gain it­self, which only brings us more and more un­der a state of slavery to a mys­ter­i­ous fate, which would one day lead us to de­struc­tion, is equally dan­ger­ous. Yet, sire, I con­fess that I was yes­ter­day on the point of see­ing my trav­el­ling ex­chequer com­pletely drained, which, con­sid­er­ing my present dis­tance from home, would have been to me no slight mis­for­tune.”


  “Nay,” said the Prince, “I should have in­fal­libly learned this oc­cur­rence, and would have taken care that the loss should have been to you threefold re­paid, for I cer­tainly do not choose that any one should be ruined, in or­der to con­trib­ute to my amuse­ment. Be­sides, any real evil of this kind can­not hap­pen un­der my roof, for I know my play­ers, and do not trust them out of my own sight.”


  “Yet, with sub­mis­sion,” said I, “may not these very pre­cau­tions take away all that free­dom from the player, and thereby an­ni­hil­ate those fine in­volve­ments of chance, in which your high­ness takes de­light? Or may not some in­di­vidual, on whom the pas­sion for play has vi­ol­ently seized, break out of such tram­mels, and rush on, un­ob­served, to his own de­struc­tion? For­give my cand­our, sire. I be­lieve also, that those very meth­ods which your high­ness would ad­opt to pre­vent evil con­sequences, would, from the per­verse nature of man­kind, be looked upon by many as a dis­gust­ing and in­tol­er­able re­straint.”


  “Say no more, Mr Le­onard,” said the Prince, “it is ob­vi­ous, that from every opin­ion or idea of mine you are re­solved to dis­sent.” With these words he hast­ily re­tired, adding only an un­ce­re­mo­ni­ous and care­less “adieu.”


  CHAPTER XXVII.


  I knew not my­self how I had been led to speak so freely on the sub­ject, never hav­ing till now thought of gam­ing or its con­sequences; but the words, as on former oc­ca­sions, seemed to be promp­ted for me by some in­vis­ible power, after whom I only re­peated them. How­ever this might be, I be­lieved that I had now lost the fa­vour of the Prince, and with it, the right of ap­pear­ing on any fu­ture oc­ca­sion within the walls of his palace.


  In this be­lief, how­ever, I was mis­taken, for, on the same day, I re­ceived a card in­vit­ing me to a con­cert; and the Prince, whom I once more met in the park, said, en passant, with much po­lite­ness, “Good even­ing, Mr Le­onard! You are to be with us to-night, and it is to be hoped that my capelle may gain some credit, and please you bet­ter than my park and my pharo-table have done.”


  The mu­sic was in­deed very com­mend­able. All was per­formed with great ac­cur­acy; but, at the same time, the pieces ap­peared to me not well chosen; for one des­troyed, by con­trast, the ef­fect of the other; and, es­pe­cially, there was one long act, which seemed to have been got up with par­tic­u­lar care, and which, nev­er­the­less, pro­duced in me a hearty fit of en­nui.


  I took good care not to ex­press my opin­ion aud­ibly; and in this re­spect ac­ted, for once, with prudence, as I was af­ter­wards in­formed that this same long act, or scene, was one of the Prince’s own com­pos­i­tion.


  When the mu­sic had con­cluded, I found my­self un­awares in the in­ner­most circles of the court, and would have been will­ing even to take a hand at pharo, in or­der to re­con­cile my­self wholly with the Prince. But, on en­ter­ing the room where pharo had been played, I was not a little sur­prised to find no pre­par­a­tions for that game. On the con­trary, small parties were seated at or­din­ary tables, over hands of Bo­ston-whist, while the rest of the com­pany kept up lively con­ver­sa­tion. Even a reg­u­lar course of story-telling was in­tro­duced. Old bon-mots were re­vived, and fresh an­ec­dotes at­tent­ively listened to, provided they were agree­ably de­livered, even though not in­trins­ic­ally of much im­port­ance.


  Here my old gifts of lo­qua­city and elo­quence came op­por­tunely to my aid; and, un­der the guise of ro­mantic and po­et­ical le­gends, I con­trived to nar­rate many events out of my own life.


  Thus I at­trac­ted at­ten­tion and won ap­plause from many listen­ers. The Prince, how­ever, liked best whatever was cheer­ful and hu­mor­ous; in which re­spects, the phys­i­cian was not to be equalled. He was in­deed in­ex­haust­ible.


  This kind of pas­time was at last car­ried so far, that in­di­vidu­als were chosen to read from their own MS. com­pos­i­tions, whatever they con­sidered best suited for the present so­ci­ety. A kind of reg­u­lar es­thet­ical club was thus formed, where the Prince presided, and every one con­trib­uted as he best could. Among the rest, there was a cer­tain pro­fessor from the gym­nas­ium, who chose to read a very long pa­per on some new dis­cov­er­ies; and pre­cisely in pro­por­tion as the few who knew any­thing about his sci­ence were in­ter­ested and de­lighted, the oth­ers were en­nuyés and rest­less. Among this ma­jor­ity was the Prince, who was evid­ently re­joiced when the phys­i­cian very ju­di­ciously seized this time to in­tro­duce one of his stor­ies, which, if not very ori­ginal and witty in them­selves, yet, from the drollery of his man­ner, were ir­res­ist­ible, and had at least a na­iv­eté and fa­cil­ity which were highly ac­cept­able, after the tire­some lec­ture of the pro­fessor.


  “Your high­ness knows,” said the phys­i­cian, turn­ing to the Prince, “that I never failed, when on my travels, to enter into my memor­andum-book, por­traits (in writ­ing I mean) of all the strange char­ac­ters and odd ad­ven­tur­ers that fell in my way; and from this journal I am now about to re­peat some no­tices to which I have hitherto not al­luded, on ac­count of their be­ing per­haps too com­mon-place, yet they seem to me not al­to­gether un­di­vert­ing.


  “On my way home, about a year ago, I came to a large hand­some vil­lage, about four Ger­man miles from Ber­lin; and be­ing much fa­tigued, re­solved to rest there, in­stead of go­ing on to the cap­ital. The land­lord dir­ectly shewed me to a good room, where, after sup­per, I threw my­self into bed, and dir­ectly fell asleep. About one in the morn­ing, how­ever, I was sud­denly awoke by a noise, which, as­sim­il­at­ing with a fear­ful dream with which I had just then been haunted, I ima­gined to be either the shriek­ing of an owl at the win­dow, or the cries of a per­son in dis­tress, for I had dreamed of both.


  “It was, how­ever, the sound of a Ger­man flute, which pro­ceeded from a room very near me; but in my whole life, be­fore or since, I have never heard such an at­tempt at mu­sic. The man must have had mon­strous and gi­gantic powers of lungs; for in one loud shrill cut­ting key, he went on without mercy, so that the char­ac­ter of the in­stru­ment was per­fectly an­ni­hil­ated. What ad­ded, if pos­sible, to this enorm­ity, was, that he blew ever­last­ingly the same identical pas­sage over and over, not grant­ing me the slight­est re­lief, by an en­deav­our at a tune, so that noth­ing could be con­ceived more ab­om­in­able.


  “I raved at, cursed, and ab­used this in­fernal mu­si­cian, who so cruelly de­prived me of need­ful rest, and by whom my ears were so bar­bar­ously out­raged; but, like a wound-up piece of clock-work, the diabol­ical flute con­tin­ued to ut­ter the same notes over and over, un­til I thought the devil him­self must be the player, for no one else could have had phys­ical strength to hold out so long. At last I heard some­thing thrown with great vi­ol­ence, and a loud crack, against the wains­cot; after which there was dead si­lence, and I could for the rest of the night sleep in peace.


  “In the morn­ing I heard a great noise of quar­rel­ling and scold­ing in the lower floor of the house. In the row I could now and then dis­tin­guish the voice of mine host, who was scarcely al­lowed, how­ever, to throw in a word, by a man who roared without ceas­ing, in broken Ger­man—‘May your house be damned! Would that I had never been so un­lucky as to cross the threshold! The devil him­self must have brought me hither, where one can neither drink, eat, nor en­joy him­self—where everything is in­fam­ously bad, and dog dear. There, sir, you have your money; and as for your ras­cally gin-shop, you shall never more see me again within its walls!’


  “Hav­ing just then fin­ished my toi­let, I was in time to be­hold the au­thor of all this dis­turb­ance. He was a little, withered man, in a cof­fee-brown coat, and a round fox-red wig, on which, with a mar­tial air of de­fi­ance, he stuck a little grey hat; then ran out of the house to­wards the stable, from which I soon af­ter­wards saw him re-ap­pear, with a horse fully as odd-look­ing as him­self, on which he moun­ted, and, at a heavy, awk­ward gal­lop, rode off the field.


  “Of course I sup­posed he was like my­self, an en­tire stranger, who had quar­relled with the land­lord, and had now taken his fi­nal de­par­ture. I dis­missed him, there­fore, from my thoughts; but, at din­ner-time, (hav­ing been in­duced to re­main an­other day at the vil­lage,) how I was sur­prised, on tak­ing my place at the table d’Hote, to per­ceive the same ab­surd cof­fee-brown fig­ure, with the fox-red wig, who, without ce­re­mony, drew in his chair op­pos­ite to mine!


  “He had one of the ugli­est, and most laugh­able vis­ages that I had ever be­held. In his whole de­mean­our, there was a kind of grave and sol­emn ab­surdity that was ir­res­ist­ible. Dur­ing din­ner, I kept up a mono­syl­labic dia­logue with my host, while the stranger con­tin­ued to eat vo­ra­ciously, and took no no­tice whatever of any one.


  “At last, the innkeeper, with a sly wink at me, led the dis­course to na­tional pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies, and asked me, whether I had ever been ac­quain­ted with an Ir­ish­man, or knew what was meant by Ir­ish bulls, for which that coun­try was cel­eb­rated? ‘Un­ques­tion­ably,’ said I; ‘I have heard many such;’ and a whole string of these blun­ders came at once into my head. I then told the story of the Ir­ish­man, who, when asked why he wore stock­ings with the wrong side out, answered, ‘Be­cause there was a hole in the other side;’—of the still bet­ter an­ec­dote of an­other dis­ciple of St Patrick, who was sleep­ing in the same bed with a choleric Scotch High­lander. An Eng­lish wag, who was lodged in the same room, by way of a prac­tical joke, took one of the Ir­ish­man’s spurs, and, per­ceiv­ing that he wast fast asleep, buckled it on his heel. Soon after, the Ir­ish­man hap­pen­ing to turn round, tore the Scotch­man’s legs with his spur; whereupon the lat­ter, in great wrath, gave his com­pan­ion a vi­ol­ent box on the ear, and the Eng­lish­man had the sat­is­fac­tion of hear­ing betwixt them the fol­low­ing in­geni­ous dis­course:—


  “‘What devil,’ said the Ir­ish­man, ‘has got pos­ses­sion of you? and why are you beat­ing me?’—‘Be­cause,’ said the other, ‘you have torn me with your spurs.’—‘How is that pos­sible? I took off my clothes.’—‘And yet it is so—see only here.’—‘Dam­na­tion!—you are in the right. The ras­cally waiter has pulled off my boots, but left on the spurs!’


  “The story, how­ever old, was new to the innkeeper, who broke out into im­mod­er­ate laughter; but the stranger, who had now wound up his din­ner with a great draught of beer from a glass as high as a church tower, looked at me gravely, and said—‘You have spoken well, sir. The Ir­ish­men cer­tainly do make these bulls; but this by no means de­pends on the char­ac­ter of the people, who are in­geni­ous and witty, but on the cursed air of that damp coun­try, which in­fects one with them, as with coughs and ca­tarrhs. I my­self, sir, am an Eng­lish­man, though born and bred in Ire­land, and there­fore am, on that ac­count, sub­jec­ted to the vile propensity of mak­ing bulls.’


  “Hereupon the innkeeper laughed more and more, and I was ob­liged to join him heart­ily, for it was de­light­ful that the Ir­ish­man, gravely lec­tur­ing on bulls, should un­con­sciously give us one of the very best as a spe­ci­men.


  “The stranger seemed not in the least of­fen­ded by our laugh­ing. ‘In Eng­land,’ said he, with his fin­ger on his nose, and dilat­ing his eyes—‘in Eng­land, the Ir­ish­men are like strong spices ad­ded to so­ci­ety to render it taste­ful. I am my­self, in one re­spect, like Fal­staff; I am not only witty in my­self, but the cause of wit in oth­ers, which, in these times, is no slight ac­com­plish­ment. Could you sup­pose it pos­sible, that in the empty leath­ern brain of this innkeeper, wit, gen­er­ated by me, is now and then roused? But mine host is, in this re­spect, a prudent man. He takes care not to draw on the small cap­ital that he pos­sesses of his own, but lends out a thought now and then at in­terest, when he finds him­self in the so­ci­ety of the rich!’


  “With these words, the little ori­ginal rose and left us. I im­me­di­ately begged the innkeeper to give me some­thing of his his­tory.


  “‘This Ir­ish­man,’ said mine host, ‘whose name is Ewson, and who, on that ac­count, will have him­self to be an Eng­lish­man, has now been here for the short period of twenty-two years! As a young man, I had just set up in the world, pur­chased a lease of this inn, and it happened to be on my wed­ding-day when Mr Ewson first ar­rived among us. He was then a youth, but wore his fox-red wig, his grey hat, and cof­fee-brown coat, ex­actly as you saw him to-day. He then seemed to be trav­el­ling in great haste, and said that he was on his re­turn to his own coun­try; how­ever, hear­ing the band of mu­sic which played at my wed­ding feast, he was so much de­lighted with it, that he came into the house and in­sisted on mak­ing one of the party.


  “‘Hereupon, though he ap­proved our mu­sic, yet he swore that it was only on board an Eng­lish war ship that people knew how to dance; and to prove his as­ser­tion, gave us a horn­pipe, whist­ling to it all the while most hor­ribly through his teeth, fell down, dis­lo­cated his ancle, and was, of course, ob­liged to re­main with us till it was cured.


  “‘Since that time he has never left my house, though I have had enough to do with his pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies. Every day through these twenty-two years, he has quar­relled with me. He des­pises my mode of life, com­plains that my bills are over-charged; that he can­not live any longer without roast-beef and porter; packs up his port­manteau, with his three red wigs one above the other, mounts an old broken-win­ded horse, and rides away.


  “‘This, how­ever, turns out noth­ing more than a ride for ex­er­cise; for at din­ner-time he comes in at the other end of the town, and in due time makes his ap­pear­ance at my table, eat­ing as much of the des­pised dishes as might serve for any three men!


  “‘Once every year he re­ceives from his own coun­try a valu­able bank-bill. Then, with an air of the deep­est mel­an­choly, he bids me farewell, calls me his best friend, and sheds tears, which I do also; but with me they are tears of laughter. After hav­ing, by his own ac­count, made his will, and provided a for­tune for my eld­est daugh­ter, he rides away slowly and pens­ively, so that the first time I be­lieved he cer­tainly was gone for good and all.


  “‘His jour­ney, how­ever, is only four Ger­man miles, viz. into the res­id­enz, from whence he never fails to re­turn on the third or fourth day, bring­ing with him two new cof­fee-brown coats, six new shirts, three wigs, all of the same star­ing and fright­ful red, a new grey hat, and other re­quis­ites for his ward­robe; fi­nally, to my eld­est daugh­ter, though she is now eight­een, a pa­per of sugar-plums.


  “‘He then thinks no more either of resid­ing in the cap­ital, nor of his home­ward jour­ney. His af­ter­noon ex­penses are paid every night, and his money for break­fast is thrown an­grily at my head every morn­ing.


  “‘At other times, how­ever, he is the best-tempered man in the world. He gives presents every hol­i­day to all my chil­dren, and in the vil­lage has done much real good among the poor; only, he can­not bear the priest, be­cause he learned from the school­mas­ter that the former had changed a gold piece that Mr Ewson had put into the box, and given it out in cop­per pen­nies! Since that time, he avoids him on all oc­ca­sions, and never goes to church, and the priest calls him an athe­ist.


  “‘As be­fore said, how­ever, I have of­ten trouble enough with his tem­per. On com­ing home just yes­ter­day, I heard a great noise in the house, and a voice in furi­ous wrath, which I knew to be Ewson’s. Ac­cord­ingly I found him in vehe­ment al­ter­ca­tion with the house-maid. He had, as usual with him, thrown away his wig, and was stand­ing bald-pated in his shirt-sleeves be­fore her, and hold­ing a great book un­der her nose, wherein he ob­stin­ately poin­ted at some­thing with his fin­ger. The maid stuck her hands in her sides, told him he might get some­body else to play his tricks upon, that he was a bad wicked man, who be­lieved in noth­ing, &c. &c. &c.


  “‘With con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty I suc­ceeded in part­ing the dis­putants, and bring­ing the mat­ter un­der ar­bit­ra­tion. Mr Ewson had de­sired the maid to bring him a wafer to seal a let­ter. The girl never hav­ing writ­ten or sealed a let­ter in her life, at first did not in the least un­der­stand him. At last it oc­curred to her that the wafers he spoke of were those used at mass, and thought Mr E. wanted to mock at re­li­gion, be­cause the priest had said he was an athe­ist. She there­fore re­fused to obey him. Hereupon he had re­course to the dic­tion­ary, and at last got into such a rage, that he spoke noth­ing but Eng­lish, which she ima­gined was gib­ber­ish of the devil’s own in­spir­a­tion. Only my com­ing in pre­ven­ted a per­sonal en­counter, in which prob­ably Mr Ewson would have come off with the worst.’


  “I here in­ter­rup­ted mine host with the ques­tion, ‘Whether it was Mr Ewson also who tor­men­ted me so much in the night with his flute-play­ing?’ ‘Alas! sir,’ said he, ‘that is an­other of his ec­cent­ri­cit­ies, by which he fright­ens away all my night-lodgers. Three years ago one of my sons came on a visit here from the res­id­enz. He plays well on the flute, and prac­tises a good deal. Then, by evil chance, it oc­curred to Mr Ewson that he had also in former days learned to blow the flute, and never gave over till he pre­vailed on my son to sell him his in­stru­ment for a good round sum, and also a dif­fi­cult con­certo which he had brought with him from town.


  “‘There­after Mr Ewson, who has not the slight­est pre­ten­sions to a mu­sical ear, began with furi­ous zeal to blow at this con­certo. He came, how­ever, only to the second solo of the first al­legro. There he met with a pas­sage which he could by no pos­sible means bring out; and this one pas­sage he has now blown at, through these three years, about a hun­dred times per day, till at last, in the ut­most rage, he throws his flute and wig to­gether against the wall.


  “‘As few in­stru­ments can long hold out against such treat­ment, he there­fore fre­quently gets a new one, and has in­deed three or four in use at the same time. If any of them ex­hib­its the smal­lest flaw in one of the keys or join­ings, then, with a ‘God d—n me, it is only in Eng­land that mu­sical in­stru­ments can be made!’ he throws it out of the win­dow.


  “‘What is worst of all, how­ever, is, that this pas­sion for blow­ing the flute of his, seizes him in the night, and he then never fails to diddle all my guests out of their first sleep.


  “‘Could you be­lieve it, how­ever, that there is in our town an­other for­eigner, an Eng­lish­man, by name Doc­tor Green, who has been in the house of the Amt­mann about as long as Mr Ewson has lived with me, and that the one is just as ab­surd an ori­ginal as the other? These two are con­stantly quar­rel­ling, and yet without each other could not live. It has just now oc­curred to me that Mr Ewson has, for this even­ing, ordered a bowl of punch at my house, to which he has in­vited Doc­tor Green. If, sir, you choose to stay here till to-mor­row, you will see the most ab­surd trio that this whole world could af­ford.’


  CHAPTER XXVIII.


  “Your high­ness will read­ily con­clude,” con­tin­ued the phys­i­cian, “that I was very will­ing on this ac­count to delay my jour­ney, as I had thereby an op­por­tun­ity of see­ing Mr Ewson in his glory. As soon as the morn­ing drew on, he came into my room, and was so good as to in­vite me to his bowl of punch, al­though he re­gret­ted that he could only give me that con­tempt­ible drink which, in this coun­try, bore the hon­oured name of a far dif­fer­ent li­quor. It was only in Eng­land where good punch could be drunk, and if ever I came to see him in his own coun­try, he would con­vince me that he knew how to pre­pare, in its best fash­ion, that di­vine pan­acea.


  “Not long af­ter­wards, the two other guests whom he had in­vited, made their ap­pear­ance. The Amt­mann was, like Ewson, a little fig­ure, but round as a ball, happy and con­ten­ted, with a red snub nose, and large spark­ling eyes. Dr Green, on the con­trary, was a tall, power­ful, and middle-aged man, with a coun­ten­ance strik­ingly na­tional, care­lessly, yet fash­ion­ably dressed, spec­tacles on his nose, and a round white hat on his head.


  “‘Give me sack, that mine eyes may be red,’ cried this hero, (march­ing up to the innkeeper, whom he seized by the breast, shak­ing him heart­ily,) ‘Speak, thou ras­cally Cambyses, where are the prin­cesses? There is here a base odour of cof­fee and Bre­men ci­gars, but no fu­mig­a­tion yet floats on the air from the am­bro­sial drink of the gods.’


  “‘Have mercy, oh cham­pion! Away with thy hands—re­lax thy po­tent grasp,’ answered the host, cough­ing; ‘oth­er­wise, in thine ire, thou might’st crush my ribs like an egg­shell.”


  “‘Not till thy du­ties are ful­filled,’ replied Dr Green; ‘not be­fore the sweet va­pour of punch, am­bro­sial punch, de­lights our nos­trils. Why are thy func­tions thus delayed? Not till then shall I let thee go, thou most un­right­eous host!’


  “Now, how­ever, Ewson dar­ted out fe­ro­ciously against the Doc­tor, cry­ing, ‘Green, thou brute, thou ras­cal!—Green shalt thou be, be­neath the eyes,—nay, thou shalt be green and yel­low with grief, if thou dost not im­me­di­ately de­sist from thy shame­ful deeds.’


  “Ac­cord­ingly, I ex­pec­ted a vi­ol­ent quar­rel, and pre­pared my­self for de­par­ture; but I was for once mis­taken. ‘In con­tempt, then, of his cow­ardly im­pot­ence, I shall de­sist,’ said the Doc­tor, ‘and wait pa­tiently for the di­vine drink which thou, Ewson, shalt pre­pare for us.’


  “With these words he let go the innkeeper, (who in­stantly ran out of the room,) seated him­self, with the de­mean­our of a Cato, at the table, lighted his pipe, which was ready filled, and blew out great volumes of smoke.


  “‘Is not all this as if one were at the play?’ said the good-hu­moured Amt­mann, ad­dress­ing him­self to me. ‘The Doc­tor, who gen­er­ally never reads a Ger­man book, bor­rowed from us a volume of Schle­gel’s Shakespeare, and since that time he has, ac­cord­ing to his own ex­pres­sion, never ceased play­ing old well-known tunes upon a strange in­stru­ment. You must have ob­served, that even the innkeeper speaks in meas­ured verse, the Doc­tor hav­ing drilled him for that pur­pose.’


  “He was in­ter­rup­ted by the ap­pear­ance of the land­lord with his punch-bowl, ready filled with li­quor, smoking hot; and al­though Green and Ewson both swore that it was scarcely drink­able, yet they did not fail to swal­low glass after glass with the greatest ex­ped­i­tion.


  “We kept up a tol­er­able con­ver­sa­tion. Green, how­ever, re­mained very si­lent, only now and then fall­ing in with most com­ical con­tra­dic­tions of what other people had said. Thus, for ex­ample, the Amt­mann spoke of the theatre at Ber­lin, and I as­sured him that the tragedy hero played ad­mir­ably. ‘That I can­not ad­mit,’ said Dr Green. ‘Do you not think if the actor had per­formed six times bet­ter, that he might have been tol­er­able?’ Of ne­ces­sity I could not but an­swer in the af­firm­at­ive, but was of opin­ion, that to play six times bet­ter would cost him a deal of un­ne­ces­sary trouble, as he had already played the part of Lear (in which I had already seen him) most mov­ingly. ‘This,’ said Green, ‘quite passes the bounds of my per­cep­tions. The man, in­deed, gives us all that he has to give. Can he help it, if he is by nature and des­tiny in­clined to be stu­pid? How­ever, in his own way, he has brought the art to tol­er­able per­fec­tion; there­fore one must bear with him.’


  “The Amt­mann sat between the two ori­gin­als, ex­ert­ing his own par­tic­u­lar tal­ent, which was, like that of a de­mon, to ex­cite them to all sorts of folly; and thus the night wore on, till the power­ful am­bro­sia began to op­er­ate.


  “At last Ewson be­came ex­tra­vag­antly merry. With a hoarse, croak­ing voice, he sung divers na­tional songs, of which I did not un­der­stand a word; but if the words were like the mu­sic, they must have been every way de­test­able. Moreover, he threw his peri­wig and coat through the win­dow into the court, and began to dance a horn­pipe, with such un­ut­ter­able grim­aces, and in a style so su­per­nat­ur­ally grot­esque, that I had al­most split my sides with laugh­ing.


  “The Doc­tor, mean­while, re­mained ob­stin­ately sol­emn, but it was ob­vi­ous that the strangest vis­ions were passing through his brain. He looked upon the punch-bowl as a bass fiddle, and would not give over play­ing upon it with the spoon, to ac­com­pany Ewson’s songs, though the innkeeper earn­estly en­treated of him to de­sist.


  “As for the Amt­mann, he had al­ways be­come more and more quiet; at last he tottered away into a corner of the room, where he took a chair, and began to weep bit­terly. I un­der­stood a sig­nal of the innkeeper, and in­quired of this dig­nit­ary the cause of his deep sor­row. ‘Alas! alas!’ said he, ‘the Prince Eu­gene was a great, very great gen­eral, and yet even he, that heroic prince, was un­der the ne­ces­sity to die!’ Thereupon he wept more vehe­mently, so that the tears ran down his cheeks.


  “I en­deav­oured as well as I could to con­sole him for the loss of this brave hero of the last cen­tury, but in vain.


  “Dr Green, mean­while, had seized a great pair of snuffers, and with all his might drove and la­boured with them to­wards the open win­dow. He had noth­ing less in view than to clip the moon, which he had mis­taken for a candle.


  “Ewson, mean­while, danced and yelled as if he were pos­sessed by a thou­sand dev­ils, till at last the un­der-waiter came, with a great lan­tern, not­with­stand­ing the clear moon­light shone into the apart­ment, and cried out, ‘Here I am, gen­tle­men. Now you can march.’


  “The Doc­tor arose, lighted his pipe, (which he had laid aside while the en­joy­ments of the punch-bowl las­ted,) and now placed him­self right op­pos­ite to the waiter, blow­ing great clouds into his face.


  “‘Wel­come, friend,’ cried he; ‘Art thou Peter Quince, who bearest about moon­shine, and dog, and thorn-bush? ‘Tis I that have trimmed your light for you, you lub­ber, and there­fore you shine so brightly!


  “‘Good night then! Much have I quaffed of the con­tempt­ible juice here de­nom­in­ated am­bro­sial punch. Good night, mine hon­est host—Good night, mine Pylades!’


  “Ewson swore that he would in­stantly break the head of any one who should of­fer to go home, but no one heeded him. On the con­trary, the waiter took the Doc­tor un­der one arm, and the Amt­mann, still weep­ing for Prince Eu­gene, un­der the other; and thus they reeled along through the streets, to­wards the Amthaus.


  “With con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty, we car­ried the de­li­ri­ous Ewson to his own room, where he raged and blew for half the night on his flute, so that I could not pos­sibly ob­tain any rest; nor did I re­cover from the in­flu­ences of the mad even­ing, un­til I found my­self once more in my trav­el­ling car­riage.”


  The phys­i­cian’s story was (more, per­haps, from the na­ive quaint­ness of his de­liv­ery, than the ma­ter­iel of his nar­rat­ive,) in­ter­rup­ted fre­quently by peals of laughter, louder and longer than are usu­ally to be heard in a court circle. The Prince him­self ap­peared par­tic­u­larly de­lighted.


  “There is only one fig­ure,” said his high­ness, “which, in the punch-bowl scene, you have kept too much in the back-ground, and that is your own—for I am fully per­suaded, that you must have been the means of lead­ing the Doc­tor and Ewson to a thou­sand ex­tra­vag­an­cies, and that you were, in truth, the ex­cit­ing prin­ciple of mis­chief, for which you would have us take the poor devil of an Amt­mann.”


  “I as­sure your high­ness,” said the Doc­tor, “that the club was, on the con­trary, so roun­ded and com­plete in it­self, that every ad­di­tion would have been both dis­cord­ant and su­per­flu­ous. The three ori­gin­als were tuned up, and ad­ap­ted, one to the other, each on his proper key, so as to pro­duce a most per­fect trio. The host ad­ded thereto what we mu­si­cians call a sep­time.”


  In this man­ner the con­ver­sa­tions and the read­ings were kept up till the hour when the Prince’s fam­ily re­tired to their private apart­ments, after which the nu­mer­ous as­sembly all sep­ar­ated in the greatest good hu­mour.

  


  I now found my­self, day after day, mov­ing hap­pily and cheer­fully in a world en­tirely new. But the more that I learned to ac­com­mod­ate my­self to the quiet pleas­ant mode of life in the town, and at the court, the less I thought of the past, or troubled my­self with re­flec­tions that my situ­ation here was held by a very frail ten­ure. A place was gradu­ally opened for me, which I could hold with hon­our and credit. The Prince seemed to take par­tic­u­lar pleas­ure in my so­ci­ety, and from vari­ous hints, I could very eas­ily per­ceive that he thought of re­tain­ing me per­man­ently at his court.


  It was not to be denied, that to many in­di­vidu­als the re­straint im­posed by the con­stant pres­ence of the sov­er­eign, and the ne­ces­sity of ac­com­mod­at­ing one’s pur­suits and opin­ions to those which pre­vailed at court, might have been very dis­agree­able. But here I pos­sessed the pe­cu­liar ad­vant­age of hav­ing been already ac­cus­tomed to the formal re­strained life of the con­vent; so that I suffered less than any other stranger would have done.


  One cir­cum­stance, how­ever, was ex­ceed­ingly irk­some to me. I per­ceived that, al­though the Prince al­ways dis­tin­guished me by the most un­equi­vocal tokens of his fa­vour, yet the Prin­cess in­vari­ably re­mained, in her man­ner to­wards me, cold, haughty, and re­served. Nay, my pres­ence seemed of­ten to dis­quiet her in an ex­traordin­ary de­gree, and it seemed to cost her a great ef­fort to be­stow on me now and then, for form’s sake, a few words of or­din­ary po­lite­ness.


  With the ladies, how­ever, by whom she was sur­roun­ded, I had bet­ter for­tune. My ap­pear­ance seemed to have made on them a fa­vour­able im­pres­sion; and as I was of­ten with them, I suc­ceeded at last in ac­quir­ing the arts of gal­lantry, that is to say, of ac­com­mod­at­ing my­self to the no­tions of the ladies, who­ever they were, among whom I happened to be thrown, and of talk­ing on sub­jects, in them­selves tri­fling and con­tempt­ible, as if they were of some im­port­ance.


  Is not this of­ten­times a key to the fe­male heart? It is not dif­fi­cult to pos­sess one’s self of the ideas that usu­ally pre­vail there, and if these ideas, com­monly not very deep nor sub­lime, are re­peated and em­bel­lished by the elo­quence of a hand­some lover, is not this far bet­ter than down­right flat­tery? It sounds, in­deed, to fe­male ears, like a hymn of self-ad­or­a­tion. The beauty, hear­ing her own slender ideas thus im­proved, is as de­lighted as if she be­held her­self (dressed with el­eg­ance and splend­our) in a mir­ror.


  I was sat­is­fied that my trans­form­a­tion was com­plete. Who could now have re­cog­nised in me the monk Med­ar­dus? The only dan­ger­ous place for me now was the church, where I could scarcely avoid mech­an­ic­ally be­tray­ing the force of old habits.


  Among the con­stant hangers-on of the court, the phys­i­cian was al­most the only one, ex­cept my­self, who seemed to have any de­cided char­ac­ter of his own. He was, there­fore, par­tial to me, and ap­proved highly the bold­ness of my ex­pres­sions, by which I had strangely suc­ceeded in ban­ish­ing from the Prince’s parties, the pleas­ures of the pharo-table.


  It thus happened that we were of­ten to­gether, and spoke now of lit­er­at­ure and the arts—now of the go­ings on of those that were around us. For the Prin­cess, the phys­i­cian had, like my­self, a high ven­er­a­tion; and as­sured me, that it was only through her in­flu­ence that the Prince was re­strained from many other fol­lies. It was this only that could charm away that kind of rest­less en­nui by which he was tor­men­ted; and it seemed of­ten as if she were ob­liged to treat him as a child, and put into his hands some harm­less plaything.


  I did not lose this op­por­tun­ity of lament­ing that I seemed to be out of fa­vour with the Prin­cess, without be­ing able to ex­plain to my­self any cause for it.


  The Doc­tor im­me­di­ately rose, and, as we happened to be in his room, brought a small mini­ature pic­ture from his writ­ing-desk, de­sir­ing me to ex­am­ine it with great care. I did so—but how was I con­foun­ded when I per­ceived that the fea­tures of the male fig­ure whom it rep­res­en­ted were pre­cisely my own! It was only the old fash­ion of hair-dress­ing and of garb in the por­trait, and the lux­uri­ant whiskers (Bel­campo’s chef-d’[oe]uvre) on my part, that presen­ted any dif­fer­ence.


  Without hes­it­a­tion I im­par­ted my as­ton­ish­ment to the phys­i­cian. “Well, sir,” said he, “it is neither more nor less than this re­semb­lance which now ter­ri­fies and dis­quiets the Prin­cess as of­ten as you come into her pres­ence; for your ap­pear­ance never fails to bring to her mind the re­col­lec­tion of a tre­mend­ous ad­ven­ture, which formerly happened at this court, and which I knew not whether I ought to re­late.


  “My pre­cursor in the du­ties of phys­i­cian, who has been some years dead, and of whom I was a pu­pil, en­trus­ted me with the par­tic­u­lars of that event, and at the same time gave me this pic­ture, which rep­res­ents a former fa­vour­ite in the Prince’s fam­ily, known here by the name of Francesco. You per­ceive, by the way, that the mini­ature it­self is a mas­ter­piece of art.


  “It is one of the nu­mer­ous works of that cel­eb­rated for­eign painter who was then at our court, and be­came a prin­cipal actor in the tragedy to which I have al­luded.”


  On con­tem­plat­ing the pic­ture, my mind was over­powered by con­fused and stupi­fy­ing ap­pre­hen­sions, which I vainly en­deav­oured to ar­range into some def­in­ite shape. This only was cer­tain, that some mys­tery, in which I was my­self in­volved, would now be cleared up; and I en­treated the phys­i­cian to wave his scruples, and ac­quaint me with the ad­ven­ture to which he had al­luded, as it prob­ably might ac­count to me for the ex­traordin­ary like­ness between my fea­tures and those of Francesco.


  “Truly,” said the phys­i­cian, “I can­not won­der at your curi­os­ity be­ing thus awakened; and though I speak very un­will­ingly of these cir­cum­stances, on which, to this day, there lies a veil of mys­tery which I have never been able to lift up, yet you shall now hear all that I know of the mat­ter. Many years have now passed since that oc­cur­rence, and the prin­cipal act­ors have re­tired al­to­gether from the stage; yet the mere re­col­lec­tion of them is here so haz­ard­ous, that I must beg of you not to re­peat to any one what I may now com­mu­nic­ate.”


  Of course I prom­ised secrecy, and the phys­i­cian went on as fol­lows:—


  “It happened just at the time of our Prince’s mar­riage, that his brother the Duke of Neuen­burg re­turned from his travels in the so­ci­ety of a man whom he called Francesco, though it was known that he was not an Italian, but by birth a Ger­man. They brought with him also a painter, said to have ac­quired, as an artist, the highest celebrity.


  “The Duke of Neuen­burg was one of the hand­somest men that have ever lived; and, on this ac­count alone, would have out­shone our sov­er­eign, even if he had not also ex­celled him both in vi­va­city and en­ergy of mind.


  “On the young and newly-mar­ried Prin­cess, there­fore, who was then very lively, and for whose dis­pos­i­tion her con­sort was not very well suited, the Duke made an ex­traordin­ary im­pres­sion. Without the slight­est shade of crim­inal in­ten­tions, of any pre­med­it­ated crime, the parties were gradu­ally and al­most un­con­sciously in­volved in an at­tach­ment, at first more dis­tin­guish­able to by-stand­ers than to them­selves, and from which they would, on timely re­flec­tion, have fled with ter­ror.


  “It was the stranger Francesco alone, who, both in tal­ents and in per­sonal beauty, could be com­pared to the Duke; and as the Duke in­ter­ested our reign­ing Prin­cess, so Francesco com­pletely ac­quired the af­fec­tions of her elder sis­ter, who was then an in­mate of our court.


  “Francesco soon be­came aware of his good for­tune, and did not fail to lay the craft­i­est plans for profit­ing by the ad­vant­ages then put within his power. Mean­while, al­though our sov­er­eign was per­fectly con­vinced of his wife’s vir­tue, yet the over­strained at­ten­tions of his brother, and the sat­is­fac­tion with which they were re­ceived, gave him con­sid­er­able vex­a­tion, and Francesco alone, who was be­come a great fa­vour­ite, was able at cer­tain times to keep him in good hu­mour. On this man he wished to con­fer some dis­tin­guished situ­ation; but the for­eigner was con­ten­ted with the ad­vant­ages de­rived from the sys­tem of fa­vour­it­ism, and the af­fec­tion of the Prin­cess’s un­mar­ried sis­ter.


  “Such was the situ­ation of af­fairs for some time. No par­tic­u­lar event oc­curred to dis­turb the fam­ily; but it was easy to per­ceive that some among them were in no en­vi­able state of mind. At this very junc­ture, by the in­vit­a­tion prob­ably of the Duke, there ap­peared with great splend­our at our court a cer­tain Italian Count­ess, to whom, it was said, that, in the course of his travels, he had at one time been greatly at­tached, and who had even been spoken of as his be­trothed bride.


  “Be this as it may, she is said to have been won­der­fully beau­ti­ful, to have con­cen­trated in her per­son and man­ners the very belle ideal of grace and el­eg­ance. In­deed these at­trib­utes speak for them­selves in her por­trait, which you may see in the gal­lery. Her pres­ence at first greatly en­livened the court, where a kind of lan­guor had be­gun to pre­dom­in­ate. She out­shone every lady, even the Royal Prin­cesses not ex­cep­ted.


  “Francesco, how­ever, after the ar­rival of this Italian beauty, be­came most un­fa­vour­ably changed. It seemed as if he were preyed upon by some in­ward grief, which wore away the fresh bloom that had been formerly on his fea­tures. Moreover, he be­came peev­ish, re­served, and mel­an­choly. He neg­lected even the so­ci­ety of his noble mis­tress, to whom he had be­fore shewn such ob­sequious at­ten­tion.


  “After some time, too, the Duke be­came mor­ose and med­it­at­ive, seem­ingly car­ried away by some new pas­sion, which he was un­able to res­ist. But, above all, it was on Francesco’s mis­tress, the un­mar­ried Prin­cess, that the strange lady’s ar­rival had the most pain­ful in­flu­ence. Be­ing nat­ur­ally in­clined to en­thu­si­asm, and to feel in ex­tremes, it seemed to her, that with the loss of Francesco’s love, all the hopes and joys of this life were, for her, withered for ever.


  “Amid these dark clouds of dis­ap­point­ment and mel­an­choly, by which all were more or less af­fected, the Duke was the first to re­cover an out­ward show of cheer­ful­ness. That his at­ten­tions formerly to the reign­ing Prin­cess had been per­fectly in­no­cent, there can be no doubt; but these were now changed for a vehe­ment re­vival of his old at­tach­ment to the Italian Count­ess, so that he lay once more un­der the same fet­ters, which, but a short time be­fore he came hither, he had suc­cess­fully broken!


  “The more that the Duke gave him­self to this pas­sion, the more re­mark­able for gloom and dis­con­tent was the be­ha­viour of Francesco, who now scarcely ever made his ap­pear­ance at court, but wandered about through the coun­try alone, and was of­ten for weeks to­gether ab­sent from the res­id­enz.


  “On the other hand, the painter, who, as I have men­tioned be­fore, had also ac­com­pan­ied the Duke from Italy, and who at first had been so shy and re­served, that he was al­most in­vis­ible, now made his ap­pear­ance very fre­quently in so­ci­ety, and la­boured with great suc­cess and in­dustry in a large room, which the Italian Count­ess had fit­ted up for him in her house, and where he took many por­traits of her and of oth­ers, with match­less fi­del­ity and strength of ex­pres­sion.


  “To the reign­ing Prin­cess, mean­while, he seemed to cher­ish a de­cided aver­sion. He ab­so­lutely re­fused to paint her por­trait, while, at the same time, of her un­mar­ried sis­ter he took a most per­fect like­ness, without her hav­ing al­lowed him a single sit­ting. Many other strange stor­ies are told of this painter’s ca­pri­cious and un­ac­count­able con­duct, which I do not think it ne­ces­sary to de­tail. Suf­fice it to say, that though for the most part em­ployed sed­u­lously in his own pro­fes­sion, he seemed to be ut­terly care­less of what oth­ers said or thought of his pro­duc­tions. One day, how­ever, when the Duke had made some re­marks which did not suit with the stranger’s par­tic­u­lar hu­mour, an ir­re­con­cil­able and vi­ol­ent quar­rel took place betwixt them; and the artist only re­ques­ted, that, be­fore re­tir­ing from the court, he might be al­lowed to be­stow some fin­ish­ing touches on a fa­vour­ite pic­ture of the Italian lady, which he was then paint­ing for his pat­ron. This be­ing agreed to, by two or three mas­terly strokes of his pen­cil, he con­ver­ted in a few seconds the coun­ten­ance which had been so beau­ti­ful, into the most hideous mon­ster of de­form­ity, on which no one could bear to look. Then, with the words, ‘Now art thou for ever lost,’ he slowly and sol­emnly left the apart­ment.


  “This happened when the Italian Prin­cess was already be­come the be­trothed bride of the Duke, and the mar­riage was ap­poin­ted to take place in a few days. As to the painter’s strange con­duct, less no­tice was taken of it, as he was, by pre­val­ent re­port, li­able fre­quently to mad­ness. He re­turned, as it was said, to his own small and con­fined apart­ments, where he sat star­ing at a great piece of stretched can­vass, without, as the by-stand­ers be­lieved, mak­ing any pro­gress, though he him­self said that he was en­gaged on mag­ni­fi­cent works. So he com­pletely for­got his at­tend­ance at court, and was him­self for­got­ten.


  “The mar­riage of the Duke with the Italian lady, was sol­emnly cel­eb­rated in the palace. The reign­ing Prin­cess had, of course, ac­com­mod­ated her­self to cir­cum­stances, and if she really loved her brother-in-law, had re­nounced a pas­sion which was without le­git­im­ate ob­ject, and which never could have been grat­i­fied.


  “Her un­mar­ried sis­ter once more seemed in high spir­its, for her lover, Francesco, now re-ap­peared at court, more bloom­ing and joy­ous than ever.


  “The Duke, with his con­sent, was to in­habit a wing of the palace, which our Sov­er­eign had ordered to be pre­pared for them. The Prince was, in­deed, at that time, quite in his ele­ment. He was never vis­ible, without a crowd of ar­chi­tects, paint­ers, and up­holster­ers around him, turn­ing over great books, and spread­ing out on the table plans, sketches, and out­lines, which he partly de­vised him­self; and which, among them all, turned out suf­fi­ciently in­com­mo­di­ous and ab­surd.


  “Neither the Duke nor his bride was al­lowed to see any of these ar­range­ments, till on the eve of their mar­riage-day, when they were led by the Prince, in a long sol­emn pro­ces­sion, into the rooms, which were really dec­or­ated with great splend­our; and on the even­ing of that day, the fest­iv­it­ies were con­cluded by a ball, given in the great ban­quet salle, which was made to re­semble a bloom­ing garden.


  “The nup­tials were reg­u­larly sol­em­nized on the fol­low­ing day; and all was con­duc­ted as usual on such oc­ca­sions; till about mid­night, when, from the Duke’s wing of the house, there was heard a strange dis­turb­ance, of which the noise be­came al­ways louder and louder, till it reached our Sov­er­eign’s ears, who, in great alarm, star­ted from his bed.


  “Hav­ing dressed him­self hast­ily, and at­ten­ded by his guards, he reached the dis­tant cor­ridor of his brother’s apart­ments, just as the ser­vants were lift­ing up the dead body of the Duke, who had been found murdered, and ly­ing at the door of the bridal cham­ber!


  “I make the nar­rat­ive as short as pos­sible. It is easier to con­ceive than de­scribe the hor­ror of the sov­er­eign, the af­flic­tion of his con­sort, and the whole court.


  “Of course, the first in­quir­ies of the Prince were, how and by whom the murder had been com­mit­ted? Watches were placed in all the cor­ridors. How, there­fore, was it pos­sible, that an as­sas­sin could have got ad­mit­tance, or how could he es­cape if he had once got in? All the private pas­sages were searched, but in vain!


  “The page who usu­ally waited on the Duke, re­lated that he had as­sisted his mas­ter to un­dress, who was for a long while agit­ated by fear­ful and un­defin­able ap­pre­hen­sions, and had walked up and down, greatly dis­quieted, in his dress­ing-room, then, car­ry­ing a large wax candle, he had ac­com­pan­ied him to the anti-room of the bridal cham­ber. The Duke had there taken the light out of his hand, and sent him away.


  “Scarcely was he out of the anti-room, when he heard a hol­low stifled cry, the noise of a heavy fall, and the rat­tling of the over­thrown can­dle­stick. He then ran dir­ectly back, and, by the gleam of a lamp, which still burned, be­held the Duke stretched, dy­ing or dead, be­fore the door of the bridal cham­ber, and near him he saw ly­ing a small bloody stiletto. Thereupon he dir­ectly gave the alarm.


  “On the other hand, the Italian Duch­ess gave a totally dif­fer­ent, and quite in­ex­plic­able ac­count. She said, that dir­ectly after her maids had left her, the Duke had hast­ily come into her room without a light, and had dir­ectly put out the other lights, so that the apart­ment was left in dark­ness. He had re­mained with her a good half-hour, and had then risen and de­par­ted. Ac­cord­ing to her state­ment, it must have been only a few minutes after this that the murder was per­pet­rated.


  “In short, people wore them­selves out with con­jec­tures as to who could have been the mur­derer, while not a single trace of him was to be ob­tained. But at this junc­ture, there stepped for­ward a cer­tain wait­ing-maid of the Prin­cess’s un­mar­ried sis­ter, who had been ac­ci­dent­ally and privately a wit­ness of the scene between the Duke and the painter, when the por­trait was des­troyed. After hear­ing her opin­ion and evid­ence, no one doubted that the painter was the man who had found his way secretly into the palace, and be­come the mur­derer.


  “Or­ders were of course given to ar­rest this man; but ere the wait­ing-maid’s evid­ence was given, he had found time to es­cape, and not the slight­est tid­ings of him were to be found.


  CHAPTER XXIX.


  “After this hor­rible tragedy,” con­tin­ued the phys­i­cian, “the court re­mained sunk in the pro­found­est mel­an­choly, which was shared by all the in­hab­it­ants of the town; and it was only Francesco, (whose at­tach­ment con­tin­ued un­abated to the un­mar­ried Prin­cess,) who still seemed cheer­ful, and, by sym­pathy, spread a gleam of sat­is­fac­tion through the oth­er­wise mel­an­choly circles.


  “I have stated only such facts as I can vouch for on my own know­ledge. As to the con­jec­tures and ru­mours that were now abroad, they were, of course, many and vari­ous, and, es­pe­cially, a strange story was told of some in­di­vidual, who, on the mar­riage night, had played, in the dark, the part of the bride­groom.


  “Be that as it may, the Italian Count­ess af­ter­wards re­tired to a dis­tant castle be­long­ing to our Prince; and as to her mode of life there, it was kept en­tirely secret, all that was made known be­ing that her ex­treme grief had dis­gus­ted her with the world.


  “Not­with­stand­ing the in­flu­ence of this hor­rible mis­for­tune, Francesco’s in­ter­course with the sis­ter of our reign­ing Prin­cess be­came al­ways more and more in­tim­ate, and the friend­ship of this Sov­er­eign to­wards him more pub­licly con­firmed. The mys­tery, whatever it was, that hung over this man’s birth and for­tunes, had now been fully ex­plained to him; and at last, after many con­sulta­tions and en­treat­ies, he agreed to a private mar­riage between Francesco and his sis­ter-in-law. The former was to be raised to a high rank in the army, un­der an­other gov­ern­ment, where our Prince had in­flu­ence; and not till that event took place, was his mar­riage to be made pub­lic.


  “The day of the sol­em­niz­a­tion ar­rived. The Prince and Prin­cess, with two other con­fid­en­tial wit­nesses, of whom my pre­de­cessor was one, were the only per­sons present at this oc­ca­sion. One page, who was also in the secret, kept watch at the chapel-door.


  “The couple were kneel­ing be­fore the al­tar. The Prince’s con­fessor, a ven­er­able old man, after an ap­pro­pri­ate prayer and lec­ture, began the ce­re­mony, when, to the as­ton­ish­ment of every one, Francesco grew sud­denly pale as marble, star­ing at some ob­ject which as yet none but him­self be­held. ‘What would’st thou have?’ cried he, in a deep hol­low voice, and let­ting go his bride’s hand.


  “Fol­low­ing the dir­ec­tion of his looks, they now ob­served, lean­ing against a pil­lar of the church, in his Italian dress, with a dark vi­olet-col­oured mantle drawn closely round him—the painter! He con­tin­ued to fix his dark glar­ing eyes on Francesco, who seemed trans­fixed with some in­ex­plic­able ap­pre­hen­sion.


  “The Prin­cess nearly fain­ted, and every one but the priest was too much as­ton­ished to speak—‘Why should the fig­ure of this man af­fright you?’ said he, to Francesco. ‘It is true that his pres­ence here was un­ex­pec­ted; but if your own con­science is at rest, where­fore should you tremble be­fore him?’


  “Then Francesco, who had till now kept this kneel­ing pos­ture at the al­tar, star­ted up, and, with a small stiletto in his hand, rushed to­wards the painter. But be­fore he reached him, he him­self fell, with a fright­ful cry, to the ground, and in the same mo­ment the painter van­ished be­hind the pil­lar.


  “The mar­riage ce­re­mony, of course, was thought of no more. All star­ted up as from a dream, and ran to the help of Francesco, who had fain­ted, and lay on the ground as if dead. To avoid risk of pub­li­city, the two wit­nesses, with the page’s help, car­ried him into the Prince’s apart­ments. When he re­covered from his faint, he de­man­ded vehe­mently that he should be con­veyed to his own lodgings, and left there alone. To the Prince’s ques­tions as to his strange con­duct in the church, he would make no an­swer whatever.


  “On the fol­low­ing morn­ing, Francesco had fled from the res­id­enz, tak­ing with him all the valu­ables which the fa­vour of the late Duke, and of our Sov­er­eign, had be­stowed upon him. The lat­ter used every pos­sible means to un­ravel these mys­ter­ies, and, above all, to ex­plain the ghostly ap­par­i­tion of the painter. The chapel had only two en­trances, of which one led from the rooms of the palace to the seats near the high al­tar; the other, from the great cor­ridor into the aisle of the chapel. This last en­trance had been watched by the page, in or­der that no pry­ing ob­server should gain ad­mit­tance. The other had been care­fully closed, so that it re­mained in­ex­plic­able both how the painter ap­peared in, and van­ished from, the chapel.


  “An­other cir­cum­stance very re­mark­able was no­ticed by the page. This per­son had been the con­fid­en­tial at­tend­ant of the late Duke, and he de­clared him­self con­vinced, that the stiletto which Francesco had con­tin­ued to grasp con­vuls­ively dur­ing his faint, was the same which he had seen ly­ing by the body of his mas­ter on that fatal even­ing, and which had soon af­ter­wards been un­ac­count­ably lost.


  “Not long after Francesco’s flight, news came of the Italian Duch­ess. On the very day when the former should have been mar­ried, she had been de­livered of a son, and soon after her ac­couche­ment had died. The Prince de­plored her un­timely fate, though the cir­cum­stances of the bridal-night had weighed so heav­ily on her, that her fu­ture life must, of ne­ces­sity, have been un­happy. Nor were there want­ing in­di­vidu­als ma­li­cious enough to raise against her evil ru­mours and sus­pi­cions. Her son never ap­peared here, but was edu­cated in dis­tant coun­tries, un­der the Italian title of Count Vic­torin.


  “The Prin­cess—I mean the sis­ter-in-law of our Sov­er­eign—be­ing re­duced to ut­ter des­pair by these hor­rid events fol­low­ing like links of a chain so closely on one an­other, de­term­ined on de­vot­ing the rest of her life to the cloister. She is, as you already know, Ab­bess of the Cister­tian Con­vent at Kreuzberg.


  “But, between these ad­ven­tures which happened in our court, there has lately been traced a won­der­ful, and al­most su­per­nat­ural co­in­cid­ence, with oth­ers which oc­curred very lately at the castle of the Baron von F——, in the Thuringian moun­tains, and by which his house was thrown pre­cisely into the same state of dis­trac­tion and misery un­der which ours had suffered. You must know that the Ab­bess, who had been moved with the dis­tress of a poor wo­man with a child in her arms, who came to her from a pil­grim­age to the Con­vent of the Lime-Tree”—


  Here the en­trance of a vis­itor put an end to the phys­i­cian’s nar­rat­ive; and hast­ily tak­ing my leave, I suc­ceeded tol­er­ably well in con­ceal­ing the tem­pest of emo­tions which now raged within me.


  Scarcely a doubt re­mained on my mind that Francesco had been my father. He had murdered the Duke with the identical stiletto with which, in self-de­fence, I had af­ter­wards killed Her­mo­gen! Here, then, was the ori­gin of that hered­it­ary guilt, of which the dark­en­ing clouds hung like a curse upon my ex­ist­ence, and which it should have been my earn­est en­deav­our to ex­pi­ate, by a life of vol­un­tary suf­fer­ing, of pen­ance, and ex­em­plary piety.


  Hence, there­fore, I re­solved in­stantly to fol­low the Prior’s in­junc­tions, and be­take my­self to Italy; thus break­ing out at once from that dan­ger­ous circle into which I had been se­duced by the ma­li­cious powers of dark­ness.


  On that very even­ing, how­ever, I had been en­gaged to a party at court, and went ac­cord­ingly. The as­sembly was as nu­mer­ous and var­ied as that which I have de­scribed on a former oc­ca­sion; but, through them all, there pre­vailed one only sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion, viz. the ex­traordin­ary beauty of a young lady who had ar­rived only the day pre­ced­ing at our court, and had been ap­poin­ted one of the maids of hon­our to the Prin­cess.


  At last the fold­ing-doors were thrown open, the Prin­cess, as usual, stepped in, but not with her usual at­tend­ant. The stranger was with her, and in that stranger I re­cog­nized at once—Aure­lia!!


  

  VOL. II


  CHAPTER I.


  Who is there, over the wide world, who has not, at one period or an­other, in a more or less de­gree, felt the mys­ter­i­ous in­flu­ences of love?—Who­ever thou art, then, cour­teous reader, who shalt, after the lapse of years, turn over these pa­pers, re­call, I be­seech you, to re­col­lec­tion that noon­tide in­ter­val of dazzling bright­ness—con­tem­plate once more that beau­ti­ful im­age, which came, like an im­per­son­iz­a­tion of the ab­stract spirit of love, from di­vine re­gions, to meet you.


  At that time, it was through her,—through her alone, that thou seemed’st as­sured of thine own ex­ist­ence! Canst thou not yet re­mem­ber, how the rush­ing streams, the wav­ing trees, and the balmy winds of even­ing, spoke to thee, in ar­tic­u­late and in­tel­li­gible ac­cents, of her, and of the pre­vail­ing pas­sion which pos­sessed thy whole heart and soul?—Canst thou yet be­hold how the flowers un­fol­ded their bright beam­ing eyes, bear­ing to thine from her kisses and sa­luta­tion?


  Yet, sup­pose that she her­self had ac­tu­ally come—that she vowed to be thine, and thine only—to live for thee alone—then didst thou fold her in thy em­braces, and it seemed as if Heaven opened its eternal realms to re­ceive you—as if thou could’st raise thy­self with her above all the petty sor­rows or en­joy­ments of this every-day and earthly sphere. Yet scarcely hadst thou formed such hopes ere she was lost! The bland il­lu­sion was broken. No longer could’st thou hear the mu­sic of her ce­les­tial voice; and only the sor­row­ful com­plaints of the des­pair­ing and for­saken lover soun­ded amid the des­ol­ate loneli­ness!


  If then, reader, to me un­known!—if thou hast ever been per­se­cuted by such a des­tiny, join, then, and sym­path­ize with the grief of the pen­it­ent monk, who, re­col­lect­ing still the sunny gleams of his youth­ful at­tach­ment, weeps on his hard couch, and whose fear­ful groans re­ver­ber­ate, in the still­ness of night, through the gloomy aisles of the con­vent!—But thou, too, in spirit to me re­lated, doubt­less wilt con­cur in my be­lief, that it is not till after death, that the mys­ter­i­ous gifts and en­joy­ments of this pas­sion can be ob­tained and ful­filled! This truth is, in­deed, an­nounced to us by many a hol­low proph­esy­ing voice, which rises on our ears from the im­meas­ur­able depths of etern­ity; and as in those rites, cel­eb­rated by our earli­est an­cest­ors, (the chil­dren of nature,) death ap­pears also to us the high fest­ival of love!


  I have said be­fore, that my lead­ing ob­ject in these pages was rapid, con­cise nar­rat­ive, without any at­tempt at de­scrip­tion. But of my emo­tions on meet­ing Aure­lia, that even­ing, in the palace, no words could, how­ever skil­fully la­boured, con­vey any ad­equate im­pres­sion. I was struck as if with a thun­der­shock. My breast heaved—my heart beat con­vuls­ively—and every pulse and vein throbbed al­most aud­ibly.


  “To her!—to her!”—It seemed as if an over-power­ing im­pulse would force me to thrust aside the con­tempt­ible mob of in­sipid world­lings—of every-day flat­ter­ers, scarcely pos­sessed of one ra­tional idea, by whom she was sur­roun­ded—to crush, like webs of gos­samer, those despic­able bar­ri­ers, and snatch her to my arms, in all the wild frenzy of un­dis­guised pas­sion! Me­thought I could have ex­claimed aloud—“What, un­happy girl, dost thou strive against? With that su­per­nat­ural power, which has ir­res­ist­ibly and un­al­ter­ably chained thee to me?—Am I not thy fate, and art thou not in­deed mine for ever?”


  Yet not­with­stand­ing these emo­tions, I con­trived, far bet­ter than formerly, at the Baron’s castle, to con­ceal from the bystand­ers my agit­a­tion. Be­sides, the eyes of all were dir­ec­ted to Aure­lia; and thus, in a circle of people, who to my con­cerns were per­fectly in­dif­fer­ent, I con­trived to move about, without be­ing par­tic­u­larly re­marked or spoken to, which to me would have been in­tol­er­able, as I could but see, hear, and think of her alone.


  Let no one in­sist that a truly beau­ti­ful girl ap­pears to most ad­vant­age in a homely house­hold dress. On the con­trary, the beauty of wo­man, like that of flowers in a par­terre, is then most at­tract­ive and ir­res­ist­ible when they are ar­rayed in their fullest pomp and mag­ni­fi­cence. Say, then, oh lover! to whom I have be­fore ad­dressed my­self, when thou for the first time be­hold­est the empress of thy heart—who had be­fore worn a simple garb, now at­tired with splend­our and gleam­ing, the cy­nos­ure of a bril­liant party—did not a new and name­less rap­ture vi­brate through every nerve and vein? She would ap­pear to you in­deed so strange! but this, joined to the know­ledge that she was in real­ity the same, heightened the charms by which thy soul was wholly sub­jec­ted. What un­speak­able pleas­ure, if thou could’st, by stealth, seize and press her hand in the crowd, and say to thy­self, she, who is here the mag­net of all eyes, is mine by in­dis­sol­uble bonds, and lives for me alone!


  Thus I be­held Aure­lia on that even­ing dressed with be­com­ing splend­our for her first in­tro­duc­tion at court. Then the spirit of evil once more be­came power­ful within me, and lif­ted up his in­ternal voice, to which I now bent a will­ing ear—“Seest thou not now, Med­ar­dus,” it began, “how thou tri­umph’st over all the con­di­tional laws and lim­it­a­tions of this life—how Des­tiny now sub­mits her­self to thy will, and only knots more firmly the threads which thou thy­self hadst spun?”


  There were many other wo­men at court who might well have passed for beau­ti­ful, but be­fore the dazzling charms of Aure­lia, they faded away into ut­ter in­sig­ni­fic­ance. A kind of in­spir­a­tion now seemed to take pos­ses­sion of the most in­sipid and com­mon-place char­ac­ters. Even the old courtiers gave up their usual strain of un­mean­ing talk, and vis­ibly ex­er­ted them­selves, in or­der to ap­pear to the best ad­vant­age in the eyes of the beau­ti­ful stranger.


  Aure­lia re­ceived all this homage with looks fixed on the ground, and with deep blushes; but now, when the Prince as­sembled the elder courtiers about him­self, and many a hand­some youth tim­idly and re­spect­fully drew near her, she began, by de­grees, to lose her em­bar­rass­ment, and to seem more cheer­ful.


  There was, in par­tic­u­lar, a cer­tain Ma­jor of the garde d’hon­neur, who suc­ceeded in at­tract­ing a good deal of her at­ten­tion, so that she at last ap­peared oc­cu­pied with him in lively dis­course. I knew this Ma­jor to be a de­cided fa­vour­ite of the fe­male sex; with a fine ear, he could catch even the very tone, sen­ti­ment, and voice of the per­son whom he ad­dressed, so that the de­ceived listener seemed to hear a mi­ra­cu­lous an­ti­cip­a­tion of her own thoughts—a chord struck in per­fect uni­son. I now stood not far from Aure­lia, who ap­peared to take no no­tice of me. Many times I was on the point of go­ing up to her, but, as if bound by iron fet­ters, I could not move from the spot on which I stood. The bit­ter­ness of envy and jeal­ousy pos­sessed my heart. At last, as I stead­fastly gazed on Aure­lia and her for­tu­nate com­pan­ion, me­thought that the Ma­jor’s fea­tures were changed into those of Vic­torin!


  As if ac­tu­ated by some de­mon, I wholly lost all self-pos­ses­sion. In a con­vulsed tone of bit­ter scorn and mock­ery, I laughed aloud—“Ha, ha, ha!—Thou re­ven­ant!—Thou cursed lib­ertine!” cried I, “has thy bed then, in the devil’s abyss, been so downy, that, in fren­zied pas­sion, thou darest as­pire to the chosen para­mour of the Monk?”


  I know not if I ac­tu­ally uttered these words, but I heard my­self laugh, and star­ted up as from a dream, when the old Court-Mar­shal, tak­ing my arm, gently in­quired, “What makes you so merry, Mr Le­onard?” An ice-cold shud­der­ing passed over my whole frame.


  Were not these the identical words of the pi­ous brother Cyril­lus, when, at the time of my in­vest­it­ure, he re­marked my sin­ful laughter?—Scarcely was I able to ut­ter some in­co­her­ent non­sense in reply—I felt con­scious that Aure­lia was no longer near to me, but did not ven­ture to look up to see what had be­come of her. In­stinct­ively, I re­solved to make my es­cape, and ran with my ut­most speed through the il­lu­min­ated apart­ments. Doubt­less, my ap­pear­ance was in the ut­most de­gree dis­ordered, for I re­marked how every one cleared the way for me as if seized with hor­ror and af­fright. At length, I ar­rived at the outer-door, and leapt head­long rather than ran down the broad marble stair­case.


  Hence­for­ward I com­pletely avoided the court; for to see Aure­lia again, without be­tray­ing the mys­tery which it was my in­terest to con­ceal, seemed to me im­possible. Aban­doned to my own rev­er­ies, I ran through the fields and woods, think­ing of her, and be­hold­ing her alone. My con­vic­tion al­ways be­came more cer­tain that some mys­ter­i­ous des­tiny bound up her fate in­dis­sol­ubly with mine, and that my pur­suit of her, which had many times ap­peared to me as an un­par­don­able crime, was but the ful­fil­ment of an eternal and un­al­ter­able de­cree.


  Thus en­cour­aging my­self, I laughed at the danger which now threatened me, if Aure­lia should re­cog­nize in me the mur­derer of Her­mo­gen! Be­sides, this ap­peared to me very im­prob­able; and, mean­while, the at­ten­tions of those flut­ter­ing youths who la­boured to win for them­selves the good graces of her who was al­to­gether and ex­clus­ively mine, filled me with the ut­most scorn and con­tempt for their en­deav­ours.


  “What,” said I, “are to me these Counts, Frey­herrs, Cham­ber­lains, and mil­it­ary of­ficers, in their mot­ley coats be­daubed with lace, and hung with or­ders? What are they more than gaudy im­per­tin­ent in­sects, which, if they be­came trouble­some, I could with one blow crush to an­ni­hil­a­tion?”


  Re­flect­ing on the chapel ad­ven­ture of the Cister­tian Con­vent, it seemed to me as if, robed in my capuchin tu­nic, I could step in among them with Aure­lia, habited like a bride, in my arms, and that this proud and haughty Prin­cess should be forced even to sanc­tion the mar­riage, and pre­pare the bridal fest­ival for that con­quer­ing and tri­umphant monk, whom she now so much des­pised. La­bour­ing with such thoughts, I fre­quently pro­nounced aloud, and un­con­sciously, the name of Aure­lia; and, as be­fore in the Capuchin Con­vent, laughed and howled like a mad­man!


  But, ere long, this tem­pest was laid, and I began quietly to take coun­sel with my­self in what man­ner I was now to act. Thus I was one morn­ing glid­ing through the park, con­sid­er­ing whether it would be prudent for me to at­tend an­other even­ing party at court, which had been an­nounced to me, when some one touched me on the shoulder. It was the phys­i­cian.


  To my great sur­prise, after the usual sa­luta­tions, he looked stead­fastly in my face, took hold of my arm, and re­ques­ted that I would al­low him to feel my pulse. “What’s the mean­ing of all this?” cried I, with some im­pa­tience.—“Nay,” said he, “there is a sort of mad­ness go­ing about here, that seizes all at once upon hon­est Chris­tian people, and makes them ut­ter tre­mend­ous noises, though some will have it that the said noises are noth­ing more than very im­mod­er­ate laughter. At the same time, this may be all a mis­con­cep­tion; this devil of mad­ness may be only a slight fever, with heat in the blood; there­fore I beg of you, sir, al­low me to feel your pulse.”


  “I as­sure you, sir,” said I, “that I am well, and by no means un­der­stand the drift of this dis­course.” The phys­i­cian, how­ever, had kept hold of my arm, and now tak­ing out his watch, coun­ted my pulse with great pre­ci­sion. His con­duct, in­deed, puzzled me com­pletely, and I en­treated of him to ex­plain him­self.


  “Do you not know, then, Mr Le­onard,” replied he, “that your be­ha­viour has lately brought the whole court into the ut­most con­fu­sion and con­sterna­tion? Since that time, the lady of the up­per Cham­ber­lain has been al­most per­petu­ally in hys­ter­ics; and the Pres­id­ent of the Con­sist­orial Court has been ob­liged to put off hear­ing the weight­i­est causes, be­cause it was your pleas­ure to tramp with all your might upon his gouty toes; so that, now con­fined to his arm-chair, he sits at home roar­ing and curs­ing most not­ably. This happened when you were run­ning out of the hall, after you had laughed in such a de­moni­acal tone without any per­cept­ible reason, that all were seized with the ut­most hor­ror.”


  At that mo­ment I thought of the Court-Mar­shal, and said that I in­deed re­col­lec­ted hav­ing laughed in that sud­den man­ner, but that my con­duct surely could not have been at­ten­ded by such con­sequences, as the Mar­shal had only asked me, with great cool­ness, “Why I was so merry?”


  “Nay, nay,” answered the phys­i­cian, “that will not prove much—The Mar­shal is such a homo im­pavidus, that the very devil him­self could scarcely put him out of his way—He re­tained his or­din­ary pla­cid­ity of man­ner, but the Con­sist­orial Pres­id­ent, on the other hand, was ex­ceed­ingly dis­turbed in mind as well as in body, and main­tained ser­i­ously, that none but the devil could have laughed in such a style.—But what is worst of all, our beau­ti­ful Aure­lia was seized with such ex­cess­ive ter­ror, that all the ef­forts of the fam­ily to quiet her were in vain,—and she was soon ob­liged to re­tire, to the ut­ter des­pair of the com­pany. At the mo­ment too, when you, Mr Le­onard, so charm­ingly laughed, the Bar­on­ess Aure­lia is said to have shrieked out the name, “Her­mo­gen!” Now what may be the mean­ing of all this?—You are gen­er­ally a pleas­ant, lively, and prudent man, Mr Le­onard, and I can­not re­gret hav­ing con­fided to you the story of Francesco, which, if all sug­ges­tions be true, must be to you par­tic­u­larly in­tel­li­gible and in­struct­ive!”


  Dur­ing this dis­course, the phys­i­cian had con­tin­ued to hold my arm, and to gaze stead­fastly in my face. Tired of this re­straint, I dis­en­gaged my­self with some rough­ness—and answered—“I really know not how to in­ter­pret all this dis­course of yours, sir; but I must con­fess, that when I saw the beau­ti­ful Aure­lia sur­roun­ded by that tribe of con­ceited young gentry, a very bit­ter re­mem­brance from my early life was called up in my mind; and that, seized with a kind of angry scorn at the be­ha­viour of such empty-brained cox­combs, I for­got in whose pres­ence I was, and laughed aloud in a man­ner that would only have been war­rant­able when I was alone. I am truly sorry that I have un­in­ten­tion­ally brought about so much mis­chief; but I have done pen­ance on that score, hav­ing for some time denied my­self the pleas­ure of be­ing at court. I hope that the Prince’s fam­ily and the Bar­on­ess Aure­lia will ex­cuse me.”


  “Alas! dear Mr Le­onard,” said the Doc­tor, “one is in­deed sub­ject to strange at­tacks and vari­et­ies of mind, which we might yet eas­ily res­ist, if we were but pure in heart, and quiet in con­science.”


  “Who is there,” said I vehe­mently, “on this earthly sphere, that may boast of be­ing so?”—The phys­i­cian sud­denly changed his looks and tone. Mildly and ser­i­ously he said—“Mr Le­onard, you ap­pear to me to be really and truly sick: your looks are pale and dis­ordered—your eyes are sunk, and gleam with a strange kind of fire—your pulse, too, is fe­ver­ish, and your voice sounds strangely.—Shall I pre­scribe some­thing for you?”


  “Poison!” answered I, in a kind of hol­low whis­per.—“Ho, ho,” said the phys­i­cian, “does it stand thus with you?—Nay, nay, in­stead of poison, rather the tran­quil­liz­ing and sed­at­ive rem­edy of pleas­ant so­ci­ety, and mod­er­ate dis­sip­a­tion. It may, how­ever, be, that”—(hes­it­at­ing)—“It is won­der­ful in­deed, but——”


  “I must beg of you, sir,” said I, now quite angry, “not to tor­ment me in that man­ner by your broken hints, but at once to speak out.”


  “Hold!” answered the Doc­tor. “Not so fast, Mr Le­onard—yon­der comes the Prin­cess—there are in this world the strangest de­lu­sions, and for my part, I feel al­most a con­vic­tion that people have here built up an hy­po­thesis which a few minutes’ ex­plan­a­tion will dis­solve into noth­ing. Yon­der, as I said, comes the Prin­cess with Aure­lia.—Do you make use of this ac­ci­dental ren­contre. Of­fer your own ex­cuses for your be­ha­viour. Prop­erly, in­deed, your only crime is, that you have laughed—in an ex­traordin­ary tone it is true, and rather in­op­por­tunely. But who can help it, if people with weak nerves have on that oc­ca­sion chosen to be so ab­surdly ter­ri­fied?—Adieu!”


  The phys­i­cian star­ted away with that vi­va­city which to him was pe­cu­liar.—The Prin­cess and Aure­lia were com­ing down the walk to meet me. I trembled; but with my whole strength la­boured to re­gain com­pos­ure, for after the mys­ter­i­ous dis­course of the phys­i­cian, I felt that it was my duty on the in­stant to de­fend my char­ac­ter. Res­ol­utely, there­fore, I went for­ward to meet them; but no sooner had Aure­lia fixed her eyes upon me than she be­came deadly pale, and to my ut­ter as­ton­ish­ment, with a sup­pressed scream, she fell down in a faint­ing fit, to the ground. I wished to as­sist her, but with looks of aver­sion and hor­ror, the Prin­cess then mo­tioned me away, at the same time call­ing loudly for help!


  CHAPTER II.


  As if hunted by a thou­sand dev­ils and fur­ies, I ran away home­wards through the park—I shut my­self up in my lodgings, and gnash­ing my teeth with rage and des­pair, threw my­self on the bed. Even­ing came, and then the dark hours of night, and I still lay there ob­stin­ately cher­ish­ing my grief. At last I heard the outer gate of the house open, and many voices mur­mur­ing and whis­per­ing con­fusedly to­gether. Then there was a noise of heavy steps tot­ter­ing and clat­ter­ing up the stair­case,—and with three hol­low knocks on my door, I was com­manded to rise and open it in the name of the ma­gis­tracy. Without clearly com­pre­hend­ing the danger that awaited me, I yet felt an in­stinct­ive con­vic­tion that I was now for ever lost.


  To save my­self in­stantly by flight—This was my only thought, and I flew to the win­dow, tear­ing open the lat­tice. This, how­ever, availed me noth­ing,—for be­fore the house door, I saw a troop of armed men, one of whom dir­ectly ob­served me, and at the same mo­ment, the door of my apart­ment was burst in—sev­eral men im­me­di­ately stood around me, whom I re­cog­nized for of­ficers of po­lice, and who shewed me an or­der of the Jus­ti­ci­ary Court for my im­me­di­ate im­pris­on­ment. Any at­tempt at res­ist­ance would now have been in vain. They led me down stairs, and placed me in a car­riage, which stood there ready to re­ceive me, and which im­me­di­ately drove off rap­idly, through the streets.


  When ar­rived at the place which seemed that of my des­tin­a­tion, after be­ing led through divers pas­sages and cor­ridors; also up stair­cases that stair­cases were none, but seemed (hav­ing no steps[1]) to be like the side of a moun­tain; I in­quired “Where I was?” I re­ceived for an­swer, “In the prison of the up­per castle.” In this place, ac­cord­ing to in­form­a­tion already re­ceived on the ar­rest­ment of oth­ers, I knew that dan­ger­ous and treas­on­able crim­in­als were shut up dur­ing the time that their trial was go­ing on, or was in pre­par­a­tion.


  My apart­ment was com­fort­less and ghastly enough; but, in a little time, my bed and some other fur­niture were brought, and the gaoler asked if I wanted any­thing more. To get rid of him, I answered “No;” and at last was left alone. The re­ced­ing steps through the long-sound­ing pas­sages, with the open­ing and shut­ting of many doors, if I had not known it already, would have suf­fi­ciently made me aware that I was in one of the in­ner­most pris­ons of the fort­ress.


  It was to my­self in­con­ceiv­able, how, dur­ing a pretty long drive, I had re­mained quite quiet, nay, un­der a kind of stun­ning and stu­pefac­tion of the senses. I be­held all im­ages that passed be­fore me, as if they ex­is­ted only in the half-ef­faced col­ours of a faded pic­ture. Now, too, I did not resign my­self to sleep, but to a kind of faint or swoon, para­lys­ing the fac­ulty of clear thought, and yet leav­ing me awake to the most hor­rible and fant­astic ap­pre­hen­sions.


  When I awoke in the bright light of the morn­ing, I, for the first time, gradu­ally took coun­sel with my­self, and fully re­col­lec­ted all that had happened, and whither I had been brought. As to the room wherein I lay, its in­con­veni­ence made less im­pres­sion on me than it would have done upon an­other. The vaul­ted roof, and want of com­fort, only re­minded me of my cell in the Capuchin Con­vent; and the cham­ber would scarcely have ap­peared to me a prison, if it had not been that the small and only win­dow was strongly barred with iron, and so high, that I could scarcely reach it with my up­stretched hands, far less look out from it on the pro­spect.


  Only a nar­row sun­beam fell through this high loop-hole; and be­ing anxious to ex­am­ine the en­virons of my prison, I drew my bed to the wall un­der it; over this placed my table, and was just in the act of mount­ing up, when my gaoler stepped in and seemed very much sur­prised at my pro­ceed­ings. He in­quired roughly what I was about there; and on re­ceiv­ing for an­swer, that I only wished, for di­ver­sion, to look out at the win­dow, he did not say a word; but, in sig­ni­fic­ant si­lence, made the bed, the table, and chair, be taken away: after which, hav­ing set down my break­fast, he again dis­ap­peared.


  After about an hour, he came back, ac­com­pan­ied by two other men, and led me through long pas­sages, up stairs and down stairs, till I entered, at last, into an audi­ence-hall of mod­er­ate di­men­sions, where one of the su­preme judges awaited me. By his side sat a young man as sec­ret­ary, to whom he af­ter­wards dic­tated whatever in­form­a­tion he got from me, in an­swer to his ques­tions. I had to thank the in­flu­ence of my former sta­tion at Court, and the re­spect with which I had long been treated by all ranks, for the po­lite­ness now shewn to me by this judge. How­ever, I was con­vinced that it could only be sus­pi­cions, foun­ded on Aure­lia’s ex­traordin­ary con­duct, which had led to my ar­rest­ment.


  The judge’s first de­mand was, that I should give him a clear and con­cise ac­count of my former life. In­stead of an­swer­ing dir­ectly to this, I begged to know whether I had not, in the first place, a right to know the cause of my sud­den im­pris­on­ment. He told me that I should, in due time, have in­form­a­tion of the crimes with which I was charged; but that, mean­while, it was of the ut­most im­port­ance that he should learn the ex­act course of my life up to that day when I first ar­rived at the res­id­enz; and he must re­mind me that, as the court pos­sessed ample means to de­tect the slight­est de­vi­ation from truth, I should be watch­ful for my own sake, to avoid any at­tempt at de­cep­tion.


  This ad­mon­ish­ment of the judge (a little spare man, with red hair, star­ing eyes, and an ab­surdly croak­ing voice) was by no means lost upon me. I re­col­lec­ted that I had already ven­tured to give the name of my birth-place, and some ac­count of my life, to one of the court ladies; and that the story which I had now to weave, must of ne­ces­sity be such, as to har­mon­ize with that which I had already pro­mul­gated. It was also re­quis­ite to avoid all mar­vel­lous and in­tric­ate ad­ven­tures. Moreover, to lay the scene, as much as pos­sible, in a coun­try so dis­tant, that in­quir­ies into the real­ity of my ref­er­ences would be te­di­ous and dif­fi­cult. At that mo­ment too, there came into my re­mem­brance, a young Pole, with whom I had stud­ied in the col­lege at König­swald. I knew the cir­cum­stances of his life, and as the safest method now in my power, re­solved to ap­pro­pri­ate them as my own. Thus pre­pared, I set out as fol­lows:—


  “My ar­rest­ment, no doubt, has arisen from the im­puta­tion against me of some heavy crime. For a con­sid­er­able period, I have lived here un­der the eye of the Prince, and all the town’s-people, and dur­ing that time, have been guilty of no crime nor mis­de­mean­our; con­sequently it must be some stranger lately ar­rived here who has ac­cused me of a crime formerly com­mit­ted; and as my con­science as­sures me that I am com­pletely free from any such guilt, I can only ac­count for what has oc­curred, by sup­pos­ing that an un­happy per­sonal re­semb­lance betwixt my­self and some per­son un­known, has led to the mis­take.


  “How­ever, it seems to me not a little severe, that on ac­count of sup­pos­i­tions merely, (for here there can ex­ist noth­ing more,) I should be thus thrown into prison, and brought like a crim­inal for ex­am­in­a­tion. But why have I not been con­fron­ted at once with my rash, and per­haps ma­li­cious ac­cuser? I doubt not that in­di­vidual will be found at last to be some wicked im­postor, or, at best, some mis­guided fool, who—”


  “Softly—softly, Mr Le­onard,” croaked the judge. “Cor­rect your­self, oth­er­wise your words may strike against some high per­son­age; and, be­sides, I can as­sure you, that the in­di­vidual by whom you, Mr Le­onard, have been re­cog­nized as—” (here he bit him­self in the lip) “is in truth, neither rash nor fool­ish, but”—(hes­it­at­ing) “and be­sides, we have un­ques­tion­able in­tel­li­gence from —— in the Thuringian moun­tains.”


  Here he named the res­id­ence of the Baron von F.; and I per­ceived im­me­di­ately the dangers which threatened me. It was ob­vi­ous that Aure­lia had re­cog­nized in me the monk, whom she prob­ably looked upon as the mur­derer of her brother. This monk, how­ever, was Med­ar­dus, the preacher of the Capuchin Con­vent, and as such had been re­cog­nized by the Baron’s stew­ard Re­in­hold. The Ab­bess, how­ever, knew that this Med­ar­dus was the son of Francesco, and thus, my re­semb­lance to him, which had so long puzzled the Prin­cess, must now prob­ably have cor­rob­or­ated into cer­tainty the sus­pi­cions which the sis­ters had, no doubt, by let­ter com­mu­nic­ated to each other.


  It was pos­sible even, that in­tel­li­gence had been re­ceived from the Capuchin Con­vent; that I had been care­fully watched upon my jour­ney; and that they had un­equi­voc­ally iden­ti­fied my per­son with that of Med­ar­dus.


  All these pos­sib­il­it­ies came crowding on my re­col­lec­tion, and forced me to per­ceive the whole haz­ard of my situ­ation. The judge, while I was oc­cu­pied in this rev­erie, still con­tin­ued to talk on, which was very ad­vant­age­ous, for I had time to re­peat to my­self the al­most un­ut­ter­able name of the Pol­ish town which I had as­signed to the old lady at court as the place of my birth. Scarcely, then, had the judge again re­peated his gruff de­mand, that I would con­cisely in­form him as to my past course of life, than I once more began—


  “My proper name is Le­onard Kr­cz­in­ski; and I am the only son of a Pol­ish no­ble­man, who had sold his prop­erty, and lived privately in the town of Kwic­ziczwo.”—


  “How—what?” said the judge, en­deav­our­ing in vain to pro­nounce after me either my name, or that of the town to which I had re­ferred. The sec­ret­ary had no no­tion how he was to set the words on pa­per; I was ob­liged to write down both names my­self, and then went on—


  “You per­ceive, sir, how dif­fi­cult it is for a Ger­man tongue to im­it­ate these words of my lan­guage, which are so over­burdened with con­son­ants, and herein con­sists the reason why I have chosen to lay aside my sur­name al­to­gether, and bear only my chris­tian name of Le­onard.


  “But this is, in­deed, the only mys­tery or sin­gu­lar­ity which I have to un­fold. The rest of my life is the simplest and most or­din­ary that could be ima­gined. My father, who was him­self a man of good edu­ca­tion, ap­proved of my de­cided propensity to lit­er­at­ure and the arts, and just be­fore his death, had re­solved on send­ing me to Cra­cow, to live there un­der the care of a cler­gy­man re­lated to him, by name Stan­i­slaus Kr­cz­in­ski. After that event, be­ing my father’s sole heir, I was left the un­con­trolled choice of my own ac­tions. I there­fore sold the small rem­nant that was left of a pa­ternal prop­erty, called up some debts that were due to my father, and went with the pe­cu­ni­ary pro­ceeds to Cra­cow, where I stud­ied some years un­der the guard­i­an­ship of my re­la­tion.


  “From thence I trav­elled to Dantzig and Königs­berg; at last I was driven, as if by ir­res­ist­ible im­pulse, to make a jour­ney to­wards the south. I trus­ted that the re­mainder of my small for­tune would be suf­fi­cient to carry me through, and that I should at last ob­tain a fixed situ­ation at some uni­ver­sity; but in this town I had prob­ably found my means ex­hausted, if it had not been that one night’s luck at the Prince’s pharo-table en­abled me to live com­fort­ably for some time, after which I in­ten­ded to pro­sec­ute my jour­ney into Italy.


  “As to any­thing truly re­mark­able or worthy of be­ing re­lated—no such ad­ven­ture has ever oc­curred in my life. Yet per­haps, (here I re­col­lec­ted my­self,) I ought not to say this, for I have at least one sin­gu­lar oc­cur­rence to re­cord. It would have been quite easy for me to prove ex­actly the truth of all that I have now de­posed, had not a very strange chance de­prived me of my porte­feuille, in which was con­tained my pass, my journal, and vari­ous let­ters, which would have sup­plied ample doc­u­ments for that pur­pose.”


  By this con­clu­sion the judge was vis­ibly sur­prised. It was evid­ently some­thing un­ex­pec­ted; he fixed his sharp star­ing eyes upon me, and then, in a tone some­what iron­ical, re­ques­ted me to ex­plain what strange ac­ci­dent had thus un­luck­ily put it out of my power to prove (as might have been hoped for) my as­ser­tions.


  “Some months ago,” said I, “I was on my way hither by the road lead­ing through the moun­tains. The fine sea­son of the year, and the ro­mantic scenery, made me re­solve to per­form the jour­ney on foot. One day, be­ing much fa­tigued, I sat in the pub­lic room of an inn at a small vil­lage. I had there got some re­fresh­ments, and had drawn out a leaf from my pocket-book, in or­der to take a draw­ing of some old houses that had struck my fancy.


  “At this time there ar­rived at the inn a horse­man, whose ex­traordin­ary dress and wild looks ex­cited in me much as­ton­ish­ment. He came into the pub­lic room ob­vi­ously striv­ing with much vain ef­fort to look cheer­ful and un­con­cerned, took his place op­pos­ite to me, and called for drink, cast­ing on me from time to time dark and sus­pi­cious glances. The man seemed to me to be half mad, or some­thing worse. I by no means liked such com­pany, and there­fore, merely to avoid him, stepped out into the court. Soon af­ter­wards, the stranger also came out, paid the innkeeper, hast­ily bowed to me, and re­mount­ing his horse, rode off at a rapid pace.


  “Af­ter­wards, as I was in the act of set­ting out my­self, I re­membered my porte­feuille, which I had left on the table of the pub­lic room. I went and found it ly­ing where I had left it, and, in my hurry, be­lieved all was right. It was not till the fol­low­ing day, that, wish­ing to refer to my pocket-book, I found the porte­feuille was not mine, but had, in all prob­ab­il­ity, be­longed to the stranger, who must have, by mis­take, put up mine into his pocket, and left his own in its place.


  “In the lat­ter there was noth­ing but let­ters and cards, which to me were un­in­tel­li­gible, ad­dressed to Count Vic­torin. This porte­feuille, with the Count’s pa­pers, will be found still among my ef­fects. In mine, which was lost, I had, as be­fore men­tioned, my pass, my journal, and, as now oc­curs to me, even my bap­tism cer­ti­fic­ate, the pro­duc­tion of which would at once have con­firmed whatever re­gard­ing my­self I have al­leged.”


  The judge here de­sired that I would give him an ac­cur­ate de­scrip­tion, from head to foot, of the stranger’s per­sonal ap­pear­ance. Ac­cord­ingly, I patched up a skil­ful com­pos­i­tion from the fea­tures and dress of the late Count Vic­torin, and of my­self when on my flight from the Baron’s castle. To the judge’s cross-ques­tion­ing as to all the minutest cir­cum­stances of this meet­ing, to which there al­most seemed no end, I con­tin­ued to an­swer as quietly and de­cis­ively as pos­sible, till at last the fic­tion that I had thus in­ven­ted, roun­ded it­self in such man­ner in my own mind, that I ac­tu­ally be­lieved all that I had as­ser­ted, and ran no risk whatever of fall­ing into con­tra­dic­tions.


  Be­sides, there were other ad­vant­ages; my first ob­ject in­deed had only been to jus­tify my pos­ses­sion of these let­ters of Count Vic­torin, which would be found in my porte­feuille; but, by the method that I had chosen to ful­fil this pur­pose, I had luck­ily raised up an ima­gin­ary per­son­age, (one at least who no longer ex­is­ted in real­ity,) who might here­after, as need re­quired, play the part either of the fu­git­ive Med­ar­dus, or of the Count Vic­torin.


  Af­ter­wards, it oc­curred to me also that prob­ably Eu­phemia’s pa­pers must have been ex­amined; that among them there were no doubt let­ters pav­ing the way for Vic­torin’s plan of ap­pear­ing as a monk at the castle, and that this would form a fresh nuc­leus of clouds suf­fi­cient to wrap the whole af­fair in im­pen­et­rable mys­tery.


  Thus my in­ternal fantasy con­tin­ued to work, dur­ing the whole time of my ex­am­in­a­tion; and there were al­ways new meth­ods sug­gest­ing them­selves, by which I might avoid the risk of dis­cov­ery; so that at last I be­lieved my­self se­cure against the very worst that could hap­pen.


  I now waited in hopes that the judge would have re­course to the crim­inal ac­cus­a­tion which had been entered against me, and con­cluded that I had said quite enough as to the for­tune and ad­ven­tures of my own past life.


  I was mis­taken, how­ever, for he seemed as will­ing to go on with his tire­some ques­tions as if he had but just be­gun. Among other in­quir­ies, he asked, “For what reason I had formed the wish of es­cap­ing out of prison?” I as­sured him that no such thought had ever entered my mind, and that I had only wished to look out through the win­dow. The gaoler’s testi­mony, how­ever, as to the piled-up bed, chair, and table, seemed here much against me. At last, after a most te­di­ous in­ter­view, the judge fi­nally as­sured me, that if I at­temp­ted any prank of that sort again, I must, of ne­ces­sity, be bound to the ground with iron chains.


  
    [1] This is ex­em­pli­fied in the (old) royal palace at Ber­lin.

  


  CHAPTER III.


  I was then led back to my prison. My bed, as be­fore men­tioned, had been re­moved, and a straw mat­tress in its stead laid on the ground. The table was firmly screwed down, and, in place of the chair, I found a very low wooden bench.


  Many days passed over in dreary cap­tiv­ity, without any farther ex­am­in­a­tion, and without the slight­est vari­ety. The time of a pris­oner is sel­dom or never a blank; it is filled up by hor­rible phantoms and dis­tor­ted rev­er­ies, such as have of­ten been de­scribed, though mine prob­ably were of a new char­ac­ter. The de­tail of them, how­ever, is not within the lim­its of my present un­der­tak­ing; I re­cord only simple facts, in the man­ner of an ob­tuse old chron­icler; and if there be a col­our­ing of ima­gin­a­tion, it is not only un­sought, but un­wel­come and in­vol­un­tary.


  Dur­ing these three days, I did not be­hold the fea­tures of any liv­ing be­ing, ex­cept the peev­ish face of an old sub-jan­itor, who brought my food, and in the even­ing lighted my lamp. Hitherto, I had felt like a war­rior, who, in a mood of mar­tial ex­cite­ment, was de­term­ined, at all, risks, to meet danger and fight his way to the last; but such pas­sion had now time enough to de­cline en­tirely away.


  I fell into a dark mel­an­choly trance, dur­ing which all things be­came in­dif­fer­ent. Even the cher­ished vis­ion of Aure­lia had faded, or floated in dim col­ours be­fore me. But un­less I had been in body as much dis­ordered as in mind, this state of apathy could not, of ne­ces­sity, con­tinue long. In a short time my spirit was again roused, only to feel in all its force the hor­rid in­flu­ence of nausea and op­pres­sion, which the dense at­mo­sphere of the prison had pro­duced, and against which I vainly en­deav­oured to con­tend.


  In the night I could no longer sleep. In the strange flick­er­ing shad­ows which the lamp-light threw upon the walls, myri­ads of dis­tor­ted vis­ages, one after an­other, or hun­dreds at a time, seemed to be grin­ning out upon me. To avoid this an­noy­ance, I ex­tin­guished my lamp, and drew the up­per mat­tress over my head—but in vain! It was now dark, in­deed, but the spectres were vis­ible by their own light, like por­traits painted on a dark ground, and I heard more fright­fully the hol­low moans and rat­tling chains of the pris­on­ers, through the hor­rid still­ness of the night.


  Of­ten did it seem to me as if I heard the dy­ing groans of Her­mo­gen and Eu­phemia. “Am I then guilty of your de­struc­tion? Was it not your own iniquity that brought you un­der the wrath of my aven­ging arm?” One night I had broken out furi­ously with these words, when, on the si­lence that for a mo­ment suc­ceeded, there dis­tinctly and un­equi­voc­ally arose a long deep-drawn sigh or groan, dif­fer­ing from the noises which had dis­turbed me be­fore. The lat­ter might have been ima­gin­ary—this was as­suredly real, and the sound was re­ver­ber­ated through the vault. Driven to dis­trac­tion, I howled out—“It is thou, Her­mo­gen!—the hour of thy ven­geance is come—there is for me no hope of res­cue!”

  


  It might be on the tenth night of my con­fine­ment, when, half-faint­ing with ter­ror, I lay stretched out on the cold floor of my prison. I dis­tinctly heard on the ground dir­ectly un­der me a light, but very aud­ible knock­ing, which was re­peated at meas­ured in­ter­vals. I listened at­tent­ively. The noise was con­tin­ued, as if with the de­term­in­a­tion to at­tract at­ten­tion, and oc­ca­sion­ally I could dis­tin­guish a strange sound of laughter, that also seemed to come out of the earth.


  I star­ted from the floor, and threw my­self on the straw couch; but the beat­ing con­tin­ued, with the same de­test­able vari­ety of laughter and groans. At last I heard a low, stam­mer­ing, hoarse voice syl­lab­ic­ally pro­nounce my name—“Me-dar-dus!—Me-dar-dus!”—My blood ran ice cold through every vein; but with a vehe­ment ef­fort I gained cour­age enough to call out, “Who’s there?”—The laughter now be­came louder—the beat­ing and groan­ing were re­newed; again the stam­mer­ing de­mon ad­dressed me—“Me-dar-dus!—Me-dar-dus!”


  I rose from bed, and stamped on the floor. “Who­ever thou art,” cried I; “man or devil, who art thus adding to the tor­ments of an already miser­able cap­tive, step forth vis­ibly be­fore mine eyes, that I may look on thee, or de­sist from this un­mean­ing per­se­cu­tion!” The beat­ing was now right un­der my feet. “He—he—he!—he—he—he!—Broth-er,—Broth-er! Open the door!—I am here—am here! Let us go hence to the wood—to the wood!”


  Now, me­thought I re­cog­nised the voice as one that I had known be­fore, but it was not then so broken and so stam­mer­ing. Nay, with a chill shiv­er­ing of hor­ror, I al­most began to think there was some­thing in the ac­cents that I now heard, re­sem­bling the tones of my own voice, and in­vol­un­tar­ily, as if I wished to try whether this were really so, I stammered, in im­it­a­tion, “Me-dar-dus!—Me-dar-dus!”


  Hereupon the laughter was re­newed, but it now soun­ded scorn­ful and ma­li­cious.—“Broth-er,—Broth-er,” said the voice, “do you know me again?—Open the door—the—the door!—We shall go hence, to the wood—to the wood!” “Poor in­sane wretch!” said I; “I can­not open the door for thee—I can­not en­able thee to go forth into the pleas­ant woods, to hear the fresh rust­ling of the leaves, or breathe the fra­grance of Heaven’s pure at­mo­sphere. I am, as thou art, shut up, hope­less and aban­doned, within the gloomy walls of a prison.”


  To this ad­dress I was answered only by sobs and moans, as if from the bit­ter­ness of des­pair­ing grief; and the knock­ing be­came al­ways more faint and in­dis­tinct, till at last it ceased al­to­gether; and from ex­haus­tion, I sunk into troubled slum­ber.


  At length the morn­ing light had broke in slant­ing gleams through the win­dow; the locks and keys rattled, and the gaoler, whom I had not seen for many days, entered my room.


  “Through the last night,” said he, “we have heard all sorts of strange noises in your apart­ment, and loud speak­ing. What means this?”


  “I am in the habit,” answered I, “of talk­ing loudly in my sleep, and even when awake I in­dulge in so­li­lo­quy. May not this much of liberty be gran­ted me?”


  “Prob­ably,” said the gaoler, “it is known to you, that every en­deav­our to es­cape, or to keep up con­ver­sa­tion with any of your fel­low-pris­on­ers, will be in­ter­preted to your dis­ad­vant­age?” I de­clared that I had never formed any in­ten­tions of that kind; and after a few more surly re­marks, he with­drew.


  Some hours after this, I was again summoned, as be­fore, to the hall of judg­ment. It was not, how­ever, the judge by whom I had be­fore been ex­amined, but a very dif­fer­ent per­son­age, who now sat on the bench. He was a man ap­par­ently much younger in years, but far sur­pass­ing his pre­de­cessor in clev­erness and ver­sat­il­ity.


  Lay­ing aside all the form­al­ity of of­fice, he left his place, came up to me in the friend­li­est man­ner, and in­vited me to take a chair.


  Even at this mo­ment his ap­pear­ance is vividly present to my re­col­lec­tion. In con­sti­tu­tion he seemed, for his time of life, to be much broken down; he was very bald, and wore spec­tacles. But in his whole de­mean­our there was so much of kind­ness and good-hu­mour, that, on this ac­count alone, I found it would be dif­fi­cult for any one, but the most reck­less and hardened of crim­in­als, to res­ist his in­flu­ence.


  His ques­tions were thrown out lightly, al­most in the style of or­din­ary con­ver­sa­tion, but they were well con­trived, and so pre­cisely couched, that it was im­possible to avoid giv­ing him de­cis­ive an­swers.


  “In the first place, I must ask you,” said he, “whether all that you have be­fore de­poned is per­fectly con­sist­ent with truth; or, at least, whether many other cir­cum­stances may not have oc­curred to you as re­quis­ite to be told, in or­der to cor­rob­or­ate your former state­ment?”


  “No,” said I. “I have already freely com­mu­nic­ated every cir­cum­stance which I could men­tion, or which it can be ne­ces­sary to men­tion, as to the tenor of my simple and uni­form life.”


  “Have you never as­so­ci­ated much with cler­gy­men, and with monks?”


  “Yes—In Cra­cow, in Dantzig, Königs­berg, Frauen­berg. In the lat­ter place es­pe­cially, with two lay monks, who of­fi­ci­ated there as priest and capel­lan.”


  “You did not state be­fore that you were in Frauen­berg?”


  “Be­cause I did not think it worth while to men­tion a short res­id­ence there of about eight days, on my way from Dantzig to Königs­berg.”


  “So, you are a nat­ive of Kwic­ziczwo?”


  This ques­tion the judge put in the Pol­ish lan­guage, and in the most cor­rect dia­lect, (all the while look­ing quite un­con­cerned, as if his use of that lan­guage had been on the present oc­ca­sion a mat­ter of course.)


  For a mo­ment this over­threw all my self-pos­ses­sion. I ral­lied, how­ever; tried to re­col­lect what little Pol­ish I had learned from my friend Kr­cz­in­ski, and made shift to an­swer—


  “On a small landed prop­erty of my father, near Kwic­ziczwo.”


  “What was the name of this es­tate?”


  “Kr­czin­zic­swo—the fam­ily es­tate of my re­la­tions.”


  “For a nat­ive Pole, you do not pro­nounce your own lan­guage re­mark­ably well. To say the truth, you speak it rather like a Ger­man—How is this?”


  “For many years I have spoken noth­ing but Ger­man. Even while in Cra­cow, I had much in­ter­course with Ger­man stu­dents, who wished to learn from me our dif­fi­cult lan­guage. Un­awares, I may have ac­cus­tomed my­self to their ac­cent, as one finds it very easy, when liv­ing in par­tic­u­lar dis­tricts of the coun­try, to ad­opt pro­vin­cial­isms.”


  The judge here looked sig­ni­fic­antly on me. A slight smile passed over his fea­tures; and, turn­ing to the sec­ret­ary, he dic­tated to him some­thing in a whis­per, of which I could dis­tinctly make out the words “vis­ibly em­bar­rassed.” Hereupon I wished to say some­thing farther, in ex­cuse for my bad Pol­ish, but the judge gave me no op­por­tun­ity.


  “Have you never been in König­swald, where there is a large Capuchin Con­vent?”


  “Never.”


  “The way hither from Königs­berg should have led you to that town.”


  “I took an­other road.”


  “Have you never been ac­quain­ted with a monk from the con­vent there?”


  “Never.”


  On re­ceiv­ing this an­swer, the judge rung the bell, and in a low voice gave an or­der to the at­tend­ing of­ficer.


  Soon af­ter­wards, an op­pos­ite door opened, and how was my whole frame shaken, and my very heart withered by ter­ror, when I be­held the old Brother Cyril­lus! The judge asked,


  “Do you know this man?”


  “No. I have never seen him be­fore.”


  It was now the monk’s turn to speak. He came nearer; looked at me sted­fastly—then clasp­ing his hands, while tears in­vol­un­tar­ily burst from his eyes—“Med­ar­dus!” cried he, “Brother Med­ar­dus! In God’s name, how comes it that I find you thus hor­ribly changed? How came you into this con­di­tion of aban­doned and ob­dur­ate wicked­ness? Brother Med­ar­dus, re­turn into thy­self—Con­fess—Re­pent!—The pa­tience and long-suf­fer­ing of God are in­fin­ite.”


  “Can you then re­cog­nize this man,” said the judge, “for the Monk Med­ar­dus from the Capuchin Con­vent in König­swald?”


  “As I hope for Heaven’s mercy,” answered Cyril­lus, “it is im­possible for me to think oth­er­wise. I be­lieve that this man, al­though he now ap­pears in a lay dress, is that very Med­ar­dus, who lived un­der my care as a novice at the Capuchin Con­vent, and whom I at­ten­ded at the al­tar on the day of his con­sec­ra­tion. Yet Med­ar­dus had on his neck a scar, in the shape of a cross, on the left side, and if this man——”


  “You per­ceive,” in­ter­posed the judge, turn­ing to me, “that you are looked upon as a run­away monk from the town of König­swald, and you may rightly con­jec­ture that the real monk al­luded to has been guilty of ser­i­ous crimes. But this man has a par­tic­u­lar mark on his neck, which, ac­cord­ing to your own ac­count, you can­not have. This, there­fore, at once gives you the best op­por­tun­ity to prove your in­no­cence. Un­tie your neck­cloth.”


  “There is no need of this,” answered I. “It is already cer­tain, that an ex­act per­sonal re­semb­lance ex­ists between my­self and the fu­git­ive crim­inal, who is to me wholly un­known; for I do bear a slight scar on my throat, such as has been de­scribed.”—“Re­move your neck­cloth,” re­peated the judge. I did so; and the scar left by the wound from the Ab­bess’s dia­mond cross, which had never been ef­faced, was im­me­di­ately per­ceived. Hereupon Cyril­lus uttered a loud ex­clam­a­tion.—“It is—it is the same im­pres­sion of the cross,” he ad­ded.—“Med­ar­dus! oh Med­ar­dus! hast thou then re­nounced thy eternal weal?”—Weep­ing and half faint­ing, he sunk into a chair.


  “What an­swers do you now make to the as­ser­tion of this ven­er­able man?” said the judge.


  For a mo­ment I felt as if lif­ted up and in­spired by su­per­nat­ural strength. It seemed as if the devil him­self came and whispered to me.


  “What power have these despic­able weak­lings over thee, who art yet strong and un­daun­ted in spirit and in frame? Shall not Aure­lia yet be­come thine?”


  “This monk,” said I, with great vehe­mence, “who sits there faint­ing in his chair, is a fant­astic, feeble-minded, driv­el­ling dot­ard. In his ab­surd vis­ions, he takes me for a run­away capuchin from his own con­vent, to whom, as it hap­pens, I bear a per­sonal re­semb­lance.”


  The judge had till now re­mained per­fectly tran­quil, without chan­ging his looks, ges­ture, or tone. Now, how­ever, his vis­age, for the first time, as­sumed a dark and lower­ing earn­est­ness of ex­pres­sion. He rose, as if the bet­ter to ob­serve me, and even the glare of his spec­tacles was in­tol­er­able to my feel­ings, so that I could not ut­ter a word more of my in­ten­ded de­fence. For a mo­ment I lost all self-pos­ses­sion. Aban­doned to rage and des­pair, I struck my clenched knuckles to my fore­head, and, in a tone which must have soun­ded un­earthly, al­most shrieked out the name “Aure­lia!”


  “What do you mean by that, sir?” said the judge, in a voice which, though calm, had yet the ef­fect of thun­der, and re­ver­ber­ated through the vaul­ted roof of the audi­ence-cham­ber.


  “A dark and im­plac­able des­tiny,” said I, “dooms me to an ig­no­mini­ous death. But I am in­no­cent—I am wholly in­no­cent of the crimes, whatever they may be, that are charged against me. Have com­pas­sion, there­fore; and for the present, at least, let me go. I feel that mad­ness be­gins to rage through my brain, and agit­ate every nerve: there­fore, in mercy, let me go!”


  The judge, who had re­sumed his seat, and be­come per­fectly calm, dic­tated much to the sec­ret­ary, of which I did not know the im­port. At last he read over to me a re­cord, in which all his ques­tions and my an­swers, with the evid­ence of Cyril­lus, were faith­fully set down. This re­cord I was ob­liged to rat­ify by my own sig­na­ture.


  The judge then re­ques­ted me, in a care­less tone, to write for him, on sep­ar­ate slips of pa­per, some­thing in Pol­ish and in Ger­man. I did so, without be­ing aware what ob­ject he had in view. He then im­me­di­ately gave the Ger­man leaf to Cyril­lus, with the ques­tion, “Have these char­ac­ters any re­semb­lance to the hand-writ­ing of your brother, Monk Med­ar­dus?”


  “It is pre­cisely his hand even to the most minute pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies,” said Cyril­lus; and turn­ing to me, was about to speak; but a look of the judge ad­mon­ished him to si­lence. The lat­ter ex­amined care­fully the leaf which I had writ­ten in Pol­ish. He then rose, quit­ted the bench, and came down to me.


  “You are no Pole,” said he, in a ser­i­ous and de­cis­ive man­ner. “This writ­ing is al­to­gether in­cor­rect, full of er­rors, both in gram­mar and spelling. No nat­ive Pole would write in that style, even if he were des­ti­tute of that edu­ca­tion which you have en­joyed.”


  “I was born,” said I, “in Kwic­ziczwo, and there­fore am most cer­tainly a Pole; but even were this not really the case, and if cir­cum­stances com­pelled me to con­ceal my true rank and name, yet it would by no means fol­low, in con­sequence of this, that I must turn out to be the Monk Med­ar­dus, who, as I un­der­stand, came from the Capuchin Con­vent in König­swald.”


  “Alas! Brother,” in­ter­posed Cyril­lus, “did not our ex­cel­lent Prior send you to Rome, pla­cing the fullest con­fid­ence in your fi­del­ity, prudence, and pi­ous con­duct; and is it thus that you re­quite him? Brother Med­ar­dus, for God’s sake, do not any longer, in this blas­phem­ous man­ner, deny the holy pro­fes­sion to which you be­long.”


  “I beg of you not to in­ter­rupt us,” said the judge, and, turn­ing again to me, pro­ceeded—


  “It is my duty to ob­serve to you, that the dis­in­ter­ested evid­ence of this rev­er­end cler­gy­man af­fords the strongest pre­sump­tions, that you are ac­tu­ally that run­away monk, for whom you have been ar­res­ted. At the same time, I ought not to con­ceal, that vari­ous other per­sons will be brought for­ward, who also in­sist that they have un­equi­voc­ally re­cog­nised you for that in­di­vidual. Among them is one, to whom your es­cape from the due pun­ish­ment or co­er­cion of the law would be at­ten­ded by no little danger, at all events, by no little fear and ap­pre­hen­sion. Be­sides, many things have been dis­covered in your own trav­el­ling equipage, which sup­port the al­leg­a­tions against you.


  “Fi­nally, sir, you may rely, that in­quir­ies will be set on foot as to your pre­ten­ded fam­ily, on which ac­count ap­plic­a­tion is already made to the court at Posen. All these things I ex­plain to you the more openly, be­cause it be­longs to my of­fice to con­vince you how little I wish, by ar­ti­fice, or any un­due method, to ex­tort from you the truth, which you wish to con­ceal, but which, at all events, will soon be brought to light. Pre­pare your­self, there­fore, be­fore-hand, as you best can. If you are really that crim­inal named Med­ar­dus the Capuchin, you may be as­sured that justice will soon pen­et­rate through your deep­est dis­guise; and you will learn, in due time, the pre­cise crimes of which you are ac­cused. If, on the other hand, you are Mr Le­onard of Kwic­ziczwo, and only, by some ex­traordin­ary lusus naturæ, forced to re­semble Med­ar­dus, you will be fur­nished, even by us, with clear and de­cis­ive proofs to sup­port this iden­tity.


  “You ap­peared at your first trial, in a very dis­ordered state of mind; there­fore I wished that you should be al­lowed suf­fi­cient time for ma­ture re­flec­tion. After what has taken place to-day, you will again have ample store for med­it­a­tion.”


  “Then,” said I, “you look upon all that I have said to-day as ut­ter false­hood? You be­hold in me only the run­away monk Med­ar­dus?”


  To this I re­ceived merely a slight part­ing bow, with the words, “Adieu, Herr von Kr­cz­in­ski;” and I was forth­with led back to my prison.


  CHAPTER IV.


  Every word uttered by this judge had pen­et­rated to my very heart, and I was un­able to sub­due my vehe­ment agit­a­tion. All the fic­tions that I had in­ven­ted seemed to me ut­terly ab­surd and in­sipid. That the chief per­son who was to ap­pear as my ac­cuser, (and who was said to en­ter­tain such fears of me if left at liberty,) was Aure­lia, I could have no doubt. How could I bear this, and how coun­ter­act her in­flu­ence?


  I con­sidered af­ter­wards what might have been sus­pi­cious among my trav­el­ling ef­fects, and was much vexed by the re­col­lec­tion, that since my res­id­ence at the castle of the Baron von F——, I had re­tained in my porte­feuille, a hair ring, on which Eu­phemia’s name was en­woven, and which, per­haps, might be re­cog­nized by Aure­lia. Be­sides, it had un­for­tu­nately oc­curred, that in the forest I had bound up Vic­torin’s port­manteau with the knot­ted cord, which is part of the dress of our or­der; and this had still re­mained in my pos­ses­sion.


  Tor­men­ted by these thoughts, I gave my­self up for lost; and un­con­scious what I did, paced back­wards and for­wards in des­pair, through my nar­row cham­ber. Then it seemed as if there was a rush­ing and whis­per­ing in mine ears,—“Thou fool,” said a voice, “why should’st thou des­pair? Canst thou not think on Vic­torin?” Hereupon, in a loud voice, I called out—“Ha! the game is not lost!—Nay, it may yet be won!”


  My heart beat, and my bosom heaved with new im­pulses. I had already thought, that among Eu­phemia’s pa­pers there must, of ne­ces­sity, be found some­thing which would point to Vic­torin’s ap­pear­ance at the castle as a monk. Rest­ing on this as­sump­tion, (or prob­ab­il­ity,) I would, at my next ex­am­in­a­tion, amp­lify on my former de­pos­ition as to the meet­ing with Vic­torin; nay, why should I not also have met with the monk Med­ar­dus? I could plead know­ledge, also, of those ad­ven­tures at the castle which ended so fright­fully, and re­peat them as if they came to me by hearsay. With such stor­ies I could in­ter­weave ref­er­ences to my­self, and to my re­semb­lance with both these people.


  In or­der to at­tain my ob­ject, how­ever, the most tri­fling cir­cum­stances must be ma­turely weighed. I re­solved, there­fore, that I would com­mit to writ­ing the ro­mance, by the in­cid­ents of which I was to be res­cued. The gaoler sup­plied me with the re­quis­ite ma­ter­i­als, and I la­boured with great zeal till late in the night. In writ­ing, my ima­gin­a­tion was roused, un­til I al­most ac­tu­ally be­lieved whatever I had set down to be the truth; and I had in the closest man­ner spun to­gether a web of false­hood, where­with I ex­pec­ted com­pletely to blind the eyes of the judge.


  The prison-clock had struck twelve, when I again heard softly, and as if from a dis­tance, the knock­ing which, on the pre­ced­ing day, so much dis­turbed me. I had re­solved that I would pay no at­ten­tion to this noise; but it ap­proached nearer, and be­came louder. There were again, at meas­ured in­ter­vals, the same di­vertise­ments of knock­ing, laugh­ing, and groan­ing. I struck my hand with great vehe­mence on the table—“Be quiet!” cried I—“Si­lence be­low there!” Thus I thought that I should ban­ish my per­se­cutor, and re­cover my com­pos­ure, but in vain! On the con­trary, there arose in­stantly a sound of shrill dis­cord­ant laughter, and once more the same de­test­able voice—”Brüd-er-lein!—Brüd-er-lein![2] Up to thee! Open the door! Open the door!”


  Then right un­der me com­menced a vehe­ment rasp­ing and scratch­ing in the floor, ac­com­pan­ied by con­tinu­ous groans and cach­in­na­tion. In vain did I try to write, and per­suad­ing my­self that these were but il­lu­sions of the arch en­emy, de­term­ined to hold them in con­tempt. The noise al­ways be­came more in­tol­er­able, and was di­ver­si­fied oc­ca­sion­ally by pon­der­ous blows, so that I mo­ment­ar­ily ex­pec­ted the gaol­ers to enter in alarm.


  I had risen up, and was walk­ing with the lamp in my hand, when sud­denly I felt the floor shake be­neath my tread. I stepped aside, and then saw, on the spot whereon I had stood, a stone lift it­self out of the pave­ment, and sink again. The phe­nomenon was re­peated, but at the second time I seized hold of the stone, and eas­ily re­moved it from the floor­ing.


  The aper­ture be­neath was but nar­row, and little or no light rose from the gulf. Sud­denly, how­ever, as I was gaz­ing on it, a na­ked arm, ema­ci­ated, but mus­cu­lar, with a knife, or dag­ger, in the hand, was stretched up to­wards me. Struck with the ut­most hor­ror, I re­coiled from the sight. Then the stam­mer­ing voice spoke from be­low—“Brother—brother Me-dar-dus is there—is there!—Take—take!—Break—break!—To the wood!—To the wood!”


  In­stantly all fear and ap­pre­hen­sion were lost. I re­peated to my­self, “Take—take!—Break—break!” for I thought only of the as­sist­ance thus offered me, and of flight! Ac­cord­ingly I seized the weapon, which the hand will­ingly resigned to me, and began zeal­ously to clear away the mor­tar and rub­bish from the open­ing that had been made.


  The spec­tral pris­oner be­low la­boured also with might and main, till we had dis­lodged four or five large stones from the vault, and laid them aside. I had been oc­cu­pied in this lat­ter pur­pose, that is, in pla­cing the large stones in a corner of my room, that they might not in­ter­rupt my work; when, on turn­ing round, I per­ceived that my hor­rible as­sist­ant had raised his na­ked body as far as the middle, through the aper­ture that we had made. The full glare of the lamp fell on his pale fea­tures, which were no longer ob­scured as formerly, by long mat­ted locks, or the over­grown grizzly beard, for these had been closely shaven. It could no longer be said that I was in vig­or­ous health, while he was ema­ci­ated, for in that re­spect we were now alike. He glared on me with the grin, the ghastly laughter, of mad­ness on his vis­age. At the first glance I re­cog­nized my­self, and los­ing all con­scious­ness and self-pos­ses­sion, fell in a deadly swoon on the pave­ment.


  From this state of in­sens­ib­il­ity I was awoke by a vi­ol­ent pain in the arm. There was a clear light around me; the rat­tling of chains, and knock­ing of ham­mers, soun­ded through the vault. The gaoler and his as­sist­ants were oc­cu­pied in load­ing me with irons. Be­sides hand­cuffs and ankle-fet­ters, I was, by means of a chain and an iron hoop, to be fastened to the wall.


  “Now,” said the gaoler, in a sat­is­fied tone, when the work­men had fin­ished, “the gen­tle­man will prob­ably find it ad­vis­able to give over troub­ling us with his at­tempts to es­cape for the fu­ture!”


  “But what crimes, then,” said the black­smith, in an un­der tone, “has this ob­strep­er­ous fel­low com­mit­ted?”


  “How?” said the gaoler, “dost thou not know that much, Jonathan? The whole town talks of noth­ing else. He is a cursed Capuchin monk, who has murdered three men. All has been fully proved. In a few days there is to be a grand gala; and among other di­ver­sions, the scaf­fold and the wheel will not fail to play their part!”


  I heard no more, and my senses were again lost. I know not how long I re­mained in that state, from which I only pain­fully and with dif­fi­culty awoke. I was alone, and all was ut­ter dark­ness; but, after some in­ter­val, faint gleams of day­light broke into the low deep vault, scarcely six feet square, into which I now, with the ut­most hor­ror, per­ceived that I had been re­moved from my former prison. I was tor­men­ted with ex­treme thirst, and grappled at the wa­ter-jug which stood near me. Cold and moist, it slipped out of my numbed hands be­fore I had gained from it even one im­per­fect draught, and, with ab­hor­rence, I saw a large over­grown toad crawl out of it as it lay on the floor. “Aure­lia!” I groaned, in that feel­ing of name­less misery into which I was now sunk—“Aure­lia!—and was it for this that I have been guilty of hy­po­crisy and ab­om­in­able false­hood in the court of justice—for this only, that I might pro­tract, by a few hours, a life of tor­ment and misery? What would’st thou,” said I to my­self, “de­li­ri­ous wretch, as thou art? Thou strivest after the pos­ses­sion of Aure­lia, who could be thine only through an ab­om­in­able and blas­phem­ous crime; and how­ever thou might’st dis­guise thy­self from the world, she would in­fal­libly re­cog­nize in thee the ac­cursed mur­derer of Her­mo­gen, and look on thee with de­test­a­tion. Miser­able de­luded fool, where are now all thy high-flown pro­jects, thy be­lief and con­fid­ence in thine own su­per­nat­ural power, by which thou could’st guide thy des­tiny even as thou wilt? Thou art wholly un­able and power­less to kill the worm of con­science, which gnaws on the heart’s mar­row, and thou wilt shame­fully per­ish in hope­less grief, even if the arm of tem­poral justice should spare thee!”


  Thus I com­plained aloud, but at the mo­ment when I uttered these words, I felt a pain­ful pres­sure on my breast, which seemed to pro­ceed from some hard sub­stance in my waist­coat pocket. I grappled with it ac­cord­ingly, and drew out, to my sur­prise, a small stiletto. Never had I worn any such im­ple­ment since I had been in the prison. It must, of ne­ces­sity, be the same which had been held up to me by my mys­ter­i­ous double. I re­cog­nized the glit­ter­ing heft. It was the identical stiletto with which I had killed Her­mo­gen, and which, for many weeks, I had been without!


  Hereupon there arose in my mind an en­tire re­volu­tion. The in­ex­plic­able man­ner in which this weapon had been re­turned to me, seemed like a warn­ing from su­per­nat­ural agents. I had it in my power to es­cape at will from the ig­no­mini­ous death that awaited me. I had it in my power to die vol­un­tar­ily for the sake of Aure­lia. It seemed again as if there was a rush­ing and whis­per­ing of voices around me; and among them Aure­lia’s ac­cents were clearly aud­ible. I be­held her as when formerly she ap­peared to me in the church of the Capuchin Con­vent. “I love thee, in­deed, Med­ar­dus,” said she; “but hitherto thou un­der­stand­est me not. In this world there is for us no hope of en­joy­ment; the true fest­ival and sol­em­niz­a­tion of our love is—death.” I now firmly re­solved that I would de­mand a new audi­ence—that I would con­fess to the judge, without the least re­serve, the whole his­tory of my wan­der­ings, after which I would, in obed­i­ence to the sup­posed warn­ing, have re­course to sui­cide.


  The gaoler now made his ap­pear­ance, bring­ing me bet­ter food than usual, with the ad­di­tion of a bottle of wine. “It is by the com­mand of the Prince,” said he, cov­er­ing a table which his ser­vant brought in after him. He then pro­ceeded to un­lock the chain by which I was bound to the wall.


  Re­main­ing firm in my de­term­in­a­tion, I took but little no­tice of this, and earn­estly re­ques­ted that he would com­mu­nic­ate to the judge my wish for an audi­ence that very af­ter­noon, as I had much to dis­close that lay heavy on my con­science. He prom­ised to ful­fil my com­mis­sion, and re­tired.


  Mean­while, I waited in vain to be summoned to my trial. No one ap­peared un­til such time as it was quite dark, when the gaoler’s ser­vant entered and lighted my lamp as usual. Ow­ing to the fixed res­ol­u­tion which I had ad­op­ted, I felt much more tran­quil than be­fore; and, as the night wore on, be­ing greatly ex­hausted, I fell into a deep sleep.


  My slum­ber was haunted, how­ever, by a strange and very vivid dream. Me­thought I was led into a high, gloomy, and vaul­ted hall, wherein I saw, ranged along the walls, on high-backed chairs, a double row of spec­tral fig­ures, like cler­gy­men, all habited in the black talar,[3] and be­fore them was a table covered with red cloth. At their head sat a judge, and near him was a Domin­ican friar, in the full habit of his or­der.


  “Thou art now,” said the judge, in a deep sol­emn voice, “given over to the spir­itual court; for­asmuch as thou, ob­stin­ate and crim­inal as thou art, hast at­temp­ted to deny thy real name, and the sac­red pro­fes­sion to which thou be­longest. Fran­cis­cus, or, ac­cord­ing to thy con­ven­tual name, Med­ar­dus, an­swer, Dost thou plead guilty, or not guilty, to the crimes of which thou hast been ac­cused?”


  Hereupon I wished to con­fess all that I had done, which, in my own es­tim­a­tion, was sin­ful or blame-worthy. But, to my great hor­ror, that which I uttered was not the thoughts that ex­is­ted in my mind, and which I in­ten­ded to de­liver. On the con­trary, in­stead of a sin­cere and re­pent­ant con­fes­sion, I lost my­self in wan­der­ing des­ultory gib­ber­ish, which soun­ded even in my own ears quite un­par­don­able.


  Then the Domin­ican rose up, and, with a fright­ful men­acing look—“Away—to the rack with him,” cried he, “the stiff-necked ob­dur­ate sin­ner—to the rack with him—he de­serves no mercy!” The strange fig­ures that were ranged along the wall rose up, stretched out their long skel­eton arms to­wards me, and re­peated, in a hoarse hor­rible uni­son—“Ay, ay!—to the rack with him—to the rack—to the rack!”


  In­stantly I drew out my stiletto and aimed it vi­ol­ently to­wards my heart, but, in­vol­un­tar­ily, it slid up­wards to my throat, and strik­ing on that part wherein the dia­mond neck­lace of the Ab­bess had left the sign of the cross, the blade broke in pieces as if it were made of glass, and left me un­wounded! Then the ex­e­cu­tioner seized me, re­moved me from the audi­ence-hall, and dragged me down into a deep sub­ter­ranean vault.


  There, how­ever, my per­se­cu­tions did not cease. The man once more de­man­ded of me whether I would not make a true con­fes­sion? Ac­cord­ingly, I again made an at­tempt to do so, but my thoughts and words, as be­fore, were at vari­ance. Deeply re­pent­ant, torn equally by shame and re­morse, I con­fessed all in­wardly and in spirit; but whatever my lips brought forth aud­ibly, was con­fused, sense­less, un­con­nec­ted, and for­eign from the dic­tates of my heart. Here­after, upon a sign re­ceived from the Domin­ican, the ex­e­cu­tioner stripped me na­ked, and tied my wrists to­gether be­hind my back. How he placed me af­ter­wards, I know not, but I heard the creak­ing of screws and pul­leys, and felt how my stretched joints cracked, and were ready to break asun­der. In the agony of su­per­hu­man tor­ture, I screamed loudly and awoke.


  The pain in my hands and feet con­tin­ued as if I had been really on the rack, but this pro­ceeded from the heavy chains which I still car­ried; yet, be­sides this, I found a strange pres­sure on my eye-lids, which, for some time, I was un­able to lift up. At last, it seemed as if a weight were taken from my fore­head, and I was able to raise my­self on my couch.


  Here my nightly vis­ions once more stepped forth into real­ity, and I felt an ice-cold shiv­er­ing through every vein. Mo­tion­less like a statue, with his arms fol­ded, the monk—the Domin­ican whom I had seen in my dream—stood there, and glared on me with his hol­low black eyes. In that look, I at once re­cog­nized the ex­pres­sion of the hor­rible painter, and fell, half faint­ing, back upon my straw-bed.


  Yet, per­haps, thought I to my­self, all this was but a de­lu­sion of my senses, which had its ori­gin from a dream. I mustered cour­age, there­fore—but the monk was there! He stood, as the painter had ever done, calm and mo­tion­less, with his re­lent­less dark eyes fixed upon me.


  “Hor­rible man!” cried I, “Avaunt!—Away!—But no! Man thou art not. Thou art the devil him­self, who la­bours to drag me into ever­last­ing de­struc­tion!—Away!—I con­jure thee, in the name of God, be­gone!”


  “Poor, short-sighted fool!” answered the Domin­ican, “I am not the fiend who en­deav­ours to bind thee with his iron fet­ters; who seeks to turn thy heart from those sac­red du­ties to which thou hast, by Di­vine Provid­ence, been ap­poin­ted!—Med­ar­dus, poor in­sane wan­derer! I have in­deed ap­peared fright­ful to thee, even at those mo­ments when thou should’st have re­cog­nized in me thy best friend—when thou wert tot­ter­ing within a hair’s-breadth of be­ing hurled into the eternal gulf of de­struc­tion, I have ap­peared and warned thee; but my designs have ever been per­ver­ted and mis­un­der­stood. Rise up, and listen to what I would now say!”


  The Domin­ican uttered this in a tone of deep mel­an­choly and com­plaint. His looks, which I had be­fore con­tem­plated with such af­fright, were be­come re­laxed and mild. My heart was roused by new and in­des­crib­able emo­tions. This painter, who had haunted me like a de­mon, now ap­peared to me al­most like a spe­cial mes­sen­ger of Provid­ence, sent to con­sole me in my ex­treme misery and des­pair.


  I rose from my bed, and stepped to­wards him. It was no phantom! I touched his gar­ments. I kneeled down in­vol­un­tar­ily, and he laid his hand on my head as if to bless me. Then, in the bright­est col­our­ing of ima­gin­a­tion, a long train of beau­ti­ful and cher­ished im­ages rose on my mind. I was once more within the con­sec­rated woods of the Holy Lime-Tree. I stood on the self-same spot of that fa­vour­ite grove, where the strangely-dressed pil­grim brought to me the mi­ra­cu­lous boy. From hence I wished to move on­wards to the church, which I saw also right be­fore me. There only it ap­peared to me, that I might now, pen­it­ent and re­pent­ant, re­ceive at last ab­so­lu­tion of my heavy crimes. But I re­mained mo­tion­less; my limbs were power­less, and I could scarcely re­tain the feel­ing of self-iden­tity.—Then a hol­low voice pro­nounced the words, “The will suf­fices for the deed!”


  The dream van­ished. It was the painter who had spoken these words.


  “In­com­pre­hens­ible be­ing!” said I, “was it then thou, who art here with me as a friend, who ap­peared lean­ing on the pil­lar on that un­happy morn­ing in the Capuchin church at König­swald? At night, in the trad­ing town of Franken­burg? And now——”


  “Stop there,” said the painter; “it was I in­deed who have been at all times near to thee, in or­der, if pos­sible, to res­cue thee from de­struc­tion and dis­grace; but thy heart was hardened; thy senses were per­ver­ted. The work to which thou wert chosen, must, for thine own weal and sal­va­tion, be ful­filled.”


  “Alas!” cried I, in a voice of des­pair, “why, then, didst thou not with­hold mine arm from that ac­cursed deed, when Her­mo­gen——”


  “That was not al­lowed me,” said the painter. “Ask no farther. The at­tempt to res­ist the eternal de­crees of Om­ni­po­tence is not only sin­ful, but hope­less pre­sump­tion. Med­ar­dus, thou now draw­est near to thy ap­poin­ted goal—To-mor­row!”


  At these words I shuddered; for I thought that I com­pletely un­der­stood the painter. I be­lieved that he knew and ap­proved my pre­med­it­ated sui­cide. He now re­treated to­wards the door of my prison.—“When,” said I, with great earn­est­ness, “when shall I see you again?”—”At the goal,” said he, in a deep, sol­emn tone, that re­ver­ber­ated through the vault.—“So then—to-mor­row?” He would not an­swer. The door opened—turned si­lently on its hinges—and the painter had van­ished.


  
    [2] Little brother. One of the Ger­man di­min­ut­ives of fa­mili­ar­ity or en­dear­ment.

  


  
    [3] Long black robe.

  


  CHAPTER V.


  The faint gleams of day­light had long since made their way through the gloom of my wretched prison, when at last the gaoler made his ap­pear­ance with a train of at­tend­ants, who care­fully and ob­sequiously took off the fet­ters from my wounded arms and ankles. They an­nounced also that I should be very soon led up for a fi­nal audi­ence in the judg­ment-hall.


  The sum­mons came ac­cord­ingly. Deeply re­served, and wrapt up in my own thoughts, be­com­ing al­ways more and more ac­cus­tomed to the idea of im­me­di­ate death, I stepped into the audi­ence-cham­ber. I had in­wardly ar­ranged my con­fes­sion in such man­ner, that I had only a short story to tell, which would yet em­brace every cir­cum­stance that was of im­port­ance.


  To my as­ton­ish­ment, the judge, dir­ectly on my en­trance, left the bench, and came to meet me. I must have looked greatly ema­ci­ated and dis­figured; for a cheer­ful smile, that had been at first on his coun­ten­ance, changed it­self ob­vi­ously into an ex­pres­sion of the most pain­ful sym­pathy and com­pas­sion. He shook hands, and made me take pos­ses­sion of a large arm-chair.


  “Herr von Kr­cz­in­ski,” said he, in a sol­emn dip­lo­matic tone, “I am happy in be­ing able to an­nounce to you some very agree­able in­tel­li­gence. By the Prince’s com­mands, all pro­ceed­ings against you are this day brought to an end. It ap­pears that people have hitherto con­foun­ded you with an­other per­son; and of their mis­taken ac­cus­a­tions, your ex­act per­sonal like­ness to that in­di­vidual must bear the blame. Your in­no­cence is now es­tab­lished bey­ond the pos­sib­il­ity of doubt. Mr Kr­cz­in­ski, you are free!”


  A fright­ful gid­di­ness now at­tacked me. The room, with all its fur­niture, seemed turn­ing round. The fig­ure of the judge was mul­ti­plied a thou­sand fold be­fore mine eyes, and I fell into a swoon. When I awoke, the ser­vants were rub­bing my temples with eau de co­logne; and I re­covered so far, as to hear the judge read over a short Pro­tokoll, stat­ing that he had duly in­formed me of the pro­cess be­ing given up, and of my fi­nal re­lease from prison. But some in­des­crib­able feel­ings arising from that last in­ter­view with the painter, repressed all joy in my bosom. It seemed to me as if now, when people be­lieved me in­no­cent, I should vol­un­tar­ily make a full con­fes­sion of my crimes, and then plunge the dag­ger into my heart.


  I wished to speak; but the judge seemed to ex­pect that I would re­tire, and I re­treated to­wards the door. He came after me a few steps. “I have now,” said he, in a low voice, “ful­filled my of­fi­cial du­ties, and may con­fess that, from the first time of our meet­ing, you in­ter­ested me very much. Not­with­stand­ing that ap­pear­ances (as you must your­self al­low) were so greatly against you, yet I sin­cerely wished that you might not turn out to be the hor­rible mon­ster of wicked­ness for whom you had been stig­mat­ized. I may now re­peat to you, in con­fid­ence, my con­vic­tion, that you are no Pole: you were not born in Kwic­ziczwo: your name is not Le­onard von Kr­cz­in­ski.”


  With com­pos­ure and firm­ness I answered, “No.”—“Nor are you a monk,” said the judge, cast­ing his eyes on the ground, that he might not seem to play the part of an in­quis­itor; but by this ques­tion I was ir­res­ist­ibly agit­ated.—“Listen, then,” said I, in a res­ol­ute tone, “and I shall ex­plain all.”—“Nay, nay, be si­lent,” said the judge. “What I sur­mised at first is, ac­cord­ing to my present be­lief, wholly con­firmed. I see that there is here some dark and deep mys­tery; and that, by some in­ex­plic­able game of chances, your fate is in­volved with that of cer­tain per­son­ages of our court. But it is no longer my vo­ca­tion to make in­quir­ies; and I should look upon my­self as a pre­sump­tu­ous in­ter­med­dler, if I wished to ex­tort from you any of the real ad­ven­tures of your life, of which the ten­ure has prob­ably been very pe­cu­liar.


  “There is but one sug­ges­tion which I can­not help of­fer­ing. Would it not be well if you were to tear your­self away from this res­id­enz, where there is so much that is hos­tile to your men­tal re­pose? After what has happened, it is al­most im­possible that your abode here can be agree­able to you.”


  When the judge spoke in this man­ner, my mind again un­der­went an en­tire re­volu­tion. All the dark shad­ows that had gathered around me were sud­denly dis­solved. The spirit of life once more, with all its en­joy­ments, vi­brated through every nerve.—“Aure­lia! Aure­lia!—Should I leave this place and for­sake her for ever!”


  The judge looked on me with an ex­pres­sion of the greatest as­ton­ish­ment.—“God for­bid, Mr Le­onard,” said he, “that a very fright­ful ap­pre­hen­sion, which has now risen up in my mind, should ever be ful­filled. But you know best the nature of your own plans. I shall say no more.”


  The hy­po­crit­ical calmness with which I now answered him, was a proof that my short-lived re­pent­ance was over and gone.—“So then,” said I, “you still look upon me as guilty?”—“Per­mit me, sir,” said the judge, “to keep my present fears to my­self. They are, I must con­fess, un­sub­stan­ti­ated by proof, and are per­haps the res­ult of ima­gin­ary ap­pre­hen­sions. It has been in the most con­clus­ive man­ner proved, that you are not the Monk Med­ar­dus; for that very man is in his own per­son here among us, and has been re­cog­nized by the old Father Cyril­lus, though the lat­ter had been de­ceived at the trial, by the ex­actitude of your re­semb­lance. Nay, this man does not deny that he is the Capuchin Med­ar­dus, for whom you were ar­res­ted. There­fore everything has happened that could have been de­sired, in or­der to free you from that first im­puta­tion.”


  At that mo­ment an at­tend­ant called the judge away, and thus the dia­logue was in­ter­rup­ted at the very time when it began to be dis­agree­able to me. I betook my­self forth­with to my old lodgings in the town, where I found my ef­fects placed care­fully in the same or­der in which I had left them. My pa­pers had been put up in a sealed en­vel­ope. Only Vic­torin’s porte­feuille and the Capuchin’s hair-rope were want­ing. My sup­pos­i­tions as to the im­port­ance that would be at­tached to the lat­ter art­icle were there­fore cor­rect.


  But a short time elapsed, when an equerry of the Prince made his ap­pear­ance, with a card from the Sov­er­eign, and the present of a very el­eg­ant box, set with dia­monds. The card was in his usual fa­mil­iar style. “There have been very severe meas­ures taken against you, Mr Kr­cz­in­ski, but neither we ourselves, nor our court of justice, can rightly be blamed. You are in­con­ceiv­ably like in per­son to a very wicked and dan­ger­ous man. All now, how­ever, has been cleared up to your ad­vant­age. I send you a small token of my good will, and hope that we shall see you soon.”


  The good will of the Prince and his present were at this mo­ment both in­dif­fer­ent to me. My long im­pris­on­ment had greatly en­feebled my bod­ily strength, and the ex­treme ex­cite­ment which I had un­der­gone, was fol­lowed by las­sit­ude and re­lax­a­tion. Thus I had sunk into a deep and dark mel­an­choly, and looked on it as very for­tu­nate when the phys­i­cian came to visit me, and pre­scribed some rem­ed­ies, which he judged ab­so­lutely re­quis­ite for the res­tor­a­tion of my health. He then, as usual, entered into con­ver­sa­tion.


  “Is it not,” said he, “a most ex­traordin­ary chance, and con­cat­en­a­tion of cir­cum­stances, that, at the very mo­ment when every one felt him­self con­vinced that you were that hor­rible monk, who had caused such mis­for­tunes in the fam­ily of the Baron von F——, this monk should him­self ac­tu­ally ap­pear, and res­cue you at once from the im­pend­ing danger?”


  “It would ob­lige me,” said I, “if you would in­form me of the minuter cir­cum­stances which led to my lib­er­a­tion; for as yet I have only heard gen­er­ally that the Capuchin Med­ar­dus, for whom I had been taken, had been found here and ar­res­ted.”


  “Nay, it is to be ob­served,” answered the phys­i­cian, “that he did not come hither of his own ac­cord, but was brought in, bound with ropes, as a ma­niac, and de­livered over to the po­lice at the very time when you first came to the res­id­enz. By the way, it just now oc­curs to me that, on a former oc­ca­sion, when I was oc­cu­pied in re­lat­ing to you the won­der­ful events which had happened at our court, I was in­ter­rup­ted, just as I had got to the story of this ab­om­in­able Med­ar­dus, the ac­know­ledged son of Francesco, and his enorm­ous crimes at the castle of the Baron von F——. I shall now take up the thread of my dis­course ex­actly where it was then broken off.


  “The sis­ter of our reign­ing Prin­cess, who, as you well know, is Ab­bess of a Cister­tian mon­as­tery at Kreuzberg, once re­ceived very kindly, and took charge of a poor deser­ted wo­man, who, with her in­fant son, was trav­el­ling home­ward, to­wards the south, from a pil­grim­age to the Con­vent of the Holy Lime-Tree.”


  “The wo­man,” said I, “was Francesco’s widow, and the boy was Med­ar­dus.”


  “Quite right,” answered the phys­i­cian; “but how do you come to know this?”


  “The events of this Med­ar­dus’s life,” said I, “have in­deed be­come known to me in a man­ner the strangest and most in­cred­ible. I am aware of them even up to the period when he fled from the castle of the Baron von F——; and of every cir­cum­stance that happened there I have re­ceived minute in­form­a­tion.”


  “But how?” said the phys­i­cian; “and from whom?”


  “In a dream,” answered I; “in a dream I have had the live­li­est per­cep­tion of all his suf­fer­ings and ad­ven­tures.”


  “You are in jest,” said the phys­i­cian.


  “By no means,” replied I. “It ac­tu­ally seems to me, as if I had in a vis­ion be­come ac­quain­ted with the his­tory of an un­happy man, who, like a mere plaything in the hands of dark powers,—a weed cast on the waves of a stormy sea, had been hurled hither and thither, and driven on­ward from crime to crime. In the Holzheimer forest, which is not far from hence, on my way hither, the pos­tilion, one stormy night, drove out of the right track, and there, in the forst-haus——”


  “Ha! now I un­der­stand you,” said the phys­i­cian, “there you met with the monk.”


  “So it is,” answered I; “but he was mad.”


  “He does not seem to be so now,” ob­served the phys­i­cian. “Even at that time, no doubt, he had lu­cid in­ter­vals, and told you his his­tory.”


  “Not ex­actly,” said I. “In the night, be­ing un­ap­prized of my ar­rival at the forst-haus, he came into my room. Per­haps it was on ac­count of the ex­traordin­ary like­ness ex­ist­ing betwixt us, that my ap­pear­ance frightened him ex­tremely. He prob­ably looked upon me as his double, and be­lieved that such an ap­par­i­tion of ne­ces­sity an­nounced his own death. Ac­cord­ingly, he began to stam­mer out strange con­fes­sions, to which I listened for some time, till at last, be­ing tired by a long jour­ney, I fell asleep; but the monk, not aware of this, con­tin­ued to speak on. I dreamed, but know not where the real­ity ended and the dream began. So far as I can re­col­lect, it ap­pears to me that the monk main­tained that it could not be he who had caused the death of the Bar­on­ess von F—— and Her­mo­gen, but that they had both been murdered by the Count Vic­torin.”


  “Strange, very strange!” said the phys­i­cian. “But where­fore did you con­ceal this mys­ter­i­ous ad­ven­ture at your trial?”


  “How could I ima­gine,” answered I, “that the judge would at­tach any im­port­ance to such a story? At best, it must have ap­peared to him a mere ro­mance; and will any en­lightened court of justice re­ceive evid­ence which even bor­ders on the vis­ion­ary and su­per­nat­ural?”


  “At least,” replied the phys­i­cian, “you might have at once sup­posed that people were con­found­ing you with this in­sane monk, and should have poin­ted out him as the real Capuchin Med­ar­dus?”


  “Ay, for­sooth,” answered I; “and in the face of the ven­er­able Father Cyril­lus, (such, I be­lieve, was his name,) an old dot­ard, who would ab­so­lutely have me, right or wrong, to be his Capuchin brother? Be­sides, it did not oc­cur to me either that the in­sane monk was Med­ar­dus, or that the crime which he had con­fessed to me was the ob­ject of the present pro­cess. But the keeper of the forst-haus told me the monk had never given up his name. How, then, did people here make the dis­cov­ery?”


  “In the simplest man­ner,” said the phys­i­cian. “The monk, as you know, had been a con­sid­er­able time with the for­ester. Now and then, it seemed as if he were com­pletely cured; but at last he broke out again into in­san­ity so fright­ful, that the for­ester was ob­liged to send him hither, where he was shut up in the mad-house. There he sat night and day, with star­ing eyes, and mo­tion­less as a statue. He never uttered a word, and must be fed, as he never moved a hand. Vari­ous meth­ods were tried to rouse him from this leth­argy, but in vain; and his at­tend­ants were afraid to try severe meas­ures, for fear of bring­ing back his out­rageous mad­ness.


  “A few days ago, the for­ester’s eld­est son came to the res­id­enz, and de­sired ad­mit­tance into the mad-house, to see the monk, which, ac­cord­ingly, was gran­ted him. Quite shocked at the hope­less state in which he found the un­happy man, he was leav­ing the prison, just as Father Cyril­lus, from the Capuchin Con­vent in König­swald, happened to be go­ing past. He spoke to the lat­ter, and begged of him to visit a poor un­happy brother, who was shut up here, as, per­haps, the con­ver­sa­tion of one of his own or­der might be be­ne­fi­cial to the ma­niac.


  “To this Cyril­lus agreed; but as soon as he saw the monk, he star­ted back, with a loud ex­clam­a­tion—‘Med­ar­dus!’ cried he; ‘un­happy Med­ar­dus!’ And at that name the monk, who be­fore scarcely shewed signs of life, began to open his eyes, and at­tend to what went for­ward. He even rose from his seat; but had scarcely done so, when, seem­ingly over­powered by his cruel mal­ady, (of which he was him­self not un­con­scious,) he uttered a strange hol­low cry, and fell pros­trate on the ground.


  “Cyril­lus, ac­com­pan­ied by the for­ester’s son and oth­ers, went dir­ectly to the judge by whom you had been tried, and an­nounced this new dis­cov­ery. The judge went back with them to the prison, where they found the monk in a state of great weak­ness; but (judging by his con­ver­sa­tion) not at all un­der the in­flu­ence of de­li­rium. He con­fessed that he was Med­ar­dus, from the Capuchin Con­vent in König­swald; and Cyril­lus agreed on his side, that your in­con­ceiv­able re­semb­lance to this Med­ar­dus had com­pletely de­ceived him.


  “Now, how­ever, he re­marked many cir­cum­stances of lan­guage, tone, and ges­ture, in which Mr Le­onard differed from the real Capuchin. What is most of all re­mark­able is, that they dis­covered on the neck of the mad­man the same mark, in the form of a cross, to which so much im­port­ance was at­tached at your trial. Sev­eral ques­tions also were now put to the monk, as to the hor­rid in­cid­ents at the castle of the Baron von F——, to which the only an­swers they could then ob­tain were in broken ex­clam­a­tions. ‘I am, in­deed,’ said he, ‘an ac­cursed and aban­doned crim­inal; but I re­pent deeply of all that I have done. Alas! I al­lowed my­self to be cheated, by tempta­tions of the devil, out of my own reason, and out of my im­mor­tal soul. Let my ac­cusers but have some com­pas­sion on me, and al­low me time—I shall con­fess all.’


  “The Prince be­ing duly ad­vised of what had happened, com­manded that the pro­ceed­ings against you should be brought to an end, and that you should be im­me­di­ately re­leased from prison. This is the his­tory of your lib­er­a­tion. The monk has been brought from the mad-house into one of the dun­geons for crim­in­als.”


  “And has he yet con­fessed all? Is he the mur­derer of Eu­phemia, Bar­on­ess von F——, and of Her­mo­gen? How stands pub­lic be­lief with re­gard to the Count Vic­torin?”


  “So far as I know,” said the phys­i­cian, “the trial of the monk was only to be­gin this day. As to Count Vic­torin, it ap­pears that noth­ing farther must be said of him. Whatever con­nec­tion those former events at our court may seem to have with the present, all is to re­main in mys­tery and ob­li­vion.”


  “But,” said I, “how the cata­strophe at the Baron’s castle can be con­nec­ted with these events at your Prince’s court, I am un­able to per­ceive.”


  “Prop­erly,” answered the phys­i­cian, “I al­lude more to the dramatis per­sonæ than to the in­cid­ents.”


  “I do not un­der­stand you,” said I.


  “Do you not re­mem­ber,” said the phys­i­cian, “my re­la­tion of the cir­cum­stances at­tend­ing the Duke’s death?”


  “Cer­tainly,” answered I.


  “Has it not then be­come clear to you,” re­sumed the doc­tor, “that Francesco en­ter­tained a crim­inal at­tach­ment to­wards the Italian Count­ess? That it was he who made his en­trance secretly into the bridal cham­ber, and who pon­iarded the Duke? Vic­torin, as you know, was the off-spring of that crime. He and Med­ar­dus, there­fore, are sons of one father. Vic­torin has van­ished from the world, without leav­ing a trace of his fate. All in­quir­ies after him have been in vain.”


  “The monk,” said I, “hurled him down into the Devil’s Abyss, amid the Thuringian moun­tains. Curses on the de­li­ri­ous frat­ri­cide!”


  Softly, at the mo­ment after I had pro­nounced these words, there came on my ears, from un­der­neath the floor whereon we stood, the same meas­ured knock­ing which I had heard in my dun­geon. Whether this were ima­gin­a­tion or real­ity, the ef­fect on my feel­ings was the same. I could not con­tend against the hor­ror which now seized me. The phys­i­cian seemed neither to re­mark my agit­a­tion, nor the mys­ter­i­ous noise.


  “What!” said he, “did the monk then con­fess to you that Vic­torin also fell by his hand?”


  “Yes,” answered I. “At least I drew this con­clu­sion from vari­ous pas­sages in his con­fused and broken con­fes­sions—con­nect­ing them also in my own mind with the sud­den dis­ap­pear­ance of Vic­torin. Woe—woe to the re­lent­less frat­ri­cide!”


  The knock­ing was now more power­ful. There was again a moan­ing and sob­bing. Me­thought a shrill laughter soun­ded through the air, and I heard the same stam­mer­ing voice—“Me-dar-dus—Me-dar-dus!—He—he—he—Help, help!—He—he—he—Help, help!”—I was amazed that the phys­i­cian took no no­tice of this, but he quietly re­sumed.


  “An ex­traordin­ary de­gree of mys­tery seems to rest upon Francesco’s ap­pear­ance at our court. It is highly prob­able that he also was re­lated to our Prince’s house. This much; at least, is cer­tain, that Eu­phemia, Bar­on­ess von F——, was the daugh­ter——”


  With a tre­mend­ous stroke, so that the bolts and hinges seemed broken into splin­ters, me­thought the door flew open, and I heard the voice of the spectre ab­so­lutely scream with laughter. I could not bear this any longer. “Ho—ho—ho! Brüd-er-lein!” cried I. “Here am I—Here am I!—Come on—come on quickly, if thou would’st fight with me—Now the owl holds his wed­ding-feast, and we shall mount to the roof, and con­tend with each other. There the weather-cock sings aloud, and he who knocks the other down, is king, and may drink blood!”


  “How now?” cried the phys­i­cian, start­ing up, and seiz­ing me by the arm. “What the devil is all that? You are ill, Mr Le­onard, dan­ger­ously ill. Away—away with you to bed!”


  I con­tin­ued, how­ever, star­ing at the open door, mo­ment­ar­ily ex­pect­ing that it would open, and that my hor­rible double would enter in pro­pria per­sona. Noth­ing ap­peared, how­ever, and I soon re­covered from the de­li­rium and hor­ror which had seized upon me.


  The phys­i­cian in­sisted that I was much worse than I sup­posed my­self to be, and at­trib­uted all the men­tal de­range­ment and wild­ness that I had be­trayed, to the ef­fects of my long im­pris­on­ment, and the agit­a­tion which, on ac­count of my trial, I must have un­der­gone.


  I sub­missively used whatever sed­at­ive rem­ed­ies he pre­scribed; but what most of all con­trib­uted to my re­cov­ery was, that the hor­rible knock­ing was not heard any more, and that the in­tol­er­able double seemed to have for­saken me al­to­gether.


  CHAPTER VI.


  The de­light­ful sea­son of spring had now once more re­turned. Every morn­ing the birds ser­en­aded me at the win­dow of my lodgings, which were in a garden-house, near a street called the Par­terre, not far from the river. Doubt­less, the year is never so de­light­ful and in­ter­est­ing as when all things are yet un­developed, and in their prime; when the gardener is yet go­ing about, with his hatchet, and bill-hook, and large sheers, lop­ping the branches, though the flour­ish­ing boughs are already redol­ent of green buds, that give out their fresh odours in the warm sun. One says to him­self—Let the gardener, or pru­ner, do his worst—let him re­move every un­prof­it­able branch, so that the day­light may fall into the most secret re­cesses, where the loves of a former year have been cel­eb­rated and are gone by, yet the trees will, ere long, be in their full lux­uri­ance—all that he has lopped away will soon be more than amply re­placed.


  It is the sea­son of hope and bright an­ti­cip­a­tions. Every new flower that rises from the teem­ing earth, and every bright green leaf that breaks forth along the south­ern slope of the forest, calls forth re­spons­ive feel­ings of buoy­ancy and de­light in the soul.


  Thus it happened, that one morn­ing the ver­nal sun dar­ted his un­clouded golden gleams into my cham­ber. Sweet odours of flowers streamed through the open win­dow, for the wind was in the south-west. The birds, as usual, cheered me with their songs.


  An ir­res­ist­ible long­ing urged me to go forth, and wander at will through the open coun­try. Des­pising, there­fore, the dir­ec­tions of my phys­i­cian, I dressed, went down stairs, and betook my­self, in the first place, to the Prince’s park. There the trees and shrubs, rust­ling with their new-born green leaves, greeted the weakly con­vales­cent. It seemed as if I had just awoke from a long and heavy dream; and deep sighs were the in­ex­press­ive tokens of rap­ture which I breathed forth, amid the joy­ous car­olling of birds, the hum­ming of in­sects, and glad­ness of all nature.


  Ay, life it­self now ap­peared to me like a heavy and fright­ful dream, not only for the time lately passed, but through the whole in­ter­val since I had left the con­vent. I now found my­self in a walk, shaded by dark platanus trees, which give out their green leaves very early in the year; and gradu­ally I be­came lost in rev­erie. Me­thought I was once more in the garden of the Capuchin Con­vent at König­swald. Out of the dis­tant thick­ets rose already the well-known lofty cru­ci­fix, at which I had so of­ten prayed with fer­vent de­vo­tion for strength to res­ist all tempta­tion.


  The cross seemed to me to be now that only goal, after which I ought to strive; there, pros­trate in the dust, to do pen­ance for the sin­ful dreams in which I had in­dulged, for the guilty de­lu­sions into which I had been led by the Arch-fiend. I stepped for­ward, there­fore, with my clasped hands lif­ted up, and with my eyes fixed upon the cross. Me­thought I heard the pi­ous hymns of the monks borne upon the air; but it was only the mys­ter­i­ous voice of the woods, where the wind was up amid the yet dry branches and the verd­ant fo­liage.


  Its in­flu­ence was more than in my weakly con­di­tion I could yet bear. I was soon ob­liged to sup­port my­self against a tree, and even to lie down on the turf: yet I never lost sight of the cross, but col­lect­ing my whole strength, rose again, and tottered on. How­ever, I could only reach a rus­tic moss-seat, in front of the con­sec­rated thicket, where, like a weak old man, I sat lan­guidly down, and in hol­low groans tried to lighten the an­guish of my op­pressed heart.


  How long I re­mained in this situ­ation, I know not. But at last I heard a rust­ling, and the sounds of light steps on the walk. In­stinct­ively, I knew whom I was to ex­pect—Aure­lia! Scarcely had I formed the thought, when, turn­ing the corner of an op­pos­ite walk lead­ing to­wards the seat, she stood vis­ibly be­fore me!


  De­scrip­tion here fails me, nor in­deed have I in this nar­rat­ive of­ten at­temp­ted to de­scribe. Tears glistened in her heav­enly blue eyes; but through those tears gleamed a kind­ling light of love, which was, per­haps, for­eign to the saint-like char­ac­ter of Aure­lia. This ex­pres­sion, how­ever, re­minded me at once of that mys­ter­i­ous vis­it­ant of the con­fes­sional, whom in my cher­ished dreams I had so of­ten be­held. Aure­lia ad­vanced to­wards me. She ac­cep­ted my proffered hand. “Can you,” said she in a low voice—“Can you ever for­give me?”


  Then los­ing all self-pos­ses­sion, I threw my­self on the ground be­fore her. I seized her hand, and bathed it with my tears.—“Aure­lia, Aure­lia!” cried I, “for thy sake, gladly would I en­dure mar­tyr­dom!—I would die a thou­sand deaths!” I felt my­self gently lif­ted up. It was Aure­lia who raised me, and who af­ter­wards sunk into my arms. I scarcely know how these mo­ments passed. Prob­ably our in­ter­view was short, for I re­mem­ber only these words—“All my best hopes are now ful­filled—all the mys­ter­i­ous fears that have haunted me are at an end!—But see! we are ob­served.” She quickly dis­en­gaged her­self from my em­brace, and I saw the Prin­cess com­ing up one of the walks. Not wish­ing at present to ven­ture an in­ter­view with one whom I had never dared to look on as a friend, I re­tired into the thicket, where I dis­covered that the ob­ject which I had mis­taken for a cru­ci­fix, was only the grey withered stem of an old pol­lard wil­low.


  From that mo­ment, I no longer felt any ef­fects of my severe ill­ness, far less any in­flu­ence of mel­an­choly. The kiss of re­con­cili­ation which I had thus re­ceived from Aure­lia, in­spired me with new life; and it seemed as if, for the first time, I en­joyed the mys­ter­i­ous rap­tures of which even this our ter­restrial ex­ist­ence is sus­cept­ible. For the first time, I knew the hap­pi­ness of mu­tual love! I stood upon the highest pin­nacle of worldly for­tune, and my path must, from hence­forth, lead down­wards, in or­der to con­duct me to that goal which the powers of dark­ness had seemed to mark out for my fi­nal des­tin­a­tion.


  It was a dream of hap­pi­ness like this to which I al­luded, when I be­fore painted the de­lights of my first meet­ing again with Aure­lia at the Prince’s court. Then I ad­dressed my­self to thee, oh stranger! who may one day read these pages. I re­ques­ted thee to re­call the bright sunny days of thy first love, and to ima­gine that dark dis­ap­point­ment had an­ni­hil­ated every pro­spect painted for thee by the fairy hands of Hope—then would’st thou be able to sym­path­ize with the un­happy monk, who, in his sol­it­ary prison, moan­ing over the re­mem­brance of his early vis­ions, lay the vic­tim of des­pair. Yet once more I beg of you to re­call that happy time—but now let there be no thought nor ap­pre­hen­sion of dis­ap­point­ment—and I need not then at­tempt to de­scribe to thee the su­per­nat­ural light that was now shed on my path by my for­tu­nate love. No gloomy thoughts had longer any in­flu­ence over my mind; I began even to en­ter­tain a firm con­vic­tion that I was not the reck­less crim­inal who, at the Baron’s castle, had killed Her­mo­gen and Eu­phemia, but that it was ac­tu­ally the de­li­ri­ous monk whom I had met at the forst-haus, that had been the cul­prit.


  All, there­fore, that I had said to the phys­i­cian ap­peared to me no longer the fic­tion of my own brain, but the true nar­rat­ive of events which to my­self re­mained mys­ter­i­ous and in­ex­plic­able. The Prince had re­ceived me with the ut­most kind­ness as a val­ued friend, whom he had be­lieved lost, and by whose un­ex­pec­ted re­turn he had been greatly re­joiced. This con­duct of the Sov­er­eign nat­ur­ally gave the tone to that of all my former ac­quaint­ances at court; only the Prin­cess seemed still to look upon me with cold­ness and re­serve.


  I had now the op­por­tun­ity of daily meet­ings with Aure­lia, nor did any one ven­ture re­marks on our at­tach­ment. Many times our in­ter­views were without wit­nesses; but on these oc­ca­sions her saint-like pur­ity, mild­ness, and timid­ity of char­ac­ter, which I could not but ob­serve, in­spired me with an in­vol­un­tary awe and rev­er­ence. I felt that she placed in me im­pli­cit con­fid­ence, and with no one, not even with the nearest re­la­tion, could such meet­ings have been more safe.

  


  For sev­eral days I had not seen Aure­lia. She had gone with the Prin­cess to a neigh­bour­ing sum­mer-house in the forest. At last I could not bear her ab­sence, but de­term­ined on a ped­es­trian ex­cur­sion thither.


  When I ar­rived, it was already late in the even­ing. The sun had de­clined in red ef­ful­gence in the west. The air was filled with the odor­i­fer­ous breath of young leaves and flowers, and the woods re­soun­ded with the sweetest notes of un­numbered night­in­gales. The ap­proach to the Prin­cess’s coun­try-house was through a very long av­enue of mag­ni­fi­cent pine-trees, whose massy down-hanging branches swept the ground, wav­ing in the balmy even­ing breeze with a mys­ter­i­ous mur­mur; and, not­with­stand­ing all the en­chant­ments of the hour and scene, me­thought I al­most heard a warn­ing voice pro­nounce the word, “Be­ware!” whereupon I only quickened my pace, and with a beat­ing heart ar­rived at the garden-gate of the sum­mer-house.


  In the garden I met with one of the maids of hon­our, who poin­ted out to me the wing of the chat­eau in which were Aure­lia’s apart­ments, for I by no means wished to en­counter the Prin­cess. Softly I opened the door of the anti-room, from which the warm breath of flowers and exotic plants greeted me with their al­most too-power­ful fra­grance. Re­mem­brance was busy with her dim il­lu­sions. “Is not this,” said I, “the identical cham­ber of Aure­lia at the Baron’s castle, where, on that fatal night——” Scarcely had I formed this idea, when me­thought a dark form reared it­self up in gi­gantic height be­hind me, and, with ter­ror that shook my in­most heart, I heard a voice pro­nounce the name, “Her­mo­gen!”


  Los­ing all self-pos­ses­sion, I tottered on­wards. I in­ten­ded to knock, but the door of the cab­inet was ajar, and I saw Aure­lia kneel­ing at a tabour­ett, on which there was an open book, and above it a cru­ci­fix. I looked back trem­bling, to see if the spectre was yet there, but it was now van­ished; then, in a tone of rap­ture, though not such as to alarm her, I called out, “Aure­lia—Aure­lia!” “Is it pos­sible,” said she, softly—“Le­onard, my be­loved, how came you hither?” She arose, and in the next mo­ment was fol­ded in my arms. Her lux­uri­ant hair hung dishevelled over my head and shoulder. I felt her heart beat, and saw her eyes gleam with un­wonted fire; but at that mo­ment there was a noise be­hind us as if from the strong and power­ful beat­ing of wings. A moan like the death-cry of one mor­tally wounded, soun­ded through the cham­ber. “Her­mo­gen!” cried Aure­lia, and sunk faint­ing out of my arms. I placed her on the sofa, but, in a voice of hor­ror, she cried to me, “Away—away! I com­mand, I be­seech you, be­gone!”


  Scarcely know­ing what I did, I left the room, and soon af­ter­wards found my­self, un­awares, in the en­trance-hall of the ground-floor, where I was met by the Prin­cess. She looked at me gravely and haught­ily. “Mr Le­onard,” said she, “I am in­deed not a little sur­prised to find you here—What means this in­tru­sion?” By a vi­ol­ent ef­fort, com­bat­ing my dis­trac­tion, I stammered out some in­co­her­ent apo­lo­gies, by which I per­ceived, from the looks of the Prin­cess, that she was by no means sat­is­fied. On the con­trary, I durst not ven­ture to re­main longer in the house, but, after a hasty obeis­ance, betook my­self to the front-gate, and de­par­ted.


  As I passed once more through the dark­ness amid the wav­ing pine-trees, me­thought I no longer walked alone! On the con­trary, it seemed to me as if some per­son ran all the way very near me, keep­ing time with my steps, and as if I heard a stam­mer­ing voice, which pro­nounced the words, “Ev-er—ev-er am I with thee! Broth-er—broth-er Me-dar-dus! Go whither thou wilt, east, north, or south, I am ever with thee!”


  Hereupon I paused and looked round me; I be­came con­vinced that this hor­rible double, by whom I was haunted, had his ex­ist­ence only in my own dis­turbed ima­gin­a­tion. How­ever, I could by no means get rid of the fright­ful im­age; he con­tin­ued to run along by my side, and to speak with me at in­ter­vals, till at last it seemed to me as if I must ac­tu­ally enter into con­ver­sa­tion, and re­late to him the re­cent ad­ven­tures of my life. Ac­cord­ingly, I con­fessed that I had just now been very fool­ish, and had al­lowed my­self once more to be ter­ri­fied by the in­sane Her­mo­gen; how­ever, that St Ros­alia should now very soon be ir­re­voc­ably mine, and that, for her sake only, I had be­come a monk, and re­ceived the in­vest­it­ure and con­sec­ra­tion.


  Then my de­test­able double laughed and groaned as he had be­fore done, and stuttered out—“But lose no time—lose no time—Quick-ly, quick-ly!”


  “Nay, have a little pa­tience,” said I, “and all will go well. Only, the blow that I struck Her­mo­gen has not been deep enough. He has got one of those damned pro­tect­ing crosses in the throat, even as thou hast, and I have! But my stiletto, which thou hast pre­served for me, is still sharp and bright!”—“He—he—he!—He—he—he!—Strike him well, then—strike him well!” Such were the ac­cents of my in­fernal com­pan­ion, amid the dark rush­ing of the pine-tree woods; nor did they end there. The same per­se­cu­tion ac­com­pan­ied me al­most the whole way home­ward into town, un­til at last, the fresh morn­ing wind cooled the burn­ing fever of my brow, and a roseate splend­our ad­van­cing in the east, an­nounced the dawn of a new ver­nal day.


  I had en­joyed only about two hours’ broken rest at my lodgings, when I re­ceived a sum­mons to at­tend the Prince. I betook my­self im­me­di­ately to the palace, where he re­ceived me very cor­di­ally.


  “In truth, Mr Le­onard,” he began, “you have won my good opin­ion in the highest de­gree. I can­not con­ceal from you that my pre­pos­ses­sions in your fa­vour have ripened into real friend­ship. I should be sorry to lose you, and would re­joice in con­trib­ut­ing to your hap­pi­ness. Be­sides, it is our duty to atone to you as much as pos­sible, for all that you have been made to suf­fer among us. By the way, Mr Le­onard, do you know what was the dir­ect cause of the pro­cess against you—that is, who first ac­cused you?”


  “No, sire,” answered I.


  “Bar­on­ess Aure­lia,” said the Prince,—“you are as­ton­ished. Nay, it is very true, Bar­on­ess Aure­lia, Mr Le­onard, mis­took you for a Capuchin.”—(He laughed heart­ily.)—“Now, if you are a Capuchin, you are cer­tainly the po­litest and best-fa­voured of that or­der that has ever fallen un­der my no­tice. Say, in truth, Mr Le­onard, have you ever been a monk?”


  “Sire,” answered I, “I know not by what wicked fatal­ity I am al­ways to be trans­formed into a monk; but——”


  “Well, well!” in­ter­rup­ted the Prince, “I am no in­quis­itor. It would be a ser­i­ous dis­aster, how­ever, if you were bound by any cler­ical vows. But to the point—Would you not like to have your re­venge on Aure­lia for the mis­chief that she has brought on you?”


  “In what mor­tal’s breast,” said I, “would such a thought as that of re­venge arise against the ami­able Bar­on­ess?”


  “Do you not love Aure­lia?” said the Prince.


  I was si­lent, but replied by an ex­press­ive ges­ture, lay­ing my hand on my heart.


  “I know it,” re­sumed his high­ness. “You have loved this young lady since that mo­ment when she, for the first time, made her ap­pear­ance here with the Prin­cess. Your af­fec­tion is re­turned, and in­deed with a fer­vour of which I scarcely be­lieved the mild Aure­lia to be cap­able. The Prin­cess has told me all, and I know that she lives only for you. Would you be­lieve, that after your im­pris­on­ment, Aure­lia gave her­self up to a mood of ut­ter des­pond­ency, and be­came at last so ill, that we en­ter­tained ser­i­ous ap­pre­hen­sions for her life? She at that time looked upon you as the mur­derer of her brother, and her grief, there­fore, ap­peared to us un­ac­count­able; but the truth was, that even then she loved you.


  “Now, Mr Le­onard, or Mr von Kr­cz­in­ski, (for you are by birth noble,) I shall fix you at the court in a man­ner that will be agree­able to you. You shall marry Aure­lia, and in a few days we shall sol­em­nize the be­troth­ment. I my­self will act in place of the bride’s father. Mean­while, adieu!” The Prince, in his usual ab­rupt man­ner, then left the audi­ence-cham­ber.


  CHAPTER VII.


  Aure­lia my wife!—the wife of a per­jured and apostate monk! It may seem in­cred­ible that my mind could un­dergo so many changes; but it is nev­er­the­less true, that though this idea had so long been cher­ished, and had been fa­mil­iar to my­self, yet now, when I for the first time heard it an­nounced by an­other, it was at­ten­ded by a clear per­cep­tion of its un­fit­ness, and the al­most ut­ter un­feas­ib­il­ity of its real­iz­a­tion. No! said I to my­self, the dark powers by whom my ac­tions have been in­stig­ated, whatever else of evil they may have in store, can­not have re­solved on this! I en­deav­oured to com­bat these fears, but in vain; and yet to de­term­ine on vol­un­tary sep­ar­a­tion from Aure­lia was im­possible.


  It was the idea of the mar­riage ce­re­mony, which filled me with a de­gree of ter­ror to my­self in­ex­plic­able. I be­lieved, in­deed, that if the per­jured monk dared to kneel be­fore the al­tar, mak­ing a mock­ery of sac­red vows, then, of ne­ces­sity, the fig­ure of that spec­tral om­ni­present painter, not with a de­mean­our mild and friendly as in the prison, but an­noun­cing ven­geance and de­struc­tion, would ap­pear—as at Francesco’s mar­riage—to over­whelm me with dis­grace and misery.


  But then me­thought I heard, in a deep sol­emn tone, the words, “And yet must Aure­lia be thine! Weak-minded fool! How durst thou think of chan­ging that des­tiny which hangs over her and thee?” Scarcely were these words uttered, when an­other voice rose within me—“Down—down! throw thy­self into the dust, thou blind wicked mor­tal! Never can she be thine!—It is the blessed St Ros­alia her­self, whom thou madly think’st to clasp in the em­braces of ter­restrial pas­sion!”


  Thus ut­terly at vari­ance with my­self, tost hither and thither by con­tend­ing im­pulses, I had left the palace, and wandered through the park, in a state of such dis­trac­tion, that, to ar­rive at any ra­tional plan for my fu­ture con­duct, was wholly im­possible. Past and gone was now that hap­pier mood, in which I had looked upon my whole former life, and es­pe­cially on my ad­ven­tures at the Baron’s castle, as a fright­ful dream! On the con­trary, I saw in my­self only a base crim­inal, and hy­po­crit­ical de­ceiver. All that I had said to the phys­i­cian and the judge was only a col­lec­tion of fool­ish and badly in­ven­ted false­hoods, by no means in­spired, as I had be­fore per­suaded my­self, by any su­per­nat­ural voice, but the off-spring of my own feeble in­genu­ity.


  Lost and wrapt up in these bit­ter re­flec­tions, I was hur­ry­ing through the streets to­wards my lodgings, when I was over­taken by one of the Prince’s car­riages, which im­me­di­ately stopped. I heard my own name pro­nounced aloud, and saw that I was beckoned to by the phys­i­cian, who alighted, and im­me­di­ately took me with him to his apart­ments.


  “What means all this?” said he, “you vi­ol­ent un­reas­on­able man! You have thought proper, it seems, to make your ap­pear­ance like a ghost to the Bar­on­ess Aure­lia, in the gloom of night too, so sud­denly, that the poor nervous young lady has been al­most frightened out of her senses, and has been at­tacked by ser­i­ous in­dis­pos­i­tion—Well, well,” (con­tin­ued he, per­ceiv­ing a change in my coun­ten­ance,) “I must not frighten you. Her ill­ness has not las­ted long. She has again been out walk­ing, and will re­turn to-mor­row with the Prin­cess into town. Of you, Mr Le­onard, the Bar­on­ess has in con­fid­ence said much to me. She longs greatly to see you again, and to ex­cuse her­self; for she al­lows, that her con­duct at your last visit, must have ap­peared to you both child­ish and silly.”


  When I re­flec­ted on what had really passed at the sum­mer-house, I was at a loss how to in­ter­pret these ex­pres­sions of Aure­lia. The phys­i­cian, how­ever, gave me no time to brood over this, but in­dulged in his usual vein of lo­qua­city. He gave me to un­der­stand, that he was per­fectly aware of the Prince’s views for my ad­vance­ment in rank, and mar­riage with Aure­lia. Hereupon re­vert­ing to her late fit of nervous ir­rit­ab­il­ity, he gave, wickedly enough, such a ca­ri­ca­ture (for he was an ex­cel­lent mimic) of her con­duct and ex­pres­sions, when he had ar­rived ex­press at the sum­mer-house, con­trast­ing these also, with the grave ce­re­mo­ni­ous hauteur of the Prin­cess, that I was forced, even against my will, to laugh, (for the good hu­mour of the phys­i­cian was in­fec­tious,) and gradu­ally re­covered a de­gree of cheer­ful­ness, which, but a few minutes be­fore, I had sup­posed lost for ever.


  “Could the ima­gin­a­tion of any man,” said the phys­i­cian, “have an­ti­cip­ated, when you came to our res­id­enz, that so many won­der­ful events would, in so short a time, have taken place: First, the ab­surd mis­un­der­stand­ing which brought you as a crim­inal be­fore the Jus­ti­ci­ary Court—Then the truly en­vi­able for­tune which has ac­quired for you the spe­cial friend­ship and pat­ron­age of the Prince!”


  “His high­ness,” said I, “no doubt treated me from the first with marked con­des­cen­sion and po­lite­ness. As to the ad­vances that I have lately made in his good graces, I ascribe this to his re­col­lec­tion of the un­just pro­sec­u­tion by which I suffered, and which he is now de­sirous to atone for.”


  “The Prince’s fa­vour,” said the phys­i­cian, “per­haps is not ow­ing so much to this, as to an­other cir­cum­stance, which you, no doubt, can guess.”


  “I can­not,” answered I.


  “The people, it is true,” re­sumed the phys­i­cian, “con­tinue to give you the same name which you as­sumed on your first ar­rival. Every one knows, how­ever, that you are by birth noble, as the in­tel­li­gence which has been re­ceived from Po­land con­firms all that you had as­ser­ted!”


  “Ad­mit­ting this in­tel­li­gence to have been re­ceived,” said I, “I know not why it should have any in­flu­ence on my re­cep­tion at court, since, at my first in­tro­duc­tion there, I de­clared that I had no pre­ten­sions to any rank bey­ond that of a cit­izen par­ticulier, and yet was treated by all with kind­ness, and even re­spect.”


  To this the phys­i­cian replied, by a har­angue, which las­ted nearly an hour, on the true prin­ciples which reg­u­late the dis­tinc­tion of ranks; and the lec­ture be­ing de­livered with his usual vi­va­city, had at least the be­ne­fi­cial ef­fect of en­ga­ging my at­ten­tion, and put­ting to flight the gloomy thoughts by which I had been over­whelmed. I could not but feel also a kind of tri­umph at the man­ner in which I had again seemed to rule over my own des­tiny, as by ac­ci­dent­ally choos­ing the Pol­ish name of Kwic­ziczwo in con­ver­sa­tion with the old lady, on the even­ing of my first present­a­tion at court, I had cre­ated for my­self that pat­ent of no­bil­ity which in­duced the Prince to be­stow on me the Bar­on­ess in mar­riage.

  


  As soon as I as­cer­tained that the Prin­cess was re­turned to the palace, I hastened to Aure­lia, and im­me­di­ately ob­tained an in­ter­view. The de­sire to ex­cuse her­self for the need­less and ca­pri­cious agit­a­tion, to which she had given way on my last visit, gave a new tone to her voice and man­ner, and new ex­pres­sion to her eyes, so that her timid­ity be­ing less, I could once more say to my­self, “The prize will yet be thine!” Tears glistened in her beau­ti­ful eyes, and her tone was that of earn­est and plaint­ive sup­plic­a­tion.


  Still haunted by the idea of my spec­tral double, I wished to learn from her ex­pli­citly what had been the real cause of her ter­ror. “Aure­lia,” said I, “I con­jure you by all the saints, tell me what hor­rible phantom was it that then ap­peared to you?” At this ques­tion she gazed at me with ob­vi­ous as­ton­ish­ment—her looks be­came al­ways more and more fixed, as if in deep thought—then sud­denly star­ted up as if to go, but stood ir­res­ol­ute. At last, with both hands pressed on her eyes, she sobbed out—“No—no—no;—It is not—it can­not be he!”—


  Un­con­sciously she al­lowed me to sup­port her to a chair, into which she sank down ex­hausted. “For God’s sake, Aure­lia, who is it that you mean?” cried I, though I had already dark an­ti­cip­a­tions of what was passing through her mind. “Alas!” said she, “my be­loved friend, were I to con­fess to you the whole truth, would you not look on me as an in­sane vis­ion­ary? A hor­rible phantom ac­com­pan­ies me through life, and mars, by its ir­res­ist­ible in­flu­ence, every en­joy­ment, even at the times when I should oth­er­wise be most happy. At our very first meet­ing, this fright­ful dream hovered, as if on dark wings, over me, spread­ing an ice-cold at­mo­sphere of death around us, where there should have pre­vailed only a buoy­ant spirit of cheer­ful­ness and hope.


  “In like man­ner, when you came into my room at the Prin­cess’s coun­try-house, the same evil power ac­quired its full domin­ion over me. But this per­se­cu­tion is not without its es­pe­cial cause. Pre­cisely in the same man­ner in which you entered my apart­ments, though at a later hour of the night, an ac­cursed monk of the Capuchin or­der once sur­prised me. Spare me the re­pe­ti­tion of what then oc­curred. Suf­fice it, that he be­came the mur­derer of my brother; and now, your fea­tures—your tone of voice—your fig­ure—But no more—no more of this—let me be si­lent on that sub­ject for ever, and for­give, if pos­sible, my weak­ness in this be­trayal!”


  Aure­lia re­clined on the sofa on which I had placed her, and seemed un­con­scious of that free­dom with which I now con­tem­plated the ex­quis­ite con­tour of her shape, and the an­gelic beauty of her fea­tures. Once more—all bet­ter in­spir­a­tions—all doubts and fears van­ished from my mind—with a fiend­like scorn and con­tempt, I said in a low voice—“Thou un­happy fated girl! Thou bought and sold of Satan! Thou, for­sooth, be­lievest that thou hast es­caped from thine old en­emy—from the Capuchin monk, who long ago would have led thee on to ruin and des­pair! But now, thou art his bride; and in un­con­scious mock­ery of the re­li­gion which thou cher­ishest, art doomed to kneel with him at the al­tar of the Most High!”


  The powers of dark­ness had, for a time, ac­quired over me su­preme domin­ion. I ex­ul­ted over Aure­lia as my de­voted prey, and began to think, like a pro­fessed lib­ertine, that her de­struc­tion would form the noblest epoch in my life. Our present in­ter­view, how­ever, was not suffered to be of long dur­a­tion, for Aure­lia was summoned to at­tend the Prin­cess, and I was left alone. Her ex­pres­sions in apo­lo­giz­ing for her con­duct at the Prin­cess’s chat­eau, had con­vinced me that there ex­is­ted some mys­tery betwixt us, of the nature of which I was yet un­aware, and which I had not the means of un­rav­el­ling, for I per­ceived that there was no chance of in­du­cing Aure­lia to speak more ex­pli­citly on the sub­ject.


  Ac­ci­dent soon after re­vealed to me that which she had been so de­term­ined to con­ceal. One day I happened to be in the apart­ment of that of­ficer of the court, whose busi­ness it was to take charge of the re­ceipt and de­liv­ery of let­ters. He was sud­denly called out, when Aure­lia’s wait­ing-maid came with a large packet, and placed it among oth­ers which were already on the table. A fleet­ing glance con­firmed me that the hand-writ­ing was that of the Bar­on­ess, and I per­ceived that the su­per­scrip­tion was to the Ab­bess of the Cister­tian Nun­nery at Kreuzberg. With the rapid­ity of light­ning the thought vi­brated through me, that this packet would af­ford the key to many yet un­ex­plored mys­ter­ies, and be­fore the of­ficer re­turned, I had re­tired, and taken with me Aure­lia’s let­ter—of which now fol­lows a tran­script—


  CHAPTER VIII.


  
    “Bar­on­ess Aure­lia von F——, to the Ab­bess of the Cister­tian Con­vent at Kreuzberg:—


    “My dear kind Mother—How shall I find ad­equate words to an­nounce to you that your daugh­ter is for­tu­nate and happy—that at length the hor­rid spectre is ban­ished, whose ter­rific in­flu­ence, blight­ing every flower, and cloud­ing every sun-gleam, had, for a long in­ter­val, rendered her ex­ist­ence ut­terly wretched!


    “But now self-re­proach falls heavy on my heart. When after my un­happy brother’s death, and when my father per­ished from grief and dis­ap­point­ment, you re­ceived and sup­por­ted me dur­ing my oth­er­wise hope­less af­flic­tion, I ought then, not only to have con­fessed my sins, but to have ac­quain­ted you fully and ex­pli­citly with the strange and mys­ter­i­ous im­pres­sions, by which my tran­quil­lity had been broken.


    “I was un­will­ing, how­ever, to dis­turb you by a de­tail, which would have seemed rather like the fant­astic il­lu­sions of a dis­ordered ima­gin­a­tion, than real­ity, and of which the ma­lig­nant in­flu­ence then ad­mit­ted of no cure nor an­ti­dote. Cir­cum­stances are now changed, and I can freely write to you of that secret, which has so long been deeply con­cealed in my own breast. It seems to me, in­deed, as if that mys­ter­i­ous power by whom I have been haunted, had mocked, like a de­mon, at my every pro­spect of hap­pi­ness! I have been tost about hither and thither, as if on the waves of a stormy sea, and left ever and anon to per­ish without hope of res­cue! Yet Heaven has al­most mi­ra­cu­lously as­sisted me, even at the mo­ment when I was on the point of be­ing ir­re­cov­er­ably lost.


    “In or­der to render my dis­clos­ures in­tel­li­gible, I must look back to the period of my earli­est re­col­lec­tions, for even at that time, the found­a­tion was laid in my heart of those ap­pre­hen­sions which have since grown with my growth, and strengthened with my strength.


    “It happened when I was only about four years old, that one day, when the spring sea­son was at its bright­est and love­li­est, I was busily en­gaged with Her­mo­gen at play in the castle gar­dens. Her­mo­gen had run about sup­ply­ing me with a thou­sand vari­et­ies of flowers, which he also as­sisted me to weave into gar­lands, with which I ad­orned my­self, till be­ing com­pletely decked out like a fairy queen, and covered with flowers, I said, ‘Now, let me go!—I must shew my­self to my mother!’


    “Her­mo­gen, as you know, was older than I was, and ex­er­cised a kind of au­thor­ity over his sis­ter. At these words of mine, he star­ted up, ‘Stay here, Aure­lia,’ said he, in a com­mand­ing voice—‘Thy mother is in her blue closet, and speaks with the devil!’ I could not tell what my brother meant by this, but, quite over­come with ter­ror, I began to weep bit­terly—‘Fool­ish Aure­lia,’ said Her­mo­gen, ‘where­fore weep­est thou?—Your mother speaks every day with the devil. But let us keep out of his way, and he will do us no harm!’ He spoke, and looked an­grily, so that I was ob­liged to be si­lent.


    “My mother was even then in very feeble health—she was at­tacked of­ten by fright­ful con­vul­sions, which left her in a state of death­like weak­ness. This happened once in pres­ence of Her­mo­gen, and my­self. We were ordered out of the room, and I wept bit­terly; but Her­mo­gen only said, ‘It is the devil that has done this to her!’


    “Thus the be­lief was firmly im­pressed on my mind, that my mother every day held con­ver­sa­tions with some fright­ful spectre, whom, even to look upon, would, to any one else, be death. (As to re­li­gious in­struc­tions, they were, of course, yet wholly bey­ond my com­pre­hen­sion.) One day, after ram­bling through the castle, I was hor­ri­fied to find my­self alone in the blue cab­inet which had been al­luded to by Her­mo­gen.


    “I should in­stantly have taken refuge in flight, but my mother came in with a deadly pale­ness on her coun­ten­ance, and without ob­serving me, (for I stood in a corner,) in a deep mel­an­choly tone, she pro­nounced the name, ‘Francesco—Francesco!’ There was then a strange rust­ling and rat­tling be­hind the oak pan­nels of the wall. The boards began to move, and drew them­selves asun­der. I then saw a full-length por­trait, so ad­mir­ably painted, that it had all the an­im­a­tion of life, rep­res­ent­ing a man in a for­eign dress, with a dark vi­olet-col­oured mantle.


    “The fig­ure and ex­press­ive coun­ten­ance of this un­known, made on me an in­des­crib­able im­pres­sion, which I never af­ter­wards for­got. My ad­mir­a­tion was such that I could no longer be si­lent, but uttered an ex­clam­a­tion of joy, which, for the first time, made my mother aware of my pres­ence. Her tem­per, which was gen­er­ally mild and equable, was now more ruffled than on any former oc­ca­sion.—‘What would’st thou here, Aure­lia?’ said she, in an angry tone; ‘who brought thee hither?’—‘They left me all alone,’ cried I, burst­ing into tears. ‘I know not how I came hither, and had no wish to be here!’


    “Mean­while the pan­nels were again put in mo­tion, and the por­trait dis­ap­peared.—‘Alas!’ said I, ‘the beau­ti­ful pic­ture—Mother, dearest mother, why is it gone?’—The Bar­on­ess lif­ted me up in her arms, and caressed me.—‘Thou art my dear good child,’ said she; ‘but no one must see that pic­ture, nor speak of its hav­ing been there. It is now gone, Aure­lia, and will never come again!’


    “Ac­cord­ingly, as long as I re­membered this warn­ing, I in­trus­ted to no one what I had ob­served in the mys­ter­i­ous blue cab­inet. Only to Her­mo­gen, I once said—‘Dearest brother, it is not with the devil, as you sup­posed, that our mother speaks, but with a young hand­some man. How­ever, he is only a pic­ture, and starts out of the wall when she calls for him.’—‘The devil,’ answered Her­mo­gen, with a fixed ser­i­ous look, ‘may look as he will,—so says our father con­fessor. But as to the Bar­on­ess, he dare no longer trouble her!’—Hor­ror seized on me at these words, and I begged of Her­mo­gen, that he never would speak of the devil again.


    “Soon after this we went to the res­id­enz, and the pic­ture al­most van­ished from my re­mem­brance; nor did I think of it till after my mother’s death, when we came back to the coun­try. The wing of the castle in which was that blue cab­inet, re­mained un­in­hab­ited. Here had been my late mother’s fa­vour­ite apart­ments; and my father could not enter them without suf­fer­ing from the most pain­ful re­col­lec­tions.


    “At last, after an in­ter­val of sev­eral years, it be­came ne­ces­sary to or­der some re­pairs in that wing; and be­ing now in my four­teenth year, rest­less and wild, I happened to come into the blue cab­inet, just at the time when the work­men were about to tear up the floor. When one of them was in the act of lift­ing a heavy table, which stood in the middle of the room, there was a strange noise heard be­hind the wall, the pan­nels burst asun­der, and the por­trait of the un­known again be­came vis­ible.


    “On ex­am­in­a­tion, they dis­covered a spring in the floor, which be­ing pressed down, brought into mo­tion cer­tain ma­chinery be­hind the wains­cot, which was ac­cord­ingly drawn aside, as already de­scribed, so as to ex­hibit the pic­ture. Once more that ex­traordin­ary event of my child­hood was brought vividly to my re­mem­brance; and, at the re­col­lec­tion of my be­loved mother, tears star­ted into my eyes. Yet I could not turn away my looks from the ex­press­ive and in­ter­est­ing fea­tures of the un­known, which were so ad­mir­ably painted, that they seemed more like life and real­ity, than any work of art. Above all, his eyes were so an­im­ated, that their glance seemed to pen­et­rate into my very soul.


    “Prob­ably the work­men had sent word to my father, of the dis­cov­ery which they had made; for while I yet stood gaz­ing on the un­known, he hast­ily entered the room. He had scarcely cast a fleet­ing glance on the pic­ture, when he ap­peared al­most pet­ri­fied by some mys­ter­i­ous emo­tion, and mur­mured to him­self, in a deep tone, the name ‘Francesco!‘—


    “Then sud­denly, as if awoke from a pain­ful rev­erie, he turned round to the work­men, and, with a stern voice, com­manded them, that they should dir­ectly tear the paint­ing from the wall, roll it up, and give it in charge to Re­in­hold. I was greatly dis­tressed by this or­der. It seemed to me as if I should never more be­hold that form, so heroic, noble, and in­ter­est­ing; who, in his for­eign garb, ap­peared to me al­most like some prince of the spir­itual world! Yet an un­con­quer­able timid­ity pre­ven­ted me from re­quest­ing of my father, that he would not al­low the por­trait to be des­troyed.


    “In a few days, how­ever, these im­pres­sions al­to­gether van­ished; nor did they re­cur till after a long in­ter­val. I was now car­ried away by the volat­il­ity and light-hearted­ness of youth. A thou­sand sports, of my own de­vis­ing, every day en­gaged my at­ten­tion; and my father of­ten said, that Her­mo­gen, at this time, had the quiet, timid man­ners of a well-be­haved girl; while I, on the con­trary, be­haved like a wild romp­ing boy!


    “These char­ac­ter­ist­ics, how­ever, were soon to be changed. Her­mo­gen was already past the years of ad­oles­cence, and began to de­vote his whole at­ten­tion to his own pro­fes­sional pur­suits as a young sol­dier. He thought only of harden­ing his frame to en­dure every pos­sible fa­tigue—of parades and re­views—of mil­it­ary tac­tics—above all, of ac­tual ser­vice in time of danger; and in these views, his father (hav­ing de­term­ined on his son’s des­tin­a­tion) wholly con­curred.


    “For my part, my whole ex­ist­ence now un­der­went a com­plete re­volu­tion, which I was then un­able to in­ter­pret, and which I yet can­not ad­equately de­scribe. The solitude in which I lived prob­ably con­trib­uted to heighten every fant­astic im­pres­sion. If any new feel­ing arose within me, be­ing wholly un­di­ver­ted by any ex­ternal in­flu­ence, or by the usual dis­sip­a­tions of so­ci­ety to which oth­ers can have re­course, it nat­ur­ally grew into ex­cess. I be­came thought­ful, mel­an­choly, nervous, and dis­con­ten­ted. By night, I was vis­ited by strange and un­ac­count­able dreams; and dur­ing the day, I was, by fits, ex­tra­vag­antly merry, or, on the slight­est pro­voca­tion, burst into a pas­sion of tears.


    “My father ob­served these changes, which he ascribed to ir­rit­ab­il­ity of nerves, and called in a phys­i­cian, who pre­scribed for me all sorts of rem­ed­ies, without the slight­est good ef­fect. At this time—I know not my­self how it could have happened—but one night the half-for­got­ten im­age of the un­known ap­peared be­fore me, in col­ours so vivid and lively, that he was no longer a dead phantom on can­vass, but a cor­por­eal and liv­ing be­ing, who gazed on me with an as­pect of kind­ness and com­pas­sion.


    “‘Alas!’ cried I, ‘must I then die? What is it by which I am thus so un­speak­ably tor­men­ted?’—‘Thou lovest me, Aure­lia,’ said the vis­ion, ‘and this is the cause of thy present ill­ness and dis­trac­tion. But canst thou dis­solve the vows of one already de­voted to heaven?’ To my as­ton­ish­ment, I now per­ceived that the un­known wore the robes of a monk.


    “Sum­mon­ing my whole strength, I en­deav­oured to break the spells with which the de­test­able dream had fettered my senses; and, for the present mo­ment, I suc­ceeded in this; but I could not pre­vent the same phantom from re­cur­ring to my ima­gin­a­tion, and per­se­cut­ing me with ten­fold power. I per­ceived only too well, that for me the mys­ter­ies of a first love were re­vealed,—that, with a pas­sion­ate fer­vour, of which only the youth­ful heart is cap­able, I was at­tached to the name­less and vis­ion­ary un­known! My in­dis­pos­i­tion seemed, how­ever, to have at­tained its crisis, and I be­came per­cept­ibly bet­ter. My nervous ir­rit­ab­il­ity de­creased, and I was able again to mix in so­ci­ety; only the con­stant pres­ence of that im­age, my fant­astic love of a be­ing who ex­is­ted only in my own brain, rendered me so dis­traite, that I fre­quently gave ab­surd an­swers when ques­tioned; and be­ing wholly wrapt up in my own rev­er­ies, must have ap­peared to oth­ers either an af­fected prude, or an unidea’d sim­pleton.


    “About this time, I had found, among other ro­mances, in my brother’s room, one con­tain­ing the his­tory of a monk, who, be­ing over­come by tempta­tions of the devil, re­nounced his vows, and fell in love with a young lady, who in con­sequence per­ished miser­ably. This I read with avid­ity, and though the les­sons that it con­tained might have been ex­pec­ted to open my eyes to the dangers which I was draw­ing on my­self, yet it had an ef­fect dir­ectly the re­verse, by fix­ing my at­ten­tion more and more on those vis­ions which I ought to have ban­ished for ever from my mind. Fre­quently I thought of Her­mo­gen’s words—‘Thy mother speaks with the devil;’ and began to think, that the un­known was, in truth, an agent of the Arch-fiend, em­ployed to en­tice me to de­struc­tion. Yet I could not cease to love him; and when Re­in­hold came back, on one oc­ca­sion, from a jour­ney, and talked much of a cer­tain Brother Med­ar­dus, whom he had heard preach in the town of König­swald, there arose within me an ob­scure dim ap­pre­hen­sion, that the ori­ginal of the be­loved and yet dreaded vis­ion might be that very Med­ar­dus; and this be­lief Re­in­hold’s de­scrip­tion of the preacher’s fea­tures and per­son seemed amply to sanc­tion. There­after, the wild dreams and in­ternal con­flicts by which I was per­se­cuted, were in­creased ten­fold. It happened that a monk (as was of­ten the case) came to visit at my father’s house; and this per­son chose, in a very dif­fuse lec­ture, to de­scribe the man­i­fold tempta­tions of the devil, and the wretched de­lu­sions to which es­pe­cially youth­ful minds were sub­jec­ted, if they did not suf­fi­ciently res­ist his in­flu­ence. My father seemed to ap­prove of this dis­course, and I be­lieved it was aimed par­tic­u­larly at me.—‘Only un­boun­ded trust and con­fid­ence,’ said the cler­gy­man, ‘not only in re­li­gion, but in her ser­vants, and sub­missive obed­i­ence to their in­junc­tions and ad­vice, can af­ford hopes of res­cue.’


    “Not long after this, I ac­com­pan­ied my father to the town of König­swald, whither he went to at­tend a law pro­cess which Re­in­hold had been un­able to fin­ish alone. We lived at the garden-house of the Graf van M——, which is close by the cel­eb­rated chapel of the Capuchin Con­vent; and re­mem­ber­ing the lec­ture which I had heard just be­fore leav­ing home, I re­solved not to lose that op­por­tun­ity of ful­filling the sac­red duty of con­fes­sion.”

  


  [Aure­lia’s let­ter is very long, and con­tains a re­capit­u­la­tion, in a dif­fuse ram­bling style, of events that are already known to the reader. In the first place, there is her in­ter­view with Med­ar­dus in the church, which has been de­scribed already in the first volume of these Mem­oirs. After this, it ap­pears that Aure­lia was seized by a long and dan­ger­ous ill­ness, by which her pas­sion for Med­ar­dus was, for a time, com­pletely sub­dued and ali­en­ated. To this change his vehe­ment ex­horta­tion to her in the con­fes­sional had also con­trib­uted; but, for the fu­ture, she looked on the whole trans­ac­tion as a dream, with which she had been vis­ited, in or­der that her eyes should be opened to the er­rors into which she had, by a youth­ful ima­gin­a­tion, been led.


  Secondly, there is a full ex­plan­a­tion of her con­duct at the time when Med­ar­dus ap­peared at the castle of her father the Baron von F——. Though she at once re­cog­nized the former ob­ject of her af­fec­tions, yet, with an un­shaken per­sever­ance, she per­sisted in her de­term­in­a­tion, on no oc­ca­sion whatever to be­tray this re­cog­ni­tion. Many times, how­ever, she now un­der­went severe con­flicts on ac­count of a tran­si­ent re­cur­rence of her not yet wholly conquered pas­sion; but against these her mind was for­ti­fied by the con­stant pres­ence and ad­vice of Her­mo­gen.


  Thirdly, and lastly, comes a de­tail of re­cent cir­cum­stances which are already suf­fi­ciently in­tel­li­gible. No sooner had Med­ar­dus, in con­sequence of Aure­lia’s rep­res­ent­a­tions, been thrown into prison, and, by the opin­ion of every one, already pre­judged to the scaf­fold, than she be­came dread­fully agit­ated; and, al­though con­scious that her con­duct was but the ful­fil­ment of im­per­i­ous duty, and feel­ing the ut­most ab­hor­rence for him as a crim­inal, yet with these feel­ings was blen­ded a share of com­pas­sion, so that she al­most re­gret­ted what she had done. At this period, the dis­cov­ery of the in­sane monk, in whom Cyril­lus re­cog­nized the true Med­ar­dus—the proofs re­ceived from Posen, that the in­di­vidual who had, in con­sequence of her ac­cus­a­tions, been im­prisoned, was a Pol­ish no­ble­man, and never had been a monk—ef­fected an en­tire re­volu­tion in her mind. Re­gret for the suf­fer­ings which she had so un­war­rant­ably in­flic­ted, led nat­ur­ally to the re­vival of her early pas­sion, which had now found a le­git­im­ate and in­no­cent ob­ject.


  She dwells with sat­is­fac­tion on many at­trib­utes of char­ac­ter and de­mean­our, in which her be­loved Le­onard dif­fers from, and con­trasts with, the de­test­able monk, by whom her brother had been put to death. Only the ad­ven­ture at the Prin­cess’s coun­try-house had, for a time, broken in upon this con­fid­ence, and given rise to many har­ass­ing doubts and fears, with an op­press­ive feel­ing of mys­tery, by which her mind is still clouded, and against which she earn­estly en­treats the pray­ers and ma­ter­nal bless­ing of the Ab­bess for her­self and her be­trothed hus­band.]


  CHAPTER IX.


  Re­peatedly, and with the greatest at­ten­tion, I read over this let­ter of Aure­lia, es­pe­cially the lat­ter pages, in which there was ob­vi­ously dis­played so much of true piety and con­fid­ing sim­pli­city of heart, that, at our next meet­ing, I was un­able to con­tinue my ad­dresses in the tone and man­ner in which I had be­fore in­dulged. Aure­lia re­marked this change in my con­duct; and, struck with re­morse, I pen­it­en­tially con­fessed to her my rob­bery of her let­ter ad­dressed to the Lady Ab­bess—(which, how­ever, I had duly sealed and for­war­ded)—ex­cus­ing my­self on the prin­ciple, that some mys­ter­i­ous and su­per­nat­ural im­pulse had forced me to this deed, against which it was im­possible to con­tend. I in­sisted also, that a sim­ilar in­flu­ence, em­an­at­ing from some high and in­ex­plic­able source, had already shad­owed forth to me in vis­ions some of the prin­cipal in­cid­ents in her life, which the per­usal of the let­ter, there­fore, had only con­firmed and real­ized.—“As a proof,” said I, “of the in­tel­lec­tual sym­pathy ex­ist­ing betwixt us, I could long ere now have in­formed you of a won­der­ful dream by which I was my­self vis­ited, in which you con­fessed to me your love; but me­thought I was trans­formed into a miser­able monk, whose heart, in­stead of be­ing re­joiced by such good for­tune, was torn by re­morse and self-re­proach. I loved you, in­deed, with the ut­most fer­vour; but my love was mor­tal sin; for I had reg­u­larly taken the vows of a Capuchin; and you, Aure­lia, were meta­morph­osed into the blessed St Ros­alia.”


  At these words Aure­lia star­ted up in af­fright. “For God’s sake, Le­onard,” said she, “say no more! Our lives are mu­tu­ally ob­scured by some fright­ful and im­pen­et­rable mys­tery; and the less we en­deav­our to break through the veil by which it is now wrapt in dark­ness, the bet­ter. Who knows what in­sup­port­able hor­rors may be therein con­cealed? Let us think no more of such fright­ful in­quir­ies, but rely firmly on each other. That you have read my let­ter to the Ab­bess no doubt sur­prises and vexes me. But what is done can­not be re­trieved. As to its con­tents, I would will­ingly have im­par­ted them to you viva voce, if I had known that it was to serve any good pur­pose, for no secrets dare ex­ist betwixt us. But to say the truth, Le­onard, it ap­pears to me that you your­self struggle against the evil in­flu­ence of much that is wrapt up in your own bosom, and which, on ac­count of false shame, you do not al­low to pass your lips. If pos­sible, be for the fu­ture sin­cere! How much would your heart be lightened by a free con­fes­sion, and as to our at­tach­ment, its bonds would thereby be strengthened ten­fold!”


  At these words of Aure­lia, I felt in all its bit­ter­ness the tor­ment of con­scious de­cep­tion and hy­po­crisy. I re­flec­ted with the keen­est self-re­proach, how, only a few mo­ments be­fore, I had vol­un­tar­ily prac­tised im­pos­i­tion against this pi­ous simple-hearted girl; and an al­most un­con­quer­able im­pulse arose within me to con­fess to her all—even the worst that I could ut­ter against my­self, and yet me­thought I should not even then lose her af­fec­tion!


  “Aure­lia! my guard­ian an­gel, who res­cued me from——” I had thus even be­gun my con­fes­sion, when the Prin­cess ab­ruptly entered the room, and pro­duced an en­tire change, not only in my be­ha­viour, but in my feel­ings. Her man­ner, as usual, was haughty and ce­re­mo­ni­ous. I met her with all the out­ward forms of re­spect, but in­tern­ally with emo­tions of scorn and de­fi­ance. As the ac­know­ledged bride­groom of Aure­lia, she was now ob­liged to bear with me, and I boldly kept my place, though I per­ceived that her aver­sion to me was by no means abated. In truth, it was only when alone with Aure­lia that I was now free from all wicked thoughts and im­pulses. At such mo­ments, the beatitude of Heaven seemed to des­cend on me, and I began once more to wish anxiously for our mar­riage, in des­pite of every obstacle.


  About this time it came to pass that a re­mark­able dream one night greatly dis­turbed my rest, by the re­col­lec­tion of which I con­tin­ued for sev­eral days to be haunted. Me­thought the fig­ure of my mother stood vividly be­fore me, and when I wished to sa­lute and wel­come her, I per­ceived it was but an aer­ial phantom which as­sumed her fea­tures, and mocked my fi­lial em­brace. “To what pur­pose this ab­surd de­cep­tion?” cried I, an­grily—“Thou de­lusive shadow, what would’st thou here?”


  Then me­thought my mother wept bit­terly. The tears that she shed were changed into bright dazzling stars which floated through the air, and began to form a circle round my head; but ever and anon, a black fright­ful hand, like that of a de­mon, with long claws, broke the circle as soon as it was nearly formed. “Thou, whom I brought pure and sin­less into the world,” said my mother, “and whose in­fancy and youth I watched over with such care, hast thou lost all en­ergy and self-com­mand, that thou sub­mit­test, like a grov­el­ling slave, to every en­tice­ment of Satan? Now, in­deed, I can look into thine in­most heart, since the load of earthly ex­ist­ence, un­der which I have long struggled, is taken from my shoulders. Rouse thy­self, Fran­cis­cus! Res­ist the fiend that be­sets thee, and he will flee! I shall once more ad­orn thee, as in early days, with rib­bons and flowers, for St Bern­ard’s day is come, and thou shalt again be a pi­ous and happy child!”


  Now it seemed to me as if, in obed­i­ence to my mother’s ad­mon­i­tion, I must once more be­gin singing one of the lovely an­thems which I had learned in my youth, but fright­ful and in­des­crib­able noises over­powered my voice. My at­tempts at mu­sic were like the howl­ing of a wild beast; and betwixt me and my phantom vis­it­ant there fell, rust­ling and un­du­lat­ing, the folds of a massy black veil, sup­por­ted by the spec­tral arms of demons, with long hideous talons. Thus ended my dream.


  Two days af­ter­wards, I happened to meet in the park the chief judge of the crim­inal court, who came up to me in a very friendly man­ner, and entered into con­ver­sa­tion.


  “Do you know,” said he, “that the fi­nal is­sue of Med­ar­dus’s trial has again be­come very doubt­ful? Judg­ment of death had nearly been pro­nounced against him, in­deed was all but car­ried into ef­fect, when he again shewed symp­toms of mad­ness. The court re­ceived in­tel­li­gence of the death of his mother. I made this known to him. Then he laughed aloud like a ma­niac, and in a tone which would have in­spired the stoutest heart with hor­ror—‘The Duch­ess of Neuen­burg!’ said he, (nam­ing the wife of the late Duke, brother of our Sov­er­eign,)—‘She is long since dead. If this is all the in­tel­li­gence you had to bring, the trouble might have been spared!’


  “In con­sequence of this par­oxysm, the ex­e­cu­tion of the sen­tence is delayed, and a new med­ical in­quiry set on foot. How­ever, it is gen­er­ally be­lieved that his mad­ness is only pre­ten­ded, and that his con­dem­na­tion is there­fore in­ev­it­able.”


  I af­ter­wards ob­tained in­form­a­tion of the day and hour of my mother’s death, and found that these cor­res­pon­ded ex­actly with the time at which she had ap­peared to me in that re­mark­able vis­ion.

  


  The day which the Prince had ap­poin­ted for our mar­riage was at last ar­rived; and the ce­re­mony was to take place in the morn­ing, at the al­tar of St Ros­alia, in the church of a neigh­bour­ing con­vent, which (I know not for what reason) Aure­lia pre­ferred to the Prince’s chapel. I passed the pre­ced­ing night in watch­ing and prayer.—Alas! I did not re­flect that prayer un­der such cir­cum­stances, and cher­ish­ing such in­ten­tions in my heart, was only adding by blas­phemy to my pre­vi­ous guilt.


  When I went to Aure­lia, she came, dressed in white, and wear­ing roses as her only or­na­ment, to meet me. Never had she looked more beau­ti­ful; but in the fash­ion of her dress, and in the flower wreaths that she had chosen, there was some­thing that in­spired me with strange and mys­ter­i­ous re­col­lec­tions, which I knew not how to define. At the same mo­ment I re­membered that the paint­ing over the al­tar, at which the mar­riage ce­re­mony was to take place, rep­res­en­ted the mar­tyr­dom of St Ros­alia, and that the saint was there dressed pre­cisely as Aure­lia now ap­peared, whereupon my whole frame was shaken with hor­rid and un­con­trol­lable ap­pre­hen­sions, which it was hardly in my power to con­ceal.


  We had no time for con­ver­sa­tion, how­ever. Scarcely had I sa­luted Aure­lia, when a ser­vant of the Prince an­nounced that we were waited for by the wed­ding-party. She quickly drew on her gloves, and gave me her arm. Then one of her at­tend­ants re­marked that some ring­lets of her hair had fallen loose, and begged for a mo­ment’s delay. Aure­lia seemed vexed at the in­ter­rup­tion, but waited ac­cord­ingly.


  At that mo­ment a hol­low rum­bling noise, and a tu­mult of voices on the street, at­trac­ted our at­ten­tion. At Aure­lia’s re­quest I hastened to the win­dow. There, just be­fore the palace, was a leiter-wa­gen, which, on ac­count of some obstacle, had stopped in the street. The car was sur­roun­ded by the ex­e­cu­tion­ers of justice; and within it, I per­ceived the hor­rible monk, who sat look­ing back­wards, while be­fore him was a capuchin, earn­estly en­gaged in prayer. His coun­ten­ance was deadly pale, and again dis­figured by a grizzly beard, but the fea­tures of my de­test­able double were to me but too eas­ily re­cog­niz­able.


  When the car­riage, that had been for a short space in­ter­rup­ted by the crowd, began to roll on, he seemed awoke from his rev­erie, and turn­ing up his star­ing spec­tral eyes to­wards me, in­stantly be­came an­im­ated. He laughed and howled aloud—”Brüd-er-lein—Brüd-er-lein!” cried he.—“Bride-groom!—Bride-groom!—Come quickly—come quickly.—Up—up to the roof of the house. There the owl holds his wed­ding-feast; the weather-cock sings aloud! There shall we con­tend to­gether, and who­ever casts the other down, is king, and may drink blood!”


  The howl­ing voice in which he uttered these words, the glare of his eyes, and the hor­rible writh­ings of his vis­age, that was like that of an an­im­ated corse, were more than, weakened as I was by pre­vi­ous agit­a­tion, I was able to with­stand. From that mo­ment I lost all self-pos­ses­sion; I be­came also ut­terly in­sane, and un­con­scious what I did! At first I tried to speak calmly. “Hor­rible wretch!” said I; “what mean’st thou? What would’st thou from me?”


  Then I grinned, jab­bered, and howled back to the mad­man; and Aure­lia, in an agony of ter­ror, broke from her at­tend­ants, and ran up to me. With all her strength, she seized my arms, and en­deav­oured to draw me from the win­dow. “For God’s sake,” cried she, “leave that hor­rible spec­tacle; they are drag­ging Med­ar­dus, the mur­derer of my brother, to the scaf­fold. Le­onard!—Le­onard!”


  Then all the demons of hell seemed awoke within me, and mani­fes­ted, in its ut­most ex­tent, that power which they are al­lowed to ex­er­cise over an ob­dur­ate and un­re­pent­ant sin­ner. With reck­less cruelty I re­pulsed Aure­lia, who trembled, as if shook by con­vul­sions, in every limb.—“Ha—ha—ha!” I al­most shrieked aloud—“fool­ish, in­sane girl! I my­self, thy lover, thy chosen bride­groom, am the mur­derer of thy brother! Would’st thou by thy com­plaints bring down de­struc­tion from heaven on thy sworn hus­band?—Ho—ho—ho! I am king—I am king—and will drink blood!”


  I drew out the stiletto—I struck at Aure­lia,—blood streamed over my arm and hand, and she fell life­less at my feet. I rushed down stairs,—forced my way through the crowd to the car­riage—seized the monk by the col­lar, and with su­per­nat­ural strength tore him from the car. Then I was ar­res­ted by the ex­e­cu­tioner; but with the stiletto in my hand, I de­fen­ded my­self so furi­ously, that I broke loose, and rushed into the thick of the mob, where, in a few mo­ments, I found my­self wounded by a stab in the side; but the people were struck with such ter­ror, that I made my way through them as far as to the neigh­bour­ing wall of the park, which, by a fright­ful ef­fort, I leapt over.


  “Murder—murder!—Stop—stop the mur­derer!” I had fallen down, al­most faint­ing, on the other side of the wall, but these out­cries in­stantly gave me new strength. Some were knock­ing with great vi­ol­ence, in vain en­deav­ours to break open one of the park gates, which, not be­ing the reg­u­lar en­trance, was al­ways kept closed. Oth­ers were striv­ing to clam­ber over the wall, which I had cleared by an in­cred­ible leap. I rose, and ex­ert­ing my ut­most speed, ran for­ward. I came, ere long, to a broad fosse, by which the park was sep­ar­ated from the ad­join­ing forest. By an­other tre­mend­ous ef­fort, I jumped over, and con­tin­ued to run on through the wood, un­til at last I sank down, ut­terly ex­hausted, un­der a tree.


  I know not how the time had passed, but it was already even­ing, and dark shad­ows reigned through the forest, when I came again to my re­col­lec­tion. My pro­gress in run­ning so far had passed over like an ob­scure dream. I re­col­lect only the wind roar­ing amid the dense can­opy of the trees, and that many times I mis­took some old moss-grown pol­lard stem for an of­ficer of justice, armed and ready to seize upon me!


  When I awoke from the swoon and ut­ter stu­pefac­tion into which I had fallen, my first im­pulse was merely to set out again, like a hunted wild beast, and fly, if pos­sible, from my pur­suers to the very end of the earth! As soon, how­ever, as I was only past the fron­ti­ers of the Prince’s domin­ions, I would cer­tainly be safe from all im­me­di­ate per­se­cu­tion.


  I rose ac­cord­ingly, but scarcely had I ad­vanced a few steps, when there was a vi­ol­ent rust­ling in the thicket; and from thence, in a state of the most vehe­ment rage and ex­cite­ment, sprung the monk, who, no doubt in con­sequence of the dis­turb­ance that I had raised, had con­trived to make his es­cape from the guards and ex­e­cu­tion­ers.


  In a par­oxysm of mad­ness he flew to­wards me, leap­ing through the bushes like a ti­ger, and fi­nally sprung upon my shoulders, clasp­ing his arms about my throat, so that I was al­most suf­foc­ated. Un­der any other cir­cum­stances, I would have in­stantly freed my­self from such an at­tack, but I was en­feebled to the last de­gree by the ex­er­tions I had un­der­gone, and all that I could at­tempt was to render this feeble­ness sub­ser­vi­ent to my res­cue. I fell down un­der his weight, and en­deav­oured to take ad­vant­age of that event. I rolled my­self on the ground, and grappled with him; but in vain! I could not dis­en­gage my­self, and my in­fernal double laughed scorn­fully. His ab­om­in­able ac­cents, “He—he—he!—He—he—he!” soun­ded amid the des­ol­ate loneli­ness of the woods.


  Dur­ing this con­test, the moon broke, only for a mo­ment, through the clouds, for the night was gloomy and tem­pes­tu­ous. Then, as her sil­very gleam slanted through the dark shade of the pine trees, I be­held, in all its hor­ror, the deadly pale vis­age of my second self, with the same ex­pres­sion which had glared out upon me from the cart in which he had been dragged to ex­e­cu­tion. “He—he—he—Broth-er, broth-er!—Ever, ever I am with thee!—Leave thee, leave thee never!—Can­not run as thou canst! Must carry—carry me! Come straight from the gal­lows—They would have nailed me to the wheel—He—he—he!—He—he—he!”


  Thus the in­fernal spectre howled and laughed aloud as we lay on the ground; but ere the fleet­ing moon­beam had passed away, I was roused once more to furi­ous rage. I sprang up like a bear in the em­braces of a boa-con­strictor, and ran with my ut­most force against trees and frag­ments of rock, so that if I could not kill him, I might at least wound him in such man­ner that he would be un­der the ne­ces­sity of let­ting me go. But in vain. He only laughed the more loudly and scorn­fully; and my per­sonal suf­fer­ings were in­creased ten­fold by my en­deav­ours to end them.


  I then strove with my whole re­main­ing strength to burst asun­der his hands, which were firmly knot­ted round my throat, but the su­per­nat­ural en­er­gies of the mon­ster threatened me with stran­gu­la­tion. At last, after a furi­ous con­flict, he sud­denly fell, as if life­less, on the ground: and though scarcely able to breathe, I had run on­wards for some yards, when again he sat upon my shoulders, laugh­ing as be­fore, and stam­mer­ing out the same hor­rible words. Of new suc­ceeded the same ef­forts of des­pair­ing rage! Of new I was freed! Then again locked in the em­braces of this de­moni­acal spectre!


  After this I lost all con­scious­ness.—I am ut­terly un­able to say dis­tinctly how long I was per­se­cuted by my re­lent­less double. It seems to me as if my struggles must have con­tin­ued at least dur­ing a whole month; and that dur­ing this long period I neither ate nor drank. I re­mem­ber only one lu­cid in­ter­val. All the rest is ut­ter dark­ness.


  I had just suc­ceeded in throw­ing off my double, when a clear gleam of sun-light brightened the woods, and with it a pleas­ant sound of bells rose on mine ear. I dis­tin­guished un­equi­voc­ally the chimes of a con­vent, which rung for early mass. For a mo­ment I re­joiced; but then the thought came like an­ni­hil­a­tion upon me—”Thou hast murdered Aure­lia!” and once more los­ing all self-pos­ses­sion and re­col­lec­tion, I fell in des­pair upon the earth.


  CHAPTER X.


  Me­thought the air in which I breathed had a mild­ness and fra­grance such as now I had never known; but, as yet, I was la­bour­ing un­der the in­flu­ence of a deep and mor­bid slum­ber. I felt a strange ir­rit­a­tion, a shoot­ing prickly pain in every vein and fibre, till it seemed as if my frame was split and di­vided an hun­dred fold, and every di­vi­sion thence arising as­sumed a pe­cu­liar and in­di­vidual prin­ciple of life, while the head in vain strove to com­mand the limbs, which, like un­faith­ful vas­sals, would not sub­mit them­selves to its domin­ion.


  Then, me­thought, each of these sep­ar­ated parts be­came a glit­ter­ing fiery point, which began to turn it­self round in a circle, till hun­dreds of them, whirl­ing rap­idly to­gether, formed at last the ap­pear­ance of a fixed ball of fire, which dar­ted forth flames and co­rus­ca­tions. “These are my limbs which are thus mov­ing,” said I to my­self; “now I am for cer­tain about to awake.”


  At that mo­ment, when the fiery ball was turn­ing round, I felt sud­den and vi­ol­ent pain, and dis­tinctly heard the sound of a clear chime of bells. “Away, away—On­ward, on­ward!” cried I, be­liev­ing my­self still in the wood, and mak­ing a vehe­ment ef­fort to rise up, but I fell back power­less on my couch. Now, for the first time, I was re­stored to per­fect con­scious­ness, and saw, with great sur­prise, that I was no longer in the forest. In the dress of a Capuchin monk, I lay upon a well-stuffed mat­tress. The room was vaul­ted and lofty; a pair of rush-bot­tomed chairs, and a small table, stood be­side my bed.


  I con­cluded that my state of un­con­scious­ness must have con­tin­ued for a long time, and that, while in that un­happy situ­ation, I must have been brought to some con­vent or other, where the monks were, by their rule, ob­liged to re­ceive the sick. Prob­ably my clothes had been torn, and they had been ob­liged, for the mean­while, to sup­ply me with a cowl. How­ever this might be, there was no doubt that I had es­caped from all im­me­di­ate danger. I was also free from pain, though very weak, there­fore con­tin­ued quite tran­quil, hav­ing no doubt that my pro­tect­ors would, in due time, look after their charge.


  Ac­cord­ingly, it was not long be­fore I heard steps that seemed, from their sound, to ap­proach through a long stone-floored gal­lery. My door opened, and I saw two men, of whom one had a lay dress, the other wore the habit of the brethren of char­ity. They came up to me in si­lence; the man in the lay dress fixed his eyes on me, and seemed much as­ton­ished. “I am again come to my­self, sir,” said I, in a weak voice. “Heaven be praised, who has re­stored to me my reason. But will you be so good as to in­form me where I am, and how I have been brought hither?”


  Without an­swer­ing me, the phys­i­cian (as I sup­posed him to be) turned to the cler­gy­man, and said, in Italian, “This is in­deed very ex­traordin­ary. His looks are, since our last visit, com­pletely changed. His speech is quite clear, only weak. Some par­tic­u­lar crisis must have taken place in his mal­ady.”


  “For my part,” said the monk, “I have no doubt that he is com­pletely cured.”


  “Of that,” said the phys­i­cian, “we can­not judge, un­til we have seen how he may con­duct him­self for the next few days. But do you not un­der­stand as much Ger­man as to speak with him?”


  The monk answered in the neg­at­ive.


  “I un­der­stand and speak Italian,” in­ter­rup­ted I. “Tell me, then, I be­seech you, where I am, and how I found my way hither?”


  “Ha!” cried the phys­i­cian, “our dif­fi­culties are then at an end. You find your­self, rev­er­end sir, in a place where every pos­sible pre­cau­tion has been, and will be taken, for your per­fect re­cov­ery. Three months ago you were brought hither in a very crit­ical and dan­ger­ous situ­ation; but, un­der our care and at­ten­tion, you seem to have made great pro­gress to­wards con­vales­cence; and if we shall have the good for­tune to com­plete your cure, you may then freely pur­sue your jour­ney, for, as I have un­der­stood, you wish to go to Rome.”


  “Did I come to you, then,” said I, “in this Capuchin dress which I now wear?”


  “Truly you did so,” said the phys­i­cian; “but give over, I pray you, this ask­ing of ques­tions, and do not dis­quiet your­self—everything shall, in due time, be ex­plained to your sat­is­fac­tion. Our busi­ness at present is to at­tend to your bod­ily health.”


  He then felt my pulse, and the monk, who had for a mo­ment dis­ap­peared, re­turned with a cup full of some li­quid, which the phys­i­cian de­sired me to drink, and then to tell him what I thought it was. I obeyed, and told him that what I had drunk seemed to me a strong and nour­ish­ing meat-broth. “Good—very good,” said the monk, with a smile of sat­is­fac­tion. They then left me alone, with a prom­ise of re­turn­ing in a short time.


  Through the next three days, I was at­ten­ded with the ut­most skill and kind­ness by the brethren and the phys­i­cian. I con­tin­ued rap­idly to im­prove, and at the end of that time was able to rise up, and, lean­ing on the monk’s arm, to walk through the room. He led me to the win­dow and opened the lat­tice. A de­light­fully warm and fra­grant (but not sul­try) air, such as till then I had never breathed, came in at the win­dow. Without, I be­held an ex­tens­ive garden, wherein all sorts of fruit-trees grew, and flour­ished in the highest lux­uri­ance. There were also de­light­ful ar­bours, bowers, and temples; while, even around the win­dow from which I looked, the grapes hung in rich massy clusters. Above all, how­ever, it was, with the clear cloud­less blue of the sky that I was al­to­gether en­chanted. I could not find words to ex­press my ad­mir­a­tion.


  “Where am I then?” cried I. “Have the blessed saints gran­ted to a wretched sin­ner to dwell in their Elysium?”


  The monk smiled con­ten­tedly at my rap­tures. “You are in Italy, brother,” said he.


  “In Italy!” re­peated I, with the ut­most as­ton­ish­ment. I then urged the cler­gy­man to ex­plain to me more par­tic­u­larly how I could have found my way to such a dis­tance. He re­ferred me to the phys­i­cian, who just then entered, and who at last in­formed me, that a strange man of most ec­cent­ric man­ners had brought me hither about three months ago, and begged that I might be taken into their house; that, fi­nally, I was in a reg­u­lar hos­pital, which was taken charge of by the brethren of char­ity.


  As I gradu­ally gained more strength, I found that the monk and phys­i­cian will­ingly entered into con­ver­sa­tion with me on vari­ous sub­jects of lit­er­at­ure and the arts. The lat­ter, as if in or­der to ob­tain in­form­a­tion for him­self, even re­ques­ted me to write down many things which he af­ter­wards read over in my pres­ence; but I was puzzled by ob­serving that, in­stead of prais­ing what I had writ­ten on its own ac­count, he only said, “In­deed?—This looks well!—I have not been de­ceived—Ex­cel­lent—ex­cel­lent!”


  I was now al­lowed at cer­tain hours to walk in the garden, where, how­ever, I was greatly dis­com­posed by the sight of strange spec­tral fig­ures, who, as if quite un­able to take care of them­selves, were led about by the monks. Once, in par­tic­u­lar, I was struck by the ap­pear­ance of a tall hag­gard man, in a dingy yel­low mantle, who was led by two of the brethren, one on each side, and in this man­ner met me as I was re­turn­ing to the house. At every step, he made the most ab­surd ges­tic­u­la­tions, as if he were about to com­mence a pas seul, at the same time whist­ling shrilly an ac­com­pani­ment.


  As­ton­ished at this, I stood gaz­ing on the man, but the monk by whom I was at­ten­ded drew me sud­denly away. “Come, come, dear brother Med­ar­dus!” said he, “that is no busi­ness of yours!”


  “For God’s sake,” said I, “tell me how is it that you know any­thing of my name?”


  The vehe­mence with which I put this ques­tion seemed to dis­com­pose my at­tend­ant. “For what reason,” said he, “should we not know your name? The man by whom you were brought hither, named you without hes­it­a­tion, and you were ac­cord­ingly entered in the list of the house—Med­ar­dus, brother of the Capuchin Con­vent at König­swald.”


  Once more I felt the ice-cold shud­der­ing of ter­ror vi­brate in every limb. But who­ever was the un­known by whom I had been brought to the hos­pital, whether he were or were not ini­ti­ated in the hor­rible mys­ter­ies of my life, he cer­tainly had not cher­ished any evil in­ten­tions to­wards me, for I had been treated with the greatest care and ten­der­ness, and was, be­sides, at liberty to go whereever I wished.


  After this walk, I had re­turned to my cham­ber, and was lean­ing out at the open win­dow in­hal­ing the de­light­ful fra­grance of the air, which seemed to in­spire me with new life and en­ergy in every fibre, when I be­held in the garden a man com­ing up the middle walk, whom I thought that I had seen be­fore, but could not im­me­di­ately re­col­lect where.


  He was a di­min­ut­ive withered fig­ure, had upon his head a small hat with a long peaked crown, and was dressed in a miser­able weather-beaten sur­tout. In his gait, he rather danced than walked; nay, every now and then cut a caper right up into the air; and anon, star­ted off to one side, as if he were pos­sessed by the de­mon of St Vi­tus. Oc­ca­sion­ally he made a full stop, and at one of these in­ter­vals, per­ceiv­ing me at the win­dow, he took off his high-peaked hat, and waved it in the air, then kissed his hand re­peatedly, with an em­phasis of ges­tic­u­la­tion which at once con­firmed and cleared up my re­col­lec­tion. There was but one in­di­vidual in the world who could have prac­tised these manœuvres, and that was Bel­campo! He van­ished, how­ever, among the trees; but, not long af­ter­wards, I heard a par­tic­u­lar rap at the door, of which the style and man­ner im­me­di­ately taught me whom I was to ex­pect.


  “Schön­feld!” said I, as he in­deed made his ap­pear­ance; “how, in the name of won­der, have you found your way hither?”


  “Ach—ach!” said he, twist­ing his face, as if he were about to weep—“how should I have come hither oth­er­wise than driven and hurled on­wards as I was by that ma­lig­nant and re­lent­less des­tiny, which never fails to per­se­cute every man of true genius. On ac­count of a murder, I was ob­liged to fly from the rich and flour­ish­ing town of Franken­burg.”


  “On ac­count of a murder!—What would’st thou say?” in­ter­rup­ted I, with con­sid­er­able agit­a­tion.


  “Ay, truly,” answered he—“on ac­count of a murder. I had, in a fit of wrath, im­mol­ated the left whisker of the young­est Com­merzi­ens­rath in that free town, and had also dan­ger­ously wounded the right mus­ta­chio.”


  “Once more,” said I, “I must beg of you to give up these ab­surd and un­mean­ing jokes, and to tell your story con­nec­tedly, oth­er­wise you had bet­ter leave the room.”


  “Nay, dear brother Med­ar­dus,” he re­sumed, “this is in­deed un­fore­seen and un­ac­count­able; now that you are re­stored to health, you would send me from you in dis­grace; but, as long as you were ill, you were glad to have me for a com­pan­ion in your room, and to be al­ways near to you.”


  “What does all this mean?” cried I, quite con­foun­ded; “and how have you got to the know­ledge of my name Med­ar­dus?”


  “Look,” said he, with an iron­ical smile, “if you please, at the right-hand lap­pelle of your monk’s cowl.”


  I did so, and be­came al­most pet­ri­fied with ter­ror and as­ton­ish­ment, for I found the name “Med­ar­dus” em­broidered thereupon; and, on more ac­cur­ate in­spec­tion, I could dis­cover also that this was the identical tu­nic which, on my flight from the castle of the Baron von F——, I had thrown into a hol­low tree in the forest.


  Schön­feld did not fail to re­mark my agit­a­tion, over which he seemed wickedly to tri­umph. With his fore-fin­ger on his nose, and lift­ing him­self on tip­toe, he looked sted­fastly in my face. I re­mained speech­less; then, in a low and pens­ive tone, he re­sumed—


  “Your ex­cel­lency, no doubt, won­ders at the hand­some dress which has been chosen for you. To say the truth, it seemed in every re­spect to fit and be­come you bet­ter than the nut-brown suit, with plated but­tons, which my wise friend Da­mon sup­plied for you. It was I, the ban­ished, the des­pised and mis­un­der­stood Bel­campo, who provided for you this dress, in or­der to cover your na­ked­ness. Brother Med­ar­dus, you were then, in­deed, but in a sorry plight, for, in­stead of great-coat, vest, pan­ta­loons, Eng­lish frock, &c. &c. you wore, in the simplest, and most un­pre­tend­ing man­ner, your own skin. As to a proper friseur, you thought as little of him as you did of a tailor, per­form­ing his func­tions with your own ten fin­gers, in a style which was by no means to be com­men­ded.”


  “Give over these dis­gust­ing fol­lies,” said I, much in­censed; “Schön­feld—I in­sist on your be­ing ra­tional, oth­er­wise I will hear no more!”


  “Pietro Bel­campo is my name,” in­ter­rup­ted he, with great vehe­mence; “Ay, Pietro Bel­campo; for we are now in Italy, and you must know, rev­er­end sir, that I, simple as I here stand, im­per­son­ize that folly, which luck­ily has been present on every dis­astrous oc­ca­sion, to as­sist your wis­dom; and without which, you would have found your­self miser­ably de­fi­cient. It is from Folly alone that you have de­rived pro­tec­tion. By this alone your boas­ted reason, which is un­able to hold it­self up­right, but tot­ters about like a drunk man or a child, has been sup­por­ted, and in­struc­ted to find the right road home, that is to say, to the mad-house, where we are both hap­pily ar­rived.”


  By these last words I was much agit­ated. I thought on the strange fig­ures that I had seen, es­pe­cially on the tall hag­gard man in the dingy yel­low mantle, who had made such ab­surd ges­tic­u­la­tions; and could en­ter­tain no doubt that Schön­feld had told me the truth. “Ay, dear brother Med­ar­dus,” re­sumed Schön­feld, with sol­emn voice and ges­tures; “Folly is, in­deed, on this earth, the true in­tel­lec­tual queen. Reason, on the other hand, is only a pi­ti­ful vice­roy, who never troubles him­self with what hap­pens bey­ond his own nar­row bound­ar­ies, who, from sheer en­nui, in­deed, makes his sol­diers be ex­er­cised on the parade-platz, though the said sol­diers af­ter­wards, in time of danger, can­not fire a single vol­ley in proper time. But Folly, the true queen of the people, marches in with kettle-drums and trum­pets—Huzza! Huzza!—be­fore and be­hind her, tri­umph and re­joicing! The lieges straight­way eman­cip­ate them­selves from the con­straint in which Reason would have held them, and will no longer stand or walk as their pedantic tu­tor would have them to do. At last he calls the roll, and com­plains,—‘Lo! Folly hath robbed me of my best re­cruits—hath driven them away—driven their wits a wool-gath­er­ing—ay, driven them mad.’ That is a play of words, dear brother Med­ar­dus, and such play is like a glow­ing pair of curl­ing-irons in the hand of Folly, with which she can twist such a thought!”


  “De­sist, I once more en­treat of you,” said I, “de­sist from this child­ish clat­ter of un­mean­ing words, and tell me con­cisely how you came hither, and what you know re­gard­ing the dress which I now wear!” Hereupon I seized him by both arms, and forced him into a chair, where he seemed to re­col­lect him­self, fixed his eyes sted­fastly on the ground, and with a deep sigh re­sumed,—


  “I have saved your life,” said he, “for the second time. It was I who en­abled you to es­cape from the town of Franken­burg. It was I, too, who brought you hither.”


  “But, in the name of Heaven,” said I, “where did you last find me?”


  I had let him go, and he in­stantly bolted up—“Ha, brother Med­ar­dus,” said he, “if I, weak and di­min­ut­ive as I seem, had not con­trived to bear you on my shoulders, your limbs would by this time, have lain the food of ravens on the wheel!”


  I shuddered as if ready to faint, and sunk into a chair. At that mo­ment my at­tend­ant monk entered the room. “How hast thou come hither? Who gave thee liberty now to enter this room?” said he, very an­grily, to Bel­campo.


  “Alas! ven­er­able father,” said the lat­ter, in a sup­plic­at­ing tone, and pre­tend­ing to burst into tears, “I could no longer res­ist the vehe­ment im­pulse to visit my dearest friend, whom I had res­cued from danger of death!”


  I now re­covered my­self. “Tell me, brother,” said I to the monk, “did this man really bring me hither?”


  The monk hes­it­ated.


  “I scarcely know,” said I, “in what sort of hos­pital I am now pro­tec­ted, but I can eas­ily sup­pose that I have been in the most fright­ful of all con­di­tions. You per­ceive, how­ever, that I am now quite well, and there­fore, I may hear all which was be­fore in­ten­tion­ally con­cealed from me, when you sup­posed that my nerves were yet too ir­rit­able.”


  CHAPTER XI.


  “It is, in­deed, quite true,” said the monk, “this man brought you hither about three months and a half ago. He had, ac­cord­ing to his own ac­count, found you in the Lovanian forest, (which sep­ar­ates the domin­ions of the Prince of Laguria, from our dis­trict,) and had re­cog­nized you for the Capuchin Med­ar­dus from König­swald, who had be­fore, on a jour­ney to Rome, passed through a town where he then lived.


  “When first brought among us, you were in a state of ut­ter apathy. You walked when you were led, re­mained stand­ing if one let you alone, and seated or laid your­self down ac­cord­ing as you were put into the re­quired po­s­i­tion. Food and drink we were ob­liged to pour down your throat; as to words, you were able only to ut­ter hol­low un­in­tel­li­gible sounds, and your eyes ap­peared to stare, without the power of dis­tin­guish­ing any ob­ject. Bel­campo then never left you, but was your faith­ful at­tend­ant. After an in­ter­val of about a month, you fell into a state of out­rageous mad­ness, and we were ob­liged to place you in one of the cells ap­pro­pri­ated for per­sons in that fright­ful mal­ady. You were then like a fe­ro­cious wild beast; but I dare not de­scribe your suf­fer­ings more minutely, as the pic­ture might be too pain­ful. After some weeks, your state of apathy again re­turned, and seemed more ob­stin­ate than ever, but at last, God be praised, you awoke from your stu­pefac­tion, into your present con­vales­cence.”


  Schön­feld had, dur­ing this nar­rat­ive of the monk, seated him­self, as if in deep re­flec­tion, lean­ing his head on his hand. “Ay, truly,” he re­sumed, “I know that I am some­times little bet­ter than a self-con­ceited fool; but the air of the mad-house, de­struct­ive to reas­on­able people, has on me had a very be­ne­fi­cial in­flu­ence. I be­gin to spec­u­late on my own er­rors, which is no bad sign. If, gen­er­ally speak­ing, I ex­ist only through my own self-con­scious­ness, it is only re­quis­ite that this con­scious­ness should pull off the fool’s mot­ley coat, and I shall shew my­self to the world, a very wise, ra­tional gen­tle­man. But, oh, heav­ens! is not a gen­ial friseur, ac­cord­ing to the prin­ciples of his char­ac­ter and pro­fes­sion, a priv­ileged fool and cox­comb? Such folly is, in truth, a pro­tec­tion from all mad­ness; and I can as­sure you, rev­er­end sir, that in a north-west wind, I can dis­tin­guish very well between a church-tower and a lamp-post!”


  “If this be really the case,” said I, “give us a proof of it now by a quiet ra­tional nar­rat­ive, how you dis­covered me in the wood, and brought me to this house.”


  “That shall im­me­di­ately be done,” said Bel­campo, “though the rev­er­end father on my right hand looks at me with a very sus­pi­cious as­pect. You must know, then, that on the morn­ing after your es­cape from Franken­burg, the for­eign painter, with his col­lec­tion of pic­tures, had also, in an in­con­ceiv­able man­ner, van­ished; and al­though the dis­turb­ance that you had raised at first ex­cited a good deal of no­tice, yet, in the stream of other events, and the bustle of the fair, it was ere long for­got­ten. It was not till after the murder at the castle of the Baron von F—— be­came gen­er­ally talked of, and the ma­gis­tracy of that dis­trict pub­lished hand­bills, of­fer­ing a re­ward for the ar­rest of Med­ar­dus, a Capuchin monk in König­swald, that people were re­minded of the painter hav­ing in­deed told the whole story, and re­cog­nized in you the said brother Med­ar­dus.


  “The land­lord of the hotel wherein you had lodged, con­firmed a sup­pos­i­tion that had already got afloat, of my hav­ing been ac­cess­ory to your flight. The people, there­fore, fixed their at­ten­tion on me, and would have thrown me into prison. Hav­ing long wished to quit for ever the miser­able course of life that I had been drag­ging on, my res­ol­u­tion was, in con­sequence, very speedily ad­op­ted. I de­term­ined to go into Italy, where there are Ab­batés with powdered wigs, and en­cour­age­ment is yet af­forded to an ac­com­plished friseur. On my way thither I saw you in the res­id­enz of the Prince von Rosen­thurm. The people there talked of your mar­riage with the Bar­on­ess Aure­lia, and of the con­dem­na­tion and ex­e­cu­tion of the monk Med­ar­dus.


  “I had also an op­por­tun­ity of see­ing this crim­inal monk, and whatever his his­tory might have been, I was con­vinced at once that you were the true Med­ar­dus. I placed my­self in your way, but you did not ob­serve me, and I left the Prince’s res­id­enz, in or­der to fol­low out my own plans.


  “After a long and fa­tiguing jour­ney, I had taken up my night’s rest at a small ob­scure ham­let. In the morn­ing I rose very early, as was the cus­tom of the in­hab­it­ants there, and pre­pared to con­tinue my la­bor­i­ous pro­gress through a forest, which lay in gloomy dark­ness be­fore me. Just as the first gleams of the morn­ing had be­gun to break through the clouds of the east, there was a rust­ling in the thick­ets, and a man, with his hair mat­ted, and star­ing out in vari­ous dir­ec­tions, his beard, too, in the same dis­order, but wear­ing an el­eg­ant mod­ern suit of clothes, leaped past me!


  “His looks were wild and out­rageous, and I gazed after him with the greatest as­ton­ish­ment, but in a mo­ment he had dis­ap­peared again in the thick of the tangled cop­pice, and I could see no more of him. I walked on­wards, there­fore; but what words can ex­press the hor­ror that I felt, when right be­fore me I saw a na­ked hu­man fig­ure stretched out flat upon the ground! There seemed to me no doubt that a murder had been com­mit­ted, and that the fu­git­ive whom I had be­fore seen was the mur­derer.


  “I knelt down be­side the na­ked man, re­cog­nized at once your fea­tures, and per­ceived that you still breathed. Close be­side you lay the Capuchin habit, which at this mo­ment you are wear­ing. With much la­bour and stratagem I con­trived to dress you in it, and to drag you along with me. At last you awoke out of your deep swoon, but you re­mained in that fright­ful state of apathy in which this rev­er­end gen­tle­man has de­scribed you.


  “It cost me no little ex­er­tion to get you dragged along, and con­sequently it was not till late in the even­ing that I was able to reach an ale-house, which was situ­ated in the middle of the forest. Here I placed you upon a bench of turf at the door, where you lay as if ut­terly over­come and drunk with sleep. I then went into the house to pro­cure you food and drink, and, found (as I sus­pec­ted might be the case) a party of hus­sars, who, as the host­ess in­formed me, were in pur­suit of a monk, who, in an in­con­ceiv­able man­ner, had es­caped at the mo­ment when, on ac­count of his enorm­ous crimes, pre­par­a­tions were mak­ing for his death on the scaf­fold.


  “It was to me an in­ex­plic­able mys­tery how you could have es­caped out of the res­id­enz into the forest; but the en­tire con­vic­tion that you were the Med­ar­dus whom they now sought after, made me ex­ert my­self to the ut­most to res­cue you from the danger which now hovered over you. Of course, I brought you away dir­ectly from the ale-house, in which un­der­tak­ing I was fa­voured by the in­creas­ing dark­ness; and there­after choos­ing al­ways the by-roads and most un­fre­quen­ted tracks, I suc­ceeded at last in con­duct­ing you over the fron­ti­ers.


  “Fi­nally, after long and in­cred­ible wan­der­ings, I came with you to this house, where the in­hab­it­ants re­ceived us both, as I de­clared that I was not will­ing to sep­ar­ate from you. Here I was con­vinced that you were per­fectly se­cure, for by no means would the ven­er­able fath­ers give up a sick per­son whom they had once re­ceived, to any crim­inal court.


  “In this very cham­ber, then, I faith­fully at­ten­ded and nursed you; for as to your own five senses, you were in­deed but very in­dif­fer­ently provided. Nor were the move­ments of your limbs to be com­men­ded. Neither Vestris nor Noverre would have given you much en­cour­age­ment, for your head hung down on your breast, and when any one wished you to stand up­right, then you tumbled about like a ca­pot­ted nine-pin or skittle. As to your cel­eb­rated elo­quence, too, you fared still worse, for you were d——d mono­syl­labic, and in your lu­cid in­ter­vals, only said, ‘Hu—hu!’ and ‘Me—me!’ out of which ex­pres­sions your thoughts and wishes were not to be very clearly di­vined: In­deed, it was to be sup­posed, that your ra­tional fac­ulties had be­come un­faith­ful to you, and were gone a-vag­a­bond­iz­ing on their own private ac­count.


  “At last you be­came all of a sud­den ex­tra­vag­antly merry, cut in­or­din­ate capers in the air, and roared aloud with sheer ex­uber­ance of de­light, tear­ing your habit at the same time, in or­der, we sup­posed, to es­cape even from the smal­lest re­straint. Your ap­pet­ite was then——”


  “Stop, stop, Schön­feld,” cried I, “give over this hor­rible and cruel raillery—you have already suf­fi­ciently in­formed me of the fright­ful situ­ation into which I had fallen. Thanks and praise to the long-suf­fer­ing and mercy of Heaven, and the in­ter­ces­sion of the saints, that I am now res­cued!”


  “Alas! rev­er­end sir,” re­sumed Schön­feld, “in what re­spect are you the bet­ter of all that you have gained, I mean of this pe­cu­liar at­trib­ute of the soul, which is called self-con­scious­ness? Me­thinks it might well be com­pared to the cursed activ­ity of a pet­ti­fog­ging toll-keeper, or ex­cise-of­ficer, at best, or a con­trol­ler of cus­toms, who has es­tab­lished his dam­nable comptoir in the brain, and upon the last in­dic­a­tion of goods com­ing forth from hence, cries out ‘Hey day! The ex­port is for­bid­den. These wares must re­main in the coun­try.’ The richest jew­els, like con­tempt­ible grains of seed, re­main stuck in the earth, and at last, all that rises above the sur­face are runkelrüben,[4] from an hun­dred thou­sand weight of which, per­haps a quarter of an ounce of bad sugar is af­ter­wards ex­trac­ted; and yet this pi­ti­ful ex­port is, for­sooth, to lay the found­a­tion of trade with the glor­i­ous city of the New Jer­u­s­alem in the realms above, where all is mag­ni­fi­cence and splend­our. Oh, heav­ens! I would have given all my dearly bought powder à la March­alle, or à la Pom­pa­dour, or à la Reine de Gol­conde,—would have cast it into the river, where it is deep­est, if by transi-to-trade, I could have ob­tained from thence but a quentlein of the golden dust of the sun’s rays, to dress the wigs of rev­er­end pro­fess­ors, and men of learn­ing, but in the first place, mine own! What do I say? If my ex­cel­lent friend Da­mon, rev­er­end sir, had, in­stead of the flea-col­oured frock, con­trived to hang about your shoulders one of those robes made of the morn­ing light, in which the bur­gesses of the holy city walk to church, then, as to dig­nity and gen­til­ity, we should have come off very dif­fer­ently; but as the mat­ter stood, the world held you for a com­mon glebæ ad­scrip­tus, and the devil for your cousin-ger­man!”


  Schön­feld had risen up, and walked, or rather hopped, about the room, with vehe­ment ges­tic­u­la­tions, and twist­ing his fea­tures into in­cred­ible con­tor­tions. He was in the plen­it­ude of his vein, kind­ling up one folly by an­other. I there­fore seized him again by both arms. “Art thou re­solved,” said I, “to se­cure thy­self a place in this hos­pital in­stead of me? Is it im­possible for thee to talk more than five minutes to­gether without fall­ing into these ab­surdit­ies?”


  “Is then all that I ut­ter,” said he, “so very fool­ish, when thus the spirit comes upon me?”


  “That is pre­cisely what renders your talk so in­tol­er­able,” said I. “There is of­ten good sense at the bot­tom of all this gib­ber­ish, but so ab­om­in­ably meta­morph­osed, that a thought, good in it­self, is like a fine dress hung over with party-col­oured rags. Like a drunk man, thou canst not pro­ceed in a straight dir­ec­tion, but art ever­last­ingly flounder­ing away hither and thither. Thy con­duct is never con­sist­ent or con­sec­ut­ive.”


  “What is con­duct?” said Schön­feld, with a con­temp­tu­ous smile—“What is con­duct, most ven­er­able Capuchin? Doth not that term im­ply the pre­con­cep­tion in the mind of some fixed and cer­tain ob­ject, for the at­tain­ment of which we shape and ad­apt our pro­ced­ure? Are you, rev­er­end sir, sure of your own ob­ject? Are you not rather afraid that you may have oc­ca­sion­ally ad­mit­ted too little al­loy in your spir­itu­ous pota­tions, and now, like a giddy tower-watcher, see two goals, without know­ing the right one? Be­sides, sir, let it be for­given to one of my pro­fes­sion, if he is apt, per­haps too of­ten, to have re­course to the hu­mor­ous and the outré, in or­der to sea­son the in­sip­id­ity of this life, as we add Span­ish pep­per to cauli­flower; without this, an artist of my vo­ca­tion would be but a pi­ti­ful dum­mkopf,[5] who car­ries his priv­ilege in his pocket, without ever dar­ing to make use of it.”


  The monk had re­mained in the room, and had looked at­tent­ively at Bel­campo and at me; but as we spoke Ger­man, he did not un­der­stand a single word. At last, he res­ol­utely in­ter­rup­ted our dia­logue. “Ex­cuse me, gen­tle­men,” said he, “if I put an end to a dis­course from which it is im­possible for either of you to de­rive any ad­vant­age. Your health, brother, is yet much too weak to bear with a con­ver­sa­tion which prob­ably awakens pain­ful re­col­lec­tions as to your past life. Be­sides, you will have time enough to learn all that your friend has to in­form you of, as when you leave our es­tab­lish­ment, he will no doubt ac­com­pany you. Bel­campo has a strange man­ner of speak­ing; and by his elo­quence and ges­tic­u­la­tions to­gether, never fails, when he tells a story, to bring every ad­ven­ture vividly be­fore the eyes of his listener. In Ger­many he must, I sup­pose, be looked on as mad. Here in Italy, he would be val­ued as a cap­ital buf­foon, and on the stage might make a for­tune.”


  Schön­feld stared with all his might at the cler­gy­man, then lif­ted him­self on tip­toe, clasped his hands over his head, and called out in Italian, “Thou warn­ing voice from the world of spir­its—thou voice of om­ni­po­tent des­tiny! To me thou hast spoken at last through the or­gans of this rev­er­end father. Bel­campo—Bel­campo! How could’st thou mis­take so long thy true vo­ca­tion? It is now re­solved!” He then ran out of the room, and for that day I saw no more of him.

  


  Next morn­ing he made his ap­pear­ance, equipt for a jour­ney. “Dear Brother Med­ar­dus,” said he, “you are now quite re­covered; you do not any longer re­quire my as­sist­ance. I there­fore take my de­par­ture, in or­der to go, as the spirit moves me, into the world. Farewell, then! Yet per­mit me that I ex­er­cise on you, for the last time, my art, al­though in my own es­tim­a­tion it has now be­come ut­terly con­tempt­ible.”


  Hereupon he drew out his razors, comb, and scis­sars, and with a thou­sand grim­aces, more suo, brought my hair and vis­age into proper or­der. At last he took his leave, with many tears; and as the man, not­with­stand­ing his fi­del­ity, had be­come very strange and mys­ter­i­ous, and knew more of my his­tory than I could have wished, I was not sorry to find my­self free from his tire­some con­ver­sa­tion.

  


  The phys­i­cian’s rem­ed­ies had been of great ser­vice to me; and as, by tak­ing every day longer and longer walks, I had quite re­covered my strength, I be­came con­vinced that I was able for the fa­tigues of a ped­es­trian jour­ney, and re­solved to leave a house, which, how­ever suit­able to the sick, was by no means a con­genial abode for those who were in health.


  The plan of go­ing to Rome had been, without any vo­li­tion of my own, brought so far into ex­e­cu­tion. I had al­ways been ad­van­cing farther to­wards the place of my des­tin­a­tion, and re­solved, there­fore, that I would now per­severe in the same course.


  
    [4] Beet-roots.

  


  
    [5] Block­head.

  


  CHAPTER XII.


  At last I had taken leave of the char­it­able brethren, and set out as a pil­grim on that high road, which I was told was the proper route to the great city. Not­with­stand­ing that my health was now thor­oughly re­in­stated, yet I was con­scious of a strange apathy of mind, which threw a dark shade on every im­age, ren­der­ing the pro­spects be­fore me grey, withered, and cloudy. Without even any clear re­mem­brance of my past life, I was com­pletely oc­cu­pied by cares for the present mo­ment. To­wards even­ing, I al­ways looked out anxiously for some place, (gen­er­ally a con­vent or private house,) where I would be able to ex­tort food and shel­ter for the night. I re­joiced not a little, when I met with per­sons suf­fi­ciently de­vout to fill my knap-sack and wine-bottle, in re­turn for which I mech­an­ic­ally re­peated, ac­cord­ing to mon­astic form, the cus­tom­ary bless­ings. In short, I had sunk in spirit, as well as in out­ward ob­serv­ances, into an or­din­ary, stu­pid, and de­praved men­dic­ant friar.


  At last, after many ad­ven­tures, no one of which de­serves par­tic­u­lar com­mem­or­a­tion, (for they were all of a sim­ilar char­ac­ter,) I came at last to a great Capuchin Con­vent, which, sur­roun­ded only by houses be­long­ing to the es­tab­lish­ment, and form­ing in it­self a little town, is situ­ated not far from Rome. This con­vent, though within it­self large and pop­u­lous, is, in other re­spects, lonely and in­su­lated. The monks are by their rule ob­liged to re­ceive oth­ers of the same or­der, and I ima­gined that I should live for some time with much com­fort among them.


  Ac­cord­ingly I made up a story, such as I thought would sound fa­vour­ably in their ears. I pre­ten­ded that the con­vent to which I be­longed in Ger­many had been re­cently broken up; that con­sequently I had been thrown on the wide world, and wished to be re­ceived into some other mon­as­tery, un­der the same laws.


  With that hos­pit­al­ity and cheer­ful­ness which are pe­cu­liar to the Italian clergy, they, in the first place, en­ter­tained me sump­tu­ously, and the Prior form­ally said, that if no ful­fil­ment of a sac­red vow ob­liged me to travel farther, I was wel­come to re­main there as long as I chose.

  


  It was now the hour of ves­pers. The monks went to their ap­poin­ted places in the choir, and I walked into the church. I was deeply im­pressed by the bold and mag­ni­fi­cent ar­chi­tec­ture of the great aisle—but, alas! my spirit could now no more be ex­al­ted by those rap­tures which in early days at­ten­ded me in the church of the Holy Lime-Tree, to which this bore a marked and mys­ter­i­ous re­semb­lance!


  When I had com­pleted my de­vo­tions at the high al­tar, I in­dulged my­self in walk­ing through the dif­fer­ent sub­si­di­ary aisles, con­tem­plat­ing the paint­ings at vari­ous shrines, which, as usual, rep­res­en­ted the mar­tyr­doms of the saints, to whom they were sev­er­ally con­sec­rated. At last I was at­trac­ted by a small and re­tired chapel, where the al­tar was ex­quis­itely il­lu­min­ated by the beams of the now set­ting sun, that streamed in through the painted win­dow.


  I wished to ex­am­ine the pic­ture, and de­voutly mak­ing the sign of the cross, moun­ted up the marble steps. Oh, heaven! It was pre­cisely the same, the fatal al­tar-piece of my own con­vent—the mar­tyr­dom of St Ros­alia! Me­thought, how­ever, the fig­ure was yet more beau­ti­ful, more ex­quis­itely at­tract­ive and se­du­cing. It was Aure­lia, in her fullest bloom of beauty, that I be­held; and my whole past life, which I had be­gun to for­get, with all its wan­der­ings and crimes—the murder of Eu­phemia, of Her­mo­gen, and of Aure­lia, re­vived on my re­col­lec­tion, as if con­cen­trated in­stant­an­eously into one hor­rible thought, that pen­et­rated my heart and brain, like a burn­ing hot im­ple­ment of tor­ture.


  I threw my­self pros­trate on the stone floor. I was con­vuls­ively shook and torn by my in­ward con­flicts, as if I had been laid on the rack of the most cruel and re­lent­less in­quis­i­tion. Death would have been wel­come—but, alas! death would not come to my re­lief! Hereupon I began to tear my gar­ments, in the furi­ous rage of des­pair. I howled in hope­less an­guish, so that my voice re­soun­ded through the vaul­ted aisles of the church.


  “I am cursed,” cried I aloud—“I am cursed for ever. There is for me no grace, no con­sol­a­tion more—neither in this world nor in the next. To hell—to hell am I doomed! Sen­tence of eternal dam­na­tion has gone forth against me—an ac­cursed and aban­doned sin­ner!”


  My cries of course alarmed the whole com­munity. People came, lif­ted me up, and car­ried me from the al­tar of St Ros­alia. The ser­vice was now over, and the monks as­sembled in the chapel. At their head was the Prior. He looked at me with an in­des­crib­able mild­ness and grav­ity of ex­pres­sion, which re­minded me of Le­onar­dus. He then ad­vanced and took me by the hand, while to me it seemed as if some blessed saint, hov­er­ing in the air, held up the miser­able sin­ner above the fiery and bot­tom­less pool of de­struc­tion into which he was about to plunge.


  “You are ill and fe­ver­ish, brother,” said the Prior; “the fa­tigues of your long pil­grim­age have been too great a trial of your strength, but we shall carry you safely into the sick ward of the con­vent, where you will be faith­fully at­ten­ded by our phys­i­cian, and re­stored to health.”


  I could not make any ar­tic­u­late an­swer to this ad­dress. I knelt be­fore him in ab­ject misery, and even kissed the hem of his gar­ment. Deep-drawn sighs, which I could not repress, be­trayed the fright­ful con­di­tion of my soul. The monks again lif­ted me up, and brought me into the re­fect­orium, where they in­sisted on my ac­cept­ing of some re­fresh­ments.


  On a sign from the Prior, the brethren then re­tired, and I re­mained with him alone.


  “Brother,” he began, “your con­science seems to be loaded with some heavy sins; for noth­ing but re­pent­ance al­most without hope, on ac­count of some ex­traordin­ary crime, could have given rise to such con­duct as you have this even­ing ex­hib­ited. Yet great and bound­less are the mercy and long-suf­fer­ing of God; very power­ful, too, is the in­ter­ces­sion of the saints. There­fore, take cour­age! You shall con­fess to me; and when this duty is ful­filled, the con­sol­a­tions of the church shall not be want­ing.”


  These words in them­selves were not re­mark­able; but the tone and man­ner of the Prior made on me such an im­pres­sion, that at this mo­ment me­thought the mys­ter­i­ous pil­grim of the Holy Lime-Tree stood be­side me, and as if he were the only be­ing on the wide earth to whom I was bound to dis­close the hor­rors of my life, and from whom I must al­low noth­ing to re­main con­cealed. Still I was un­able to speak. I could only pros­trate my­self again upon the earth be­fore the old man.


  “I am now ob­liged,” said he, “to re­turn to the chapel. Should you re­solve to fol­low my coun­sel, you will find me there.”


  My de­term­in­a­tion was already fixed. As soon as I had, by a great ef­fort, re­covered some de­gree of com­pos­ure, I hastened after the Prior, and found him wait­ing in the con­fes­sional. Act­ing ac­cord­ing to the im­pulse of the mo­ment, I began to speak, for the first time since a very long period, without the slight­est at­tempt at dis­guise. On the con­trary, I con­fessed all the ad­ven­tures of my life, from first to last, without mit­ig­at­ing a single cir­cum­stance, which the severest cen­sor could have sug­ges­ted against me!


  Hor­rible was the pen­ance which the Prior now im­posed upon me! For­bid to ap­pear again in the church—shut out like an alien from the so­ci­ety of the monks, I was hence­forth con­fined to the char­nel vaults of the con­vent—miser­ably pro­long­ing my life by a stin­ted por­tion of taste­less roots and wa­ter, scour­ging my­self with knot­ted ropes, and mangling my flesh with vari­ous im­ple­ments of mar­tyr­dom, which the in­genu­ity of de­moni­acal malevol­ence had first in­ven­ted, lift­ing up my voice only in bit­ter ac­cus­a­tions against my­self, or in the most pas­sion­ate and ab­ject sup­plic­a­tions for de­liv­er­ance from that hell whose flames already seemed to burn within me!


  But when my blood streamed from an hun­dred wounds—when pain, in a hun­dred scor­pion stings, as­sailed me—and nature yiel­ded at last, from in­ab­il­ity to con­tinue the con­flict, so that I fell asleep like an ex­hausted child, even in des­pite of my tor­ments—then the hor­rid im­agery of dreams mo­les­ted me with a new and in­vol­un­tary mar­tyr­dom.


  Me­thought I saw Eu­phemia, who came float­ing to­wards me in all the lux­uri­ance of her beauty, and cast­ing on me the most se­duct­ive glances. But I cried out aloud, “What would’st thou from me, thou ac­cursed sin­ful wo­man? No! hell shall not tri­umph over the truly pen­it­ent!” Then me­thought her form, be­fore so wan­ton and lux­uri­ous, shook and shivered. She threw aside her robes, and a hor­ror, like that of an­ni­hil­a­tion, seized upon me; for I saw that her body was dried up into a skel­eton, and through the ribs of the spectre I saw not worms, but num­ber­less ser­pents that twined and twis­ted within and without, thrust­ing out their heads and forked burn­ing tongues to­wards me.


  “Away!—be­gone!” cried I, in de­li­rium; “thy ser­pents are sting­ing my already wounded flesh. They would fat­ten on my heart’s-blood,—but then—I should die—I should die—Death would re­lease me from thy ven­geance!”


  “My ser­pents,” howled out the spectre, who now seemed like an in­fernal fury,—“my ser­pents may nour­ish them­selves from thy heart’s-blood, but herein con­sists not thy tor­ment, oh wretched sin­ner! Thy pain is within thine own bosom, and in vain hopest thou for re­lease in death. Thy tor­ment is the thought of thine own crimes, and this thought is eternal!”


  Here­after the fig­ure of Her­mo­gen, stream­ing with blood, rose up out of the dusky void, and Eu­phemia fled be­fore him. He, too, staid not; but rushed past, with an hideous groan, and point­ing to a wound in his throat, which had the form of the cross.


  I now wished to pray; but my senses were lost and over­come in the con­fu­sion that en­sued. At first the whole air was an­im­ated, and filled with rust­ling and flap­ping of wings, and gib­ber­ing of un­earthly voices. Then mor­tals, whom I had be­fore known in the world, ap­peared meta­morph­osed into the most in­sane ca­ri­ca­tures. Heads, with well-known fea­tures, came crawl­ing about me on scare­crow legs, which grew out of their own ears. Strange winged mon­sters, too, which I knew not, and could not name, came float­ing through the air. Among these were ravens, and other birds, with hu­man faces. But at last, these gave place to the Bishop’s choir-mas­ter, at König­swald, with his sis­ter. The lat­ter wheeled her­self about in a wild and furi­ous walz, to which her brother sup­plied the mu­sic; but he kept all the while strum­ming on his own breast, which had be­come a vi­olin.


  Bel­campo, whom I re­cog­nised, al­though he wore a hate­ful liz­ard’s head, and sat upon a dis­gust­ing winged ser­pent, came driv­ing up to­wards me. He wanted to comb my beard with a red-hot iron comb; but could not suc­ceed in his at­tempt. The tu­mult al­ways be­came wilder and wilder. More strange and in­des­crib­able were the fig­ures, from the smal­lest beetle, dan­cing on large hu­man feet, up to the long drawn-out horse skel­eton, with blaz­ing eyes, and with his own hide made into a pil­lion, upon which sat a rider, with a gleam­ing owl’s head. A gi­gantic bot­tom­less beaker served for his coat of mail, and an in­ver­ted fun­nel was his hel­met.


  “Hell,” cried a voice, “is in a mood of mirth, and tri­umphs!” Hereupon I heard my­self laugh aloud; but the ex­er­tion of laughter tore my breast; my pain be­came more scorch­ing, and my wounds bled more fiercely.


  At last the rabble rout van­ished, and there came for­ward the glor­i­ous form of a wo­man more beau­teous than the fairest of the boas­ted Cir­cas­si­ans on earth! She walked up to­wards me.—“Oh, heaven, it is Aure­lia!”—“I live,” said she; “I live, and I am now for ever thine!”


  Then the ra­ging fires of sin­ful pas­sion once more arose within me. I flew to Aure­lia, seized and em­braced her with fer­vour. All weak­ness and ex­haus­tion were ut­terly for­got­ten; but in­stead of her light and sylph-like form, me­thought I felt the weight and the tor­ture of burn­ing lead or iron laid on my breast. My vis­age and eyes, too, were scratched and wounded as if with rough bristles, like a wool-dresser’s comb; and Satan roared aloud, with thrill­ing laughter—“Now, now art thou wholly mine!”


  With a shriek of ter­ror I awoke, and anon my blood flowed anew in streams, from the strokes of the knot­ted whip, with which, in hope­less agony, I chas­tised my­self. For the crime of that in­ter­view with Aure­lia, though but in a dream, de­man­ded double pen­ance, and I was re­solved to run the risk even of com­mit­ting in­dir­ect sui­cide, rather than omit one iota of the pre­scribed in­flic­tions.

  


  At last, the period ap­poin­ted by the Prior for my se­clu­sion in the vaults was over, and, by his ex­press com­mand, I was ob­liged to re­move from thence, in or­der to fin­ish the re­mainder of my pen­ance in the con­vent, al­though my cell was yet to be sep­ar­ated from all the other brethren; for, by such grad­a­tions, I was at last to ar­rive at his per­mis­sion to re­turn to the church, and to the so­ci­ety of the monks.


  But with the lat­ter grad­a­tions of pen­ance I was not my­self sat­is­fied. I was en­joined only solitude and a daily use of the knot­ted rope; but I sted­fastly re­fused every bet­ter sort of food which was now offered to me; and when at last al­lowed to enter the church, I lay for whole days on the cold marble floor, be­fore the shrine of St Ros­alia, and chas­tised my­self in my cell in the most cruel and im­mod­er­ate de­gree. By these out­ward suf­fer­ings, I thought that I should over­come the more fear­ful pains by which I was in­wardly tor­men­ted, but in vain! Those phantoms, the off-spring of my own per­turbed ima­gin­a­tion, al­ways re­turned, and I be­lieved my­self given up a help­less prey to Satan, who thus, for his own spe­cial di­vertise­ment, as­sailed me, and en­ticed me to com­mit those sins in thought, which in deed were no longer in my power.


  The severe pen­ance im­posed upon me, and the un­heard-of per­sever­ance with which it was ful­filled, ex­cited in the highest de­gree the at­ten­tion of the monks. They con­tem­plated me with a kind of rev­er­en­tial awe, and many times I heard whis­per­ings among them—“He is in­deed a saint!” This ex­pres­sion was to me un­speak­ably dis­tress­ing, for it re­minded me vividly of that mo­ment in the Capuchin Con­vent of König­swald, when, in my out­rageous de­li­rium, I had called out to the spec­tral painter, “I am the blessed St An­thony!”


  The very last and con­clud­ing stage of the pen­ance im­posed by the Prior, had now passed away, yet I had never de­sisted from self-mar­tyr­dom. Nature seemed un­able to bear up any longer against the vi­ol­ence which I in­flic­ted. My eyes were dim and sunk in their sock­ets. My bleed­ing frame was be­come a mere skel­eton, so that, when for hours I had lain on the marble floor, I was not able to raise my­self till the monks came to as­sist me.


  At last, the Prior one day sent for me to his con­sult­ing-room. “Brother,” said he, “do you now feel, after the severe pen­ance you have un­der­gone, your mind soothed and lightened? Have the con­sol­a­tions of Heaven been poured upon you?”


  In the hol­low tone of des­pair, I answered him, “No!”


  “Brother,” he re­sumed, “when, after your con­fes­sion of hor­rid crimes, I in­flic­ted on you that severe pen­ance, I sat­is­fied the laws of the church, which de­mand that a mal­efactor whom the arm of justice has not reached, but who vol­un­tar­ily con­fesses his evil ac­tions, should also, by his out­ward con­duct, prove the real­ity of his re­pent­ance. Yet I be­lieve, (and the best au­thor­it­ies are on my side,) that the most ex­cru­ci­at­ing tor­ments which the pen­it­ent can in­flict on him­self, do not, as soon as he him­self grounds any con­fid­ence on these ex­er­cises, di­min­ish, by one frac­tion, the amount of his guilt. To no hu­man in­tel­lect is it given to ex­plain how the om­ni­scient and eternal Ruler meas­ures and weighs the deeds of man­kind; but lost for ever must that mor­tal be, who de­ludes him­self with ex­pect­a­tions of tak­ing Heaven by storm, through the force of pen­it­en­tial in­flic­tion.


  “Moreover, the in­di­vidual who be­lieves that, by the ful­fil­ment of such du­ties, the crimes of which he has been con­victed are, of ne­ces­sity, blot­ted out and atoned, proves, by this very be­lief, that his in­ward re­pent­ance has neither been true nor com­plete. But as for you, dear brother Med­ar­dus, you have yet ex­per­i­enced no con­sol­a­tion, and this, in my opin­ion, proves the truth of your con­ver­sion. Give up now, I com­mand you, all chas­tise­ments—al­low your­self bet­ter food, and no longer avoid the so­ci­ety of your brethren.


  “Learn, be­sides, that your ex­traordin­ary life, with all its com­plic­ated in­volve­ments, is bet­ter known to me than it is even to your­self. A fatal­ity from which you could not es­cape, gave to the devil a cer­tain in­flu­ence over you; and, while you com­mit­ted crimes which to your own nature were ab­hor­rent, you were only his tool, or im­ple­ment.


  “Dream not, how­ever, that you are on this ac­count less sin­ful in the eyes of Heaven, or of the church, for on you was be­stowed ample power, if you had had the res­ol­u­tion to ex­ert it, to con­quer in a spir­ited battle the fiend who be­set you. In what mor­tal heart has not this in­flu­ence of our arch-en­emy raged like a tem­pest, res­ist­ing every im­pulse of good? But without this con­flict, vir­tue could have no ex­ist­ence—For in what doth vir­tue con­sist, but in the tri­umph (after a hard-fought battle) of good over evil?


  “But, as one source of con­sol­a­tion, I can in­form you, that you have ac­cused your­self of a crime wherein you have been guilty in in­ten­tion, but not in ef­fect. Aure­lia yet lives. In your mad­ness you prob­ably wounded your­self, and it was your own blood that streamed over your hands. Aure­lia still lives;—this fact I have amply as­cer­tained.”


  Hereupon I fell on my knees, with my hands up­lif­ted in fer­vent prayer, and burst into tears.


  “Know farther,” said the Prior, “that the strange old painter, of whom, in your con­fes­sion, you spoke so much, has, as long as I can re­mem­ber, been an oc­ca­sional vis­itor at our con­vent, and prob­ably may, be­fore long, again ap­pear among us. Long ago he gave me a parch­ment book to take charge of, in which are nu­mer­ous draw­ings, but more es­pe­cially a kind of chron­icle, to which, as of­ten as he came hither, he al­ways ad­ded a few lines or pages. He has not left me un­der any in­junc­tions not to shew this book to any one whom its con­tents may in­terest, and, of course, I shall not hes­it­ate to in­trust it with you. In­deed, this now be­comes my in­dis­pens­able duty, and hence you will learn the won­der­ful en­tan­gle­ments of your own des­tiny, which at one time led you as if into a higher world of vis­ions and mir­acles, and, at an­other, into the most or­din­ary and most de­praved scenes of what is called the world.


  “It has been said that mir­acles have now wholly van­ished from the earth; but this is a doc­trine which I, for one, am by no means in­clined to ac­cede to. Mir­acles, if by that name we un­der­stand only that which we by no means can ex­plain or ac­count for, cer­tainly have con­tin­ued among us, though it is true, that by the ob­serv­ance of a few fixed and lim­ited rules, our philo­soph­ers seem (in their own con­ceit at least) to give laws to nature; yet, nev­er­the­less, there are phe­nom­ena every now and then re­cur­ring, which put all their boas­ted wis­dom to shame, and which, in our ob­stin­ate stu­pid­ity, be­cause they are not ex­plain­able, we there­fore re­ject, as un­worthy of be­lief.


  “In this man­ner we deny, among other things, the pos­sib­il­ity of a spir­itual ap­par­i­tion, inas­much as it is im­possible for an in­cor­por­eal fig­ure to be mirrored on the sur­face of the hu­man eye, which is cor­por­eal, the ab­surd fal­lacy and soph­ism of which reas­on­ing is ob­vi­ous. To tell the truth, I look upon this an­cient painter as one of those ex­traordin­ary ap­par­i­tions, which put to the blush all or­din­ary rules and the­or­ies. I am doubt­ful even if his cor­por­eal fig­ure is such as we can prop­erly call real. This much is cer­tain, that no one here ever dis­covered in him the or­din­ary func­tions of life. He would neither eat, drink, nor sleep; nor did I ever ob­serve him either writ­ing or draw­ing, though it was ob­vi­ous, not­with­stand­ing, that in the book, in which he only ap­peared to read, there were al­ways more leaves writ­ten or painted on when he went away, than there had been be­fore.


  “I should ob­serve, also, that all which the book con­tains, ap­peared to me to be mere grif­fon-age, or fant­astic sketches of an in­sane artist, un­til you came to our con­vent. Then, for the first time, its pages came to be legible and in­tel­li­gible, after you, dear brother Med­ar­dus, had con­fessed to me.


  “I dare not give ut­ter­ance more par­tic­u­larly to my own sup­pos­i­tions, or ap­pre­hen­sions, re­gard­ing the real char­ac­ter of this old painter, and his re­la­tion­ship to you. You will your­self guess at the truth, or, more prob­ably, it will de­velope it­self in the clearest light be­fore you, when you have at­tent­ively per­used this book. Go then, take every proper method and pre­cau­tion to re­store your bod­ily, as well as men­tal en­er­gies, and, in a few days, if you feel your­self re­covered, as I hope will be the case, you shall re­ceive from me the mys­ter­i­ous volume, which, mean­while, I re­tain, as you have not strength at present for the task of de­ci­pher­ing it.”


  Hence­for­ward, I was of course un­der the ne­ces­sity of act­ing ac­cord­ing to the in­junc­tions of the Prior. I ate with the brethren at their pub­lic table, and omit­ted all chas­tise­ments, con­fin­ing my­self to fer­vent and pro­longed prayer at the al­tars of the saints. Al­though my heart con­tin­ued to bleed in­wardly, and my mind was still much dis­turbed, yet at last those hor­rible phantoms and diabol­ical tempta­tions by which I had been per­se­cuted, came to an end. Of­ten, when tired to death, I passed sleep­less nights on my hard couch, there was around me a wav­ing as if of ser­aphs’ wings; and I be­held the lovely form of the liv­ing Aure­lia, who, with her eyes full of tears and ce­les­tial com­pas­sion, bent down over me. She stretched out her hand, as if pro­tect­ingly, and dif­fus­ing bless­ings over my head. Then my eye-lids sank down, and a mild re­fresh­ing slum­ber poured new strength into my veins.


  When the Prior ob­served that my mind and frame had once more re­gained some de­gree of healthy ex­cite­ment, he again sent for me in private, and gave me the painter’s parch­ment book, ad­mon­ish­ing me to read it with at­ten­tion in my own cell.


  I opened the volume, and the first of its con­tents which struck my eye were draw­ings for those paint­ings which still ex­ist in the Church of the Holy Lime-Tree, and which had, from earli­est youth, pos­sessed so mys­ter­i­ous an in­flu­ence over my whole life. Formerly, the pos­ses­sion of this book would have agit­ated me al­most to mad­ness, from the de­gree of anxi­ety which it would have ex­cited. Now, how­ever, after the dis­cip­line which I had un­der­gone, I was per­fectly calm. Be­sides, there was scarcely any de­gree of mys­tery left which I had not by an­ti­cip­a­tion already de­veloped. That which the painter had here, in a small scarcely-legible hand, set down, in­ter­mixed with sketches both in black lead and in col­ours, was but a dis­tinct and clear de­lin­eation of my own dreams and ap­pre­hen­sions, brought out in­deed with a de­gree of pre­ci­sion and ac­cur­acy of which I could not have been cap­able.


  CHAPTER XIII.


  After ma­ture re­flec­tion, I have judged it su­per­flu­ous to tran­scribe in this place the parch­ment book of the old and su­per­nat­ural painter; though I might be temp­ted to do so by the con­sid­er­a­tion, that no one else could ever be en­abled to un­der­stand and fol­low out its in­tric­ate de­tails, or even to de­cipher the hand-writ­ing. He sets out by speak­ing of him­self in the third, but af­ter­wards, or to­wards the close of his nar­rat­ive, uses the first per­sonal pro­noun.


  He was the eld­est son of a cer­tain Prince Ca­m­illo di Ro­soli, (who had in early life been dis­tin­guished for his bravery and mil­it­ary tal­ents,) and had been sent by his father, at an early age, into the world, where, to the great sur­prise of his noble friends and re­la­tions, he de­voted him­self al­most ex­clus­ively to the study of paint­ing, un­der a cel­eb­rated mas­ter of that art in Rome. Here he had already been for a con­sid­er­able time, when his father, hav­ing been re­ques­ted by the Re­pub­lic of Genua to take the com­mand of a power­ful fleet against the Al­ger­ine cor­sairs, sent an ab­rupt and per­emp­tory or­der for the young prince to re­turn home. To this, Francesco, for that was his name, re­turned for an­swer, that a prince, sur­roun­ded by all the pomp and dig­nity in­cid­ent to high rank, was, in his es­tim­a­tion, a mere cipher, in com­par­ison with the char­ac­ter of an in­de­pend­ent man of genius, whose wants were few, and who could sup­ply these wants by the ex­er­cise of his art. A prince, he said, was, by the cir­cum­stances un­der which he lived, much more sub­dued and slav­ish than even the poorest artist:—for his own part, he knew well enough how to wield the pal­let and pen­cils, but by no means the sceptre. Fi­nally, that as to ex­ploits in war­fare, whether by sea or land, they were bar­bar­ous and ab­hor­rent to his nature; whereas the cre­ations of the painter were like re­flec­tions on can­vass of the di­vine spirit, of which a share some­times des­cends on fa­voured mor­tals.


  Thus he sent back his father’s mes­sen­gers with con­tumely and dis­grace, and the old prince, be­ing thereby vi­ol­ently in­censed, dis­patched other am­bas­sad­ors, who had no bet­ter suc­cess; whereupon, they in­formed him, that, if he did not obey his father’s or­ders, they were com­mis­sioned to say, that he would be dis­in­her­ited, and never more per­mit­ted to as­sume that rank which he had now vir­tu­ally, though not form­ally, resigned.


  To these con­di­tions Francesco made no ob­jec­tions whatever;—on the con­trary, he gave up to his younger brother, in a reg­u­lar charter, all claims on the fam­ily es­tates; and as the old prince soon after lost his life in battle, Zen­o­bio suc­ceeded to the gov­ern­ment, and Francesco con­tin­ued to live poorly enough on a small pen­sion, which his brother vol­un­tar­ily be­stowed upon him.


  Francesco was ori­gin­ally of a proud and over­bear­ing tem­per; but his in­structor in the art of paint­ing, the cel­eb­rated Le­onardo di Rovino, was one of the most pi­ous and in­geni­ous of men. Find­ing that his pu­pil had ac­tu­ally re­nounced the for­tune and rank to which he had been born, he gave him such good coun­sel and ex­ample, that for some years Francesco be­haved as a very obed­i­ent and faith­ful dis­ciple, as­sist­ing his mas­ter in the com­ple­tion of sev­eral great works, which were al­most wholly de­voted to the il­lus­tra­tion of the Chris­tian mir­acles, and the glor­i­ous lives of the Saints.


  After some time, how­ever, it came to pass that Francesco raised him­self to the rank of a mas­ter on his own ac­count, and was en­gaged to paint many al­tar-pieces for churches, &c., in which Le­onardo con­tin­ued kindly to as­sist him, un­til at length, be­ing very far ad­vanced in years, he died.


  Then like a fire long with dif­fi­culty sup­pressed, the nat­ive pride and in­solence of Francesco’s char­ac­ter again broke forth. He looked on him­self as the greatest painter of his time, and join­ing with this no­tion of his own pre-em­in­ence, the re­col­lec­tion of his hered­it­ary rank, he as­sumed for him­self the title of the Noble Painter. Of his once revered mas­ter, Le­onardo, he now spoke with con­tempt, and in­ven­ted for him­self a new school of art, which was well ad­ap­ted to at­tract the ad­mir­a­tion of the mul­ti­tude. He di­li­gently stud­ied the works of the an­cient statu­ar­ies; among which, a cer­tain renowned fig­ure of Venus, above all oth­ers, en­gaged his at­ten­tion; and hence­forth no one could equal him in rep­res­ent­ing the lux­uri­ous se­duc­tions of the fe­male form, which he al­ways in­tro­duced na­ked, giv­ing to his fig­ures, by means of dark shad­ows in the back ground, and a bril­liance of col­our­ing, which were par­tic­u­larly his own, the most ma­gical ef­fect of alto re­lievo.


  It happened that in the great city he fell into the so­ci­ety of a set of wild young men, most of them of high rank, who were de­lighted to have for their com­pan­ion a man in birth equal to them­selves, though, as an artist and man of genius, more in­ter­est­ing than men of mere for­tune and fam­ily can gen­er­ally pre­tend to be. Francesco was but too will­ing to at­tend their feasts and fest­ivals, and was de­lighted by the praise with which they con­stantly fed his van­ity, in­sist­ing, in par­tic­u­lar, on the high ad­vant­ages which he pos­sessed over the artists of that age, by his pref­er­ence of the an­cient mod­els, and his cor­rect­ness as to draw­ing and ana­tomy.


  Be­ing all of them un­able or un­will­ing to sub­mit to any de­gree of re­straint, and cher­ish­ing no other prin­ciple than that of yield­ing to the ex­tra­vag­ance of youth­ful ima­gin­a­tion, and the in­dul­gence of their own pas­sions, they formed a plan of re­noun­cing al­to­gether the Chris­tian Re­li­gion, and ad­opt­ing fant­ast­ic­ally the creed and man­ners of the an­cient Ro­mans.


  In this man­ner they for some time con­tin­ued to lead a shame­less and most dis­sol­ute life, in con­sequence of which, it happened that Francesco, neg­lect­ing the or­ders which were from time to time sent to him from con­vents and other re­li­gious in­sti­tu­tions, fell into griev­ous dis­tress for want of ready money. Ad­ded to this it so happened, that the salary usu­ally al­lowed him by his brother Zen­o­bio, was not paid at the reg­u­lar time. He now re­col­lec­ted that the monks of a cer­tain Capuchin con­vent had some months be­fore offered a large sum for an al­tar piece, rep­res­ent­ing the mar­tyr­dom of St Ros­alia, which com­mis­sion he had, un­der the in­flu­ence of his dis­sol­ute pleas­ures, and apostacy from the Chris­tian faith, re­fused to ex­ecute. Now, how­ever, he re­solved to per­form the work re­quired of him, wholly for the sake of the re­ward with which it would be at­ten­ded.


  Ac­cord­ingly he began, in­tend­ing to paint the mar­tyr­dom of St Ros­alia, in his usual glar­ing and se­duct­ive man­ner, mod­el­ling her form and fea­tures after those of the fa­vour­ite Venus which has already been men­tioned. In the pen­cil draw­ing which he made in the first place, he suc­ceeded well enough, and the wicked young men, his com­pan­ions, were highly de­lighted with the no­tion of set­ting up a hea­then­ish idol, in­stead of a real pic­ture of a Chris­tian saint, in the church.


  But when Francesco came ac­tu­ally to paint, lo! by some in­ex­plic­able in­flu­ence, the work turned out very dif­fer­ently from what he had in­ten­ded.—A more power­ful in­spir­a­tion over­came that of wicked de­ceit, and hatred to the Chris­tian faith, by which he had been till then ac­tu­ated. It seemed as if the coun­ten­ance of an an­gel, from the realms of the blest, began to dawn on his per­cep­tions, out of the dark clouds which he had laid for the ground-work on his can­vass. In­vol­un­tar­ily a kind of re­li­gious ter­ror took pos­ses­sion of his mind. He be­came fear­ful of of­fend­ing the blessed mar­tyr whom he was em­ployed to rep­res­ent, and around the body, which, ac­cord­ing to the ori­ginal design, he had painted na­ked, were at last thrown the el­eg­ant folds of a dark-red dress, with a sky-blue shawl or mantle.


  The Capuchin monks had, in their let­ter to the painter, only ex­pressed their wish for a por­trait of St Ros­alia, that is to say, for a single fig­ure, and for this pur­pose had his draw­ing been pre­pared; but now, led on by the work­ings of his own cre­at­ive spirit, he in­ven­ted a grand his­tor­ical design, and in­tro­duced many fig­ures, grouped with great skill, and which blen­ded very har­mo­ni­ously with that of the prin­cipal per­son­age. In short, Francesco’s at­ten­tion was wholly ab­sorbed by this work, so that the shame­ful course of life which he had be­fore led was com­pletely broken of, or at least in­ter­rup­ted.


  It came to pass, how­ever, that he found him­self quite un­able to fin­ish, ac­cord­ing to his own no­tions, the coun­ten­ance of the saint; and this dis­ap­point­ment tor­men­ted him so ex­ceed­ingly, that he had no rest by night or by day. He no longer thought of hav­ing re­course to his fa­vour­ite statue of Venus, but it seemed to him as if he be­held his old mas­ter Le­onardo, who looked at him mourn­fully, and ad­dressed him in these words—“Alas! I would will­ingly as­sist you, but I dare not! You must first re­nounce all your sin­ful and shame­less propensit­ies, and, in deep re­pent­ance and con­tri­tion, pray for the in­ter­pos­i­tion of the saints, against whom you have so fear­fully of­fen­ded.”


  The wicked young men, whose so­ci­ety had been long neg­lected by Francesco, once more sought him out, and found him in his paint­ing room, but wholly un­em­ployed; for, in con­sequence of his men­tal anxi­ety, he had fallen sick, and was ly­ing power­less and des­pair­ing on his couch. On the ap­pear­ance of his friends he com­plained to them bit­terly of his mis­for­tune, and ex­pressed his be­lief that some ma­lig­nant de­mon had in­terfered to rob him of his former repu­ta­tion, and would pre­vent him al­to­gether from com­plet­ing his pic­ture of St Ros­alia.


  At this they all laughed aloud. “Ha, brother,” cried one among them, “it is easy to per­ceive that solitude and fast­ing have been the demons that have brought this ill­ness upon you. Come then, my friends, let us de­vote a liba­tion of good old wine to Es­cu­lapius, and the be­ne­vol­ent Hy­geia, in or­der that this feeble youth may again be re­stored!”


  They sent im­me­di­ately for Syra­cusan wine, which these fant­astic young men drank out of an­tique-fash­ioned horns, and sil­ver beak­ers, pour­ing forth, as they ex­pressed it, their liba­tions to Hy­geia, be­fore the un­fin­ished pic­ture. Af­ter­wards, when they began to drink stoutly, and in­sisted on Francesco join­ing in their or­gies, the lat­ter re­solved pos­it­ively not to taste a drop of their wine, and would take no share in their mer­ri­ment; al­though they drank the health of his fa­vour­ite god­dess, and tried every stratagem to flat­ter his van­ity, and en­gage his at­ten­tion.


  At last, one of them ex­claimed, “Our penser­oso com­rade there is per­haps really sick, and can­not so eas­ily be cured as we had sup­posed. Yet, me­thinks, he hath ac­ted very wrong­fully in re­fus­ing to taste the rem­ed­ies that have been already pre­scribed for him. Be this as it may, see­ing that he is so very ill, I shall dir­ectly go hence, and ob­tain for him the as­sist­ance of a learned phys­i­cian.” The youth then threw his mantle around him, gir­ted on his sword, and marched out. Scarcely, how­ever, had he got bey­ond the door, when he re­turned again.—“Look you now, com­rades,” he ex­claimed, “I am my­self the man who will ef­fec­tu­ally cure this poor des­pair­ing artist!”


  He then put on, as well as he could, the char­ac­ter of an old ri­dicu­lous phys­i­cian,—bent him­self half double,—walked with his knees knock­ing to­gether, and twis­ted his face into an hun­dred wrinkles,—so that, in truth, he looked like an hideous old man; and his com­pan­ions, greatly di­ver­ted, cried out, “See what learned physiognom­ies the doc­tor cuts!”


  The doc­tor went up to Francesco, and pre­ten­ded to feel his pulse. Then, in a pom­pous rough voice, “Why, thou poor devil!” cried he, “what has brought it into thine addled brain to fall sick in this man­ner? Thy pulse beats reg­u­larly; what then is the mat­ter with thee? Be that as it may, I must make haste to cure thy dis­tem­per, whether real or ima­gin­ary, and thou must sub­missively fol­low all my pre­scrip­tions; for in the state in which thou now art, thy Donna Venus will never be pleased with thee. It might be, how­ever, that, if thy vis­age were less pale, and thy looks not so down­cast, the Lady Ros­alia her­self would re­ceive you kindly. Here, then, thou poor des­pond­ing shep­herd! sip up a little of that mi­ra­cu­lous cor­dial which I al­ways carry about with me. As you wish to paint por­traits of saints and an­gels, my drink will prob­ably be of es­pe­cial ser­vice to you; for it is wine from the cel­eb­rated cel­lar of St An­thony.”


  With these words, the pre­ten­ded doc­tor had pulled out a small and oddly-shaped flask from un­der­neath his mantle, from which flask he now drew the cork. In­stantly there spread it­self all around, an ex­traordin­ary stupi­fy­ing va­pour, by which most of the youths were so con­fused and over­come, that, one by one, in the course of a few seconds, they all dropt in their chairs, closed their eyes, and fell asleep.


  Francesco, mean­while, as if tired of this mum­mery, and vexed to have been mocked and flouted at, snatched the bottle with vi­ol­ence from the doc­tor, in­tend­ing at first to dash it against the wall. On the con­trary, how­ever, the odour at­trac­ted him so much, that he put it to his lips, and in­stantly swal­lowed a co­pi­ous draught.


  “Much good may it do you!” said the doc­tor, who now as­sumed his former coun­ten­ance and youth­ful de­mean­our. But, at that mo­ment, the door opened, and the youth, who had be­fore de­par­ted in or­der to bring a phys­i­cian, re­appeared in pro­pria per­sona. His double, who must have been the devil, stepped for­ward, and made him a formal bow, whereat the whole party were so af­frighted, that they all (hav­ing been awoke from sleep by the noise of his en­trance) star­ted up, ran away, and tumbled head­long down stairs.


  Even like the ra­ging of a vol­cano was now the tem­pest which arose within the heart and soul of Francesco! All the Hea­then stor­ies which he had be­fore painted, re­vived once more, in ten­fold force, on his ima­gin­a­tion, and their dramatis per­sonæ floated around him in forms as se­duct­ive, and col­ours as bril­liant, as if they had been alive, and cor­por­eally present.—“But thou, my be­loved god­dess!” he ex­claimed, ad­dress­ing him­self to the fa­vour­ite Venus whom he had so of­ten painted—“thou must as­sume also life, and a tan­gible form, and be­come mine, oth­er­wise I shall de­vote my­self from hence­forth to Pluto, and the sub­ter­ranean powers of dark­ness!”


  Then he be­held, ac­cord­ing to his dis­tempered phant­asy, the an­im­ated fig­ure of his ad­mired statue, with an ex­quis­ite bloom on her com­plex­ion, stand­ing right be­fore the un­fin­ished pic­ture, and kindly nod­ding to­wards him.


  Hereupon, seized with a sud­den fit of in­spir­a­tion, he star­ted from his couch, ran to his easel, and began to paint at the head of St Ros­alia; for he thought that he would now be able to make an ex­act copy from the fea­tures of his Venus. It seemed to him, how­ever, as if the firmest ef­forts of vo­li­tion could not com­mand his hand—as if, in spite of all his en­deav­ours, the pen­cil glided away from the un­fin­ished coun­ten­ance of Ros­alia, to the pro­fane fig­ures by which the rest of the can­vass was ten­an­ted—and the heav­enly as­pect of the saint, un­fin­ished as it was, and that came there he knew not how, al­ways broke out more vis­ibly and power­fully into view, till at last the eyes seemed to move, and look into his very soul. Fi­nally, he was over­come with such agit­a­tion, that he dropped his pal­let and pen­cils, and fell to the ground as if dead, in a state of ut­ter des­pair and in­sens­ib­il­ity.


  When, after a long in­ter­val, he awoke from his trance, and had with dif­fi­culty raised him­self up, he did not ven­ture to look at the pic­ture, which had now be­come so ter­rific, but crawled, with his eyes fixed on the ground, to­wards the table, where he still found the doc­tor’s ex­traordin­ary bottle of wine, out of which he in­dulged him­self with a long and power­ful draught.


  Francesco was, by this means, com­pletely re­stored and en­er­gized. New life and spirit vi­brated through every limb and fibre of his frame. He mustered up cour­age enough to look at his pic­ture; and, be­hold! it was now com­pleted, even to the finest touches of the pen­cil which in his best days he could have been able to be­stow! But what ap­peared most re­mark­able, was, that not the saintly coun­ten­ance of Ros­alia, but that of his old fa­vour­ite Venus, now smiled with the most se­duct­ive ex­pres­sion and glances of love upon him.


  Ac­cord­ingly, Francesco, from that mo­ment, be­came the vic­tim of the most sin­ful and de­li­ri­ous pas­sion. He thought of the Pa­gan statu­ary Pyg­malion, whose his­tory had sup­plied him with a sub­ject for one of his former pro­fane works, and like him, he im­plored the gods, that they would in­fuse life into the cre­ations of his art. Very soon it ap­peared to him as if the prin­cipal fig­ures in his pic­ture began to move and to swell for­ward in alto re­lievo; but when he tried to clasp the phantom in his arms, he found that the dead, cold can­vass still mocked at his em­brace! Thereupon he tore his hair, and be­haved like one pos­sessed by the devil.


  CHAPTER XIV.


  Already two days and two nights had Francesco passed in a state of ra­ging de­li­rium. On the third day, when he, as if pet­ri­fied, and mo­tion­less like a statue, was stand­ing be­fore the pic­ture, the door of his cham­ber opened, and there was a rust­ling be­hind him as if of fe­male gar­ments. He turned round, and be­held a very beau­ti­ful wo­man, whom he re­cog­nized at once as the ori­ginal of his pic­ture.


  His as­ton­ish­ment was now bey­ond all de­scrip­tion when he be­held that form, which he had so long con­tem­plated as a marble statue, liv­ing, breath­ing, and bloom­ing, be­fore him. Nay, he was seized with a kind of mys­ter­i­ous ter­ror, when he looked from his beau­ti­ful vis­it­ant back to the pic­ture, of which the re­semb­lance was so ac­cur­ate, that it ap­peared like the re­flec­tion of her fea­tures in a mir­ror.


  He felt the fullest con­vic­tion, that this event was the ef­fect of su­per­nat­ural agency; he could not ut­ter a word, but, over­come by his fears, fell on his knees be­fore the strange lady, whom he scarcely be­lieved to be more than an aer­ial phantom.


  This liv­ing Venus raised him up, how­ever, and im­me­di­ately pro­ceeded to re­late to him her own his­tory.


  She had seen Francesco at the time when he was yet a pu­pil in the school of Le­onardo di Rovino. She was then but very young, but had con­ceived for him a pas­sion so ar­dent, that it had never lost pos­ses­sion of her heart; and at last she had de­term­ined on leav­ing her par­ents and friends, who resided in the coun­try, and wan­der­ing away to find him in Rome, as an in­ward voice had told her that he loved her very much; and that, merely from the force of that at­tach­ment, had been led to paint her por­trait, which warn­ing she now found to have been strictly true.


  Francesco now be­lieved all that she told him. He be­came per­suaded that a secret men­tal sym­pathy ex­is­ted between him­self and this stranger, which had given rise to the pas­sion by which he had so long been haunted. He for­got the statue, and gave him­self no trouble with in­quir­ies as to how the re­semb­lance betwixt it and his new vis­itor had been pro­duced. In­deed such ques­tions would have been very need­less, as they ad­mit­ted not of any sat­is­fact­ory an­swer.


  The con­sequence of this visit was the sol­em­niz­a­tion (not by Chris­tian, but by hea­then rites) of a mar­riage betwixt the strange wo­man and Francesco, which was at­ten­ded by all his lib­ertine friends and as­so­ci­ates. As it was found that his bride had brought with her a cas­ket filled with jew­els and ready money, he im­me­di­ately hired ser­vants, and pur­chased a house, where they lived in great splend­our and lux­ury for many months.


  At the close of this period the para­mour of Francesco gave birth to a son, which event was fol­lowed by her death, at­ten­ded by cir­cum­stances so mys­ter­i­ous and hor­rible, that Francesco was ob­liged to fly from Rome, be­ing ac­cused of sor­cery and witch­craft, also of divers other crimes pe­cu­li­arly odi­ous and ab­hor­rent to the spirit and laws of the Chris­tian re­li­gion. In con­sequence of all this, he was ob­liged to make his es­cape sud­denly dur­ing the night, tak­ing with him his child; and, as if en­dowed with su­per­nat­ural en­er­gies, he made his way on­wards to a wild and moun­tain­ous dis­trict of coun­try, which he had be­fore vis­ited in his days of ex­tra­vag­ance and pleas­ure, and where he knew that there was a cav­ern cut in the rock, in which he was now glad to take refuge with the child from a vi­ol­ent thun­der storm.


  As to the child, he could not have him­self ex­plained by what in­flu­ence he was in­duced to bear it along with him; for, in truth, he only wished for its de­struc­tion. On be­ing thrown on the hard floor of the cave, how­ever, the in­fant, for the first time, uttered some fear­ful and mel­an­choly cries, which pen­et­rated to Francesco’s heart; and hereupon, he, be­ing moved with com­pas­sion, tried every method in his power for its pre­ser­va­tion.


  For this pur­pose, in­deed, he was not well provided. At first he could only of­fer the child an or­ange to suck; but af­ter­wards he re­col­lec­ted the doc­tor’s ex­traordin­ary flask, of which the con­tents seemed in­ex­haust­ible, and which he had found on his de­par­ture, and brought with him. From this bottle he ad­min­istered a few drops to the in­fant, who thereupon seemed mi­ra­cu­lously strengthened and tran­quil­lized; and he made for it, as well as he could, a bed of heather and soft moss, pro­tect­ing it from damp and cold with his mantle.


  Here­after, Francesco passed sev­eral weeks in the cav­ern, liv­ing like a pen­it­ent her­mit; and, in­cred­ible as it may seem, the child lived also, be­ing sup­plied with food from the con­tri­bu­tions that his father re­ceived from pi­ous and com­pas­sion­ate neigh­bours. But Francesco’s mind, mean­while, be­came quite wan­der­ing and ir­ra­tional. He prayed, in­deed, with great zeal, to the blessed saints, that they would in­ter­cede for him, a miser­able sin­ner; for his heart was now wholly ali­en­ated from his pro­fane and blas­phem­ous er­rors. Above all, he pre­ferred many sup­plic­a­tions to St Ros­alia.


  Thus it happened, that the wretched man, one beau­ti­ful and se­rene even­ing, was pros­trate on his knees, in the wil­der­ness. He watched the re­ced­ing sun, which, at last, was slowly lost in the wa­ter, leav­ing the west­ern sky like a sea of red dazzling waves; and that ruddy light faded ere long into the sombre grey tints of even­ing, the fore­run­ner of dark night. Then Francesco per­ceived in the at­mo­sphere the roseate gleam of an ex­traordin­ary light, which at first he no­ticed only as a strange phe­nomenon, be­cause the sun had now de­par­ted. But the red light as­sumed a par­tic­u­lar form, and floated al­ways nearer and nearer to the pen­it­ent, till at last he re­cog­nized the fig­ure of St Ros­alia, kneel­ing on a bright cloud, and sur­roun­ded by an­gels. Then he heard a voice like that of soft and ar­tic­u­late mu­sic, which pro­nounced the words, “For­give, oh Lord! this mor­tal, who, in his weak­ness, was not able to es­cape the deeply-laid snares, and res­ist the man­i­fold tempta­tions, of Satan!”


  Hereupon light­nings quivered through that roseate cloud, and there was a deep and re­ver­ber­at­ing thun­der-clap. A fear­ful voice answered the prayer of the saint,—“Of­ten­times mor­tals have sinned and been for­given; but what hab­it­ant of earth hath ever trans­gressed like this one? No hap­pi­ness in life, nor peace in the grave, shall be gran­ted to him, so long as the sin­ful race to which he hath given rise, shall ex­ist upon the earth!”


  Francesco now sunk down, as if an­ni­hil­ated in the dust; for he thor­oughly knew that his ir­re­voc­able doom had been pro­nounced; and that, by the most hor­rible des­tiny, he would now be driven, like a second Ahas­uerus, through the realms of life, without hope of en­joy­ment here, or con­fid­ence of sal­va­tion here­after.


  Of course, he now fled, without think­ing of the child in the cave; for though he could not now wish for its ex­ist­ence, yet he dared not add to his already heavy crimes, by that of child-murder. He lived, be­ing no longer able to paint, in ex­treme and ab­ject misery. Many times it came into his mind, as if, for the glory of the Chris­tian re­li­gion, he must yet ex­ecute ex­tens­ive and mag­ni­fi­cent works; and, con­sequently, he made out in his thoughts grand designs, both as to draw­ing and col­our­ing, which should il­lus­trate and rep­res­ent the his­tory of the blessed Vir­gin, and St Ros­alia. But how could he be­gin those paint­ings, as he now did not pos­sess a single scudo to sup­ply him­self with can­vass and col­ours, and only sup­por­ted him­self by the small pit­tance of alms, which he re­ceived at the doors of churches?


  Into the churches also, like other men­dic­ants, he was al­lowed freely to enter; and thus it be­fell, that one bright and beau­ti­ful even­ing, though at a late hour, when the sun had gone down, he sat star­ing on an op­pos­ite empty wall, and filled it in ima­gin­a­tion with the paint­ings which his genius was yet fully com­pet­ent to ex­ecute. While he sat thus ab­sorbed in rev­erie, he saw two fe­male fig­ures, who, si­lently and with noise­less steps, ap­proached him. Their coun­ten­ances were veiled, so that he had no per­cep­tion of their fea­tures; but, with a voice that rose on his ears like ce­les­tial mu­sic, one of them ad­dressed to him the fol­low­ing ad­mon­i­tion:—


  
    
      “In the re­mote land of East Prus­sia is the cel­eb­rated
 Con­vent of the Holy Lime-Tree, wherein
 Provid­ence has vouch­safed to shew many mir­acles;
 but the mag­ni­fi­cent chapel there erec­ted is yet
 without any or­na­ments of paint­ing. Go thither,
 then! Let the prac­tice of your art as a painter
 be­come to you an ex­er­cise of de­vo­tion, and your
 now des­pond­ing soul will be re­freshed with heav­enly
 con­sol­a­tion!”

    

  


  With these words, the two fe­male fig­ures melted away in a gleam of light, and left the air filled with the fra­grance of roses and lilies. Francesco was con­vinced of the su­per­nat­ural char­ac­ter of these vis­it­ants, and re­solved that he would on the fol­low­ing day be­gin his pil­grim­age. On that same even­ing it happened, that a ser­vant of Zen­o­bio’s, after much trouble, found him out, paid him two years’ ar­rears of his al­lot­ted in­come, and in­vited him kindly to his brother’s court.

  


  Thus far the old painter had writ­ten of him­self in the third per­son, which, in his later memor­anda, he ex­changes for the first. I con­sider it need­less to tran­scribe his his­tor­ical ac­count of the vari­ous for­tunes and in­tric­ate re­la­tion­ships of that il­le­git­im­ate race which he had foun­ded, and of which I am a des­cend­ant. No reader would take the trouble of fol­low­ing out a de­tail which could scarcely be un­der­stood, un­less thrown into the form of a gene­a­lo­gical tree. Be­sides, the mind re­volts from the con­tem­pla­tion of enorm­ous and com­plic­ated guilt! Suf­fice it to say, that the child which had been left in the cave was ac­ci­dent­ally found and pre­served; that a small ivory cup, which, along with the bottle of the devil’s elixir, was dis­covered at the same time, bore, for an in­scrip­tion, the painter’s name, Francesco, by which the boy was af­ter­wards bap­tized.


  Many years passed away, and, ac­cord­ing to the curse which had been pro­nounced against him, the painter’s life was mi­ra­cu­lously pro­longed, in or­der that, by un­heard-of pen­it­ence, he might ex­pi­ate his own crimes. Mean­while, he be­held the powers of dark­ness un­ceas­ingly em­ployed against him. The boy who had been found in the cave, and who was pro­tec­ted and edu­cated, first in the palace of Count Phil­ippo di Sav­erno, in Italy, af­ter­wards in the Court of Prince Zen­o­bio, had sev­eral chil­dren, among whom were two, a son and daugh­ter, who es­pe­cially in­her­ited their father’s wicked propensit­ies, and yiel­ded to the tempta­tions of the devil.


  The fam­ily af­ter­wards branched out so widely, that the painter’s book alone would sup­ply ma­ter­i­als for many volumes. To this fam­ily be­longed the Prin­cess von Rosen­thurm, the Ab­bess of the Cister­tian Con­vent, both the first and second Bar­on­ess von F——, and the Count Vic­torin, who, not­with­stand­ing the mys­tery un­der which he had been reared and edu­cated in Italy, I now as­cer­tained to be my brother. After the hor­rible crimes which my father had per­pet­rated at the court of Rosen­thurm, he was ar­res­ted in his flight by an at­tack of severe ill­ness, which de­tained him long at the house of a be­ne­vol­ent coun­try­man, whose daugh­ter (my mother) he af­ter­wards mar­ried. For some time after this event, by his know­ledge of lit­er­at­ure and the arts, he con­trived to ob­tain em­ploy­ment in the world, hav­ing as­sumed a fic­ti­tious name, and es­tab­lished him­self un­der a prin­cip­al­ity where his per­son and fea­tures were wholly un­known. But sooner or later, sin is, even in this world, vis­ited by pun­ish­ment, and the just an­ger of the Almighty. My father was again at­tacked by sick­ness, so that the rem­nant of the once con­sid­er­able leg­acy left him by his father, was wholly spent. He fell into the bitterest poverty, and was at the same time as­sailed by such hor­rors of con­science, that his life be­came a con­tin­ued miser­able pen­ance.


  At last Heaven, by means of an ex­traordin­ary vis­ion, sent to him a gleam of con­sol­a­tion. He was warned that he should make a pil­grim­age to the Con­vent of the Holy Lime-Tree in Prus­sia, and that the birth of a son should there an­nounce to him the grace and for­give­ness of Heaven.

  


  The last words in the ma­nu­script are as fol­lows. More, in­deed, seems to have been writ­ten, but in a scrawl half ob­lit­er­ated, and so faint that it could not be de­ciphered.

  


  “In the forest by which the Con­vent of the Lime-Tree is sur­roun­ded, I ap­peared to the mel­an­choly mother as she wept over her lately born, and fath­er­less in­fant, and re­vived her al­most an­ni­hil­ated spirit with words of con­sol­a­tion. Mi­ra­cu­lously some­times has the fa­vour of Heaven seemed to be won for chil­dren who are born within the lim­its of a blest sanc­tu­ary. They have even been vis­ited by su­per­nat­ural and ce­les­tial vis­ions, kind­ling up in their in­fant minds the fires of di­vine love, and the holi­est as­pir­a­tions. The mother has, in holy bap­tism, given to this child his father’s name, Francesco, or, ac­cord­ing to con­ven­tual lan­guage, Fran­cis­cus.

  


  “Wilt thou then, oh Fran­cis­cus! prove to be that long-wished-for des­cend­ant, who, born on con­sec­rated ground, will atone, by the piety of his earthly pil­grim­age, for the crimes that were heaped up by his an­cest­ors? And wilt thou pro­cure for the wretched pen­it­ent refuge in the grave?


  “I have taken such pre­cau­tions, that the boy will re­main for many years far from the world and its se­duct­ive de­lu­sions; nay, I have re­solved that he shall be­come a monk. This des­tin­a­tion, the same blessed saint who poured di­vine con­sol­a­tion into my soul an­nounced to his mother, and this event may, in­deed, be the fore­run­ner of di­vine grace, and for­give­ness, which, with the splend­our of the morn­ing light, has at last beamed forth upon me, so that I seem, in my in­ward mind, to ob­serve clearly, by an­ti­cip­a­tion, every event of the fu­ture.


  “Me­thinks I already be­hold this youth un­dergo the deadly strife with the fiends of dark­ness, who, with the most fear­ful weapons, press in upon him. He falls a vic­tim to their in­fernal ar­ti­fices, yet a be­ati­fied fe­male el­ev­ates over his head the crown of vic­tory. It is the blessed St Ros­alia her­self, by whom he is res­cued. As of­ten as the mercy of Heaven al­lows it to me, I shall be near him in in­fancy, in youth, and in man­hood, and will pro­tect him to the ut­most of my lim­ited power.”


  CHAPTER XV.


  The fame of my sanc­tity had now spread in such a man­ner abroad, that when I al­lowed my­self to be seen in the streets of Rome, there were pas­sen­gers who begged me for a mo­ment to speak with them, and then, with the humblest pros­tra­tion, im­plored my bless­ing. No doubt, my severe pen­it­ence must ex­cite at­ten­tion, for I had re­newed in their ut­most ex­tent all my de­vo­tional ex­er­cises; but even my strange ap­pear­ance, my neg­lect of my dress, &c. might be enough to ex­cite the ima­gin­a­tion of the lively Itali­ans, who are ready at all times to fix on any re­mark­able in­di­vidual for the hero of a re­li­gious le­gend. Of­ten, when un­con­scious of all that passed around me, I had thrown my­self on the steps of an al­tar, I was awoke from my in­ward con­tem­pla­tion by the mur­mur of prayer, and groans of re­pent­ance, from those who had col­lec­ted around me, as if wish­ing to im­plore my saintly in­ter­ces­sion with Heaven.


  As in the Capuchin Con­vent, I fre­quently heard it called out in the streets be­hind me—“There goes the saint!” and such words never failed to strike like dag­gers to my heart. I wished, there­fore, to leave Rome, and had made my ar­range­ments for this pur­pose, when, to my ut­ter as­ton­ish­ment, and in­deed ter­ror, the Prior of the Con­vent wherein I lodged, an­nounced to me that the Pope had ordered me to ap­pear be­fore him.


  Dark ap­pre­hen­sions arose within me, that per­haps the powers of hell were more than ever on the watch, and la­boured by new stratagems to draw me into de­struc­tion. Mean­while, I summoned up all my cour­age, and at an hour which was duly an­nounced to me, re­paired to the Vat­ican.


  I was to have a private audi­ence, and the Pope, who was still a hand­some man, and looked as if he had been in the prime of life, re­ceived me sit­ting on a richly or­na­men­ted el­bow-chair. Two very beau­ti­ful boys, in the dress of Sac­ristans, at­ten­ded to serve him with iced wa­ter; and as the weather was very hot, they were con­stantly em­ployed in cool­ing the at­mo­sphere with large fans made of her­ons’ feath­ers.


  I went up to his Holi­ness with the ut­most hu­mil­ity, and paid to him the cus­tom­ary homage of kneel­ing. He fixed his eyes sharply on me, but in­stead of the grave sever­ity, which, from a dis­tance, seemed to me be­fore to char­ac­ter­ize his fea­tures, his looks dis­played much good hu­mour, and he wel­comed me with a very agree­able smile.


  His first in­quir­ies were only com­mon-place ques­tions, as to whence I came, what had brought me to Rome, &c. He then rose from his chair, and as­sum­ing a more ser­i­ous tone, “Brother Med­ar­dus,” said he, “I have summoned you hither, be­cause I had re­ceived ex­traordin­ary ac­counts of your piety. But where­fore do you per­form your de­vo­tional ex­er­cises openly be­fore the people, and in the most pub­lic churches? You prob­ably wish to be looked on as a chosen saint, a pre-elect of Heaven, and to be wor­shipped by the fan­at­ical mob. But in­quire into thine own heart, whence this idea first arose, and by what means it has ac­quired such as­cend­ancy. If your in­ten­tions are not pure be­fore the eye of the Almighty, and be­fore me, his ap­poin­ted Vice­roy, then, Brother Med­ar­dus, your now flour­ish­ing sanc­tity will soon come to a shame­ful end.”


  These last words the Pope uttered in a deep power­ful voice, and his eyes gleamed as if in an­ger. For the first time, since a very long period, I felt my­self ac­cused, without be­ing guilty of the faults with which I was charged. On this ac­count I was not only able to re­tain per­fect com­pos­ure, but even to an­swer him with some de­gree of fer­vour and elo­quence.


  “Heaven,” said I, “has in­deed gran­ted to your Holi­ness to look into my in­most heart, which is loaded and op­pressed with a weight of un­speak­able crimes, of which my deep con­scious­ness may per­haps prove the sin­cer­ity of my re­pent­ance. Far from my thoughts is any at­tempt at hy­po­crisy. I never had any am­bi­tion to in­flu­ence the minds of the people; on the con­trary, the at­ten­tion which they dir­ect to me is ab­hor­rent to my feel­ings, and causes to me the ut­most pain and re­gret. In sup­port of what I have now said, will your Holi­ness grant to a wretched pen­it­ent an op­por­tun­ity of re­lat­ing the events of his life, that he may prove the sin­cer­ity of his con­tri­tion, and his ut­ter self-an­ni­hil­a­tion at the re­mem­brance of the sins which he hath com­mit­ted?”


  On re­ceiv­ing per­mis­sion, I ac­cord­ingly went on to nar­rate, as con­cisely as I could, the whole cir­cum­stances and ad­ven­tures of my life, only omit­ting names, which were of no con­sequence as to the facts that I re­lated against my­self. The Pope listened with the greatest at­ten­tion, ap­pear­ing al­ways more and more in­ter­ested. At last, by many ex­traordin­ary looks and ges­tures, he evinced the as­ton­ish­ment that I had ex­cited.


  “Your his­tory, Brother Med­ar­dus,” said he, “is, in­deed, the most mys­ter­i­ous that I have ever heard. Do you then be­lieve in the im­me­di­ate, and vis­ible agency of the devil?” I was about to an­swer, but he went on. “Do you be­lieve that the wine which you stole from the relic-cham­ber, and drank, really im­pelled you to the crimes which you have com­mit­ted?”


  “Like a wa­ter dis­tilled from pes­ti­len­tial herbs,” said I, “it gave new strength to the seeds of vice and wicked­ness which lurked within me, till at length they burst from their con­ceal­ment, and spread into lux­uri­ant and mul­tiply­ing growth!”


  Upon this an­swer, the Pope seemed to sink into re­flec­tion, and said, more as if com­mun­ing with him­self, than ad­dress­ing me,—


  “What if the same rules of nature by which cor­por­eal life is usu­ally gov­erned, ap­plied also to the mind? If every seed or scion must bring forth and per­petu­ate that which is like to it­self? There are whole fam­il­ies of mur­der­ers, and of rob­bers. In such cases this was the hered­it­ary sin, en­tailed on a race fol­lowed by some in­ex­pi­able curse!”


  “If he who is des­cen­ded from a sin­ful an­cestor,” said I, “must of ne­ces­sity sin again, it fol­lows from this doc­trine, that there is no sin!”


  “Nay,” said the Pope, “the Almighty cre­ated a gi­gantic power, who can yet tame and con­trol the ap­pet­ite for crime, which, like a furi­ous wild beast, rages within us. This gi­ant is named Con­science, and from his com­bat with the beast, arise our in­de­pend­ence and vo­li­tion. In the vic­tory of the gi­ant con­sists vir­tue; in the vic­tory of the beast con­sists sin.” The Pope was si­lent a few mo­ments. He then ad­ded in a milder voice, “Do you be­lieve, Brother Med­ar­dus, that it is be­com­ing for the Vice­roy of Heaven, to reason thus with you on vir­tue and vice?”


  “Your Holi­ness,” said I, “has con­des­cen­ded to al­low the humblest of your ser­vants to hear your opin­ions on this mat­ter; and it well be­comes the war­rior to speak freely on that com­bat, whose dangers he has him­self en­countered, and in which he has long since ob­tained the palm of vic­tory!”


  “You have a fa­vour­able opin­ion of me, Brother,” said the Pope; “or do you look upon the Tiara, as the laurel crown, an­noun­cing my vic­tory to the world?”

  


  
    [The Ed­itor has here left out two or three pages of this con­ver­sa­tion, as it seems ir­rel­ev­ant to the gen­eral ten­ure of the nar­rat­ive.]

  

  


  Hereupon the Pope again rose from his chair. “Thou art an ex­cel­lent orator, Brother Med­ar­dus,” said he, “and hast spoken after my own heart—we shall, as I per­ceive, un­der­stand one an­other bet­ter ere long than we now do. Re­main at Rome. In a few days you will be pro­moted to the dig­nity of Prior of the Capuchin Con­vent, where a situ­ation is now va­cant, and af­ter­wards, per­haps, you will be chosen for my Father Con­fessor. Go then, be­have your­self with more prudence in the churches, and think not of rais­ing your­self to can­on­iz­a­tion. The cal­en­dar is already crowded!—Farewell!”


  Our in­ter­view ended here, and by these last words of the Pope, I was not a little as­ton­ished, as in­deed I had been by his whole be­ha­viour through­out, which was com­pletely at vari­ance with the pic­ture which I had pre­vi­ously drawn of him. I had ima­gined not only that he was a wor­thily ap­poin­ted Vice­ger­ent of Heaven on this earth, but that he was gif­ted with every vir­tue, and all men­tal en­er­gies. He had, on the con­trary, falsely sup­posed that I was ac­tu­ated by the base am­bi­tion of be­ing looked on as a saint, and now wished to ex­cite in my mind a de­sire for other tem­poral dis­tinc­tions, which was, in truth, not less sin­ful.


  Not­with­stand­ing my per­plex­ity and dis­sat­is­fac­tion, I was led to con­form to what the Pope had en­joined, as to the in­ter­mis­sion of my pen­it­en­tial ex­er­cises; and I wandered for some days idly through the streets of Rome, med­it­at­ing chiefly on my past life, on the pen­it­ence which I had un­der­gone, and the ca­reer which was yet be­fore me.


  On the last of these idle days, as I passed through the Span­ish Square, there was a mob as­sembled round the stage of a pup­pet-player. My at­ten­tion was at once at­trac­ted by the croak­ing voice of Pul­cinello, and the laughter of the audi­ence. The first act was ended as I came up—the cur­tain dropped, and the audi­ence stood in anxious ex­pect­a­tion of the second.


  The little cur­tain again drew up. The youth­ful King David ap­peared with his sling and his sack­ful of pebbles. With the most ludicrous ges­tures, he proved that the mon­strous gi­ant should now be slain, and Is­rael res­cued. Then there was heard a fear­ful hol­low roar­ing and rust­ling un­der the stage, whereupon the gi­ant moun­ted up, with a huge and most ab­surdly ill-pro­por­tioned head. How was I as­ton­ished, when, at my first glance of this gi­ant’s head, I re­cog­nized the fea­tures of my old friend Bel­campo. Right un­der his head he had, by means of an in­geni­ous ap­par­atus, con­trived to fit on a small body, con­form­able to those of the other pup­pets, while his own per­son was con­cealed by the stage drapery, which last served, at the same time, for the mantle of the gi­ant. Go­liah, with most hideous grim­aces of vis­age and con­tor­tions of his dwarfish body, held a proud and threat­en­ing dis­course, which King David only now and then in­ter­rup­ted by a shrill and con­temp­tu­ous laughter.


  The mob were di­ver­ted out of all meas­ure, and I my­self be­ing won­der­fully at­trac­ted by this new ap­par­i­tion of Bel­campo, al­lowed my­self to be car­ried away by the im­pres­sion of the mo­ment, and broke out into the un­res­trained and hearty laughter of boy­ish de­light. Alas, how of­ten be­fore was my laughter only the con­vuls­ive vi­bra­tion of that in­ternal tor­ment which preyed upon my heart!


  Here­after, the com­bat with the gi­ant was pre­ceded by a long dis­pu­ta­tion, wherein King David demon­strated, with great eru­di­tion and elo­quence, where­fore he must and would smite his fright­ful ant­ag­on­ist to death. Bel­campo made all the muscles of his coun­ten­ance writhe and play with the most in­con­ceiv­able vi­va­city, in­dic­at­ing ex­treme rage. His gi­gantic arms stretched them­selves out against the less than little David, who, mean­while, saved him­self by in­cred­ible leaps and bend­ings, van­ish­ing al­to­gether, and then com­ing into sight again—now here, now there, even from the folds of the gi­ant’s own mantle. At last the pebble flew from David’s sling against Go­liah’s head. He fell down life­less, and the cur­tain dropped.


  I laughed al­ways more and more, ex­cited not merely by the ab­surdity of Pul­cinello, but by my pre­vi­ous re­col­lec­tion of Bel­campo’s grot­esque genius. Prob­ably I laughed too loud, for the people seemed to no­tice my con­duct; and, when I turned round, there was a dig­ni­fied Ab­bot stand­ing near me.


  “I re­joice, rev­er­end sir,” said he, “to find that you have not al­to­gether lost your rel­ish for ter­restrial en­joy­ments. After I had wit­nessed your most ex­traordin­ary pen­it­ence and de­vo­tion, I be­lieved that it would be wholly im­possible for you to be di­ver­ted with fol­lies such as these.”


  While the Ab­bot spoke thus, it seemed to me as if I ought to feel ashamed of my lev­ity, but in­vol­un­tar­ily I answered him in a way of which I dir­ectly af­ter­wards re­pen­ted. “Be­lieve me, Si­gnor Ab­bate,” said I, “the man who has once com­bated, like a stout swim­mer, with the stormy waves of this change­ful life, never loses al­to­gether the power of lift­ing up his head bravely from the dark flood!”


  The Ab­bot looked at me with sig­ni­fic­ant glances. “In­deed!” said he, “I know not which to praise most, the po­etry or lo­gic of your il­lus­tra­tion. I be­lieve that I now un­der­stand you com­pletely, and ad­mire you, rev­er­end sir, from the bot­tom of my heart!”


  “I know not, for my part, Si­gnor Ab­bate,” replied I, “how a poor pen­it­ent monk can have ex­cited your ad­mir­a­tion.”


  “Ex­cel­lent!” said the Ab­bot. “You do not, most rev­er­end father, run any risk of for­get­ting the part you have to play!—You are worthy to be the fa­vour­ite of the Pope!”


  “His Holi­ness,” answered I, “has in­deed been pleased to hon­our me with an audi­ence. I have done homage be­fore him in the dust, as is be­com­ing to­wards him, whom, on ac­count of his tried vir­tues, Om­ni­po­tence has chosen for his vice­ger­ent on earth.”


  “Well, then,” replied the Ab­bot, “you, too, are no doubt a well-chosen vas­sal of the triple-crowned, and will nobly ful­fil the du­ties re­quired of you. But, be­lieve me, the present Pope is a jewel of vir­tue, com­pared to Al­ex­an­der the Sixth, and you may per­haps have erred sadly in your reck­on­ing. Go on with your part, how­ever—What is well be­gun is half ended!—Farewell, most rev­er­end father!”


  With a laugh of un­repressed scorn, the Ab­bot star­ted away, leav­ing me con­foun­ded and al­most pet­ri­fied at his con­duct. When I con­nec­ted his ex­pres­sions with my own re­marks on the Pope, I be­came con­vinced that the lat­ter was by no means that con­queror de­servedly crowned “after his com­bat with the beast,” such as I had sup­posed him to be; and, at the same time, I could no longer en­ter­tain any doubt that my pen­it­en­tial ex­er­cises must, to the ma­jor­ity of the pub­lic, have ap­peared but as a hy­po­crit­ical and ar­ti­fi­cial sys­tem, ad­op­ted only to force my­self into no­tice. As­ton­ished and bit­terly mor­ti­fied, I re­turned home to my con­vent, and go­ing into the church, had re­course to long and zeal­ous prayer.


  Then the scales seemed to fall from my hitherto blinded eyes, and I re­cog­nized at once the tempta­tion of the powers of dark­ness, who had of new en­deav­oured to in­volve me in their snares. Only rapid and in­stant flight could save me from de­struc­tion. And I de­term­ined with the first rays of the next morn­ing to set out on my way.


  CHAPTER XVI.


  It was already night when I heard the gate-bell of the con­vent for­cibly rung. Soon after, the brother who of­fi­ci­ated as porter, came into my cell and told me there was a strangely-dressed man without, who in­sisted on speak­ing with me. I went ac­cord­ingly to the par­lour. It was Bel­campo, who, in his usual mad style, capered up to me, seized me by both arms, and drew me, with an air of great mys­tery, aside into a corner.


  “Med­ar­dus,” said he, in a low and hur­ried tone, “you may make what ar­range­ments you please for your own de­struc­tion; but Folly is once more come on the wings of the west wind to the res­cue of your help­less wis­dom. If there is but the slight­est corner or thread of your habit re­main­ing in sight, this arm will yet draw you back from out the yawn­ing and bot­tom­less abyss. Oh, Med­ar­dus! re­mem­ber and ac­know­ledge once more the power of love and of friend­ship. Think on David and Jonathan, dearest Capuchin!”


  “I have ad­mired you as Go­liah, no doubt,” answered I; “but what can have brought you hither at this time, I have yet to learn.”


  “What brought me hither!” said Bel­campo, with great fer­vour. “What else could have im­pelled me, but an un­reas­on­able, a bound­less at­tach­ment to a Capuchin, whose head I once set to rights (in more senses of these words than one) when it was in very for­mid­able dis­order; who threw about him his blood-red golden ducats, with lav­ish pro­fu­sion; who had in­ter­course with ab­om­in­able re­ven­ants; who, fi­nally, after he had com­mit­ted a few tri­fling murders, was about to marry the most beau­ti­ful wo­man in the world, with whom——”


  “Stop—stop there!” cried I—“no more of this, thou cruel-hearted and reck­less fool. Heav­ily have I already done pen­ance for all with which thou hast now, in thy wicked hu­mour, re­proached me!”


  “Ha! Brother Med­ar­dus,” said Bel­campo, “are the scars then so tender and sens­it­ive of those wounds with which the powers of dark­ness as­sailed you? This proves that your re­cov­ery is not yet per­fect; so, then, I shall be as mild and quiet as a child—I shall tame the wild­ness of my fantasy—shall no more cut cap­ri­oles either men­tally or cor­por­eally—but only in­form you, that as my at­tach­ment and friend­ship, chiefly on ac­count of your sub­lime mad­ness, which you call wis­dom, are very great, I am de­term­ined to pre­serve your life as long as pos­sible, and pro­tect you from every danger that you bring upon your­self.


  “Con­cealed in my pup­pet-show theatre, I have chanced to over­hear a dis­course re­lat­ing to you. The Pope has de­term­ined to make you the Prior of one of the most dis­tin­guished Capuchin Con­vents, and also to ap­point you his own Father Con­fessor. Fly, then, quickly—fly from Rome, for dag­ger and poison are already pre­pared for you. I know one bravo who has even now got his re­tain­ing fee for send­ing you in all haste to the other world. In a word, you have come in the way of a cer­tain fam­ous Domin­ican, who has hitherto been the Pope’s con­fessor. You are ob­nox­ious to him and all his ad­her­ents; and, to con­clude, to-mor­row morn­ing you must no longer be found within the walls of Rome!”


  This new oc­cur­rence I was at no loss to con­nect in my mind with the ex­pres­sions of the un­known Ab­bate. The two warn­ings were ex­actly in keep­ing with each other, and I stood so lost in thought, that I scarcely no­ticed the ab­surd con­duct of Bel­campo, who em­braced me with great fer­vour, and then with hideous grim­aces and con­tor­tions took his de­par­ture.


  It might now be past mid­night, when I heard the hol­low rolling of a car­riage over the pave­ment of the Court. Soon af­ter­wards, I ob­served steps on the stone-stairs. There was a knock­ing at my door, which I opened, and be­held the Father Guard­ian of the Con­vent, who was fol­lowed by a man in dis­guise, masked, and car­ry­ing a torch in his hand.


  “Brother Med­ar­dus,” said the guard­ian, “we are in­formed that a dy­ing man de­sires your spir­itual as­sist­ance, and the last unc­tion. Do then what the rule en­joins. Fol­low this man, who will lead you to the per­son who re­quires your at­tend­ance.”


  Hereupon, a cold shud­der­ing ran through my limbs. The ap­pre­hen­sion rose vividly within me, that they were lead­ing me to my own death; yet I dared not re­fuse, but in­stantly rose, put on my habit, and fol­lowed the stranger, who lighted me down stairs, opened the door of the car­riage, and forced me to enter it.


  In the car­riage there were two other men, also dis­guised, who placed me betwixt them. I in­quired whither I was to be led, and who it was that wished for my pray­ers and last ser­vices? No an­swer. In deep si­lence, we drove on through sev­eral streets. For some time, I be­lieved, by the sound of the wheels, that we were already bey­ond the city walls; but again, I per­ceived that we came through an arched gate-way, and then drove once more over paved streets.


  At last, the car­riage stopped, and I felt that they im­me­di­ately bound up my hands; and that a thick night-cap was drawn over my face, by which I was com­pletely blinded. At this I ex­pressed some dis­sat­is­fac­tion and anxi­ety.


  “No evil shall be­fall you,” said a rough voice, “only you must be si­lent as to all that you see and hear, oth­er­wise your death is in­ev­it­able.”


  They now lif­ted me out of the car­riage. There was a rat­tling of keys and locks. Then a gate opened that groaned heav­ily, and creaked on its rusty and un­oiled hinges. We entered, and they led me at first through long cor­ridors, and at last down stairs deeper and deeper. The echo­ing sounds of our steps con­vinced me that we were in vaults, and the ab­om­in­able and op­press­ive air proved that these vaults were destined for the re­cep­tion of the dead.


  At last we stood still. My hands were un­tied, and the cap taken from my head. I found my­self in a large apart­ment, dimly lighted by a lamp hung from the ceil­ing.


  There was a man in black robes, and wear­ing a mask, prob­ably the same who had come for me to the Capuchin Con­vent. He stood next to me; and along the walls of the room, seated on two benches, I be­held many Domin­ican monks.


  The hor­rible dream already nar­rated, which oc­curred to me in the prison at the res­id­enz of the Prince von Rosen­thurm, came back vividly on my re­mem­brance. I held it for cer­tain, that I was now to meet an im­me­di­ate and cruel death; yet I re­mained si­lent, and only prayed in­wardly, not for res­cue from the danger that awaited me, but for a re­li­gious and sanc­ti­fied end.


  After some mo­ments of gloomy si­lence and ex­pect­a­tion, one of the monks came to me, and said, with a hol­low voice, “Med­ar­dus, we have here doomed to death a brother of your or­der. His sen­tence is this night to be car­ried into ex­e­cu­tion. From you he ex­pects ab­so­lu­tion and ad­mon­i­tion in his last mo­ments. Go, then, and ful­fil what be­longs to your of­fice.”


  The mask in black robes, who stood near me, now took me by the arm, and led me from the audi­ence-cham­ber through a nar­row pas­sage, into a small vaul­ted cell.


  Here I found ly­ing in a corner, on a straw-bed, a pale and ema­ci­ated spectre—prop­erly speak­ing, a mere skel­eton—half-clothed, or rather hung like a scare­crow, with rags. The mask placed the lamp which he had brought with him on a stone-table, in the middle of the vault, and re­tired.


  I then ap­proached nearer the wretched couch of the pris­oner. My name had been an­nounced, and with great dif­fi­culty he turned him­self round to­wards me. I was con­foun­ded when I re­cog­nized the fea­tures of the ven­er­able Cyril­lus. A smile as of ce­les­tial beatitude came over his coun­ten­ance, though I knew not where­fore he was thus re­joiced.


  “So then,” said he, “the ab­om­in­able min­is­ters of hell, who dwell in this build­ing, have for once not de­ceived me. Through them I learned that you, dear Brother Med­ar­dus, were in Rome; and as I ex­pressed a great wish to speak with you, they prom­ised me to bring you here at the hour of my death. That hour is now ar­rived, and they have not for­got­ten their con­tract.”


  Hereupon, I kneeled down be­side the ven­er­able and pi­ous old man. I con­jured him, in the first place, to tell me, how it was pos­sible that he could have been doomed by any so­ci­ety, call­ing them­selves re­li­gious, either to im­pris­on­ment or death?


  “No, no! dear Brother Med­ar­dus,” said Cyril­lus, “not till after I have con­fessed my man­i­fold crimes, and, in the first place, those which I have through in­ad­vert­ence com­mit­ted against you; not till after you have, ac­cord­ing to the holy in­sti­tutes of our church, re­con­ciled me with Heaven, dare I speak any farther as to my own earthly misery, and worldly cares. You already know, that I my­self, as well as all the rest of our com­munity, looked upon you as the most hardened and most un­par­don­able of sin­ners. Ac­cord­ing to our be­lief, you had, by a con­tin­ued chain of er­rors, heaped up the most enorm­ous guilt on your head, so that we ex­pelled you from our so­ci­ety. Yet your chief crime was but in yield­ing to the im­pulse of one fatal mo­ment, in which the devil cast his noose round your neck, and dragged you away from the holy sanc­tu­ary, into the dis­trac­tions of this sin­ful world.


  “Then an ab­om­in­able swind­ler, as­sum­ing your name, your dress, and, as if he were the devil in­carn­ate, also your cor­por­eal fig­ure, com­mit­ted those crimes, which had al­most drawn upon you the shame­ful death of a mur­derer. It has in­deed been proved against you, that you have on one oc­ca­sion sinned, inas­much as you wished to break your mon­astic vows; but that you are un­stained by those enorm­it­ies which were im­puted to you, there can be no doubt. Re­turn then to our con­vent, Med­ar­dus, where the brethren will re­ceive him whom they be­lieved for ever lost, with re­doubled kind­ness and re­joicing.”


  Here the old man, over­come by weak­ness, sank back, faint­ing on his couch; and res­ist­ing the ex­cite­ment which his words had pro­duced upon me, I re­membered that my present duty was to at­tend to Cyril­lus only, and the wel­fare of his soul, which he had in­trus­ted to my care. There­fore I la­boured as well as I could, by fric­tion, and rais­ing him in the bed, to re­cover the un­happy pris­oner from his in­sens­ib­il­ity.


  At last he was re­stored, and went reg­u­larly through his con­fes­sion; he, the pi­ous and al­most blame­less old man, hum­bling him­self be­fore me, the de­praved sin­ner! But when I ab­solved the self-ac­cus­ing monk, whose only fault seemed to be that he had on many sub­jects doubted, and by these doubts had been driven hither and thither, it seemed to me as if, not­with­stand­ing my own man­i­fold of­fences, a di­vine spirit were kindled up within me—as if I were but the un­worthy in­stru­ment, the cor­por­eal or­gan, by which Om­ni­po­tence spoke tem­por­ally to souls not yet re­leased from their tem­poral bond­age.


  “Oh, Brother Med­ar­dus,” said Cyril­lus, lift­ing his eyes full of de­vo­tion to Heaven, “how have your words re­freshed and strengthened me! Gladly shall I now go to meet death, which the trait­ors resid­ing here have pre­pared for me. I fall a vic­tim to that ab­om­in­able treach­ery and con­cealed wicked­ness, by which the throne of the Pope is now sur­roun­ded.——”


  I heard hol­low sound­ing steps, that al­ways came nearer and nearer. Then keys rattled in the door-lock.


  Cyril­lus raised him­self up with a vi­ol­ent and fear­ful ef­fort.—“Re­turn,” said he, “re­turn, Med­ar­dus, to the hap­pi­ness and se­cur­ity of our own con­vent. Le­onar­dus is already in­formed as to all that has oc­curred; he knows in what man­ner I am now about to die. Con­jure him to be si­lent as to this last event; for how soon, even without this, would death have claimed a weak and tot­ter­ing old man! Farewell, my brother! Pray for the sal­va­tion of my soul! My spirit shall be with you, when, in our con­vent at König­swald, you read for me the pray­ers over the dead. Above all, I be­seech you to be si­lent as to whatever you have wit­nessed here; for oth­er­wise you will bring on your­self cer­tain de­struc­tion, and in­volve our com­munity in end­less dis­putes.”


  On this point I made him a sol­emn prom­ise. The dis­guised men had come into the room. They lif­ted up the old monk out of bed, and, as he had not strength enough to walk, dragged him through the cor­ridor to­wards the vaul­ted hall, or audi­ence-cham­ber, in which I had be­fore been.


  On a sig­nal from the masks, I had fol­lowed the pris­oner, and now found that the Domin­ic­ans had ar­ranged them­selves in a circle, within which they brought the old man, and then com­manded him to kneel down upon a small heap of earth, which they had laid in the centre of the circle.


  A cru­ci­fix was now placed by one of the masks in his hands, and he grasped it with great fer­vour. Ac­cord­ing to the duty of my of­fice, I had also gone within the circle, and prayed aloud. Be­fore I had ended, one of the Domin­ic­ans pulled me by the arm, and spoke to me aside. At that mo­ment I ob­served a sword gleam in the hand of one of the masks; and in an in­stant, at a single blow, the head of Cyril­lus was dis­severed, and rolled down, stream­ing a tor­rent of blood, at my feet.


  I could not en­dure the hor­ror of this spec­tacle, but threw my­self on the earth, in a state of half faint­ing and half con­scious­ness. On my re­cov­ery, I found that I was in a small apart­ment fit­ted up like a cell. A Domin­ican came up to me.


  “You are ter­ri­fied per­haps,” said he; “yet, brother, me­thinks you should rather re­joice to have be­held with your own eyes this per­fect mar­tyr­dom. By that name, of course, it must be dis­tin­guished, if a brother of your con­vent un­der­goes the ex­e­cu­tion of his sen­tence; for, no doubt, you are, to a man, all saints!”


  “We are not saints,” replied I; “but we can at least say this much—Never was an in­no­cent man within the walls of our con­vent murdered—Let me now go! I have ful­filled my duty faith­fully, and with self-sat­is­fac­tion. The spirit of my de­par­ted brother, who is now in Heaven, will, as I trust, be near to me, if I should fall into the hands of ac­cursed mur­der­ers!”


  “I do not doubt,” said the Domin­ican, “that your de­par­ted brother, Cyril­lus, will, in such case, be able to as­sist you. Me­thinks, how­ever, you ought not to call the judg­ment which has been ex­ecuted against him, a murder. Cyril­lus had com­mit­ted enorm­ous mis­de­mean­ours against the now reign­ing Vice­ger­ent of the Almighty; and it was by his (I mean by the Pope’s) ex­press com­mand, that your brother was con­demned to death. But as he must have con­fessed all to you, it is need­less to speak with you any farther on this sub­ject. Rather take, be­fore you go, a little of this cor­dial for your bod­ily re­fresh­ment; for you look quite pale, and much agit­ated.”


  With these words, ac­com­pan­ied by a good-hu­moured smile, the Domin­ican handed to me a crys­tal cup, filled with a dark red-col­oured and strongly fra­grant wine, which, like cham­pagne, foamed and mantled.


  I scarce knew how to in­ter­pret the ob­scure ap­pre­hen­sions which were within me. Surely this was the self-same wine which had once be­fore been presen­ted to me by the Bar­on­ess Eu­phemia von F——, which I then luck­ily re­fused to taste! I had no time for re­flec­tions, how­ever; for the monk was at­tent­ively watch­ing me. In­vol­un­tar­ily, and without thought, I put up my left hand over my face, as if blinded by the glare of the lamp; and with the other, lift­ing my glass, poured the wine into the wide sleeve of my habit.


  The Domin­ican was ef­fec­tu­ally de­ceived.—“Much good may it do you!” said he; at the same time hast­ily open­ing the door, and mak­ing signs for my de­par­ture.


  CHAPTER XVII.


  I was again brought into the car­riage, which, to my sur­prise, was now empty; and they drove me rap­idly away. The ter­rors of the night—the vi­ol­ent ex­cite­ment which I had un­der­gone, and my grief for the un­for­tu­nate Cyril­lus, com­bined to pro­duce a deep gloomy rev­erie, in which I scarcely re­membered where I was, or knew what was passing around me. When the car­riage stopped, I took no no­tice; but from this trance I was awoke by two men, who lif­ted me (as if I had been un­able to help my­self) out of the car­riage, and then threw me down, roughly enough, upon the ground.


  The morn­ing had already broke, and I found my­self be­fore the gate of my own con­vent, of which I im­me­di­ately rang the bell. The porter was ter­ri­fied at my pale and dis­ordered as­pect; and, of course, had an­nounced his ap­pre­hen­sions to the Prior, for, im­me­di­ately after early mass, the lat­ter came with anxious looks into my cell.


  To his ques­tions I only answered gen­er­ally, that the death of the per­son whom I had been sent for to ab­solve had been very hor­rible, and that, con­sequently, I could not help be­ing much agit­ated. The Prior was sat­is­fied with this an­swer, but soon af­ter­wards, from the in­sup­port­able tor­ment which I felt in my left arm, I could not con­tain my­self, but screamed out aloud.


  The sur­geon of the con­vent was sent for, and, mean­while, the sleeve of my habit ripped open; but the cloth had already grown into my flesh, and the whole arm was found withered, and eaten away to the very bone, by a de­le­ter­i­ous caustic.


  “I was to have drunk wine,” said I to the Prior, “but al­lowed the con­tents of the glass to run thus into my sleeve.” I said no more, re­mem­ber­ing the in­junc­tions of Cyril­lus to secrecy.


  On the ar­rival of the phys­i­cian, he de­clared that the wine had been im­preg­nated with the most de­struct­ive and cor­ros­ive of all pois­ons; but by the rem­ed­ies which he ap­plied, my tor­ment was lessened, at least, though by no means as­suaged. My re­cov­ery was slow and te­di­ous; for it was con­sidered doubt­ful whether the limb ought not to be am­pu­tated. I es­caped that mis­for­tune, how­ever; but my arm re­mains to this hour withered and power­less.


  “I am now per­fectly aware,” said the Prior, one morn­ing after I be­came con­vales­cent, “of the pe­cu­liar cir­cum­stances by which you have lost the use of your arm. The pi­ous Brother Cyril­lus van­ished in the most mys­ter­i­ous man­ner from our con­vent and from Rome; and you, dear Brother Med­ar­dus, will in the same man­ner be lost, if you do not im­me­di­ately change your res­id­ence. Dur­ing your ill­ness, many sus­pi­cious in­quir­ies were made after you, and had it not been for my watch­ful­ness, and the faith­ful at­tach­ment of your brethren, prob­ably you would not now have been in life.


  “To me you ap­peared from the first an ex­traordin­ary man, un­der the in­flu­ence of a des­tiny, whose fi­nal de­crees are yet in­scrut­able; but how­ever this may be, you have cer­tainly, since your ar­rival in Rome, at­trac­ted far too much at­ten­tion, to es­cape the an­im­os­ity and watch­ful­ness of cer­tain people, who, no doubt, wish you to be re­moved out of their way. My ad­vice is, there­fore, that you should re­turn home to your own coun­try, and to your own con­vent. May all hap­pi­ness, and, above all, the grace of God, be with you!”


  Even without this ad­mon­i­tion of the Prior, I should have clearly felt, that so long as I re­mained in Rome, my life must be in con­stant danger. To this pain­ful thought, oth­ers were ad­ded. I was haunted still by the re­col­lec­tion of my num­ber­less and enorm­ous crimes; then, above all, there was the im­me­di­ate tor­ment of my fes­ter­ing and withered arm. I could not value a life which was so use­less and miser­able, but, on the con­trary, re­ver­ted fre­quently to the thoughts of sui­cide, which only the ter­ror of com­mit­ting a new crime pre­ven­ted me from car­ry­ing into ex­e­cu­tion. But even without this, I might soon fall in the way of ob­tain­ing for my­self a timely and wel­come mar­tyr­dom, and whether this should oc­cur at Rome or else­where was to me in­dif­fer­ent.


  More and more, how­ever, I ac­cus­tomed my­self to dwell on the thoughts of a speedy and vi­ol­ent death, to which, by my pen­it­ence, I con­sidered my­self en­titled. Me­thought I saw the fig­ure of the monk Med­ar­dus, of my­self, is­su­ing from the gates of the con­vent, and passing along the road. Then there ap­peared be­hind him a dark and in­defin­able form, who stabbed him with a stiletto to the heart. A crowd im­me­di­ately col­lec­ted round the bloody corpse. “Med­ar­dus!” cried they; “the pi­ous and blessed pen­it­ent Med­ar­dus is murdered!”


  These words were spread and re­peated hun­dred-fold through the streets; and the crowd al­ways be­came more nu­mer­ous, lament­ing the loss of a saint so gif­ted and dis­tin­guished. Wo­men kneeled down, and rev­er­en­tially dipt their handker­chiefs in the blood which flowed from my wounds. In do­ing this, one of them re­marked the scar of the cross on my neck, whereupon she ex­claimed aloud—“He is in­deed a mar­tyr—a glor­i­fied saint! See here the im­press of Heaven, which he has borne on his earthly frame!” Hereupon all the mul­ti­tude threw them­selves on their knees, and happy were those who could touch the mor­tal re­mains of the saint, or even the hem of his gar­ment! Then a new im­pulse was given. There was an open­ing made in the crowd. A bier was brought for­ward, or­na­men­ted with a pro­fu­sion of flowers, and in tri­umphant march, with prayer, and the choral voice of di­vine mu­sic, the at­tend­ant youths carry on it the dead body of the saint on­wards to the church of St Peter!


  Thus my still wan­der­ing and de­luded fantasy elab­or­ated, in the most vivid col­ours, a pic­ture, rep­res­ent­ing my own mar­tyr­dom. Without once ap­pre­hend­ing how the de­ceit­ful de­mon of pride led me on, and by new meth­ods la­boured to en­sure my de­struc­tion, I re­solved, after my per­fect re­cov­ery, to re­main in Rome; to con­tinue the same pen­it­en­tial life which I had hitherto ad­op­ted, and then either to die in the full odour and splend­our of sanc­tity, or else, be­ing res­cued by the Pope, to raise my­self up to high dig­nit­ies and power in the church.


  My con­vales­cence, as I have already men­tioned, was very te­di­ous, but the power­ful en­er­gies of my con­sti­tu­tion en­abled me at first to bear up against the tor­ture, and at last tri­umph over that ab­om­in­able poison, which had not only des­troyed one limb, but threatened, by sym­pathy, to in­jure my whole vi­tals. The phys­i­cian, how­ever, had no doubts of my per­fect res­tor­a­tion. In­deed, it was only at those mo­ments of men­tal con­fu­sion which usu­ally pre­cede sleep, that I was li­able still to fe­ver­ish at­tacks and de­li­rium.


  In one of these par­oxysms I was vis­ited by an ex­traordin­ary dream, of which the cir­cum­stances were far too wild and con­fused to be faith­fully de­scribed. Me­thought I again looked on my own dead body, but not as be­fore in a pub­lic street of Rome. It was now laid in a lonely ber­ceau walk of the con­vent at König­swald, where every ob­ject in the land­scape came in vivid col­ours to my re­mem­brance. Me­thought I was con­scious of my own sep­ar­ate ex­ist­ence, as a self-sub­sist­ing idea, and then I as­cen­ded, as if borne up by my own buoy­ancy, from the realms of earth, and ere long found my­self float­ing in a cloud of a beau­ti­ful roseate col­our. There I be­held a mag­ni­fi­cent ar­ray of wood-crowned moun­tains and rocky cliffs, gleam­ing in the morn­ing sun, but far more beau­ti­ful than those of the earth. Anon, me­thought I stood at the lofty gate of a gor­geous palace, and wished to enter; but fear­ful bolts of light­ning crossed and re-crossed each other, like fiery lances, betwixt me and the en­trance, till I was struck down into the bosom of a damp, ob­scure, and col­our­less cloud. As I fell down deeper and deeper, I again be­held the dead body, which raised it­self up and stared upon me with ghastly, lustre­less eyes, and howled out some ac­cents of lam­ent­a­tion, like the north wind in a nar­row rav­ine. Anon, me­thought the face of all nature be­came dead and withered. The flowers de­clined their heads, sank down, and faded away. The trees lost every leaf, and their dry branches rattled like the mar­row­less joints of a skel­eton. I saw men and wo­men too, no longer like liv­ing be­ings, but like pale, hideous spectres, and they threw them­selves in des­pair on the earth, call­ing out, “Mercy! mercy! Is then the guilt of our crimes so enorm­ous, that thou, oh Lord, givest unto our Arch-En­emy power to des­troy, and render vain the sin-of­fer­ing of our blood?”


  I wished for an­ni­hil­a­tion, though, be­ing a dis­em­bod­ied idea, this was im­possible. Then me­thought I was, as if by an elec­trical shock, roused up from my sleep. The great clock of the con­vent struck twelve. “The dead raise them­selves up,” said a voice; “they rise out of their graves, and are gone to di­vine wor­ship.” Ac­cord­ingly, I began to pray. Then I heard a slight knock­ing at my door, and be­lieved it was one of my brethren, who wished to come into the room, till, with un­speak­able hor­ror, I re­cog­nized the voice of my ghostly Double.—“Broth-er—Broth-er!” said the voice—“I am here—I am here!—Come with me—Come with me!”


  I wished thereupon to start up from my couch, but a shud­der­ing cold­ness had fettered every limb, and every at­temp­ted move­ment pro­duced only a con­vuls­ive in­ward struggle. My only refuge was in prayer; and I heard, in a strange man­ner, the aud­ible ef­fect of my own voice. Now it gradu­ally tri­umphed over the re­newed knock­ing and stam­mer­ing of the spectre; but at last all was con­fused and lost in the hum of ten thou­sand voices, as when the air is filled with myri­ads of in­sects. Anon this hum­ming changed to ar­tic­u­late lam­ent­a­tions as be­fore, and me­thought I was again wrapt in the dark cloud; but sud­denly there came over it a gleam of the most ex­quis­ite morn­ing red. Through the dark va­pours des­cen­ded a tall and dig­ni­fied form, on whose bosom a cross shone with dazzling ef­ful­gence. The fea­tures were those of St Ros­alia!


  The lam­ent­a­tions were now turned to an ex­ult­ing hymn of praise; and from afar I be­held the land­scape again bloom­ing in all the lux­uri­ance of spring. Only my own voice was now heard, lament­ing—“Shall I then alone, of all these re­joicing in­hab­it­ants of earth, be given a prey to ever­last­ing tor­ments?”—Then a change came over that beau­ti­ful phantom. Its awe-strik­ing dig­nity was trans­formed into mild grace and be­ne­fi­cence, and a sweet smile was dif­fused over her fea­tures.


  “Aure­lia!” cried I aloud, and with that name I at last in real­ity awoke, and saw the clear morn­ing light beam­ing into my cell.


  By this in­tro­duc­tion of Aure­lia I clearly re­cog­nized the new en­deav­ours of the rest­less powers of dark­ness against me; and no sooner was this per­cep­tion aroused, than I un­der­stood also the nature of those de­lu­sions by which I had been in­duced to re­main in Rome. I hastened down to the church, and prayed with great fer­vour, leav­ing out, how­ever, all bod­ily chas­tise­ments, hav­ing need of all the strength that I could muster for my long and fa­tiguing jour­ney. Be­fore the mid-day sun shot down his per­pen­dic­u­lar and in­sup­port­able beams, I was already far from Rome, tak­ing pre­cisely the same road by which I had come thither.


  CHAPTER XVIII.


  I de­term­ined to avoid the res­id­enz of the Prince; not be­cause I was afraid to be re­cog­nized and pun­ished, but be­cause I could not bear to look on the scene of my hor­rible of­fences. Moreover, should Aure­lia still reside there, I felt that I had no cer­tainty of avoid­ing new tempta­tions; and this ap­pre­hen­sion, per­haps, proved, more than any other cir­cum­stance, the real­ity of my pen­it­ence and con­ver­sion. The con­vic­tion af­forded me some con­sol­a­tion, that at least the diabol­ical spirit of pride was an­ni­hil­ated within me, and that I no longer wished to throw my­self into danger, from a vain con­fid­ence in my own strength.

  


  My long pil­grim­age was without any in­cid­ents de­serving of re­cord. At last I had ar­rived amid the well-known Thuringian moun­tains; and one morn­ing, through the dense va­pours that lingered in a val­ley be­fore me, I be­held a castle, which I in­stantly re­cog­nized to be that of the late Baron von F——. As I came nearer, alas! how was the scene now changed from what it had been! The walks and or­na­ments of the parks were be­come a wil­der­ness of ruin and dev­ast­a­tion. The shrub­ber­ies, par­terres, and young plant­a­tions, were either torn up by the cattle, or con­ver­ted into ploughed fields. The road on which I walked, after en­ter­ing the path, was over­grown with moss and weeds; and even the beau­ti­ful lawn be­fore the man­sion-house, that used to be so care­fully kept, was now covered with a herd of cattle, and an­other of swine, that had rooted up all its ver­dure. The win­dows of the castle, too, were broken, and looked ghastly. The steps lead­ing up to the prin­cipal entry were ru­in­ous, and covered with lichens and grass that waved in the wind. Through the whole do­main there seemed not to be one liv­ing be­ing. All was neg­lected and lonely.


  On passing through a dense thicket, which had once been my fa­vour­ite walk, I heard an ob­scure sound of moan­ing and lam­ent­a­tion. Then I per­ceived a grey-headed old man at some dis­tance, who, though his coun­ten­ance was turned to­wards me, did not seem in the least to no­tice my pres­ence or ap­proach. On the con­trary, when I came al­most close to him, he uttered, as if talk­ing to him­self in deep rev­erie, the words,—“Dead—dead and gone,—all dead and gone, whom I once loved in this world. Oh, Aure­lia! thou, too, the last, art dead to all sub­lun­ary en­joy­ments!”


  I now re­cog­nized Re­in­hold, the old in­tend­ant, though grief had so much changed his ap­pear­ance, that at first I knew not who he was. I had do wish to speak with any one, but now re­mained as if in­vol­un­tar­ily rooted to the spot.


  “Aure­lia dead!” cried I. “No, no, old man, thou art mis­in­formed. The power of the all-see­ing and om­ni­scient Judge pro­tec­ted her from the stiletto of the mur­derer!”


  The old man star­ted at these words as if he had been struck by light­ning. “Who is here?” cried he, vehe­mently—“Who is here?—Leo­pold! Leo­pold!” A boy now sprung out from the thicket, and on per­ceiv­ing me, pro­nounced the cus­tom­ary sa­luta­tion—”Laude­tur Je­sus Chris­tus!“—”In om­nia sæcula sæcu­lorum” answered I. Then the old man raised him­self up. “Leo­pold! Leo­pold!” said he, with great en­ergy; “Who is among us? What is this man?”


  Now, for the first time, I per­ceived that Re­in­hold was blind. The boy answered him. “A rev­er­end monk, Herr In­tend­ant; a monk of the Capuchin or­der.” Upon these words, it seemed as if the old man was seized by the ut­most ter­ror and ab­hor­rence.


  “Away—away!” cried he. “Boy, lead me from hence—To my room—to my room! Peter shall close all the doors, and keep watch.—Away—away!” With these words, he seemed to ex­ert his ut­most strength to es­cape from me, as from a furi­ous wild beast. The boy looked at him and me al­tern­ately, as if quite con­foun­ded, and at a loss how to act; but the old man, in­stead of al­low­ing him­self to be led, forced on his at­tend­ant, and they soon dis­ap­peared through a gate, which, as I per­ceived, was im­me­di­ately locked be­hind them.


  I was much shocked at this ad­ven­ture, and fled as quickly as I could from this place, the scene of my greatest crimes, which now ap­peared to me more ab­om­in­able than ever. I soon af­ter­wards found my­self in dense thick­ets of the forest, and but for the dir­ec­tion which the sun af­forded, would not have known what path to choose, or whither to turn. I sank into a deep rev­erie, in which I al­most lost all self-con­scious­ness of what was im­me­di­ately around me; till at last, be­ing much fa­tigued, I laid my­self down on a mossy couch, formed on the spread­ing roots of a wild oak tree, not far from which I saw a small ar­ti­fi­cially formed em­in­ence, on which was planted a cross. Gaz­ing on this, I soon fell into a pro­found sleep, and the bod­ily ex­er­tions that I had un­der­gone were such, that I now slumbered without ever be­ing vis­ited by any of my former vis­ions.


  On awak­ing from my sleep, I was sur­prised to per­ceive an old coun­try­man seated near me, who, as soon as he saw that I raised my­self up, re­spect­fully took off his cap.


  “No doubt, rev­er­end father,” said he, “you have trav­elled a far way, and are greatly fa­tigued, oth­er­wise you would not have chosen this as your rest­ing-place. Or it may be that you are an en­tire stranger, and know not the pe­cu­liar cir­cum­stances con­nec­ted with this spot?”


  I as­sured him, that be­ing a stranger, a pil­grim from the most dis­tant parts of Italy, I could not pos­sibly have any know­ledge of the cir­cum­stances to which he al­luded.


  “Well,” said the coun­try­man, “the warn­ing which I wished to give you is par­tic­u­larly ap­plic­able to all brethren of your or­der; for it is said that some years ago a Capuchin monk was murdered in this very part of the forest; con­sequently, when I saw you sleep­ing on the grass, I de­term­ined to sta­tion my­self here, and be ready to de­fend you from whatever danger you might be threatened with. Whether the story of your brother’s death at this place be true or false, this much is cer­tain, that at the time al­luded to, a Capuchin came as a passing guest to our vil­lage, and after stay­ing all night, walked away in the morn­ing, through these moun­tains. On that very day, a neigh­bour of mine go­ing as usual to big work through the deep val­ley be­low what is called the ‘Devil’s Ground,’ sud­denly heard a pier­cing hideous cry, which con­tin­ued for a few seconds, and then strangely died away in the air. He in­sists, (though to me this ap­pears very im­prob­able,) that at the same time when he heard the cry, he saw the form of a man shoot down from the jut­ting-out point of rock above, into the bot­tom­less abyss.


  “This evid­ence was so cir­cum­stan­tial, that all the vil­lage began to think it pos­sible that the Capuchin who had left us that morn­ing might really have fallen down from the cliff, and we tried every method in our power, without en­dan­ger­ing our own lives, to find out his dead body in the chasm.


  “Our la­bour proved fruit­less, how­ever; we laughed at the man who had put us to much trouble, and ri­diculed him still more when he af­ter­wards in­sisted, that in re­turn­ing home at night, he had plainly seen the fig­ure of a man rising out of the wa­ter.


  “This last must have in­deed been mere ima­gin­a­tion; but af­ter­wards we un­der­stood that the Capuchin, God knows where­fore, had been murdered by a man of rank, who had af­ter­wards thrown down the body from that point of rock which we call the Devil’s Chair.


  “That the murder must have been com­mit­ted near the spot where we now are, I am fully per­suaded; for, as I was once sit­ting quietly after hard work, and look­ing at an old hol­low oak-tree, me­thought I saw some­thing like a corner of dark-brown cloth hanging out, which ex­cited my curi­os­ity. Ac­cord­ingly, when I went to the tree, I drew out of it, to my great sur­prise, a Capuchin tu­nic, quite fresh and new, which I there­fore took home to my cot­tage. I per­ceived that one of the sleeves was stained with blood, and in one corner found em­broidered, the name ‘Med­ar­dus.’


  “It oc­curred to me that it would be a pi­ous and praise-worthy ac­tion if I sold the habit, and give the money that it would bring to our priest, re­quest­ing him to read pray­ers for the be­ne­fit of the poor murdered man. Con­sequently, I took the dress with me to town, but no old-clothes­man would pur­chase it, and there was no Capuchin Con­vent in the place.


  “At last there came up to me a man, who, by his dress, must have been a chas­seur, or for­ester. He said that he was just then in want of such a gar­ment, and gave at once the money that I had de­man­ded for it. Re­turn­ing home, I made our priest say sev­eral masses, and as I could not con­trive to sta­tion a cross in the Devil’s Abyss, I placed one here, as a me­morial of the Capuchin’s cruel fate.


  “How­ever, the de­ceased father must have had not a few sins to an­swer for; his ghost is said to wander about here still, and has been seen by divers people, so that the priest’s la­bours have been of no great ser­vice in his be­half. There­fore, rev­er­end father, I would earn­estly en­treat of you, when you have re­turned safe to your own con­vent, to read pray­ers now and then for the soul of your un­for­tu­nate brother, Med­ar­dus. Will you prom­ise me this?”


  “You are in a mis­take, my good friend,” said I; “the Capuchin Med­ar­dus, who some years ago passed through your vil­lage, is not murdered; there is no need of masses for him, since he still lives, and must by his own la­bours and re­pent­ance work out the sal­va­tion of his soul. I am my­self this very Med­ar­dus.—Look here!”


  With these words I threw open my tu­nic, and shewed him my name em­broidered, as he had de­scribed, on the out­side of the lapelle. Scarcely had the bauer looked at the name, when he grew deadly pale, and stared at me with every sign of the ut­most hor­ror. Then sud­denly he star­ted up, and without ut­ter­ing a word, ran as if he had been pur­sued by fiends into the wood.


  It was ob­vi­ous that he took me for the ghost of this murdered Med­ar­dus, and all en­deav­ours would have failed to con­vince him of his er­ror. The re­mote­ness of the place, and the deep still­ness, broken only by the roar­ing of the not far dis­tant river, were well suited to awake in my mind the most hor­rible im­agery. I thought once more of my de­test­able double, and in­fec­ted al­most with the ter­ror of the coun­try­man, I felt my­self agit­ated to my in­most heart, and be­lieved that the fright­ful spectre of my second self would start out from some dark thicket against me.


  Sum­mon­ing my ut­most cour­age, I again stepped for­ward on my jour­ney, but so much was I dis­turbed by the re­vived no­tion of my ghostly double, that not till after a con­sid­er­able time had I leis­ure to re­col­lect that the coun­try­man’s nar­rat­ive had com­pletely cleared up to me the mys­tery how the de­li­ri­ous monk had first got pos­ses­sion of the tu­nic, which, on our flight into Italy, he had left with me, and which I had re­cog­nized as un­ques­tion­ably my own. The for­ester whom he had ap­plied to for a new dress, had, of course, pur­chased it from the coun­try­man in the mar­ket-town.


  I was deeply im­pressed by the con­fused and broken man­ner in which the bauer had told the fatal events of the Devil’s Ground, for I thus per­ceived the in­tric­ate web—the con­cat­en­a­tion of cir­cum­stances, in which the powers of dark­ness seemed to have done their ut­most to pro­duce that fear­ful ex­change of char­ac­ters betwixt my­self and Vic­torin. The strange sight that had been seen by the bauer, too, of a man rising out of the abyss, which his com­pan­ions be­lieved only a vis­ion, ap­peared to me of no little im­port­ance. I looked for­ward with con­fid­ence to an ex­plan­a­tion of this also, though without know­ing where it could be ob­tained.


  CHAPTER XIX.


  After a few days more of rest­less walk­ing, it was with a beat­ing heart, and eyes swim­ming in tears, that I once more be­held the well-known towers of the Cister­tian Mon­as­tery, and vil­lage of Heide­bach. Anxious as I now am to wind up this long and pain­ful nar­rat­ive, I shall not pause to de­scribe and ana­lyze my feel­ings at thus vis­it­ing once more the scenes of my youth, which, in the yel­low light of a still au­tum­nal day, lay in all their wonted calmness and beauty be­fore me.


  I passed through the vil­lage, went up the hill, and came to the great square shaded by tall trees be­fore the gate of the con­vent. Here, for some time, I paused, seat­ing my­self on a stone bench in a re­cess, re­viv­ing all my old­est and most cher­ished re­col­lec­tions, that came over my mind like shad­ows of a dream. Scarcely could I now be­lieve that I was the same Francesco who had there spent so many years with a heart un­clouded by care, and to whom guilt and re­morse were yet known only by name.


  While thus oc­cu­pied, I heard at some dis­tance a swell­ing voice of melody—it was an an­them sung by male voices. A large cru­ci­fix be­came vis­ible, and I found that a pro­ces­sion was com­ing up the hill. The monks walked in pairs, and at the first glance I re­cog­nized that they were my own brethren, and that the old Le­onar­dus, sup­por­ted by a young man whose name I did not know, was at their head. Without no­ti­cing me, they con­tin­ued their an­them, and passed on through the con­vent gate.


  They were fol­lowed by the Domin­ic­ans and Fran­cis­cans, also from the town of König­swald, and walk­ing in the same or­der of pro­ces­sion. Then sev­eral coaches drove up, in which were the nuns of St Clare. From all this I per­ceived that some re­mark­able fest­ival was now to be sol­em­nized.


  The church doors were opened, and I went in. People were ad­orn­ing the al­tars, and es­pe­cially the high al­tar, with flower gar­lands, and a sac­ristan gave dir­ec­tions for a great quant­ity of fresh roses, as the Ab­bess had par­tic­u­larly de­sired that they should pre­dom­in­ate. Hav­ing re­solved that I would im­me­di­ately re­quest per­mis­sion to join my brethren, I first strengthened my­self by fer­vent prayer, after which I went into the con­vent, and in­quired for the Prior Le­onar­dus.


  The por­t­eress then led me into a hall, where the Prior was seated in an arm-chair, sur­roun­ded by his brethren. Agit­ated to the ut­most de­gree, and in­deed quite over­powered, I could not re­frain from burst­ing into tears, and fall­ing at his feet. “Med­ar­dus!” he ex­claimed, and a mur­mur soun­ded im­me­di­ately through the ranks of all the brethren. “Brother Med­ar­dus!” said they—“Brother Med­ar­dus, the long-lost, is re­turned!”


  I was im­me­di­ately lif­ted up from the pros­tra­tion into which I had in­vol­un­tar­ily sunk, and all the brethren, even those with whom I was be­fore un­ac­quain­ted, fer­vently em­braced me.—“Thanks and ever­last­ing praise,” they ex­claimed, “to the mercy and long-suf­fer­ing of Heaven, that you have thus been res­cued from the snares and tempta­tions of that de­ceit­ful world. But re­late, dearest brother—tell us your ad­ven­tures—all that you have en­countered!”


  Thus there arose among them a mur­mur of con­fused and anxious in­quir­ies; but, mean­while, the Prior rose up and made a sign for me to fol­low him privately into an­other room, which was reg­u­larly ap­pro­pri­ated for his use when he vis­ited the con­vent.


  “Med­ar­dus,” he began, “you have in the most wicked man­ner broken your mon­astic vows, and de­ceived that faith which was re­posed in you by all our com­munity. In­stead of ful­filling the com­mis­sions with which I in­trus­ted you, you be­came a dis­grace­ful fu­git­ive, no one knows why, nor whither. On this ac­count, I could or­der you to be im­prisoned for life, or to be im­mured, and left to per­ish without food or drink, if I chose to act ac­cord­ing to the severe laws of our or­der.”


  “Judge me, then, ven­er­able father,” in­ter­rup­ted I—“judge me ac­cord­ing as the con­ven­tual law dir­ects. I should resign with pleas­ure the bur­den of a miser­able life; for in­deed I feel but too deeply that the severest pen­ance to which I could sub­ject my­self, would to me bring no con­sol­a­tion.”


  “Re­cover your­self,” said Le­onar­dus; “be com­posed and tran­quil. I have now ful­filled my duty in speak­ing to you as an ab­bot; but, as a friend and father, I have yet to ad­dress you, and to hear what you have to say in your own jus­ti­fic­a­tion. In a won­der­ful man­ner you have been res­cued at Rome, from the death with which you was threatened. To the dis­orders which pre­vail there, Cyril­lus has been the only sac­ri­fice.”


  “Is it pos­sible, then,” said I, “that you already know——”


  “I know it all,” answered the Prior; “I am aware, that you rendered spir­itual as­sist­ance to the poor man in his last mo­ments; and I have been in­formed of the stratagem of the Domin­ic­ans, who thought they had ad­min­istered deadly poison in the wine which they offered you as a cor­dial drink. Had you swal­lowed but a single drop, it must have caused your death in a few minutes; of course you found some op­por­tune method of evad­ing this.”


  “Only look here,” said I, and, rolling up the sleeve of my tu­nic, shewed the Prior my withered arm, which was like that of a skel­eton; de­scrib­ing to him, at the same time, how I had sus­pec­ted the fate that was in­ten­ded me, and found means to pour all the li­quor into my sleeve.


  Le­onar­dus star­ted as he be­held this fright­ful spec­tacle, and muttered to him­self—“Thou hast in­deed done pen­ance, as it was fit­ting, for thou hast com­mit­ted many crimes.—But Cyril­lus—the good and pi­ous Cyril­lus!”——


  He paused, and I took this op­por­tun­ity of re­mark­ing, that the pre­cise cause of my brother’s death, and the ac­cus­a­tion which had been made against him, re­mained, up to that day, un­known to me.


  “Per­haps you too,” said the Prior, “would have shared the same fate, if, like him, you had stepped for­ward as a pleni­po­ten­tiary of our con­vent. You already know, that the claim of our house, if ad­mit­ted, and car­ried into ef­fect, would al­most an­ni­hil­ate the in­come of the Car­dinal von ——; which in­come he at present draws without any right to its ap­pro­pri­ation. This was the reason why the Car­dinal sud­denly made up a friend­ship with the Pope’s father con­fessor, (with whom he had till then been at vari­ance,) and thus ac­quired, in the Domin­ican, a power­ful ally, whom he could em­ploy against Cyril­lus.


  “The lat­ter was in­tro­duced to the Pope, and re­ceived with par­tic­u­lar fa­vour; in such man­ner, that he was ad­mit­ted into the so­ci­ety of the dig­nit­ar­ies by whom his Holi­ness is sur­roun­ded, and en­abled to ap­pear as of­ten as he chose at the Vat­ican. Cyril­lus, of course, soon be­came pain­fully aware, how much the Vice­ger­ent of God seeks and finds his king­dom in this world, and its pleas­ures,—how he is made sub­ser­vi­ent as the mere tool of a mob of hy­po­crites, who turn him hither and thither, as if va­cil­lat­ing between heaven and hell. Doubt­less this seems in­con­sist­ent with the power­ful tal­ents and en­er­getic spirit, of which he has, on vari­ous oc­ca­sions, shewn him­self pos­sessed; but which they con­trive, by the most ab­om­in­able means, to per­vert and to sub­due.


  “Our pi­ous brother Cyril­lus, as might have been fore­seen, was much dis­tressed at all this, and found him­self called on, by ir­res­ist­ible im­pulses, to avert, if pos­sible, the mis­for­tunes which might thus fall upon the church. Ac­cord­ingly, as the spirit moved him, he took divers op­por­tun­it­ies to rouse and agit­ate, by the most fer­vid elo­quence, the heart of the Pope, and for­cibly to dis­en­gage his soul from all ter­restrial pleas­ures or am­bi­tion.


  “The Pope, as it usu­ally hap­pens to en­feebled minds, was, in truth, much af­fected by what Cyril­lus had said; and this was pre­cisely the op­por­tun­ity which his wicked min­is­ters had watched for, in or­der to carry their plans into ex­e­cu­tion. With an air of great mys­tery and im­port­ance, they re­vealed to his Holi­ness their dis­cov­ery of noth­ing less than a reg­u­lar con­spir­acy against him, which was to de­prive him of the triple crown. For this pur­pose, Cyril­lus had been com­mis­sioned to de­liver these private lec­tures, and in­duce the Pope to sub­mit to some pub­lic act of pen­ance, which would serve as a sig­nal for the open out-break of the re­bel­lion that was already or­gan­ized among the car­din­als.


  “Ac­cord­ingly, on the next ap­pear­ance of our zeal­ous and ex­cel­lent brother, the Pope ima­gined that, in his present dis­course, he could de­tect many con­cealed and treach­er­ous designs. Cyril­lus, how­ever, did not hes­it­ate to per­sist in his at­tempts, as­sur­ing his Holi­ness, that he who did not wholly re­nounce the pleas­ures of this world, and humble his heart, even as the most sub­missive and self-ac­cus­ing pen­it­ent, was wholly un­fit to be the Vice­ger­ent of God, and would bring a load of re­proach and shame on the church, from which the lat­ter should make it­self free.


  “After one of these in­ter­views, the iced-wa­ter which the Pope was in the habit of drink­ing, was found to have been poisoned. That Cyril­lus was per­fectly guilt­less on that score, it is need­less for me to make any as­ser­tion to you, who knew him. His Holi­ness, how­ever, was con­vinced of his guilt; and the or­der for his im­pris­on­ment and ex­e­cu­tion in the Domin­ican Con­vent was the con­sequence.


  “The hatred of the Domin­ic­ans to­wards you, after the at­ten­tion which you had re­ceived from the Pope, and his in­ten­tions openly ex­pressed of rais­ing the Capuchin pen­it­ent to high dig­nit­ies, re­quires no ex­plan­a­tion. You had thus be­come more dan­ger­ous, in their es­tim­a­tion, than Cyril­lus had ever been; and they would have felt the less re­morse at your de­struc­tion, as they doubted not that your pen­it­en­tial ob­serv­ances were the res­ult of the basest hy­po­crisy, and a de­sire of tem­poral ad­vance­ment.


  “With re­gard to my ac­cur­ate know­ledge of all that oc­curred to you in Rome, there is in this no mys­tery. I have a friend at the met­ro­polis, who is thor­oughly ac­quain­ted even with the most secret oc­cur­rences which take place in the Vat­ican, and who faith­fully in­forms me of them by let­ters, writ­ten in a cypher which has hitherto baffled all at­tempts at dis­cov­ery.


  “But on my side, there are many ques­tions to be asked, of which the solu­tion yet ap­pears to me an in­scrut­able mys­tery. When you lived at the Capuchin Con­vent, near to Rome, of which the Prior is my near re­la­tion, I be­lieved that your pen­it­ence was genu­ine, and from the heart. Yet, in the city, you must have been ac­tu­ated by very dif­fer­ent motives. Above all, why did you seek to gain the Pope’s at­ten­tion by an in­cred­ible and mar­vel­lous story? Why ac­cuse your­self of crimes which you had never com­mit­ted? Were you, then, ever at the castle of the Baron von F——?”


  “Alas, ven­er­able father!” said I, “that was in­deed the scene of my most hor­rible crimes. Is it pos­sible that, in your eyes also, I have ap­peared a liar and hy­po­crite?”


  “Truly,” said the Prior, “now that I speak with, and see you, I am forced to be­lieve that your re­pent­ance and self-in­flic­ted suf­fer­ings have been sin­cere. Still there are dif­fi­culties, which I am wholly un­able to clear up.


  “Soon after your flight from the res­id­enz of the Prince von Rosen­thurm, and after the monk, with whom Cyril­lus had con­foun­ded you, had, as if by mir­acle, es­caped, it was proved by the dis­cov­ery of let­ters, and other con­com­it­ant testi­mony, that the Count Vic­torin, dis­guised as a monk, had been at the Baron’s castle, and must have been the per­pet­rator of the crimes charged against you. Re­in­hold, his old stew­ard, in­deed, vehe­mently dis­puted this no­tion. But sud­denly Vic­torin’s chas­seur made his ap­pear­ance, and ex­plained that his mas­ter had lived long con­cealed in the Thuringian forest; that he had al­lowed his beard to grow, and had said that he would take the first op­por­tun­ity of provid­ing him­self with a Capuchin tu­nic, which he in­ten­ded to wear for at least twelve months, in or­der to carry on cer­tain ad­ven­tures. Fi­nally, he de­clared, that, after hav­ing been for some days ab­sent from his mas­ter, on busi­ness, he had, on his re­turn, found him com­pletely dis­guised in a monk’s dress, at which he was not sur­prised, as he, the day be­fore, ob­served, at some dis­tance, the fig­ure of a Capuchin pil­grim in the forest, from whom he doubted not that his mas­ter had sup­plied him­self with the mas­quer­ade at­tire. He in­sisted that he knew the Count far too well to have been de­ceived, and, be­sides, had spoken with him fre­quently betwixt the period of that oc­cur­rence and his dis­ap­pear­ance from the castle. This de­pos­ition of the chas­seur com­pletely in­val­id­ated the opin­ion of Re­in­hold; but the ut­ter van­ish­ing of the Count, of whom not a single trace could be found, re­mained quite in­com­pre­hens­ible.


  “In the res­id­enz, the Prin­cess von Rosen­thurm star­ted the hy­po­thesis, that the pre­ten­ded Herr von Kr­cz­in­ski, from Kwic­ziczwo, had been really the Count Vic­torin; and was the more in­clined to this be­lief, on ac­count of the re­semb­lance that she had found between this pre­tender and Francesco, of whose guilt no one now en­ter­tained any doubt. The story of the Prince’s for­ester, de­scrib­ing a ma­niac, who had wandered about in this forest, and af­ter­wards lived in his house, al­most sanc­tioned the hy­po­thesis. The mad­man had been re­cog­nized as Med­ar­dus. Vic­torin, in or­der to pos­sess him­self of his tu­nic, had cast him down into the abyss be­low the Devil’s Chair. Here, by some chance or other, he had not been killed in the fall, but only wounded on the head. The pain of his wound, with hun­ger and thirst, made him de­li­ri­ous; and he ran about, per­haps ob­tain­ing a morsel of food now and then from some com­pas­sion­ate coun­try­man, and half clothed with miser­able rags, till he was kindly re­ceived into the house of the for­ester.


  “Two things, how­ever, re­mained here in­ex­plic­able, namely, how this Med­ar­dus could have run away to such a dis­tance out of the moun­tains without be­ing ar­res­ted, and how, even in his lu­cid in­ter­vals, he should con­fess to the judges and the phys­i­cian crimes which he had never com­mit­ted. Hereupon some in­di­vidu­als in­sisted that these lu­cid in­ter­vals were de­lusive—that he never had been free from his mad­ness, and that as there are no lim­its to the vari­et­ies of that mal­ady, it was pos­sible that he had, by the force of his own per­ver­ted ima­gin­a­tion, in­ven­ted all the cir­cum­stances which he re­lated, and that the be­lief of them was the one, fixed, and ob­stin­ate idea, (the char­ac­ter­istic of in­san­ity,) which never left him.


  “The judge of the crim­inal court, on the other hand, (whose wis­dom was held in great rev­er­ence,) de­clared that the pre­ten­ded Herr von Kr­cz­in­ski was not only no Pole, but also no count, and cer­tainly not the Count Vic­torin. Moreover, that the monk as­suredly was, and con­tin­ued mad on every oc­ca­sion, on which ac­count the Court had in­ten­ded that his sen­tence should be that of con­stant im­pris­on­ment, in or­der that he might be pre­ven­ted from com­mit­ting more crimes; but the Prince, who was much shocked by the calam­it­ies brought on the fam­ily of the Baron von F——, changed this de­cision into that of ex­e­cu­tion on the scaf­fold.


  “Such is the nature of man­kind in this trans­it­ory life, that every im­pres­sion, how­ever vivid, loses, after a short time, al­most all its in­flu­ence, and fades away into pale and dusky col­ours. But now the no­tion that Aure­lia’s fu­git­ive bride­groom had been Count Vic­torin, brought the story of the Italian Count­ess fresh into the re­mem­brance of every one. Even those who be­fore knew noth­ing of the mat­ter, were in­formed by oth­ers who thought there was no longer any need for keep­ing the secret, and all agreed in con­sid­er­ing it quite nat­ural that the fea­tures of Med­ar­dus should re­semble those of Vic­torin, as they had both been sons of one father.


  “The Prince at last de­term­ined that no farther at­tempt should be made to break the veil of mys­tery. He wished rather that all these un­happy in­volve­ments, which no one could be found to un­ravel, should be al­lowed to rest, and be for­got­ten. Only Aure­lia——”


  “Aure­lia!” cried I, with vehe­mence, “for God’s sake, rev­er­end sir, tell me what has be­come of Aure­lia?”

  


  [Some pages are here left out by the Ed­itor.]


  CHAPTER XX.


  “You are sin­cere, Med­ar­dus,” said the Prior; “your si­lence on this point is to me bet­ter than the most fer­vid elo­quence. I felt the most per­fect con­vic­tion that it was you only who had in the res­id­enz played the part of a Pol­ish no­ble­man, and wished to marry the Bar­on­ess Aure­lia. Moreover, I had traced out pretty ac­cur­ately your route. A strange man, by name Schön­feld, or Bel­campo, who called him­self a pro­fessor and an artist, called here, and gave me the wished-for in­tel­li­gence. At one period I was in­deed quite con­vinced that you had been the mur­derer of Her­mo­gen and Eu­phemia, on which ac­count I en­ter­tained, if pos­sible, the more hor­ror at your plan of seiz­ing and in­volving Aure­lia in your own de­struc­tion.


  “I might in­deed have ar­res­ted you, and per­haps it was my duty to have done so; but, far from con­sid­er­ing my­self as a min­is­ter of ven­geance, I resigned you and your earthly con­duct to the eternal de­crees and guid­ance of Provid­ence. That you were, in a man­ner, little less than mi­ra­cu­lously pre­served and car­ried through so many dangers, proved to me, that your de­struc­tion, so far as this life is con­cerned, was not yet re­solved.


  “But now, it is most im­port­ant for you to hear the cir­cum­stances by which I was af­ter­wards led, and in­deed forced to be­lieve, that Count Vic­torin had ac­tu­ally ap­peared as the Capuchin, in the Thuringian moun­tains, at the castle of Baron von F——.


  “Some time ago, Brother Se­bastian, our porter, was awoke from his sleep by an ex­traordin­ary noise of sob­bing and groan­ing at the gate, which soun­ded like the voice of a man in the last agony.


  “The day had just dawned, and he im­me­di­ately rose. On open­ing the out­ward gate, he found a man ly­ing on the steps, half pet­ri­fied with cold, and miser­ably ex­hausted. With great ef­fort the stranger brought out the words, that he was Med­ar­dus, a monk who had fled from our mon­as­tery.


  “Se­bastian was much alarmed, and im­me­di­ately came to me with ac­counts of what had happened be­low. I summoned the brethren around me, and went to in­quire into the mat­ter. The stranger seemed to have fain­ted, whereupon we lif­ted him up, and brought him into the re­fect­orium. In spite of the hor­ribly dis­figured coun­ten­ance of the man, we still thought that we could re­cog­nize your fea­tures. In­deed, sev­eral were of opin­ion that it was the change of dress, more than any other cir­cum­stance, which made a dif­fer­ence. The stranger had a long beard, like a monk, and wore a lay-habit, now much torn and des­troyed, but which had at first been very hand­some. He had silk stock­ings, a gold buckle still on one of his shoes, a white satin waist­coat——”


  “A ches­nut-col­oured coat,” in­ter­rup­ted I, “of the finest cloth; richly em­broidered linen, and a plain gold ring upon his fin­ger.”


  “Pre­cisely so,” said Le­onar­dus; “but, in God’s name, how could you know these par­tic­u­lars?”


  Alas! it was the identical dress which I had worn on that fatal day of my mar­riage in the res­id­enz. My hor­rible double again stood vividly be­fore mine eyes. It was no longer the mere phantom of my own dis­turbed brain that had seemed to fol­low me through the woods, but the real and sub­stan­tial mad­man, or de­mon, by whom my strength had been over­powered, and who had at last robbed me of my clothes, in or­der to rep­res­ent me in this man­ner at the con­vent. I begged of Le­onar­dus, that, be­fore ask­ing any other ques­tions, he would pro­ceed with his nar­rat­ive, from which, per­haps, a per­fect ex­plan­a­tion of the mys­ter­ies in which I had been in­volved would at last dawn upon me.


  “After a trial of sev­eral days,” said Le­onar­dus, “we began to per­ceive that the man was ut­terly and in­cur­ably mad; and, not­with­stand­ing that his fea­tures re­sembled yours very closely, and he in­cess­antly cried out, ‘I am Med­ar­dus, and have come home to do pen­ance among you,’ we all con­cluded that this was but an ob­stin­ately fixed de­lu­sion of the ma­niac.


  “To this change of opin­ion we were led by divers proofs. For ex­ample, we brought him into the church; where, as he en­deav­oured to im­it­ate us in the usual de­vo­tional ex­er­cises, we per­ceived plainly that he had never be­fore been in a con­vent. The ques­tion then al­ways gained more and more in­flu­ence over my mind—‘What if this mad­man, who has, ac­cord­ing to his own ac­count, fled from the res­id­enz of Rosen­thurm, and es­caped the pun­ish­ment of the scaf­fold, were ac­tu­ally the Count Vic­torin?’


  “The story which the ma­niac had be­fore told to the for­ester was already known to me, but I was al­most of opin­ion with the judge at Rosen­thurm, that the dis­cov­ery and drink­ing out of the Devil’s Elixir, his res­id­ence in a con­vent, where he was con­demned to prison, and all the rest, might be mere vis­ions, the off-spring of his own mal­ady, aided per­haps by some ex­traordin­ary mag­netic in­flu­ence of your mind over his—I was the more in­clined to this no­tion, be­cause the stranger had, in his par­oxysms, of­ten ex­claimed that he was a Count, and a rul­ing sov­er­eign. On the whole, I re­solved, as he could have no claim on our care, to give him up to the hos­pital of St Getreu, where it was not im­possible that the skill and ten­der­ness with which he would be treated, might at last ef­fect his re­cov­ery, after which his ra­tional con­fes­sions might clear away that load of un­cer­tainty un­der which we la­boured.


  “This res­ol­u­tion I had not time to put in prac­tice. Dur­ing the fol­low­ing night I was awoke by the great bell, which you know is rung whenever any one is taken dan­ger­ously ill and re­quires my as­sist­ance. On in­quiry, I was in­formed that the stranger had asked for me so calmly and earn­estly, that it was prob­able his mad­ness had left him, and that he wished to con­fess. But, how­ever this might be, his bod­ily weak­ness had so much in­creased, that it was scarcely pos­sible for him to sur­vive through the night.


  “‘For­give me, ven­er­able father,’ said the stranger, after I had ad­dressed to him a few words of pi­ous ad­mon­i­tion—‘for­give me, that I have hitherto at­temp­ted to de­ceive you—I am not Med­ar­dus, the monk who fled from your con­vent, but the Count Vic­torin. Prince, in­deed, I should be called, since I de­rive my birth from princes. This I ad­vise you to no­tice, with due re­spect, oth­er­wise my an­ger may yet over­take you!’


  “‘Even if you are a rul­ing prince,’ said I, ‘that cir­cum­stance, within our walls, and in your present con­di­tion, is not of any im­port­ance whatever; and it would, in my opin­ion, be much more suit­able, and more for your own ad­vant­age, if you would now turn your thoughts al­to­gether from such vain and ter­restrial con­sid­er­a­tions.’


  “At these words he stared on me, and his senses seemed wan­der­ing; but some strength­en­ing drops hav­ing been ad­min­istered, he re­vived, and began again to speak, though, to my great dis­ap­point­ment, in a style so wild and de­li­ri­ous, that his dis­course scarce ad­mits of re­pe­ti­tion.


  “‘It seems to me,’ said he, ‘as if I must soon die, and that be­fore leav­ing this world I must lighten my heart by con­fes­sion. I know, moreover, that you have power over me; for, how­ever you at­tempt to dis­guise your­self, I per­ceive very well that you are St An­thony, and you best know what mis­for­tunes your in­fernal Elixirs have pro­duced in this world. I had in­deed grand designs in view when I first re­solved to be­come a monk with a long beard, a shaven head, and a brown tu­nic tied with hair ropes. But, after long de­lib­er­a­tion, it seemed to me as if my most secret thoughts played false with him to whom they owed their birth—as if they de­par­ted from me, and dressed them­selves up in a cursed mas­quer­ade, rep­res­ent­ing MY­SELF. I re­cog­nized the like­ness—the iden­tity—it was my double, and I was hor­ri­fied.


  “‘This double, too, had su­per­hu­man strength, and hurled me down from the black rocks, through the trees and bushes, into the abyss, where a snow-white ra­di­ant prin­cess rose out of the foam­ing wa­ter to re­ceive me. She took me in her arms and bathed my wounds, so that I no longer felt any pain. I had now in­deed be­come a monk, but that in­fernal second-self proved stronger than I was, and drove me on in the paths of wicked­ness, till I was forced to murder the prin­cess that had res­cued me, along with her only brother. I was then thrown into prison; but you your­self, St An­thony, know bet­ter than I, in what man­ner, after I had drunk up your cursed Elixir, you brought me out, and car­ried me away through the air.


  “‘The green forest king re­ceived me badly enough, al­though he knew very well that I was a prince, and there­fore of equal rank; but my second-self in­terfered betwixt us, telling the king all sorts of calum­nies against me, and in­sisted, that be­cause we had com­mit­ted these dam­nable crimes to­gether, we must con­tinue in­sep­ar­able, and en­joy all things in part­ner­ship.


  “‘This happened ac­cord­ingly, but when the king wanted to cut off our heads, we ran away, and on the road at last quar­relled and sep­ar­ated. I saw that this para­sit­ical double had re­solved on be­ing per­petu­ally nour­ished by my power­ful spirit, though I had then not food enough for my­self; and I there­fore knocked him down, beat him soundly, and took from him his coat.’


  “So far the rav­ings of the man had some re­semb­lance, how­ever dis­tant and shad­owy, to the truth; but af­ter­wards he lost him­self in the sheer ab­surdit­ies of his mal­ady, out of which not a word could be un­der­stood. About an hour af­ter­wards, as the first bell was rung for early pray­ers, he star­ted up with a hideous cry, then fell back on his couch, and, as we all be­lieved, in­stantly ex­pired.


  “Ac­cord­ingly, I made the body be re­moved into the dead-room, and gave or­ders, that, after the usual in­ter­val, he should be bur­ied, not in the con­vent vaults, but in a spot of con­sec­rated ground in our garden. But you may well ima­gine our ut­ter as­ton­ish­ment, when, on re­turn­ing to the dead-room, we found that the sup­posed life­less body was no longer to be seen! All in­quir­ies after him were in vain, and I was ob­liged to des­pair of gain­ing any farther in­form­a­tion as to the strange in­volve­ments that sub­sisted betwixt you and this man.


  “No doubt, how­ever, re­mained on my mind that he was Count Vic­torin. Ac­cord­ing to the story of the chas­seur, he had murdered a Capuchin monk in the forest, and put on his tu­nic in or­der to carry on some in­trigue in the castle. The crimes which he had thus be­gun, ended per­haps in a way that he did not ex­pect—with the murder of the Bar­on­ess and of the young Baron Her­mo­gen. Per­haps he was then mad, as Re­in­hold main­tained, or be­came so upon his flight, be­ing tor­men­ted by a re­prov­ing con­science. The dress which he wore, and the murder of the Capuchin, gave rise in his mind to the fixed de­lu­sion that he was a monk, and that his in­di­vidu­al­ity was split into two hos­tile and con­tend­ing powers.


  “Only the period betwixt his flight from the Baron’s castle and that of his ar­rival at the for­ester’s house re­mains ob­scure. We know not how he could have lived all that time; nor is it con­ceiv­able how the story of his liv­ing in a con­vent, and be­ing res­cued from prison, had ori­gin­ated. Again, the time of his ap­pear­ing to the for­ester will by no means an­swer with the date which Re­in­hold fixes for Vic­torin’s de­par­ture from the Thuringian moun­tains.”


  “Stop, stop, father,” said I; “every hope of ob­tain­ing, not­with­stand­ing the fear­ful load of my crimes, for­give­ness through the mercy and long-suf­fer­ing of Heaven, must per­ish in my soul, if I do not, with the deep­est re­pent­ance and self-con­dem­na­tion, re­late to you all the cir­cum­stances of my life, as I have be­fore nar­rated them in holy con­fes­sion!”


  When I now went through this de­tail, the Prior’s as­ton­ish­ment in­creased bey­ond all bounds. At last he said, “I must be­lieve all that you have told, Med­ar­dus, if it were for no other reason than that, while you spoke, I per­ceived in your tone and looks the most un­equi­vocal proofs of sin­cere and heart­felt re­pent­ance. Who can ex­plain, but, at the same time, who can deny or dis­prove, the ex­traordin­ary men­tal sym­pathy and con­nec­tion that has thus sub­sisted between two broth­ers, sons of a wretched sin­ner, and them­selves both ac­ted on and misled by the powers of dark­ness?[6]


  “It is now cer­tain that Vic­torin had res­cued him­self from the rocky abyss into which you had thrown him, (his fall prob­ably hav­ing been broken by the wa­ter,) that he was the de­li­ri­ous monk whom the for­ester pro­tec­ted, who per­se­cuted you as your double, and who died, or seemed to die, in our con­vent. He was an agent of our Arch-En­emy, placed in your way for the ex­press pur­pose of mis­lead­ing you from the path of vir­tue, or veil­ing from your sight that light of truth which oth­er­wise might have dawned upon you. Or shall we look upon him not as Vic­torin, but as an in­carn­ate de­mon, who, for his own hellish pur­poses, had availed him­self of your un­happy brother’s bod­ily frame?


  “Alas! it is too true that the devil yet wanders rest­less and watch­ful through the earth, of­fer­ing, as of yore, to un­wary mor­tals, his de­ceit­ful Elixirs! Who is there that has not, at one period or an­other, found some of these deadly drinks agree­able and se­duct­ive to his taste? But such is the will of Heaven. Man must be sub­jec­ted to tempta­tions; and then, by the re­proaches of his own con­science, be­ing made aware of the dangers into which a mo­ment of lev­ity and re­lax­a­tion has be­trayed him, sum­mon up strength and res­ol­u­tion to avoid such er­rors for the fu­ture. Thus, as the nat­ural life of man is some­times pro­longed by poison, so the soul in­dir­ectly owes its fi­nal weal to the dark and de­struct­ive prin­ciple of evil.—Go now, Med­ar­dus, and join the brethren.”


  I was about to re­tire, but the Prior called me back.—“You have no doubt ob­served,” said he, “the pre­par­a­tions for a great fest­ival. The Bar­on­ess Aure­lia is to-mor­row to take the veil, and re­ceives the con­ven­tual name of Ros­alia!”


  
    [6] Ac­cord­ing to the devil’s as­ser­tion, if two in­di­vidu­als should drink out of the same flask, they would hence­forth pos­sess a won­der­ful re­ci­pro­city of thoughts and feel­ings, though mu­tu­ally and un­con­sciously act­ing for the de­struc­tion of each other. See Vol. I. p. 46.—Edit.

  


  CHAPTER XXI.


  The agit­a­tion which I felt at these words was in­deed in­des­crib­able. As if struck by a thun­der­bolt, I had al­most fallen to the ground, and could make no an­swer. Hereupon the Prior seemed greatly in­censed.—“Go to your brethren!” said he, in a tone of stern­ness and an­ger;—and I tottered away, al­most sense­less, or totally un­able to ana­lyze my own sen­sa­tions, to the re­fect­orium, where the monks were as­sembled.


  Here I was as­sailed by a storm of anxious in­quir­ies; but I was no longer able to ut­ter a single word on the ad­ven­tures of my own life. Only the bright and beam­ing form of Aure­lia came vividly be­fore mine eyes, and all other im­agery of the past faded into ob­scur­ity. Un­der pre­text of hav­ing de­vo­tional du­ties to per­form, I left the brethren, and betook my­self to the chapel, which lay at the fur­ther ex­tremity of the ex­tens­ive con­vent garden. Here I wished to pray; but the slight­est noise, even the light rust­ling of the wind among the faded leaves, made me start up, and broke every pi­ous train of con­tem­pla­tion.


  “It is she—I shall see her again!—Aure­lia comes!”—In these words a voice seemed to ad­dress me, and my heart was at once agit­ated with fear and with rap­ture. It seemed to me as if in­deed at some dis­tance I heard the sounds of soft whis­per­ing voices. I star­ted up, left the chapel, and, be­hold! there were two nuns walk­ing through an allée of lime trees, and between them a per­son in the dress of a novice. Cer­tainly that was Aure­lia. My limbs were seized with a con­vuls­ive shud­der­ing; my heart beat so vi­ol­ently, that I could hardly breathe; and I wished to go from the place; but, be­ing un­able to walk, I fell, not faint­ing, but over­come with the vehe­mence of my in­ternal con­flict, power­less to the ground. The nuns, and with them the novice, van­ished into the thick­ets.


  What a day and what a night I had to en­counter! I strove to di­ver­sify the emo­tions un­der which I la­boured, by a visit to the house in which my mother had lived; but, alas! it no longer ex­is­ted. The garden—the tower—the old castle—all were gone; and the ground on which they once stood had been con­ver­ted, by a new pro­pri­etor, into a ploughed field. I was but slightly af­fected by this change, for my whole heart and soul were de­voted to that one ob­ject. I wandered about re­peat­ing her name—“Aure­lia! Aure­lia!” This dis­trac­tion con­tin­ued also through the long night. There was, for the time, no other thought—no other im­age, but hers, that could gain any in­flu­ence over my at­ten­tion.


  As soon as the first beams of the morn­ing had be­gun to break through the au­tum­nal wreaths of white va­pour that hovered in the val­ley, the con­vent bells rung to an­nounce the fest­ival of a nun’s in­vest­it­ure and ded­ic­a­tion. Soon af­ter­wards, the brethren as­sembled in the great pub­lic hall, where, too, in a short time, the Ab­bess ap­peared, at­ten­ded by two of her sis­ter­hood.


  Un­des­crib­able was the feel­ing which filled my heart, when I once more be­held her, who, to­wards my father, had been so deeply at­tached, and, after he had through his crimes broken off a union which prom­ised him every hap­pi­ness, had yet trans­ferred her un­con­quer­able af­fec­tion to his son.


  That son she had en­deav­oured to rear up to a life of vir­tue and piety; but, like his father, he heaped up crime on crime, so that every hope of the ad­opt­ive mother, who wished to find in the one con­sol­a­tion for the prof­ligacy of the other, was an­ni­hil­ated.


  With my head hung down­wards, and eyes fixed on the ground, I listened to the dis­course, wherein the Ab­bess once more form­ally an­nounced to the as­sembled monks, Aure­lia’s en­trance into the Cister­tian Con­vent; and begged of them to pray zeal­ously at the de­cis­ive mo­ment of the last vow, in or­der that the Arch-Fiend might not have any power at that time to tor­ment the pi­ous vir­gin, by his ab­om­in­able de­lu­sions.—“Heavy and severe,” said she, “were the tri­als which this young wo­man had already to res­ist. There was no method of tempta­tion which the great ad­versary of man­kind did not em­ploy, in or­der to lead her un­awares into the com­mis­sion of sins, from which she should awake when it was too late, as if from a hideous dream, to per­ish in shame and des­pair!


  “Yet Om­ni­po­tence pro­tec­ted this truly pi­ous vo­tary of the church; and if on this day, too, the ad­versary should ap­proach her, and once more aim at her de­struc­tion, her his­tory now will be the more glor­i­ous. I re­quest, then, your most zeal­ous pray­ers—not that this chosen vo­tary may be firm and un­changed in her re­solve, for her mind has long been de­voted wholly to Heaven; but that no earthly mis­for­tune may in­ter­rupt the sol­emn act of her in­vest­it­ure, or dis­turb her thoughts in that sac­red act. I must con­fess that a mys­ter­i­ous timid­ity—an ap­pre­hen­sion, has got pos­ses­sion of my mind, for which I am un­able to ac­count, but which I have no power of res­ist­ing.”


  Hereupon it be­came clear and ob­vi­ous, that the Ab­bess al­luded to me alone, as that evil ad­versary—that de­struct­ive de­mon, who would prob­ably in­ter­rupt the ce­re­mony. She had heard of my ar­rival, and, be­ing aware of my pre­vi­ous his­tory, had ima­gined that I came with the fixed in­ten­tion of com­mit­ting some new crime to pre­vent Aure­lia from tak­ing the veil. The con­scious­ness how ground­less were these sus­pi­cions, and of the change which my mind had un­der­gone, caused, for the mo­ment, a sin­ful feel­ing of self-ap­prob­a­tion, which I ought to have repressed, but which, like other vices, ob­tained a vic­tory be­fore I was on my guard. The Ab­bess did not vouch­safe to­wards me a single look, or the slight­est sign of re­cog­ni­tion. Hereupon I felt once more that proud spirit of scorn and de­fi­ance, by which I had been formerly ac­tu­ated to­wards the Prin­cess in the res­id­enz; and when the Ab­bess spoke these words, in­stead of wish­ing, as of yore, to humble my­self be­fore her in the dust, I could have walked up to her, and said:—


  “Wert thou then al­ways so pure and el­ev­ated in soul, that the pleas­ures of ter­restrial life never had for thee any at­trac­tion? When thou daily saw­est my father, wert thou so well guarded by de­vo­tion, that sin­ful thoughts never entered into thy mind? Or, when ad­orned with the in­fula and cro­sier, in all thy con­ven­tual dig­nity, did his im­age never wake within thee a long­ing de­sire to re­turn into the world? Hast thou con­ten­ded with the dark powers as I have done? Or canst thou flat­ter thy­self with hav­ing gained a true vic­tory, if thou hast never been called into a severe com­bat? Deem not thy­self so proudly el­ev­ated that thou canst des­pise him, who sub­mit­ted in­deed to the most power­ful of en­emies, yet again raised him­self up by deep re­pent­ance, and the severest pen­ance.”


  The sud­den and de­moni­acal change that I had un­der­gone, must have been vis­ible in my ex­ter­ior looks and de­port­ment; for the brother who was next to me, in­quired, “What is the mat­ter with you, Brother Med­ar­dus? Why do you cast such angry looks to­wards the truly sanc­ti­fied Ab­bess?”


  “Ay, in­deed,” answered I, al­most aud­ibly; “she may in­deed be sanc­ti­fied, for she car­ried her head al­ways so high, that the con­tam­in­a­tion of pro­fane life could not reach her; and yet, me­thinks, she ap­pears to me at this mo­ment less like a Chris­tian saint than a pa­gan priest­ess, who, with the bloody knife in her hand, pre­pares to im­mol­ate be­fore an idol her hu­man vic­tim!”


  I know not how I came to pro­nounce these blas­phem­ous words, which were out of the track of my pre­vi­ous ideas, but with them arose in my mind a mul­ti­tude of the most hor­rible and dis­tract­ing im­ages, which seemed to unite and har­mon­ize to­gether, as if for the pur­pose of gain­ing more strength, and ef­fec­tu­ally ob­tain­ing the vic­tory over any de­gree of ra­tional self-pos­ses­sion I had left.


  Aure­lia was for ever to for­sake and re­nounce this world!—She was to bind her­self, as I had done, by a vow, that ap­peared to me only the in­ven­tion of re­li­gious fan­at­icism, to re­nounce all earthly en­joy­ments! Old im­pres­sions, which I had be­lieved for ever lost, re­vived on me with ten­fold strength and in­flu­ence. My at­ten­tion was again wholly en­grossed by the one idea, that Aure­lia and the monk should yet be united, though it were but for a mo­ment, and then per­ish to­gether, a sac­ri­fice to the sub­ter­ranean powers of dark­ness. Nay, like a hideous spectre, like Satan him­self, the thought of murder once more rose on my mind. I be­held my­self with the bloody dag­ger in my hand!—Alas, poor blinded wretch! I did not per­ceive that at the mo­ment when I had con­ceived such re­sent­ment against the Ab­bess for her sup­posed al­lu­sions, I was given up a prey to per­haps the severest trial to which the power of the devil had ever sub­jec­ted me, and by which I was to be en­ticed to the most hideous crime of which I had yet even dreamed!


  The brother to whom I had spoken looked at me ter­ri­fied. “For the love of God, and all the saints,” said he, “what words are you mut­ter­ing there?” The Ab­bess was now about to leave the hall. On her re­treat, her eyes ac­ci­dent­ally en­countered mine. I per­ceived that she im­me­di­ately grew pale, that she tottered, and must lean on the at­tend­ant nuns. Me­thought also I could dis­tin­guish the words,—“Mer­ci­ful Heaven, my worst fears then are con­firmed!”


  Soon after, she summoned the Prior Le­onar­dus to a private audi­ence; but, mean­while, the bells were again rung, and with them was united the deep thun­der­ing notes of the or­gan. The con­sec­ra­tion an­them was just be­gun, and was dis­tinctly heard from the church, when the Prior re­turned into the hall. Now the monks of the dif­fer­ent or­ders ar­ranged them­selves all in sol­emn pro­ces­sions, and ad­vanced to­wards the church, which was now just as crowded as it used formerly to be at the an­niversary of the blessed St Bern­ard. On the right side of the high al­tar, which was richly ad­orned with red and white roses, were el­ev­ated seats placed for the clergy op­pos­ite to the tribune, whereon the Bishop’s capelle per­formed the mu­sic of the high mass, at which he him­self was the of­fi­ci­at­ing priest.


  One of the monks with whom I had formerly been ac­quain­ted, and to whom prob­ably Le­onar­dus had given dir­ec­tions, called me to take my place next to him. I per­ceived that he watched even my slight­est move­ments, and he in­sisted that I should pray without ceas­ing out of my Brevi­ary.


  The de­cis­ive mo­ment was now draw­ing near. The nuns of St Clare as­sembled them­selves within the small square, en­closed by an iron rail­ing, be­fore the high al­tar, while, through a private door from be­hind the al­tar, the Cister­tians brought for­ward Aure­lia.


  A whis­per­ing rustled through the crowded church on her ap­pear­ance; the or­gan was si­lent, and only the simple an­them of the nuns in the choir vi­brated to the very heart of every listener. Till now, I had not ven­tured to lift up mine eyes, and on do­ing so, I trembled con­vuls­ively, so that my Brevi­ary fell to the ground. I bent down to take it up, but a sud­den gid­di­ness seized me, and I should have fallen after my book, had not my watch­ful brother seized and held me back. “What is the mat­ter with you, Med­ar­dus?” said he—“Res­ist the de­mon that be­sets you, and he will flee!”


  I made a vi­ol­ent ef­fort to be tran­quil, looked up again, and saw Aure­lia kneel­ing at the high al­tar. Oh, heav­ens! her beauty of coun­ten­ance, and sym­metry of form, were more than ever dazzling and se­duct­ive! She was dressed, too, as a bride, pre­cisely as she had been on that fatal day of our in­ten­ded mar­riage, with wreaths of myrtle and roses twis­ted in her lux­uri­ant and skil­fully-plaited hair. The de­vo­tion—the solem­nity and agit­a­tion of the mo­ment, had heightened the bloom on her cheeks; and in her eyes, up­lif­ted to heaven, lay an ex­pres­sion of de­sire, which, in an­other place, or on an­other oc­ca­sion, might have been very dif­fer­ently in­ter­preted.


  What were those mo­ments, after I had re­cog­nized Aure­lia at the res­id­enz of the Prince von Rosen­thurm, com­pared to this? I said that my feel­ings then were in­des­crib­able, but my pas­sions now raged and burned within me with a vi­ol­ence which I had never be­fore known. Every vein and fibre in my frame was con­vulsed and swollen by the vehe­mence of my con­flict, and I grasped the read­ing-desk with such force, that the boards cracked and broke be­neath the pres­sure.


  Mean­while, I prayed in­tern­ally with great fer­vour—“Oh, mer­ci­ful Heaven—Oh, ye blessed saints, in­ter­cede for me!—Let me not be­come mad!—only not mad!—Save me—save me from this hellish tor­ment!—Save me from ut­ter frenzy, oth­er­wise I must com­mit the most hor­rible of crimes, and give up my soul to ever­last­ing de­struc­tion!” Such were my in­ward as­pir­a­tions, for I felt how every mo­ment the evil spirit was ac­quir­ing more and more an as­cend­ancy over me. It seemed to me as if Aure­lia, too, had a share in the crime which I alone was com­mit­ting, as if the vow that she was about to take was not to be the bride of Heaven, but to be­come mine! To rush up to the al­tar, to press her in my arms in one last de­li­cious em­brace, and then stab her to the heart—this im­pulse be­came al­most ir­res­ist­ible. The de­mon raged more and more wildly in my heart—I was about to scream out, “Stop there, de­luded fools!—Not a vir­gin, as you be­lieve, pure and eman­cip­ated from earthly bonds and pas­sion, but the de­voted bride of the per­jured monk, would you con­sec­rate to Heaven!” * * * * When I heard Aure­lia’s voice, how­ever, as she began to pro­nounce the vow, then it seemed as if a mild gleam of moon­light broke through the dark and stormy clouds by which my reason had been ob­scured. By this pure light I de­tec­ted all the ar­ti­fices of my re­lent­less ad­versary, whom I was thus, with ten­fold vigour, en­abled to res­ist. Every word uttered by Aure­lia, like the en­cour­aging voice of a guard­ian ser­aph, gave me new strength, and, after an ar­du­ous con­flict, I was left vic­tor. That black and hideous im­pulse to new crimes was put to flight, and with it every re­mains of sin­ful pas­sion. Aure­lia was again the pi­ous vo­tary of Heaven, whose prayer could res­cue me from eternal re­morse and de­struc­tion. Her vows were to me the source of con­sol­a­tion and of hope; I could look again without des­pair into the blue un­clouded vaults of heaven! The monk who had watched over me, im­me­di­ately per­ceived this change. “Thou hast bravely res­isted the ad­versary, Med­ar­dus. This was per­haps the last and severest trial which has been destined for thee by the will of the Almighty!”


  CHAPTER XXII.


  The vow was now pro­nounced, and dur­ing that part of the ser­vice con­sist­ing of ques­tion and re­sponse, sung by the nuns of St Clare, the veil was to be laid on Aure­lia. Already they had taken the myrtles and roses from her head, and were in the act of cut­ting off her long and lux­uri­ant locks, when an ex­traordin­ary tu­mult arose in the church. I re­marked how the people who stood in the aisles were thrust and driven about. Many of them, too, were vi­ol­ently knocked down, and the dis­turb­ance made its way al­ways nearer and nearer, till it ar­rived at the centre of the church, be­fore which time I could not dis­tin­guish the cause.


  With the most furi­ous looks and ges­tures, strik­ing with his clenched fists at all who stood in his way, and still press­ing for­ward, there now ap­peared a half-na­ked man, with the rags of a Capuchin dress hung about his body! At the first glance, I re­cog­nized my diabol­ical double; but already at the mo­ment when, an­ti­cip­at­ing some hor­rible event, I was in the act of leav­ing the gal­lery to throw my­self in his way, the hor­rible wretch had leaped over the rail­ing of the al­tar. The ter­ri­fied nuns shrieked and dis­persed, but the Ab­bess un­daun­tedly held Aure­lia firmly clasped in her arms. “Ha, ha, ha!” screamed the mad­man in a thrill­ing tone, “would’st thou rob me of my Prin­cess?—Ha, ha, ha!—The Prin­cess is my bride, my bride!”


  With these words he tore the faint­ing Aure­lia from the Ab­bess, and with in­cred­ible quick­ness pulled out a stiletto, el­ev­ated it high over her head, and then plunged it into her heart, so that the blood sprung in tor­rents from the wound.—“Hur­rah!—hur­rah!” cried the ma­niac; “now have I won my bride—have won the Prin­cess!” With these words he rushed through the private grat­ing be­hind the al­tar, and dis­ap­peared.


  The church-aisles and vaults re­ver­ber­ated with the deaf­en­ing shrieks of the nuns, and out­cries of the people.—“Murder!—Murder at the al­tar of the Lord!” cried they, crowding to the spot.


  “Watch all the gates of the con­vent, that the mur­derer may not es­cape!” cried Le­onar­dus, in a loud voice; and many ac­cord­ingly left the church, seiz­ing the staves and cro­siers that had been used in the pro­ces­sion, and rush­ing after the mon­ster through the aisles of the con­vent.


  All was the trans­ac­tion of a mo­ment, and soon after, I was kneel­ing be­side Aure­lia, the nuns hav­ing, as well as they could, bound up her wound, while oth­ers as­sisted the now faint­ing Ab­bess.


  “Sancta Ros­alia, ora pro nobis!” I heard these words spoken near me in a power­ful and stead­fast voice; and all who yet re­mained in the church cried out, “A mir­acle!—A mir­acle!—She is in­deed a mar­tyr! Sancta Ros­alia, ora pro nobis!”


  I looked up, the old painter stood near, but with a mild earn­est­ness on his fea­tures, pre­cisely as when he had ap­peared to me in the prison. It seemed to me already as if every earthly tie was broken. I felt no pain at the fate of Aure­lia, nor could I now ex­per­i­ence any ap­pre­hen­sion or hor­ror from the ap­par­i­tion of the painter. It seemed, on the con­trary, as if the mys­ter­i­ous nets, by which the powers of hell had so long held me en­tangled, were now com­pletely dis­solved and broken.


  “A mir­acle!—A mir­acle!” shouted again all the people. “Do you see the old man in the vi­olet-col­oured mantle? He has des­cen­ded out of the pic­ture over the high al­tar!—I saw it!”


  “I too!”—“And I too!” cried many con­fused voices, till again all fell upon their knees, and the tu­mult sub­sided into the mur­mur of zeal­ous prayer, in­ter­rup­ted oc­ca­sion­ally by vi­ol­ent sob­bing and weep­ing.


  The Ab­bess at last awoke from her faint.—“Aure­lia!” cried she, with the heart-rend­ing tone of deep and vi­ol­ent grief,—“Aure­lia, my child! my pi­ous daugh­ter! But why do I com­plain?—Almighty Heaven, it was thy re­solve!”


  A kind of bier, or couch, tied on hand-poles, was now brought, on which Aure­lia was to be placed. When she was lif­ted up for this pur­pose, she opened her eyes, and see­ing me be­side her, “Med­ar­dus,” said she, “thou hast in­deed sub­mit­ted to the tempta­tion of our ad­versary. But was I then pure from the con­tam­in­a­tion of sin, when I placed in my af­fec­tion for thee all my hopes of earthly hap­pi­ness? An im­mut­able de­cree of Provid­ence had re­solved that we should be the means of ex­pi­at­ing the heavy crimes of our an­cest­ors, and thus we were united by a bond of love, whose proper throne is bey­ond the stars, and the en­joy­ment of whose vo­tar­ies par­takes noth­ing in com­mon with ter­restrial pleas­ure.


  “But our watch­ful and cun­ning ad­versary suc­ceeded but too well in con­ceal­ing from us al­to­gether this true in­ter­pret­a­tion of our at­tach­ment—nay, in such man­ner to de­lude and en­tice us, that we only con­strued and ex­em­pli­fied that which was in its nature heav­enly and spir­itual, by means earthly and cor­por­eal.


  “Alas! was it not I my­self, who, in the con­fes­sional, be­trayed to you my af­fec­tion, which af­ter­wards, in­stead of kind­ling within you the ce­les­tial flames of heav­enly and ever­last­ing love, de­gen­er­ated into the fire of selfish and im­pure pas­sion, which af­ter­wards you en­deav­oured to quench by un­heard-of and enorm­ous crimes? But, Med­ar­dus, be of good cour­age. The miser­able ma­niac, whom our Arch-Ad­versary has de­luded into the be­lief that he is trans­formed into thee, and must ful­fil what thou hadst be­gun, is but the mere tool or im­ple­ment of that higher Power, through which the in­ten­tions of the lat­ter are ful­filled. Soon, very soon——”


  Here Aure­lia, who had spoken the last words with her eyes closed, and a voice scarcely aud­ible, fell again into a faint, yet death could not yet tri­umph over her. In­deed, all that she had said was but in frag­ments and single words, so broken and dis­join­ted, that it was with much dif­fi­culty the sense could be col­lec­ted, which I have above put to­gether.


  “Has she con­fessed to you, rev­er­end sir?” said the nuns. “Have you con­soled her?”—“By no means,” said I; “she has in­deed poured con­sol­a­tion on my mind, but I am un­able to aid her!”


  “Happy art thou, Med­ar­dus! Thy tri­als will soon be at an end, and I then am free!”


  It was the painter who still stood near me, and who had spoken these last words. I went up to him, and began,—“For­sake me not, then, thou won­der­ful and mi­ra­cu­lous man, but re­main ever with me!” I know not how my senses, when I wished to speak farther, be­came, in the strangest man­ner, con­fused and lost. I could not bring out a word, but fell into a state betwixt wak­ing and dream­ing, out of which I was roused by loud shouts and out­cries.


  I now no longer saw the painter. My at­ten­tion was dir­ec­ted only to a crowd of coun­try­men, cit­izens from the town, and sol­diers, who had forced their way into the church, and in­sisted that it should be al­lowed them to search through every apart­ment of the con­vent, as the mur­derer cer­tainly must be still within its walls. The Ab­bess, who was afraid of the dis­orders that would en­sue, re­fused this; but, not­with­stand­ing the in­flu­ence of her high dig­nity, she could not ap­pease the minds of the people. They re­proached her, on the con­trary, with a wish to con­ceal the mur­derer, be­cause he was a monk, and, ra­ging more vi­ol­ently, threatened to force for them­selves that ad­mit­tance which she had re­fused.


  Le­onar­dus then moun­ted the pul­pit, and after a few words of ad­mon­ish­ment, on the sin of pro­fan­ing a sanc­tu­ary by such tu­mult, he as­sured them that the mur­derer was by no means a monk, but a mad­man, whom he him­self had taken out of com­pas­sion into his con­vent, where he had, to all ap­pear­ance, died; but, after be­ing car­ried to the dead-room, had un­ac­count­ably re­covered from his sup­posed death, and es­caped, tak­ing with him an old tu­nic, which, at his earn­est re­quest, had been char­it­ably lent to him dur­ing his stay in the mon­as­tery. If he were now con­cealed any­where within these walls, it would be im­possible for him, after the pre­cau­tions that had been taken, to make his es­cape. The crowd were at last quieted, and per­mit­ted the re­moval of Aure­lia.


  It was found that the bier on which she was placed could not be car­ried through the wicket-door be­hind the al­tar. It was, there­fore, brought in sol­emn pro­ces­sion through the aisle of the church, and across the court, into the con­vent. The Ab­bess, sup­por­ted by two nuns, walked close be­hind the bier. Four Cister­tian sis­ters car­ried over it a can­opy, and all the rest fol­lowed,—then the brethren of the dif­fer­ent or­ders, and lastly the people, who now be­haved with the most re­spect­ful si­lence. The bier was covered with roses and myrtle wreaths; and thus the pro­ces­sion moved slowly on.


  The sis­ters who be­longed to the choir must have re­turned to their sta­tion; for as we reached the middle of the long and spa­cious aisle, deep fear­ful tones of the or­gan soun­ded mourn­fully from above. Then, lo! as if awoke by those notes, Aure­lia once more raised her­self slowly up, and lif­ted her clasped hands in fer­vent prayer to Heaven. Again the people fell upon their knees, and called out, “Sancta Ros­alia, ora pro nobis!” Thus was the vis­ion real­ized, which, at my first meet­ing with Aure­lia, I had an­nounced, though then ac­tu­ated only by base and dev­il­ish hy­po­crisy.


  The bier was first set down in the great hall of the con­vent; and as the nuns and the brethren formed a circle, and prayed around her, she sud­denly fell into the arms of the Ab­bess, with a long deep sigh. She was dead!

  


  The mul­ti­tude were still gathered round the gates, and when the bell an­nounced to them the death of the con­sec­rated vir­gin, all broke out into new lam­ent­a­tions. Many of them made a vow to re­main in the vil­lage till after the fu­neral of Aure­lia, and to de­vote that period to fast­ing and prayer. The ru­mour of this fear­ful event was rap­idly spread abroad, so that Aure­lia’s ob­sequies, which were sol­em­nized four days there­after, re­sembled one of the highest fest­ivals of the church on the can­on­iz­a­tion of a saint. As formerly, on St Bern­ard’s eve, the con­vent lawn was covered with a great crowd from the town of König­swald, and from all quar­ters; but there was no longer to be heard among them the wonted voice of mirth. Their time was spent in sighs and tears; and if a voice was raised aloud, it was but to ut­ter ex­ec­ra­tions against the mur­derer, who had su­per­nat­ur­ally van­ished, nor could a trace of him be dis­covered. Far deeper was the in­flu­ence of these three days (which I spent mostly in the garden-chapel) on the weal of my soul, than my long la­bor­i­ous pen­it­ence in the Capuchin Con­vent of Rome. When I re­flec­ted on my past life, I per­ceived plainly how, al­though armed and pro­tec­ted from earli­est youth with the best les­sons of piety and vir­tue, I had yet, like a pusil­lan­im­ous cow­ard, yiel­ded to Satan, whose aim was to foster and cher­ish the crim­inal race, from which I was sprung, so that its rep­res­ent­at­ives might still be mul­ti­plied, and still fettered by bonds of vice and wicked­ness upon the earth. My sins were but tri­fling and ve­nial when I first be­came ac­quain­ted with the choir-mas­ter’s sis­ter, and first gave way to the im­pulses of pride and self-con­fid­ence. But, alas! I was too care­less to re­mem­ber the doc­trine which I had yet of­ten in­cul­cated on oth­ers, that ve­nial er­rors, un­less im­me­di­ately cor­rec­ted, form a sure and solid found­a­tion for sins which are mor­tal. Then the Devil threw that Elixir into my way, which, like a poison work­ing against the soul in­stead of the body, com­pleted his vic­tory over me. I heeded not the earn­est ad­mon­i­tions of the un­known painter, the Ab­bess, or the Prior.


  Aure­lia’s ap­pear­ance at the con­fes­sional was a de­cis­ive ef­fort for my de­struc­tion. Then, as the body, un­der the in­flu­ence of poison, falls into dis­ease, so my spirit, un­der the op­er­a­tion of that hellish cor­dial, was in­fec­ted and des­troyed by sin. How could the vo­tary, the slave of Satan, re­cog­nize the true nature of those bonds by which Om­ni­po­tence, as a sym­bol of that eternal love, (whose mar­riage fest­ival is death,) had joined Aure­lia’s fate and mine?


  Re­joicing in his first vic­tor­ies, Satan then haunted me in the form of an ac­cursed mad­man, between whose spirit and mine there seemed to be a re­cip­rocal and al­tern­ate power of in­flu­en­cing each other. I was ob­liged to ascribe his ap­par­ent death (of which I in real­ity was guilt­less) to my­self; and thus be­came fa­mil­i­ar­ized with the thought of murder. Or was Vic­torin really killed, and did the Arch-Fiend re-an­im­ate his body, (as the vampyres in Hun­gary rise from the grave,) for his own es­pe­cial pur­poses? May it not suf­fice to say, that this brother, called Vic­torin, who de­rived his birth from an ac­cursed and ab­om­in­able crime, be­came to me an im­per­son­iz­a­tion of the evil prin­ciple, who forced me into hideous guilt, and tor­men­ted me with his un­re­lent­ing per­se­cu­tion?


  Till that very mo­ment when I heard Aure­lia pro­nounce her vows, my heart was not yet pure from sin; not till then had the Evil One lost over me his domin­ion; but the won­der­ful in­ward tran­quil­lity—the cheer­ful­ness as if poured from Heaven into my heart, when she ad­dressed to me her last words, con­vinced me that her death was the prom­ise of my for­give­ness and re­con­cili­ation. Then, as in the sol­emn re­quiem, the choir sung the words—”Con­fu­tatis mal­edic­tis, flam­mis acribus ad­dic­tis,” I trembled; but at the pas­sage, “Voca me cum be­ne­dic­tis,” it seemed to me as if I be­held, in the dazzling ra­di­ance of ce­les­tial light, Aure­lia, who first looked down with an ex­pres­sion of saintly com­pas­sion upon me, and then lift­ing up her head, which was sur­roun­ded with a dazzling ring of stars, to the Almighty, pre­ferred an ar­dent sup­plic­a­tion for the de­liv­er­ance of my soul! At the words, “Ora sup­plex et ac­clinis cor con­tritum, quasi cinis,” I sank down into the dust; but how dif­fer­ent now were my in­ward feel­ings of hu­mil­ity and sub­mis­sion, from that pas­sion­ate self-con­dem­na­tion, those cruel and vi­ol­ent pen­ances, which I had formerly un­der­gone at the Capuchin Con­vent!


  Now, for the first time, my spirit was en­abled to dis­tin­guish truth from false­hood, and by the new light, which was then shed around me, every tempta­tion of the devil must, from hence­for­ward, re­main vain and in­ef­fec­tual. It was not Aure­lia’s death, but the cruel and hor­rible man­ner in which it had oc­curred, by which I had been at first so deeply agit­ated. But how short was the in­ter­val, ere I per­ceived and re­cog­nized in its fullest ex­tent, even in this event, the good­ness and mercy of Heaven! The mar­tyr­dom of the pi­ous, the tried, and ab­solved bride! Had she then died for my sake? No! It was not till now, after she had been with­drawn from this world, that she ap­peared to me like a dazzling gleam, sent down from the realms of eternal love, to brighten the path of an un­happy sin­ner. Aure­lia’s death was, as she had be­fore said, our mar­riage fest­ival, the sol­em­niz­a­tion of that love, which, like a ce­les­tial es­sence, has its throne and domin­ion above the stars, and ad­mits nought in com­mon with grov­el­ling and per­ish­able earthly pleas­ures! These thoughts in­deed raised me above my­self; and ac­cord­ingly these three days in the Cister­tian Con­vent might truly be called the hap­pi­est of my life.


  After the fu­neral ob­sequies, which took place on the fourth day, Le­onar­dus was on the point of re­turn­ing with the brethren home to his own con­vent. When their pro­ces­sion was ready to set out, the Ab­bess summoned me to a private audi­ence. I found her alone, in her high vaul­ted par­lour, the same room wherein I had my first in­tro­duc­tion, and which then in­spired me with such awe and ter­ror. She was now in the greatest emo­tion, and tears burst in­vol­un­tar­ily from her eyes.


  “Son Med­ar­dus!” said she, “for I can again ad­dress you thus, all now is known and ex­plained to me, so that I have no ques­tions to ask. You have at last sur­vived the tempta­tions by which, un­happy and worthy to be pit­ied, you were as­sailed and over­taken! Alas, Med­ar­dus, only she, she alone, who in­ter­cedes for us at the judg­ment throne of Heaven, is pure from sin. Did I not stand on the very brink of the abyss, when, with a heart given up to the al­lure­ments of earthly pleas­ure, I was on the point of selling my­self to a mur­derer? And yet, son Med­ar­dus, and yet I have wept sin­ful tears in my lonely cell, when think­ing of your father! Go then, in God’s name. Every ap­pre­hen­sion by which I have of­ten been as­sailed, that in you I had reared and edu­cated even the most wicked of the race, is ban­ished from my soul. Farewell!”

  


  Le­onar­dus, who had no doubt re­vealed to the Ab­bess whatever cir­cum­stances of my life re­mained yet un­known to her, proved to me by his con­duct that he also had for­given me, and re­com­men­ded me in his pray­ers to Heaven. The old reg­u­la­tions of the con­ven­tual life re­mained un­broken, and I was al­lowed to take my place, on an equal foot­ing with the brethren, as formerly.


  One day the Prior de­sired to speak with me. “Brother Med­ar­dus,” said he, “I should like still to im­pose upon you one act of pen­it­ence.”—I humbly in­quired wherein this was to con­sist. “I ad­vise you,” answered Le­onar­dus, “to com­mit to pa­per a his­tory of your life. In your ma­nu­script do not leave out any in­cid­ent—not only of those which are lead­ing and im­port­ant, but even such as are com­par­at­ively in­sig­ni­fic­ant. Es­pe­cially, de­tail at great length whatever happened to you in the var­ied scenes of the pro­fane world. Your ima­gin­a­tion will prob­ably by this means carry you back into that life which you have now for ever re­nounced. All that was ab­surd or sol­emn, mirth­ful or hor­rible, will be once more vividly im­pressed on your senses; nay, it is pos­sible, that you may for a mo­ment look upon Aure­lia, not as a nun and a mar­tyr, but as she once ap­peared in the world. Yet if the Evil One has wholly lost his domin­ion over you; if you have in­deed turned away your af­fec­tions from all that is ter­restrial, then you will hover, like a dis­en­gaged spirit, as if on ser­aph’s wings, above all these earthly re­mem­brances, and the im­pres­sion thus called up will van­ish without leav­ing any trace be­hind.”


  I did as the Prior had com­manded; and, alas! the con­sequences were such as he had de­sired me to ex­pect. A tem­pest of con­flict­ing emo­tions, of pain and pleas­ure, of de­sire, and ab­hor­rence, rose in my heart as I re­vived the cir­cum­stances of my life. Thou, to whom I have already ad­dressed my­self, who may­est one day read these pages, I spoke to thee more than once of the highest me­ridian sun-light of love, when Aure­lia’s im­age arose in all its ce­les­tial beauty on my soul. But there is a love far dif­fer­ent from ter­restrial pas­sion, (which last gen­er­ally works its own de­struc­tion.)—There is an­other and far dif­fer­ent love, and in this may be truly found that me­ridian sun-light which I de­scribed, when, far re­moved above the in­flu­ences of earthly de­sire, the be­loved ob­ject, like a gleam from heaven, kindles in thy heart all the highest, the holi­est, and most bliss­ful in­spir­a­tions which are shed down from the realms of the saints on poor mor­tals. By this thought have I been re­freshed and com­for­ted, when, on my re­mem­brance of the most se­duct­ive mo­ments which this world be­stowed on me, tears yet gushed from mine eyes, and wounds, long ci­ca­trized, broke open and bled anew.


  I know that prob­ably in the hour of death the ad­versary will yet have power to tor­ment me. But stead­fastly, and with fer­vent long­ing, I wait for the mo­ment which is to with­draw me from this life; for it is on that event that the ful­fil­ment of all that Aure­lia, all that the blessed St Ros­alia, has prom­ised to me, de­pends. Pray—pray for me, oh, ye be­ati­fied Vir­gin! in that dark hour, that the powers of hell, to which I have so of­ten yiel­ded, may not once more, and for the last time, con­quer me, and tear me with him to the abyss of ever­last­ing de­struc­tion!


  CHAPTER XXIII.


  Ad­di­tions by Father Spiridion, Lib­rar­ian of the Capuchin Mon­as­tery at König­swald.


  In the night of the 3d-4th Septem­ber, in this year 17—, much that is worthy of be­ing re­cor­ded has happened in our mon­as­tery. It might be about mid­night, when, in the cell of Brother Med­ar­dus, which was next to mine, I over­heard a strange noise of stam­mer­ing and laugh­ing, which con­tin­ued for a con­sid­er­able time; and at in­ter­vals I heard also ob­scure sounds of lam­ent­a­tion, sob­bing, and groan­ing. It seemed to me as if I could dis­tin­guish the ar­tic­u­late ac­cents of a most dis­agree­able broken voice, from which I in­vol­un­tar­ily re­coiled and shuddered, and which pro­nounced the words “Brüd-er-lein! Brüd-er-lein!—Come with me—Come with me.—The bride is here—The bride is here!”—I im­me­di­ately star­ted up, and wished to in­quire for Brother Med­ar­dus; but then there fell upon me an un­ac­count­able and su­per­nat­ural hor­ror, so that my limbs shook and my jaws clattered, as if in the cold fit of an ague. There­after, I went not into the cell of Brother Med­ar­dus, but to the Prior, and, with some trouble, woke him from his sleep. The Prior was much alarmed by my de­scrip­tion of what I had heard, and de­sired me to bring con­sec­rated candles, and then we should both go to the as­sist­ance of Med­ar­dus. I did as he com­manded me, lighted the candles at the lamp be­side the im­age of the blessed Vir­gin in the aisle, and we went along the cor­ridor, till we came near the cell. There Le­onar­dus stood for some time, listen­ing at the door; but the voice which I had de­scribed to him was no longer to be heard. On the con­trary, we ob­served a pleas­ant sil­very sound, as of the ringing of bells, and me­thought the air was filled with the fra­grance of roses. Le­onar­dus was about to enter, when the door opened, and lo! there stepped forth the form of a very tall man, with a long white beard, at­tired in a dark vi­olet-col­oured mantle. I was in­des­crib­ably ter­ri­fied, know­ing well that this must be a su­per­nat­ural ap­par­i­tion, for the con­vent gates were all firmly locked, and it was im­possible for any stranger, without my know­ledge, to have gained ad­mit­tance. Le­onar­dus, how­ever, looked at him boldly, though without ut­ter­ing a word. “The hour of ful­fil­ment is not far dis­tant,” said the fig­ure, in a tone very hol­low and sol­emn. With these words he van­ished in the ob­scur­ity of the cor­ridor, so that my fear was greatly in­creased, and I had al­most let the candles fall out of my hand. The Prior, who, by his ex­treme piety and strength of faith, is wholly pro­tec­ted from any such fear of ghosts, took me by the arm. “Now,” said he, “let us go, and speak with Brother Med­ar­dus.” We entered ac­cord­ingly, and found our brother, who for some time past had been in very weak health, already dy­ing. He could no longer speak, and breathed with great dif­fi­culty. The Prior as­sisted him; and I went to ring the great bell, and awaken the brethren. “Rise up—rise up,” cried I in a loud voice; “Brother Med­ar­dus is on the point of death.” They all at­ten­ded on the in­stant, so that not one of our num­ber was want­ing, and stood, with con­sec­rated candles in their hands, round the couch of the dy­ing man, every one feel­ing for him deep re­gret and com­pas­sion. Le­onar­dus com­manded that he should be laid on a bier, car­ried down to the church, and placed be­fore the high al­tar, which was ac­cord­ingly done. There, to our ut­ter as­ton­ish­ment, he re­covered, and began to speak. Le­onar­dus, after con­fes­sion and ab­so­lu­tion had been reg­u­larly gone through, ad­min­istered the last unc­tion. Thereupon, while the Prior con­tin­ued with the dy­ing man, con­sol­ing and sup­port­ing him, we betook ourselves to the choir, and sang the usual dirge for the soul’s weal of our de­part­ing brother. On the fol­low­ing day, namely, on the 5th Septem­ber, 17—, ex­actly as the con­vent clock struck twelve, Brother Med­ar­dus ex­pired in the arms of the Prior. We re­marked that it was pre­cisely on the same day, and at the same hour, in the pre­ced­ing year, that the nun Ros­alia, in a hor­rible man­ner, just after she had taken the vows, had been murdered.


  At the fu­neral, dur­ing the re­quiem also, the fol­low­ing cir­cum­stance oc­curred. We per­ceived that the air was strongly per­fumed by roses, and on look­ing round, saw, that to the cel­eb­rated pic­ture of St Ros­alia’s mar­tyr­dom, painted by an old un­known Italian artist, (which was pur­chased for a large sum by our con­vent, in Rome,) there was a large gar­land af­fixed, of the finest and freshest roses, which at this late sea­son had be­come very rare. The porter said, that early in the morn­ing a ragged, very miser­able-look­ing beg­gar, un­ob­served by any of us, had climbed up to the pic­ture, and hung on it this wreath. The same beg­gar made his ap­pear­ance be­fore the fu­neral was over, and forced his way among the brethren. We in­ten­ded to or­der him away; but when Le­onar­dus had sharply looked at, and seemed to re­cog­nize him, he was al­lowed, by the Prior’s or­der, to re­main. He was af­ter­wards, by his earn­est en­treaty, re­ceived as a lay-monk into the con­vent, by the name of Brother Peter, as he had been in the world called Peter Schön­feld; and we gran­ted him this hon­oured name so much the more read­ily, as he was al­ways very quiet and well-be­haved, only now and then made strange grim­aces, and laughed very ab­surdly, which, how­ever, as it could not be called sin­ful, only served for our di­ver­sion. The Prior said, that Brother Peter’s in­tel­lec­tual light was quenched and ob­scured by the va­pours of folly, so that noth­ing in this world ap­peared to him without be­ing strangely ca­ri­ca­tured and meta­morph­osed. We scarcely un­der­stood what the learned Prior meant by these al­lu­sions, but per­ceived that he had known some­thing of the former life of our lay-brother Peter, which in­duced him char­it­ably to ad­mit the poor man among us.


  Thus to the ma­nu­script, which is said to con­tain an ac­count of our late brother’s life, (but which I have not read,) I have ad­ded, not without la­bour, and all to the greater glory of God and our re­li­gion, this cir­cum­stan­tial his­tory of his death. Peace to the soul of Med­ar­dus, and may the Almighty one day call him to a blessed re­sur­rec­tion, and re­ceive him into the choir of the saints, for his death was in­deed very pi­ous!


  THE END.
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