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ii INTRODUCTION.

ingenious absurdity. I was, and still am a
great admirer of Mr. D’Ieraeli’s literary talents,
(Vivian Grey and Contarini Fleming are novels
not likely to be easily forgotten,) but the glar-
ing nonsense of attempting to substitute a
retrogade for a forward political and re-
ligious movement, was too comical to be resisted.
Such an utter misconception of the spirit of
the times, by so clever a man, appeared so im-
probable, that I at once came to the conclusion
that the Honorable M. P. for Shrewsbury was
merely acting for the sake of effect, in fact
that he had determined upon becoming very
remarkable at all hazards, laughing perbaps in
his sleeve at the innocent youths who followed
and adopted his presumed opinions. For in-
deed Coningsby had not long ¢astonished the
town’ before sundry young friends of my
own, began to shew unmistakeable signs Young
Englandism. At first I could scarcely believe
that a party was really about to be established
upon so ridiculous a foundation, but at length
reluctantly compelled to acknowledge the fact,
I seized my pen, and in less than a couple of
months produced the satirical extravaganza
above alluded to. It may be imagined that
there was little time for correction, indeed
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except in the printer’s proofs, I read but a small

portion of the work evea a second time, and I
have never had the courage to do so since, for
fear of discovering fresh errors. Before the
irst volume was completed, I was also unfor-
tunate enough to be attacked by nervous head-
aches—no very pleasant companions to an
author. )

Such as it was, the critics fell upon it with
‘bangry ferocity, although few of them seemed
to understand the tone of burlesque irony and
wilful exaggeration pervading the whole book ;
and by invidiously isolated quotations, often
totally misrepresented its tendency.

And why did they attack it ?—not for ridi-
culing Young England and Mr. D’[sracli—they
were all ready to join in the laugh. Not for
its sarcasms upon the present Premier, or the
Home Secretary of post office notoriety—they
quoted the passages with unction. Not for its
hints on India or indeed its political satire of
any description—but for a few just though in-
cautious strictures on a certain influential au-
thor, and the defence of one whom nobody

else cared to defend °© Yet Bratus is an hon-
orable man; so are they all, all honorable

men?
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Anti-Coningsby however heard its effect—
and that was all desired by the author—a hun-
dred echoes, unacknowledged extracts, and
appropriation of ideas from its pages, bore
testimony to this fact. The ¢ New Generation’
was laughed down, and even their heroic leader
(who continues to do great things despite his
own theory as to the universal juvenility of
mundane heros) sank all mention of the name,
at least, in his new work ¢ Sybil or the two
nations,” which, in saperficial inconsistency, ac-
knowledgedly outdoes its predecessor.

Schiller tells us in one of his exquisitely
terse epigrams, (the greater part of which,
with unaccountable indolence, were omitted
from a recent translation of his poems.) that
% YWhen monarchs are building, the masons get
work,” and this quiet contempt for criticism
might accord with his system. I am however
of opinion that speaking contempt, is much
more effective. I shall therefore take the
liberty of retaliating upon one or two of the
most prominent culprits, with the view of
rendering them more cautious for the future.
Reformation being the only object of punish-
ment coneistent with the true spirit of philan-
throphy.
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INTRODUCTION. ix

Coningsby would insinuate but by calmly
obeerving and studying the signs of the present
times, and boldly looking forward to the
fature. And remember, youth of England,
that these are the words of one, who really, and
practically belongs to the new generation.






THE IMPOSTOR.

CHAPTER 1.

CONTRAST.

MmmonNiGET was at band, as in a small ill-
farnished room, above a low shop, in one of the
dirtiest, narrowest, and most ancient looking
lanes in the oriental moiety of the English
metropolis, were seated two individuals of the
nLost opposite appearance conceivable. The one,
an old man of at least three score, exhibited
a set of pinched up, calf-skin coloured features,
VoL L B
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in which dotage, stupidity, and cunning
seemed to struggle for the ascendancy. His
claw-like fingers were ¢lagped upon his breast,
over which a tattered dressing-gown was
buttoned, the probable antiquity whereof
would have baffled all the conjectures of
the antiquarian curious, and irresistibly re-
minded one of the faded vestments worn by
mummies in the crumbling catacombs of
Egypt.

The other tenant of the room was a youth
with a clear, pale complexion and placid fea-
tures of almost feminine delicacy and beauty,
sheded by long, dark brown, silk-like bair, which
a Ciccagsian Sultana might have envied. His
small white hand supported a brow remarkable
for intellectual development, and his dark hazel
eyes flashed beneath eycbrows almost faultless
in their arching symmetry. His dress con-
sisted of a threadbare suit of coarse black cloth
and the clean white collar of his shirt being
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thrown back, displayed a neck and some por-
tion of a breast, which a Sappho might
have described, but a Phidias could never have
imitated.

Surely it would have been difficult to dis-
cover two beings more violently contrasting
in their exterior than these two men, whose
mutual humanity appeared, in truth, the only
link between them, the only point in which
their orbits touched.

“ Two and twenty years to-day, two and
twenty years,” muttered the old man thought-
fully, * since we left Genoa; you were not
born then—not born.”

This remark was partly addressed to the
speaker himsélf, in soliloquizing reminiscence,
partly to the young mam who by the light
of & solitary candle pored with great at-
tention over an ancient folio, in fact a
worm-eaten and dusty edition of the works of
Lord Bacon.

B3
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THE IMPOSTOR. 5

have seen its mountains and its vineyards,
its dark eyed girls and marble palaces !”

“A poor country though—a very poor
country !” said the old man deprecatingly.

“ Poor !” exclaimed his companion wildly ;
“ yes, poor in the dross you value so dearly ;
but rich in a thousand joys which gold can
never purchase. An English King may envy
an Italian peasant his purple sky and gentle
climate I”

¢ Silly boy, silly boy,” muttered the old
man, fixing kis weak spectacled eyes upon the
scanty fire. %

A long silence followed.

There was something strange and unna-
tural in the manner and conversation of these
two beings. They seemed rather to address
themselves to their own thoughts, than to one-
another ; neither respcct nor affection appeared
to mingle in their reclation, yet,in the eyes
of the world, they were bound by the nearest
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is dead !|—run to the nearest surgeon’s, that,
if possible, something may be done to re-
cover him before it is too late; tell him
to bring his lancet with him— quick—
quick !”

The servant instantly dejarted and our hero
seated himself at the foot of the bed, in a sad
and meditative attitude.

‘“ Now,” thought he, “ I shall have to listen
to the commonplace consolations and pious
exclamations of our particularly scanty ac-
quaintance ; luckily we have no relations, that
I know of, so that it will soon be over; ah!
here comes the surgeon.”

I will bleed him directly,” said the hard-by
abiding bakim, advancing to the bed side of
the deceased, * but I see that he has been dead
for some hours.”

¢ Is there no hope ?” said Alfred.

« Not the most remote,” replied the chi-
rurgeon. '

¢ It must have been very sudden,” remarked
our hero.
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“ Yes ; I ehould think it must,” rejoined the
Esculapius.

* What do you suppose was the cause of his
death ?” inquired Alfred shrugging his shoul-
ders.

“It is imposeible to conmjecture,” replied
the other.

¢ Impossible 7*

‘ Without a post mortem,” corrected the
surgeon.

“1 have lost an excellent father,” said
Alfred pressing his hand against his fore-
head.

 Take a little brandy and water,” prescribed
the general practitioner,

“ Who can minister to a mind diseased ?”
rejoined Alfred, sorrowfully shaking his head.

“ Who, indeed [” snivelled the apothecary.
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CHAPTER IV.

A PROFESSION AND A NAME.

It was the night after the funeral ; Alfred was
again alone in the same old room and the same
old arm-chair in which he originally presented
himself to the eyes of the reader. On a table
by his side were writing materials, and a va-
riety of papers, which he examined with great
attention.

¢ The last will and testament,” muttered
he aloud, fixing his dark, expreasive eyes upon
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a paper he held in his hand, “ will at any rate
serve me as a schedule of the property. Let
me see—two thousand seven hundred and
sixty-five pounds, eleven shillings, and nine
pence three farthings, in the three per cent
consolidated bank anouities—it h~s an agree-
able sound, by Mammon ! I wonder how the
old fellow managed to save such a sum by
selling old books and woodoute—cum multis
aliis que nunc describere longum est—with other
aotiquarian trash it would take a life time to
enumerate.

“ To be sure we lived wretchedly enough,
and after all I believe I gained more by
the old books than he did. I extraeted
their spirit before he turned them into con-
sole, and now my propitious stars have made
me lord of both.

“ Then I perceive—there is the lease of the
house—that I shall sell with all convenient
expedition—and the stock of old books— they
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will fetch something, I presume. Well, for-
tune smiles upon me at last—to go a step
farther than the Sicilian, I Aave a point to
rest my lever on, and I will move the
world. |

“ What is the Archimedean screw to
the power of ready cash! ridiculous com-
parison |

* The world is open before me, and I am
free to choose my own position. Suppose I
were to enter myeelf at one of the inns of
court and study for the bar, spend all my
money on my noviciate, and take the chance
of getting meals and clients afterwards. Or
shall I plunge amid the mire of commerce,
and either win a plum, or die a beggar. Or
rush to Oxford, take degrees and orders, then
vegetate a pious orthodox and half starved
curate. Or walk the hospitals, and pass
the hall, then inhabit a house with a ruby
lamp over the door, and display a surgery
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of truth. Biron—yes, Count de Biron is my.
name ; and for a baptismal designation, by
heavens I'll take Mesmer— glorious Mesmer !
the bold discoverer of nature’s mystic se-
crets—and, as I've heard, my mother’s dis-
tant relative. Yes, Mesmer Count de Biron is
my name |






-
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CHAPTER V.,

MORAZLITY.—PRECAUTIONS.

HAavina thus delivered himself, Biron (as we
shall henceforth denominate our hero) delibe-
rately tossed the dead miser’s will into the fire,
and watched its rapid consumption by the
greedy flames with an expression of grim
satisfaction that sat somewhat strangely
upon his beautiful and almost girl-like
femtures.

“ Oh the folly, fraud, and injustice of the
bhuman race [” exclaimed the self-made Count
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in a bitterly ironical tone of pseudo virtuous
indignation, ‘‘ who not only permit a privi-
leged few to deprive them of their equal
birthrights as men, and to monopolise during
their lifetime the earth and the produce of its
fertile soil, or what is, in fine, its simple re-
presentative, money, with all its attendant
comforts and enjoyments, but actually sllow
them after death arbitrarily to perpetuate their
illegal possessions to others, no matter whether
wise or foolieh, virtuous or vicious, compelling
countless generations to bear the burthen of
their sins and suffer inconceivable miseries,
the result of their primeval rapacity. For my
part I reassume my native right—the right of
occupancy, as lawyers term it. 1 love not
sordid toil, and see not why I should be
doomed to labour for my daily bread, in sweat
and dark sanxiety, whilst others, far more
worthless, revel in every delight that earth
-can offer I

Certes, Meamer de Biron was a very wicked
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youth, notwithstanding his silken locks and
fine dark eyes —a positively shocking cha-
racter! Buat then it must be considered that
be was almost entirely self educated, having
left school at an early age, and principally
gleaned his knowledge from unassisted
solitary study, the indiscriminate perusal of bis
supposed father’s strange assortment of books,
and the shelves of a neighbouring circulating
library. Even as a child he had been con-
spicuous for his deficiency in the repetition
of the catechism by rote, and his contempt
for all establislied authority.

But we have undertasken to relate his
histery, not as that of a perfect and unex-
ceptionable young gentleman like the Jam-
esian heroe of the times bye-gone, but simply
88 a remarkable individual whose thoughts and
adventures furnish subject matter for much
carious paychological analysis.

We have no wish to extenuate his vioes,
but trust that the indulgent reader will not,
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as is the general fashion of these times, accuse
us of participating in or at any rate approving
of our hero’s misdeeds, because we do not
stop to embellish each with supereminently
moral annotations, and ultra virtuous axioms ac-
companied by mental turning up of the eyes,
and pious exclamations of sincere horror at
his proceedings.

Having destroyed the obnoxious document
above mentioned, our adventurer made three
weighty resolutions, which he swore, by the
shades of his father, to keep sacred under all
circumstances whatever.

The first was never to know or recognize
any of his former associates, any acquaintances
of the defunct miser, or any person or persons
aware of his real name and origin, whenever or
or wherever he might encounter them; and
this was the less difficult from the studious
and retired mode of life he had previously
cultivated.

Secondly, he resolved to forget with all
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convenient speed every fact relative to his
cast off family and station, which might
militate against the little romance of history
~-he had adopted.

Ard thirdly, he determined upon betaking
himself to la belle France as soon as certain
necessary arrangements were effected, per-
suaded that it would be infinitely more prudent
and advantageous to make his grand début in
his assumed character abroad than at home,
and quite out of range of the atmosphere he
bad formerly so reluctantly inhaled. This
last resolution however he soon had reason
to recant, as will be seen hereafter.

The funds happening at this crisis to stand
above par, he proceeded to sell out the
whole of his stock immediately, and paid the
money, which, with what he obtained by the
sale of the other effects, amounted to about
three thousand pounds, into a banker's at the
West End to the account of that distingushed
young nobleman —Count Mesmer di Biron.

ch
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Finally, having taken up hie quarters at
a quiet second-rate but respectable hotel, he
ordered a couple of suits of clothes at the
most fashionable and expensive tailor’s in the
metropolis, and in every other respect provided
himself with a wardrobe appropriate to his
high rank and pretensions. A splendid
dressing-case from Mechi’s, boots from Hu-
bert, Parisian gloves and hat, cards and card
case, and unexoeptionable cane, in short,
everything that according to his idea apper~
tained to the outward mien of a gentleman
of good family and moderate fortune.

Since his supposed father's decease he had
permitted a dark, silken fringe of hair to usurp,
by degrees, possession of his upper lip, a satin
opera-tye replaced the once open collar and
carelessly exposed neck; in truth, ns he stood
before a psyche in his new and well-fitting
costume with his sable-trimmed great coat,
his wrinkle scorning gloves, his flexile walking
stick, his long dark curling bair and neat
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monstache, and his slight but athletic form
instinet with . strength, grace, and nervous
energy, he looked—aye, every inch— a noble-
man! And those who bad known him in
his youth of poverty and seedinees, must
bave had keen eyes to recognize, in the mag-
nificent looking individual before us, the
misanthropic melancholy student, ere-while
the tenant of a petty book-stall in one of the
dull dirty city's—dullest, dirtiest, and most
obecure thoroughfares.

“]I can imagine,” thought the aspiring
Mesmer “old Mops the grocer meeting me
and starting with a sort of dim remembrance
or half recognition, then hastily continuing
his way, laughiog at himself for the absurd
and utterly ridiculous supposition.

Or should he venture to believe the evidence
of his memory and addrees me, I can picture
his confusion, dismay, and apologies, on my
deliberately elevating my eyebrows and calmly
abeerving—-Really, sir, you must mistake me
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for somebody else, I have no recollection of
our having ever met before——

?

I have not that honor — I wish you,

You are not Mr.

ad the Americans say, ‘a pretty considerable,
damned, particular good wmorning,—or some-
thing to the same effect, couched perhaps
in less objectionable language.

I——r——1I beg your pardon, sir,—quite
a mistake, I zee now---different voice—al-
together different-—very sorry.

Then I should bow to the poor embarrassed
devil with good humored condescending po-
liteness, and walk coolly away, leaving him
with open mouth and eyes, muttering a thou-
sand curses on his own super-eminent stu-
pidity.”

After all our hero was a different person,
and bad in fact so completely divested himself
of his ci devant individuality, that the comedy
above rehearsed in his imagination seemed in
as little danger of a performance upon the
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stage of reality, as, (to keep up the theatrical
metaphor) the tale recorded between the
boards of these no doubt highly entertaining
volumes, is most assuredly but a faint com-
memmoration of events once acted upon the
boards of life, and still-—O tempora! O mores!
—most successfully acting !
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CHAPTER VL

AT THE TAEATRE

WEe left Mesmer imagining improbabilities
before a looking-glass. This was not, however,
an occupation to afford any very lasting ex-
citement; accordingly our adventurer seized
his chapeau, and, it being about the ninth
hour, sallied forth in search of fresh amuse-
ment.

Passing the Haymarket theatre, and the
bills having an attractive look, he forthwith
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cotered that temple of Thespis, and was
soon comfortably established in one of the
stalls.

The first piece being over, he stood up in
s gracefully lounging attitude, with his back
to the orchestra, and surveyed the beauty in
tiers around him through his new opera glass,
with the easy manner and languid nonchalance
of a twenty seasoned dandy.

Scarcely however had he glinced along
the dress circle, when a face in one of the
private boxes completely rivetted his at-
tention.

The eight of the Gorgon’s grisly and snake
entangled head could not have exercised a
more petrifying effect upon the eavage band
of Pentheus, than did that exquisitely lovely
countenance upon the fascinated Biron.

He stood like & marble statue in a museum-—
apump in a square, a hatetand in & hall—
pray, choose your eimile, as sings the bard
of Greece in his inimitable Juan. We don’t
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pretend to be economical with other people’s
ideas, so if you are not of opinion that compa-
risons are as odious as the proverb insinuateth,
pray liken my hero to a tea-urn, a camphine
lamp, the Duke of York’s column, Her Ma-
jesty’s patronage of art, science, and literature,
or anything else in the world that stands still
and dues not move either forwards or back-
wards, upwards, downwards, obliquely, diagon-
ally, in a etraight line, a crooked one, or in any
other conceivable direction.

In short, Mesmer stood in a * pretty con-
siderable fix,” as we are given to understand the
Yankee barbarians on the other side of the ocean
express themselves. lis “ Dolland” still raised
to his eye still pointed towards the private
box, in which, like a brilliant diamond brooch
in (use a significant commercial idiom) a ditto
of red morocco lined with velvet, was set or
seated, the lustrous gemn of beauty to whom
our susceptible hero had, for the time being,
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already, (legally speaking) sold, assigned,
transferred, and made over his valuable and
fire circulating heart; though I must candidly
confess it my opinion as & conscientious man
of law, (I once read a volume and a half of
Blackstone’s commentaries) that the want of
consideration would have rendered the con-
veyance practically void —at any rate in
court.-—Courting is quite another affair I ap-
prehend.

He stood and gazed. The orchestra com-
menced their toil—he heard them not. The
curtain rose—he marked it not. The pitites
called apon him “ to sit down,” to * remove his
hat,” to ¢ take off his head !” their words fell
upon his ear unheeded.

At length an individual behind him touched
his shoulder with an umbrella ; he started, felt
inclined to blush at his absence of mind—but
did not—and sank back into his seat still gaz-
ing on the star that threw its gentle radiance
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over his night, with almost passionate in-
tensity.

Meanwhile the young lady becoming con-
scious of Biron’s enthusiastic scrutiny, and
either supposing him an acquaintance or reci-
procally (perhaps magnetically) attracted by
the beauty of his features, or as is most plau-
sibly to be conjectured incited by simple
turiosity, in like manner raised her opera-
glass to her eye and regarded the young
Count more swo with most persevering vi-
gilance.

Delightfal communion of soul with soul, of
which the eye is as it were the window,
brought by the magic medium of science, in
the shape of Dolland’s opera-glasses, to such
charming, apparent proxiwmity whilst the placid
consciousness of the really intervening distance
permits the soft enrapturing intercourse un-
broken in upon by blushes, cast down eyes,
and the spiteful comments of your saintly
prudes and still more prudish sinners !
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“ Farewell angelic dream I” murmured the
soi disant Dee Biron as he watched his unknown
charmer receding from the box, « farewell—I
fear, for ever!”

But, as she reached the door of the loge, to
our hero’s ineffable satisfaction the beautiful
sorceress turned round for an instant, her dark
fur tippet exquisitely contrasting with her
ivory neck and coquettishly peeping shoulders,
and bent one last look upon him, then vanished
like a silvery vision of the night.

Mesmer felt a sudden pang dart like a
poniard through his breast ; he absolutely
groaned.

Another moment, and he was outside
the theatre. He would follow her home ; he
would find out where she lived—he would—
bat just as he reached the door, two vehicles
drove from it in totally opposite directions.
Who was to tell him which contained his
goddess ?

But she might not bave left the theatre |—
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fragile reed of hope! For full a quarter of
an hour he watched in vain, then muttering
an exclamation of despair he entered the Café
next door—and ordered—some whisky punch
and a cigar.
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CHAPTER VIL

EAVESDROPPING.

Ir there was one redeeming point in Mesmer
de Biron’s character it was his enthusiastic
appreciation of beauty. Yes, wondrous as it
may appear, this strange being from whose
heart honor, shame and remorse were for ever
banished, the ruling principle of whose nature
was a pride boundless as that of the fallen
archangel Lucifer, the fabled monarch of the
fiends, a giant selfishness almost sublime in its
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“ Swear !”

“ Well I swear—you remind me of Hamlet
as you look now,” added. Augusta, playfully,
the elasticity of her spirits beginning to return,
and gazing on the handsome and delicately
chigelled features of Mesmer, rendered etill
more interesting by his illness.

“But Mesmer!” she exclaimed, starting
back at the frightful change in the expression
of his countenance, which suddenly developed
itself; * what is the matter, are you ill ?”

“Yes, yes,” eaid Biron, hastily striving to
recover his countenance, “my nerves are dis-
ordered by this fracas, I shall be better
presently.” This was in fact the case, as other-
wise the command which our adventurer pos-
sessed over his features was consmnmate.
But some one bad compared Biron with
Hamlet, shortly after the death of Lord
Granville, and for some reason or other
Augusta’s innacent allusion to that Shakes-
perian hero, by reminding him of the malicious
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remark, caused in him the most vivid emotion.
However in s few minutes he recovered his
composure, and resumed the subject of the
oath.

“ Swear most solemnly,” said Mesmer  that
whatever may occur, whatever may happen
even to our total separation or divorce—"

% Mesmer, do not speak so, you shock me.”

I merely put the most extreme case—swear
that in any event you will never reveal the
facts with which you have to-day become
acquainted.”

] swear most solemnly to preserve eternal
secresy !’

“ Enough,” eaid Biron, embracing Augusts,
¢ we will never again speak of these matters,
but hark ! there is a knock, are you at bome?

“ Yes, I said so—it is too late to counter-
mand the order.” _

“ No matter love—I wonder who it is.”

“ Prince Aurelius de Rosenberg,” said the
footman.
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CHAPTER VI

THOUGHTS.

“I aoPr you are better Count?—my lord I
should say, for I saw the history of your
robbery and peerage in the same newspaper.”
‘¢ Attempt at robbery your highness means,
for I had the best of the battle, though I was
not aware of it until afterwards; they found
me lying senseless by the side of the highway-
man, whose face I had hammered most delight-
fully, with my riding whip. Having recovered .
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us both, they sent me home in a cab, aod
tried to take the robber to the station house,
but he must be a most desperate ruffian, for
notwithstanding the effects of the struggle, be
managed to break from them, and escape; and
I understand that from his face being so covered
with blood, they are enabled to give but s very
imperfect description of the rascal; so thatin
all probability he will escape getting his deserts
for this once.—By the way what do people
say of the affair ? -

“ Oh! nothing is talked of but your extrs-
ordinary presence of mind, and bravery; you
will be quite a hero in the salons hencefoward.
Fate seems to mark you out for hair-breadth
escapes, and dangerous adventures.”

“1 am afraid,” said Biron, “ I am becoming
a notorious character.”

“ Notorious! your carriage will be pointed
at by the hoi polloi, as you pase along, your
popularity is prodigious ; eo much so that like
the Egyptian king of old, I should recommend
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you to throw a ring into the river ns a libation
to misfortune.”

 The ring of Polycrates was returned to
him if I remember,” said Lord Wiladown
musingly.

““Yes, from the body of a sole I believe,”
said Aurelius, laughing.

«If mine were to be ever returned,” said
Mesmer, with an odd emile, ¢ it would be from
the soul of a body.”

Neither the Prince nor Lady Wilsdown
saw the precise drift of this play upon words,
nos did Mesmer wish them to do so, for he
instantly turned the conversation to other
topics.

*“ Your highness has become terribly addicted
to metaphysics lately 1 understand,” said
Biron.

‘ Yes,” replied the Prince, “giad to see the
dialogue turn upon hie favorite subjects, yes
1 bave been deep in Plato, Kant, and Hegel
again ; as some Freuch proverb, if I remember
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rightly,” says “nous revemons a nos premiers
amours, we return to the loves of our youth.”

‘“And what do you now think of your
premiers amours 7" said Augusta, smiling.

«I think they all, more or less, approached
truth, but (excuse the truism) none of them
grasped it; perhaps the Pythagoreans came
nearer to the grand secret than any, but
we know, unfortunately, so little of ther
doctrines "

 For my part I think philosophy, (properly
so called),” said Mesmer, “a very fruitles
study ; to discover unity in variety, the object I
telieve of all metaphysical enquiries, appears to
we impossible according to our human natures,
perhaps altogether but a sublime blunder.—
Were I about to erect a temple to truth, |
should write over the portal these words,”

‘¢ Infinite powers, infinite change, universal life,
universal death—eternal reproduction !”

“I do not agree with you in the imposeibility
of the mind of man, penetrating even the
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loftiest secrets of nature, but I have seen the
vanity of endeavouring, physically to account
for the phenomena by which we are sur-
rounded,” said Aurelius, and the necessity of
turning the eye inwards rather than outwards
in search of that divine mystery, which has
baffled the profoundest thinkers of so many
ages.

“The profoundest thinkers are easily baffled,”
said Mesmer, laugbing, “ for in a general way
they dive so deeply in the gulf of hypothesis,
that it is quite a wonder if they ever again
rise to the surface. Savoir vivre, the art of
making the best of every thing, is after all the
most rational philosophy, and Epicurus was
right to shrink from the scepticism of abstract
meditation, and teach his disciples that which
was, and always will be of the greatest impor-
tance to mankind, the art of being happy
(although I differ alightly with him in his view
of pleasure, and rather hold with the latter

VOL. IIL E

~
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offspring of his school) and the best road to
enjoyment.”

« Epicurus taught how to live, I would
learn how to die,” said Aurelius gloomily.

“Nothing can be more simple, derange the
organio system, disturb the harmony of chemical
combination, and the body is resolved into
dust, the soul to air, galvanism, magnetic fluid,
—whatever it may be.”

“ But were that the case, why these instincts,
these presentiments of future states of being,
this ¢ longing after immortality,” implanted in
our minds, a faculty of the soul, entirely inde-
pendent of that love of life and self prescrva-
tion, so0 necéssary to our corporeal safety.
Show me any other innate faculty or desire
leading to false resalts, and I will give up my
point.”

“ The Socratic or Platonic mode of arguing
from analogy ie very illogical,” said Biron,
quietly, ¢ perhaps you will say we have a
faculty of comparison, but that is open to the
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same objection ; however if I stay here any
longer you will be trying to convert me, so I
mast be off.

When bishop Berkeley said there was no matter ;
It was no matter what he said.

Toenjoy is to be wise, all the rest is uncertainty ;
by the way I cured my fever By cold water, and
talked magnetism tothe physician, in order to get
rid of him, but I must go and lay down now,
or I ehall bave a relapse—pray stay where
you are, Prince, and talk metaphysics to
Augusta, she has grown as fond of them as
yourself lately,” added Mesmer as he left the
room with the shadow of a sneer in his voice.

Nothing could be more opportune ! thought
be, and ringing the bell of his dressing room,
he said in a significant tone to the footman
who answered it—

“Let to day be the day—you understand,
remember my instructions; and the house-
maid, is she within ?”

ES
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‘¢ Yes sir,” said the footman with eomething
excessively resembling a confidential wink.

“ Ah!” muttered Biron, as soon as the
servant was gone, * wait till the deed is once
done—and you will find yourself mistaken, if
you imagine that you will be permitted any
insolent familiarity — these wretches always
presume upon one’s condescension, but upon
my honor!/ it is most prodigiously apropos I”
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1 have called,” said Aurelius to Augusta,
when Biron had left them, ¢ in order to bid
you farewell.”

“ Farewell? Where then are you going—a
trip to Baden Baden, or Paris, or do you
contemplate revisiting your estates in Ger-
many

“ I may wander through many lands,” re-
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plied Aurelius, ¢ but the places you have
mentioned will scarcely be included in my
plan; I do not go'to seek, but to avoid a
crowd, and as for my native country, de-
prived as my family has been of its hereditary
rights, and despoiled of its crown by diplo-
matioc treachery, I feel little inclination again
to enter it. ”

“ You are not & viclim to the Heim-Weh
then, like the rest of your countrymen ?”

“No; I am a cosmopolite, and resemble.”
the dog rather than the cat in my attachmeats

“ That is to say, you prefer people to
places ?”

¢ Exactly so—to the wretched all places are
alike.”

‘* But you who are a philsopher ought not
to be wretched,” said Augusta, gently, looking
in the face of the Prince with her soft, dark
sapphire-like eyes.

“The true philosophy of life for me yeot re-
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mains to be discovered. Biron has found it—-
no wonder, he is yours [—but I—"

“ You too will find happiness in the love
of some bright being a thousand times superior
in mind and beauty to—"

‘¢ Stay, that is profanation—yet I do not
deny that there is that which consoles the
lonely and bleeding spirit in the inspired pages
of wisdom and poetry ; and there are moments
when I doubt whether the visions of imagi-
nation are not grander and truer than the most
laboured reasonings of the understanding ; but
T must learn to bear the sufferings that cannot
be cured ; nay, there are even tortures which
the heart may cherish until they become a
species of withering pleasure, woes, which were
a god to offer us oblivion, we still should cling
to as our costliest treasures !”

¢ The Prince paused for a moment, and
strove in vain to master the whirl of emotion
which convulsed his whole being. Involun-
tarily he had clasped the little soft white hand
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of Augusta in his own, and she, pitying the
evident state of his feelings, did not attempt to
withdraw it. At this moment protruded from
between the folding doors a human head,
adorned by a cap redundant in blue ribbands
of a satin radiancy, that bordered on—on—not
sublimity, but some very broad esst off lace
of her generous mistrees. This head appertained
to the housemaid. It was a wonder that the
corners of the lace on her cap did not grow into
her eyes, as & just retribution for the perfidy
and ingratitude she meditated.

¢ But you will return ?—we shall see you
again 7"

¢ Never.”

“ But that is dreadful” exclaimed Au-
gusta, who, if she did not love the Prince as
he desired, entertained for him the purest,
most sincere, and sisterly friendship.

“ Shall you really regret my absence ?”

% Do we not always regret the abeence of
an old and dear friend I”
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« Ah! it is useless to stay and Lve in the
increasing and fiery restlessness of pain! No,
I must go far, far away,—on, om, like the
eternal wanderer of the fable, and oh! Au-
gusta, dear—dearest adored Augusta --"

‘“ Hush! you must not speak thus, prince.
1 must leave you if you persist in doing so.”

¢ No, Augusta, you may listen to me now—-
now that I am about to fly to the remotest
regions of the earth—to go, never to return ;
I may tell you the secrets of a heart which
never yet shared its confidence with living
man ; I may tell—you tell you that I love you
fondly, madly, hopelessly, and eternally love
you.”

And Aurelius threw himself on his knees
before the Countess and sobbed like a child
in ber lap. Where now was the pride, the
dignity, the philosophy of the great, the ta-
lented, the honored de Rosenberg !

“ Your highness! I entreat,” began Augusta

ES
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were I dying, my honor must be avenged ; you
will not refuse me this favour.”

% Well—no,” rejoined Liord Friskerton who
was the very soul of homour himself, * I am
afraid it must be—I will go to the Prince this
very afternoon—but there was something else
you said you wished te ask me ?”

“ Oh, a mere trifle—yet I hardly like te
mention it—it may offend you; I am abont
to ask you for that which frightens the or-
dinary run of men of this world, more than
even a duel, which heaven kuows in this
land of freedom they are sufficiently alarm-
ed at I”

“ True ; foreigners would think us d—d
cowards occasionally, if they saw the corres-
pondences published in the daily, journals, in
which one or both of the combatants seem to
have but one object ; to back out of the fighting
part of the business, with as little disgrace as
may be. But what is it you were about
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“ Why, what earthly interest could they
have to belie one who, however bad a wife,
was always a most kind and excellent mis-
tress 7—excuse the pun—it was accidental,
I assure you,” added Biron with bitter
sarcasm.

“ Lady Wilsdown denies everything ?”

“ Calls heaven and earth to witness her in-
nocence, and the falsehood of the footman and
housemaid, as a matter of course !” replied
Biron in the same bitter toae.

“ Then you are determined upon fighting
the Prince ?”

“Jam; and upon shooting him dead, if he
accepts my challenge I” rejoined Mesmer with a
savage thirst for revenge in his manner, which,
if not natural, was the ne plus uiltra of suc-
cessful dissimulation.

‘ But calm yourself; this excitemeat, con-
sidering your recent indisposition, may —"

“ No matter—I am quite well now—but
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were I dying, my honor must be avenged ; you
will not refuse me this favour.”

“ Well—no,” rejoined Liord Friskerton who
was the very soul of homour himself, “ I am
afraid it must be—I will go to the Prince this
very afternoon—but there was something else
you said you wished te ask me ?”

¢ Oh, a mere trifle—yet [ hardly like to
mention it——it may offend you; I am abont
to ask you for that which frightens the or-
dinary run of men of this world, more than
even a duel, which heaven kuows in this
land of freedom they are sufficiently alarm-
ed at I

“ True; foreigners would think us d—d
cowards occasionally, if they saw the corres-
pondences published in the daily, journals, in
which one or both of the combatants seem to
have but one object ; to back out of the fightiug
part of the business, with as little disgrace as
may be. But what is it you were about

b ]
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to ask me ; you know you may command me
in everything "

¢ Briefly, then, I require a loan.”

¢ Is that all —I expected something that
involved some risk or trouble at the least.”

¢ This may involve both—the risk of never
getting back the money, and the trouble of
getting it.”

¢ Nonsense—jesting apart, what is the sum
you require ?”

¢ Well, the fact is, that I have been living
rather extravagantly, and was thinking of le-
vying a mortgage on my Wilsdown estate ;
but really 1 am so harassed with these do-
mestic wisfortunes, that it would be a great
accommodation if, to save all trouble, you
would lend me ten thousand pounds for &
month or two. I will give you .y bond of
course.”

¢ Certainly, certainly,” said Lord Frisker-
tou, “ it shall be done, but—-"
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“The amount is larger than you anticipated,
it will inconvenience you ?”

“ Not in the least, but I cannot let yon
have it until the day after to-morrow ; will
that do ?” replied Friskerton, who was in re-
ality at first a little staggered at the magni-
tude of the demand.

“ Thank you my friend, you can imagine
how hateful, at the present moment, any atten-
tion to business, especially pecuniary matters,
must be ; from this you relieve me, and in a
couple of mounths at the latest---"

“ Say no more about it ; you recollect our
conversation on our way to Richmond ?”

“ Yes, I remember,” replied Biron; “ I re-
member the feeler 1 tried on that occasion,”
thought he to himself, with secret triumph af
the success of his scheme.

“ Well, I believe we then decided upon
the value of pecuniary obligation, so restrain
all expressions of thanks, until I can render

you some real service.”
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« Aml that you can do, my dear Friskerton,
by hastening at once to this detested Prince
de Roesenberg, and appointing as early an
hour as possible to-morrow morning, for our
meeting.’

¢ It shall be done—farewell for the presest,
I shall come at once to let you know the result
of my interview with Prince Aurelius, and re-
member that you must be prepared to leave
the country immediately, should you be un-
lucky enough mortally to wound de Roeea-
berg.”

“ You way well say unlveky enough—no, no,
I have not practised dsily for six months past,
at the shooting gallery, for nothing. What
is the punishment of death to that of life with
a deficient or crippled imb ? No, no, he shall
not be mortally wounded !”

“I do not like this vindictive ferocity,”
thought Kriskerton, * it is painful to wit-
ness ; I ehall find you at home ?” added he
aloud.
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¢ You had better dine with me at six, if
you are not hetter engaged.”

‘“ Pshaw | every other engagement should
be set aside on occasions like this, so au

revoir I”
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CHAPTER XI.

THE two friends ate and drank in gloomy si-
lence, until the removal of the cloth freed
them from the presence of the servants, when
Mesmer, baving filled his glass with some
matchless Sauterne, and passed the bottle to
Lord Friskerton, said in a tone of angry dis-

appointment-—
“ And so0 he is resolved not to fight 7*
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¢ His determination is immutable ; he as-
serts most vehemently, and confirms by the
most solemn oaths, the innocence of both
Lady Wilsdown and himself, although he
owns that circumstances might appear against
them.”

« Circumstances appear against them | Obh,
yes, the guiltless lambs ! why bad they been
found * . * they would
have asserted their innocence, and circumstances
would have been against them |”

“ Buat indeed, Biron, if ever face bore the
impress of sincerity, it was de Rosenberg’s, and
I cannot help imagining that the servants may
bave exaggerated, or even—"

“ Good heavens |” contibued Mesmer as if
unconscious of Friskerton’s last words, * such
unprincipled baseness, such mean and cowardly
falsehood in one of royal race is fearfully con-
temptible I”

At this moment a loud knock at the door
was heard, after some time, followed by strug-
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The stranger calmly removed hie hat, thtew
back his cloak, and discovered— A urelius.

“ You ” exclaimed Biron fiercely, * you !
and what means this boldness, this additional,
and unnecessary insult ? Coward ! though
weak fromn recent illness and agitation, I may
yet have strength to inflict that chastisement
you deserve, since you refuse me the just satis-
faction I requested ! and Mesmer rose, and
would have rushed upon the Prince, had not
Lord Friskerton laid his hand upon his shoul-
der, and, whilst endeavouring to restrain him,
said emphatically—

 Hear what his highness has to say ; it is
but just, and do not degrade yourself by per-
sonal violence, I entreat I”

“ Speak, then,” said Biron with & sudden
calmnees that at another time would have ex-
cited surprise, ‘¢ why, after doing me the most
deadly wrong that one man ocan inflict upon
another, do you again venture beneath my
roof ?”
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“ Had I, indeed, so bascly violsted your
hospitality,” replied Aurelius, who had main-
tained a dignified and unmoved posture during
Lord Wilsdown'’s outbreak, ¢ 1 should not be
here, nor, however repugnant the whole system
of duelling may be to my moral convictions,
should I have refused to give you the eatisfac-
tion to which you would have been entitled.”

¢ Indeed ?” said Mesmer with a withering
sneer.

“ You sneer, my lord,” said Aurelius, with
difficulty restraining his passion, ¢ but the time
may come when you will be called to account
for the title of coward you dared but now to
brand me with. I meke allowance for your
excited feelings.”

I humbly thank your highness,” rejoined
Biron with icy scorn, and a bow of eatirical
politeness.

“ Do not imagine,” resumed Aurelius, by
a tremendous effort preserving his external
calmness of demeanour, ¢ that I have come
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man—a noble—a prince—whose name was
never before tainted by the breath of dishonor.
Tell me one oath more solemn, more sacred
‘than another, and I will swear by it to the
innocence of Augusta and myself.” The Prince
stopped—he could not help blushing at having
unconsciously made use of the familiafity of
the christian name of Lady Wilsdown.

Mesmer exchanged a rapid but significant
glance with Lord Friskerton.

‘« Whatever torture it may be,” resumed
Aurelius “ in the hope that the light of truth
must and will shine through and scatter the
baneful mists of falsehood by which your mind
and understanding are at this moment ob-
scured, I will confess the dearest secrets of
my heart, and expose the inmost recesses of
my soul to the view of hostile and scornful
eyes ; but beware how you tempt me with
outward marks of disbelief;” and there was
& noble pride, a sublimity in the expression
and attitude of the Prince’s towering form
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which had awed any man less desperately
wicked than the impostor, whose soul, steeped
in crime, deceit, and hypocrisy, was utterly
impregnable to the inflyence of the loftiest
virtne. With a smile of derision, he listened
to the words of Aurelius.

“JT loved ber,” began de Rosenberg, “1
love her still—how, it is not for me here to
tell | —but I should have regarded myself as
the vilest refuse of creation, bad I entertained
a dishonorable thought towards your peace. I
could bear no longer the torments of a passion
unreturned, and determined upon leaving this
country for ever; I came to bid farewell to all
that could have rendered earth endurable, and —*
here the Prince gave 2 .vivid and animated
account of every oircumstance and word, to
the most minute particulars which hia memory
could furpish, that had takenm place dm"ing his
last interview with Augusta,

‘ That 18 your story,” sgid Biron with un-
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much a8 it pleases you ; in the hands of Lord
Friskerton I place my honor ; let him decide
whether or no their veracity remains unshaken
by your questions.”

So saying, Biron rang the bell, and ordered
the footman and the housemaid to be sent up
to them.

They cam>. With the keenness of a Wylde
or a Kelly, Aurelius questioned them. In
vain were all his attempts to cause them to
contradict one another. So well were they
drilled, so ingeniously was the false interwoven
with the true, that at length the Prince gave
up the attempt in despair, exclaiming passion-
ately, “ oh that by the sacrifice of my life I
could establish her innocence !”

“I wish you could,” said Mesmer grimly,
‘but you will not fight—and yet you appear
to acknowledge almost every fact asserted by
these witnesses, except the—"

“ Except the only fact of any real impor-
tance!” interrupted Aurelius bitterly —does no
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remembrance of your past friendship weigh in
my favor? you surely do mot suspect me of
attempting to shield myself from your resent-
ment by a cowardly or contemptible perjury?”

% No, candidly, Prince,” replied Mesmer,
sternly, “] am convinced now that but one
motive could prompt you to such unheard of
audacity of falsehood, if that it be a falsehood,
the sincerity and vielence of your accursed
pession ; I acquit you of cowardice provided—
but it is for lord Friskerton to decide whether
you have succeeded in invalidating the testimony
of these two persons.”

¢ Your highness! deeply as my feelings are
affected by all you have said, however my
heart may incline to believe what you have
stated, 1 cannot conscientiously see any reason
to diecredit the evidence of the eservants, or to
juetify my friend in acknowledging the inno-
cence of Lady Wilsdown. To a man of honour
like yourself, I feel that to lie, to perjure

yourself, to save the woman you loved, would
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"« You will go to law -0, heaven! to what
horrors has my folly given up this pure, this
angelic viotim [”

“ Think you, I will bear my wrongs in
weeping patience,” said Mesmer, “ or live even
in name united to———

« Stay, no blasphemy! hell burns within my
soul—-I shall go mad”—here Aurelins turaed
once more to the two quaking and perjured
menials who would have slunk frun the room
but that his standing before the door cut off
their escape, ¢ The time will come I" he
thundered, and with a gesture of deepair,
rushed once more from the house, which for the
last time he had entered.

He hastened to the Merlmore's, he repeated
there his asseverations of his own and Augusta’s
innocence, they were readily believed; he
threw himself at the feet of Augusta, and be-
sought her to fly with bim to the Continent;
guiltless as she was, there was not a ray of
hope that her character could be saved, her
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honor was lied away, but not the less lost—had
she yielded, would she have been to blame, or
the monster who so remorselessly sacrificed
her? Alas! few know how many parallel
eases are constantly occurring! how often
poor defenceless woman is inmolated at the
shrine of man’s dark selfishness !

Oh, sadly is the chivalry of old degenerated !
that so few are found to rise in their defence.
Shall I, who am a man—and I assert my
manhood because certain long-sighted critics have
discovered, in the soft effeminacy of my style,
in a former work, incontrovertible evidence to
the contrary—shall I then be silent ? no glorious
Eugene Sue! you are not the only Quixote
of these unpoetical times ; from England’s misty
shores, I faintly echo back the noble, though
unpalatable, truths, you utter with such boldness
and such energy !

The days of the lance and the sword are
past, it is true, and we regret them not,
althougzh the boiling blood of youth once

a3
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To return to Augusta we repeat that
had she yielded to the passionate solicitations
of Aurelius, though blameable, she could
scarcely have been condemned, but she did not
yield.

“No Prince,” she exclaimed, ‘however I
may be revolted at the conduct of Lord
Wilsdown, for I cannot resist the suspicion that
be but too well knows the falsehood of his
accusation, and were I not bound to the most
solemn secresy, could disclose that which would
at least justify my suspicion. I am resolved,
whilst legally his wife, to preserve, at least, the
the consciouseness of virtue —hereafter——"

‘ Ob, Augusta!” exclaimed the Prince,
¢ then yon. no longer love this -—— monster, as
be must be, if there is but the shadow of truth
in your supposition ?”

“ Love him!” exclaimed Augusta, “ no!
that one scene of cold, unpitying insult has
obliterated for ever all that I ever felt of
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affection towards him. Love him !— words
cannot express my loathing, my deedly abhor-
rence "

Aurelius scarcely recognised the gentle and
patient Augusta, as she uttered these startling
sentiments, Unable to conceal his joy, he
seized her hand, and covering it with kisses,
said in an almost inaudible voice, ‘‘do you—
can you-~do you think that you can love me
me—-but a little ?

She did not reply. Aurelius rose, he clasped
her in his arms, impressed one daring kise
upon her rosy lips, and whispered in bher ear
whilst her cast down eyes and blushing cheeks
seemed to confirm the assertion-—we may yet
be happy!







128 THE IMPOSTOR.

three deep—or would have done so, if they
could; the numbers of solicitors demanding
admittance in virtue of their office, was in-
creased to an unparallelled extent, and junior
barristers, who never had taken a fee in their
lives, made comparative fortunes by the loan
of their wigs and gowns for the occasion; nay
it is even affirmed that all the judges kept wide
awake during the whole course of the trial, and
that the usher was only heard to disturb the
court three times, by calling out *silence!”
from the opening speech of the plaintiff’s junior,
to the final decision of the judges being dic-
tated to the jury.

Fifty witnesses were examined for the
plaintiff, and eleven, on behalf of the defendant,
were duly bullied by the opposing sergeant,
with the most satisfactory results; we are
not about to give a lengthened detail of the
trial, but cannot refrain from presenting the
reader with an authentic specimen or two of
the way in which witnesses are occasionally
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used, or rather abused, in the courts of justice,
of the most free and enlightened country of
the world.  If we are accused of exaggeration,
we can only recommend the reader to take an
occasional stroll into the courts at Westminster,
and probatum erat. Now be it remembered that a
witness is presumed to bea perfectly innocentand
disinterested person, summoned to aid the ends of
justice by testifying to certain facts, with which
he is acquainted, and under such circumstances
merits protection, and politeness at the least.
(If every body had their deserts!) but the
the most absurd part of the matter is the
altogether irrevelant queries constantly put by
the barristers, frequently about as fgermane to
the point, really in question, as that popular
enquiry we have all of us heard in the streets
of Liondon, from the lips of the vulgar, relative
to the knowledge of a man’s nearest female
relative, of his absence from home, or the
insinuation to a passer by that he walketh along
with his eye out, or that his horse hath hsd the
@b
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% That if not on Friday—it was on Thure-
day then 7

“No sir!”

% Ob, not late in the evening on Thursday —
and pray how often did the countess make
these morning calls yon mentioned ?”

¢ did not mention—"

“Can you not reply to a straightforward
question—I repeat kow often #”

 Never, sir—never at all I’

“ Remember that you are upon your odth—-
how often do you say P

“I did not---I--.”

¢ Your father was transported for forgery I
believe 7"

“ My father transported—"

“For forgery, was he not? you are upon
oath remember ?”

¢ No—sir-—never [

“ What! is not his name D—?"

“ Yes eirl”
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“ Well, and do you mean to ssy—he is now
in England ?”

“No sir, he is—"

“In Australia? now take care what you
say.”

“ Yes sir—but-—" stammered the girl

“ And 80 you did not take the key of the
garden door in a note to the Countess de
Biron ?”

4 Yes sir, but my father——"

 Never mind your father,” said the lawyer,
grufly, well knowing that he had settled at
Swan river, whilet by his (Rawbite’s) ingeni-
ous questions and abrupt interruptions, he left
a firm impression on the minds of the jury that
the man was a convict, a fact which could not
fail to throw suspicion upon her integrity.

« And so you did not take a note from the
Prince de Rosenberg ?”

¢ Yes, I took a note, but—-"

“Oh] you did take a note then, and pray
was there nothing in that note.”
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son do with facts purely imaginary, he could
but make the witness do what she had done
already---deny the facts, and state the sitnple
truth, regarding the letter, and her conviction
that it contained a coin or something of the
eind,

‘ A very likely thing,” as Rawbite remarked
with a sneer, “ that the Prince would enclose
money -~perhaps a sovereign or a half crown
to the Countess I”

“ True—a small cameo was produced as
the thing in question with the letter mention-
ing the fact—but then there was no witnees
of the Prince’s having placed it in the
letter, even i the Countess received it;
‘it looked like an after thought, as Raw-
bite again observed, and when one of Biron's
servants swore, and truly, to finding the key
in the bedroom of het mistress, not a doubt
remdined upon the minds of the jury, on that
point at least.

The evidence of Sago, the footman, and
the other housemaid put a finishing stroke to
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the case, and a verdict, despite all Grinder-
sons eloquence, in favour of the defendant
(of whose guilt, he in his heart, it lawyers
have hearts, entertained not the elightest
doubt)—a verdict we eay was forthwith given
in favour of our hero with ten thousand pounds
damages, carrying costs, and putting him in a
position to sue immediately for a divorce in
the ecclesiastical court, a course he did not
fail to adopt with the utmost possible expe-
dition.

“ And then for the Villersden !” muttered
Biron —- married to a duchess, and the
most beautiful woman in London, ¢ I think
I shall do-—-perhaps be a duke myself one of
these days I”

But Mesmer’s passion for the duchess did
not prevent him from indulging in the most
extravagant voluptuousness ; accordingly the
reader must not be surprised to hear his address
to his valet.

¢ Sago said he is the little Neldoni safe, at
‘Wilsdown, by this time ?
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CHAPTER XIIL

INFORMATION.

“ Five ? Mr. Monville, did you say five #”
 Five—at the very least I” replied the at-
torney.

“ He is a pretty villain I” muttered Merl-
more, at whose house the conversation, now
recording, took place, shortly after the trial of
Wiledown versus Rosenberg.

¢ He is,” replied Monville, *and know-
ing something more of him than the world in

-
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general, I have come to you, notwithstanding
the, I must say, very unceremonious way, in
which I was treated.”

“ I am really much obliged to you, and can
assure you that had 1 not been prejudiced
against you by the Count—But you shall con-
duct my daughter’s cause if you think there is
any chance ?”

% No doubt there is a chance; time must
bring out the truth; if these servants have
perjured themselves—"

« If,” said Merlmore with a frown.

¢ Excuse me,” said the lawyer, hastily
amending his mistake, ® I am merely putting
the case—if, if they have perjured themselves,
as of course they have, there is yet hope ; bat
I will eee what can be done regardiag them,
and let you know in & day or two, meanwhile
we ought to collect alt the evidence we oan as to
Lord Wilsdown’s conduct and deinge.”

¢ Ah! and touching these five women you
spoke of P
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“ Impossible—excepting on a trip to Devon-
shire, to look at an estate, I do not think he
left town for three days together ; besides, why
should he gamble in disguise ?”

“ T cannot tell, but certainly the person I
saw at ’s was in disguise, and was, in
feature and height, the fac simile of the
Count ; the eyes were the same, although he
wore spectacles, and even the moustache was
the same shape, only colored grey ; he wore s
wig, and as I eaid at the time, if it was not de
Biron, it was the devil I”

¢ Very likely ; but romantic as it would be,
you must have been mistaken; for setting
aside the improbability of a man like the
Count undertaking such a freak-—especially at

such a time—"
¢ But remember he won above twenty

thousand pounds.”

“ Well, setting all that aside, when could he
bave gone to Paris, considering that he never
left London ?*
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“ You say he went to Devonshire ?”

« Ah! true ; but what then ?’

 Perbaps it was a ruse, and he went to
Paris instead.”

“ But why should he go, at such a time
especially ?”

“To win money to perform a secret
swindle, perhaps; but I confess that there
is a8 mystery about the whole affair which
does, and always willy puzzle me; but
I must narrate the circumstance to you ; per-
haps you may be able to throw some light
upon the subject.”

“ Well,” said Monville, when he had
finished the story of the hell adventure, ¢ what
do you think of it, presuming the one player
to have beeen the Count de Biron, who do you
imagine was the other ?”’

I have no idea ; it was very odd, certainly ;
but likencsses are common.”

* Yet there are few men like Lord Wils-
down ; have you ever yourself met anybody
resembling him ?”
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CHAPTER XIV.

THE PRISONER.

Tue sunset dyed the distant hills with golden
radiance, light purple clouds edged with celes-
tial brightuness, like fair Utopias of the sky,
swam gently across the blue expanse of the
firmanent, the trees waved gently, whispering
in the breeze, and the murmur of distant
fountains fell cool upon the ear, as Mesmer
reclined upon the grassy slope, descending from
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the terrace at Wilsdown—that terrace, upon
which so recently, in all her innocence of
girlish love, Augusta had leant upon his arm,
and dreamed with fond enthusiasm of bliss,
ceaseless and unchanging,

Surrounded by flowers, whose perfume
filled the air, Lord Wilsdown struck occasional
chords upon a beautiful guitar, inlaid with
silver and mother of pearl, the soft clear notes
of which, under his masterly touch, vibrated
with all the vigour of the finest harp. A Greek
cap, of scarlet cloth, confined his dark brown
curls; with the exception of his coat, he was
entirely habited in white, and his open collar,
and embroidered Turkish slippers, gave to his
tout en semble an appearance at once neglkgé and
picturesque. To a melody of the most varied
beauty, now deeply pathetic, now thrilling
with wild emotion, he sang the following
improvisation-—

“ The spirit of my hero sire-—came whisper-
ing in the mighty wind-—awake, arise, be bold,
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did, with all the fiery intensity of a daughter
of the sunny south, she could not help feeling
a sensation of awe for her magnificent lover,
and this sensation was the more powerful in
his absence than when he was actually by her
side. But with Mesmer familiarity might
breed love the most ardent, the most devoted
friendship, the intensest fear, the most burning
hatred ; but never contempt. To have met
his eye and said ‘“ I despise this man,” would
have been an impossibility, or a senseless
mockery of words. KEven acquainted as we
are, with all the secrets of his life, we can
scarcely refrain from an abhorrent admiration,
a shuddering respect for the sublime perfec-
tion of his villany and the grandeur of his
hypocrisy.

True, a pickpocket displays equal courage ;
a housebreaker runs still greater risk, and for
them we have ordinarily but pity and con-
tempt. But our . hero, bad as he is, could,
under no circamstances, have become either
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piokpocket or housebreaker ; nothing but the
immensity of tbe stakes he played for, and
which none but an intellect of the highest
order could bave aspired to, allured him to
the impolitic path of crime, and the ultra dan-
gerous attempt of baffling, by individual talent,
the sacred and deeply rooted principles im-
planted in the social nature of the many.

Conversing gaily upon various topics, Biron
and Giulietta now rambled on by the side of
the lake, through flourishing orchards and .
flowery. meadows, when the former paused and
fixed his eyes in a ecrutinising manner upon a
bush a little way in advance of them.

¢ What is it ?” eaid the signora.

“ Hush | most likely some eleeping tres-
passer, or perhaps poacher ; we will surprise
him ; whilst I tie his arms, do you bind his
feet together as firmly as you can with this
bandkerchief ; it will be amusing to see his
consternation on awaking. ”

So eaying, Mesmer advanced upon tiptoe
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pire, and in danger of suffocation, Biron then
reluctantly removed the clod of turf from his
throat, although he still kept his knee upon
the chest of the presumed poacher, who, wrapt
as it were in a shroud by his heavy cloak,
struggled in vain with the most desperate
violence.

“ Mercy !” gasped the man, *‘ mercy my lord,
and I will confess all.”

“ It is needless,” repliecd Mesmer, ¢ I know
you already.”

“ You know me ?”

% Yes, we have met before, you would have
robbed and murdered me some months ago
near Primrose Hill.”

« But how, in the devils name? began
Valence, for he it was, whom Monville had
employed to play the spy upon the proceedings
at Wilsdown, and who having lurked about the
grounds and castle during the greater part of
the previous night, in order to recounoitre the
terrain, had fallen asleep from sheer fatigue
and exhaustion.
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“ You would ask how I am enabled to re-
oognise you, since the evening in question was
of an almost pitchy darkness? In the first
place some men have peculiar eyes—mine are
like the tiger’s, I see better in the night than
in the day-time, secondly, I have a singularly
acute memory for voices, and yours is one nut
easily mistaken.”

T do not understand a word you say,” said
Valence, doggedly, recovering from the effects
of his first surprise, and that confusion of ideas
generally prevalent in the brain of a man sud-
denly awakened by the insertion of a clod of
turf between his teeth, “ I never saw you
before, and what you mean by this treatment
I cannot imagine,” coatinued the highway-
man reflecting with some degree of satisfaction
that his hair and whiskers were dyed, and his
face stained, circumstances calculated at any
rate to disguise his identity.

“ You talk absurdly,” eaid Mesmer, with
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robber—spy confessed without circumlocution,
(for he had not brains enough to invent or pre-
varicate with any degree of plausibility, es-
pecially beneath the scrutinising gaze of his
wily conqueror,) the whole object of his visit
to Wilsdown, which simply consisted in ob-
taining surrepti‘tiously every information rela-
tive to its lordly owner and his doings.
Valence however omitted all mention of a
private plan he had formed,of breaking into the
castle with three of his associates who were
lurking about the neighbourhood, and comn-it-
ting, the very next night, a most daring bur-
glary, on which occasion he had fondly pur-
posed, penetrating to the very bed-reom of the
Count, and inflicting upon him a retaliatory
horsewhipping, in return for that so energeti-
cally administered to his own carcase by our
adventurer, at their former rencontre. The
finger of providence, however, defeated his
designs, as we have seen, by pointing out his
sleeping form to his enemy. Too late, Valence
perceived that the bold wickedness of a burglar,
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and the brutal audacity of a highwayman, by no
means rendered a man capable of sustaining
the far more arduous and diplomatic character
of a spy, and an eavesdropper.

How often do we find in more respectable
spheres, parallel instances of people, who,
from a false appreciation of their own powers
and talents, though eminently successful in
one position are utterly unfitted for another.
Thus many a man, who, in a subordinate office,
exerts a most useful and beneficial influence,
as first lord of the treasury would play the
very devil with & nation’s prosperity; a most
acute barrister may make a very inferior judge,
an admirable general commit the most un-
heard of tlunders as a statesman; a money-
making shopkeeper be swamped at his first
dive into the sea of grander mercantile specu-
lation; a couk of the most exalted genius,
when wedded to her master, become an abso-
lute disgrace to the withdrawing room!
Thorny are the paths of ambition, even to the
least of her worshippers. The steps in the
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bites and hugs me most uncommonly, I hope,
at any rate, that his lordship will keep on the
right side of the law as far as possible, or by
the——"

“ Sago! w‘fny the devil don’t you bring me
my pipe 7’

VoL Il I
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CHAPTER XV.

THE HAREM—THE UNEXPECTED GUEST.

SARDANAPALUE himself, the Assyrian volup-
tuary, last of the giant hunter’s kingly line,
could not have desired a hall more gorgeous
for his revels than that now entered by
Mesmer.

On either side rose seven marble columns,
white as the driven snow, between which
stood twice seven alabaster statues, copies of
the most renowned and ideal creations of the
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Sipped, wide awake, the rosylipped champagne!
forgive me noble ghost— departed Byron—let
the  hero worship’ with which my soul hath
drank so deeply for your greatness, be my
excuse for thus adapting to somewhat different
circumstances, the lines of beauty I have dared
to quote.

In graceful attitudes and costumes of infinite
tastefulness, reclined upon each couch a lovely
girl engaged in laughing converse, or the more
material, though not less evanescent discus-
sion of the delicacies upon the table, whilst
the Lord of Wilsdown himself, seated by the
side of Giulietta, drank from a beaker of rock
orystal set in burnished gold, draught upon
draught, of potent Johannisberg, till even Ais
cheeks became faintly flushed, and seizing his
guitar, he poured forth an impassioned melody,
whilst his eyes darted like lightning from
beauty to beauty, till they finally rested upon
the last, and favorite of his additions to his
barem—Gulietta.
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taking him, had not the maniac found himself
opposite a dead wall at the termination of the
corridor, and being thus compelled to retrace
hie steps, was met by Biron, who felled him to
the ground by one dexterous blow, and did
not leave him until he had seen him confined
in a sort of extemporaneous straight-jacket,
and safely lodged in & eecure, though commo-
dious apartment.

“ I think,” murmured Sago as he received
his master’s directions, concerning this last
arrival, *“I think thie castle is getting to be a

- and a bastile.
¢ Self preservation is the first law of nature’—

sort of cross between a

this cannot last long—I must take care of the
holy unity-—number one, vulgar people would

say—

Ex uno disce omnes.

Meanwhile the madman paraded solemnly,
with arms behind him, and eyes riveted upon

-
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his boots and white cotton continuations,
imagining himself Napoleon, and firmly per-
suaded that he had just effected his escape
from the Island of Elba, to become the prisoner
of generous England, the viotim of their low
persecutions at St. Helena.
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CHAPTER XVL

THE COURT OF JUSTICE.

Lorp WiLspwoN was both shocked and surprised,
on returning to town, at being politely arrested
by an officer with a warrant, and taken before
8 magistrate to defend himself against an ac-
cusation of the most serious character.
Friskerton happening to be with our adven-
turer at the time, immediately volunteered to
accompany him to the police court, to which
they accordingly proceeded in the carriage of
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court, before alluded to, hastened to bring the
desired volume from the book case.

“ Now, eir,” said the thin clerk trium-
phantly.

% Well, now, sir ?” replied the broker, point-
ing with his finger to the word, ¢ you perceive
that you are wrong after all ?”

The opinionated clerk gave a suppressed
howl of vexation, muttered something about
old edition, impertinence, &c., and proceeded
to alter the affidavit on his own grammatical au-
thority, in defiance of Johnson and the broker
to boot.

 Well,” said the latter, with an undisguised
grin, “1 must take care that the mistake is
fore-stalled the next time.”

« Sir,” eaid the clerk angrily, puns are out
of place in a court of justice.

I wish punching heads were not,” muttered
the broker as he departed, “I should like to
smash that fellow’s empty nutshell for him,

VoL mI. K
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taking up one's time with his foolery, and to-
day, quarter day too!”

The magistrate who had been out to refresh
himself, re-entered the court at this crisis, and
the night causes were resumed.

The next criminal on the list was a little boy
of about eleven years of age, accused of the
heinous wickedness of carrying, on the pre-
vious evening, a very suspicious looking piece
of bacon, of which he gave a very insufficient
account, according to the policeman’s evidence,
who feeling cold, and wishing to warm himself
at the station-house fire, had adopted the usual
expedient in such cases, of arresting the first
manageable person he counld lay hands on.

“ Where did you get the bacon, eh?’ said
the magistrate sternly,  and where were you
taking it 7

“ A man gave it me, to carry to No. —
Holborn.”

** Who was the man ?”

¢ T don’t know.”
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villanies, which have only been relaxed on
account of my own unfortunate position with
regard to Mr. Merlmore’s family. But sir,”
added Mesmer, impressively, ‘ where truth
and justice are at stake I allow no selfish con-
siderations to influence my conduct. At the same
time I think it is your duty to arrest Mr.
Monville, at once, or _

By I” exclaimed the magistrate, * he
is gone—after him directly—my lord, I sin-
cerely regret the false and unjust poeition you
have been pluced in—is he anywhere about
the court ?—is he in the next room ?”

“ No, your worship,” said a police officer,
re-entering the room, “ he has taken to his
heels, but there are four of them after him,

and the cry of stop thief has been raised

already.”

“ My lord, after this we may dispense with
the Black Rod,” said the magistrate politely,
¢ T hope no misplaced pity will induce you to
spare the scoundrel when he is taken.”
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“ You may depend upon my prosecuting,”
said Biron.

“ The rascal ought to be flogged through
London I” said Friekerton indignantly.

“ I never before heard of such brazen auda-
city I” eaid Scales.

¢ I think it was rather too bold an attempt,”
said Mesmer, * and were it not for the miser-
able death of this poor young Ramsay, I could
laugh at the scamp’s effrontery.”

“ But do you think it really was Ramsay ?”
said Friskerton.

% The ring and coat identify him beyond the
possibility of doubt,” said Scales.

« My impression,” said Lord Wilsdown,
musingly, ¢ is that he committed suicide. Pro-
bably, having once commenced a gambler’s
existence, he continued it until reduced to
destitution; that he had =& suicidal bias,
is proved by the fact, that, but for my ac-
cidentally encountering him one evening,
be was about to throw himself from Westmin-
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ster Bridge. However, we can only conjecture,
he is at any rate released from all future mis-
eries, and I imagine from his peculiar disposi-
tion, that his life could scarcely upon the whole
have proved a happy one.”

« T think not too,” said Scales, “ and quite
take your lordship’s view as to his haviug com-
mitted suicide. He frequently talked about
it, at the time I knew him.”

“ Well,” said Friskerton,  if there is any
truth in that rascally attorney’s story, I should
like to know who the mysterious gambler was,
and why he had such luck. It is impossible to
cheat the Bank, is it not ?”

“ Impossible,” said Biron.

Monville contrived to baffle his pursuers,
and after some half-hour’s converse with the
magistrate upon the heinous audacity of that
individual’s perjury, and many assurances on
the part of Dogberry of his conviction that
Lord Wilsdown was innocent of everything,
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but having by his zeal in the cause of truth
and justice, incurred the malicious enmity of
the unscrupulous attorney, our hero and Lord
Friskerton (the artist being otherwise engaged,)
went to dine together at Verrey’s; the former
expressing the greatest annoyance at the escape
of his unprincipled accuser, and vowing to
get him transported to the Australian colonies,
as soon as the public could lay hands upon his
person, a catastrophe entre nmous that would
have given little real satisfaction to the bastard
noble,who was well aware that by frequent dips,
eveninto the deepest of wells, thereisaconsider-
able probability of at length reaching the bot-
tom, and finding there a treasure which he
considered far too costly to be shared with the
rest of his fellow creatures—TRuTH.

¢ Well,” thought Mesmer to himself, I have
fought my way through that difficulty with eclat,
but this fellow seems troublesome ; Imust ferret
him out, having first put the police on a wrong

scent,and—1I think a billet douz a la Cashall will
VOL. IHL L
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lively irony pervades the whole Oa the
subject of primogeniture he writes with a
vigour and bitterness we much admire, as well
a8 his classical motto—

Haud ignara mall miserls saccurrere disco.

Myself a victim to insatiate duns,

I learn to pity other younger sons.

We can sympathise with the indignation

Mr.

unjust regulation, although ourselves an elder

naturally feels against this absurd and

indeed an only son. But what avails primo-
geniture where the estate it not entailed—and
the heir is disinherited. .

There are such things as paternities, who
shave so superhumanly close as to cut off
their heirs with a shilling. Men have jested
on the scaffold. John of Gaunt punned upon
his name when in the agonies of diesolu-
tion. We take things coolly—for instance our
claret iced and our time in telling a story.
Glory to the sainted ghost of our grandfather
for his prophetic forethought ! '

With freedom-—twenty years, and—a thing
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or two besides, what matters a few thonsands
more or less, Man can but love, strive, eat,
drink-—pshaw |

Integer vite, sceleris que purus

Non eget aught worth the trouble of having,

If you‘re neither government clerk, or soldier,

Europe’s your homestead.

After all, even for the most favored eldest
son, it is a dull, nervous state of existence,
that waiting, and the courageous detrimental
who cuts his own way boldly to fortune and
is almost to be envied his excitement and tri-
umph by the future lord of acres and mansions

Can all the fame, the honors, the wealth,
the social pleasures of the world replace for
an instant the ineffable seneations of the
first pure passionate love of youth, or the
generous emotions of benevolence before the
icy sword of disappointment and the dull iron
of cold wordly ambition have entered the
recesses of the heart and chilled its pulsations
to the monotony of what men term—life ?
Can all the resources of art, and luxury, and
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science, supply one thrill of unsophisticated
delight, when doubt and present care are
utter strangers, to the sated soul of experience ?
Yes, thou imagination! most glorious pos-

session of man, thou bearest us to other
worlds, far, far removed from earthly cares
and griefss. We become as little children
~—and a heaven is indeed opened unto us, ve
shake off the weary load of ancient and mo-
dern lore, forget the endless list of sciences
through which men wade in turn, still seeking
for great truths in hopeless vanity, the sta-
tistica, the agitations of mortals are forgotten,
and the free spirit bounds with sportive won-
der through the fields of fantasy, till awakened
from our dreams we murmur with the illus-
trious German in mournful, albeit heroic
arrogancy—

Philosophy I've pondered o'er

With medical and legal lore,

And—to my woe—theology

With eager thirst of knowledge high,

And here I stand, poor foolish man,
As wise as when I first began.

LS
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of defending his property with the butt end of
his riding whip, or as in such cases, discretion
is the better part of valour gallantly taking to
his heels, and like a good christian, putting his
trust in Providence, or the approach of a
patroling policeman.

In addition to the sacrifice of justice and
honor involved by the non-paying system, the
force of example upon the middling and lower
classes is pernicious in the extreme, the follies
which the Honourable This and Captain That
indulge in are not unnaturally emulated with
eagerness by Smith, the clerk, or Jonee, the
shopkeeper, and that which to the gentleman
and the man of pleasure is generally productive
of mere temporary embarrassment, or at any
rate rarely leads to serioussuffering, in a lower
grade is often productive of bankruptcy, ruin,
and all the horrors of poverty, not only to the
misguided ape of fashion, but in many cases to
his innocent wife and family who have neither
participated in his pleasures nor his follies,
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the collateral effects of such conduct are still
more extensive in their operation.

¢ Be neither a borrower nor a lender,” said
Polonius, “ and we sincerely recommend every
youth whose patience may ‘have carried him
thus far in our edifying discourse, to frame the
above sentence in a dun colored frame, and
suspend it in his salon as a morceau which
cannot too often be read, marked, and inwardly
digested ; to you, especially young members of
the aristocracy, and squirearchy be this motto
especially recommended. @We write from
painful experience. ‘

How our hero settled with his creditors, will
be seen in the sequel.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

NOT AT HOME.

Hushed and trembling, her little soft white
hands clasped upon her palpitating bosom, her
eyes swimming in voluptuous tears, shaded by
the long dark lashes of the cast-down lids,
her exquisitely shaped lips compressed to
paler rosiness, and her whole gracetul form
bent forward in an attitude of absorbed at-
tention, sat the young Duchess of Villersden.

By her side was Mesmer, He spoke ra-
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pidly with earnest gesture, and although
almost in a whisper, not ome word, oms
slightest intonation escaped the ear of his
companion. They were alone in the boudoir
of the duchess. To all others she denied
herself.

¢ And are we,” continued Mesmer, * to be
the slaves of the same musty rules of Jourgeois
etiguette, as the base grovelling herd, whoee
only morality, whose only eense of propriety
lu.mgs from the old saws and prejudices im-
bibed with the maternal milk, or the absurd
customs and formalities impressed by the as-
sociations of maturer years, or are we to trust
to the pure instinots and bright impulses of the
heart, and with the boldness of freeborn spirits
fearlessly grasp the happiness in our power.
Dearest Julia—"

‘ Mesmer,” said the duchess, entreatingly,
pushing back her fair ringlets from her throb-
bing temples, “be patient, oh, be patient!
1 cannot, must not listen to you.”
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“ I will go then,” said Biron sadly, I will
relieve you from my hateful presence.”

“ Do not torture me,” said the duchess,
closing her eyes for a moment, and partially
oovering her face with one of her delicate
hands to conceal the internal struggle of her
feelings.

“ Yes,” resumed Mesmer, I will go —
never to return, but first you shall know with
how passionate, how devoted an attachment
" you have inspired me; by night, by day, one
dream, one vision of your ineffable being,
your heavenly beauty, the silver melody of
voice pervades my every senee, encircle my soul
a8 with an atmosphere of brilliance, till my
brain swims with maddening rapture at the
bare thought that you may have felt a re-
ciprocal sentime ntwhilst on the other hand
there is darkness — darkness impenetrable,
eternal, the darkness of despair, an annihil-
ation; I adore you, Julia—but pause, reflect
before you plunge a dagger in a heart where
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your name alone is graven, your empire
alone for ever established, and ask yourself
whether such another is readily to be found—
or—lost I

At the conclusion of this rhapsody, Lord
Wilsdown had seized the hand of the duchess
and pressed it wildly to his lips.

¢ Leave me,” exclaimed the duchess, vainly
striving to resist an excitement gradually
overpowering the efforts of her reason, “at
least wait till the law-suit is decided.”

“ It is decided,” ssid Mesmer, ¢ at least
virtually so, for the most eminent proctors
inform me that there is no doubt of an im-
mediate divorce being obtained.”

 Till then,” said Julia, faiitly, her bosom
burning with a feverish heat.

“ No,” said Biron, you trifle with my
feelings, I have confessed the inmost secrets
of my soul, you know all, cruel, lovely, Julia,
at once decide my fate, you love me or you

love me not, own that you are mine, or let
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us part for ever—doubt is the worst of
miseries |”

% I am yours,” eaid Julia, * the moment the
divorce is obtained.”

* Angel,” said Mesmer, clasping ber to his
heart, and imprinting passionate kisses upen
her cheeks and lips, “you inspire me with
new life, I feel my spirit expand beneath the
influence of immeasurable delight; yes,” con
tinued he, half releasing her from his bold
embrace, ©there must be some truth in the
ancient legend, that in a former state of being,
man and woman formed but one entity, whilst
here the erring halves are doomed to wander,
seeking ever with insatiable longing the re-
newal of their prenatal union, yet, alas, mar-
riages are not made in heaven, as the popular
proverb asserts, and, but too often like in-
harmonious tones in music, unequal moieties
are joined in crashing discord, hence all the
miseries of a married life—happy are they,
who, like -us, find in the days of youth the




%

287

++ -2



bzK

5A

%



%



#V



bZ\

%



%



bH[ Y%F 1Y B[K)[F

5% % 8 2 5
7



%



% )-. UU



THE IMPOSTOR. 253

* Be seated, mry lord,” said the prince, in a
tone of calm digmity, pointing to a chair pre-
cisely opposite to that in which he himeelf was
seated “ yom received my note ?”

“I did,” replied Biron, in stern and mea-
sured accents ; “and must confess myself at a
loss to comjecture for what purpoee, after all
that has passed, your Highness should have so
specially desired this interview.”

“ With no mere object of personal gratifica-
tion, you may imagine,” resumed Aurelius,  no,
whatever you may think to the oontmrj, to in-
sure the welfare of another inexpressibly dear
to me, and even of yourself, was my only mo-
tive for requesting this meeting.”

“Your Highness,” said Mesmer, with cold
and studied politeness; I am prepared to hear
with patience, and to weigh dispassionately,
anything you may have to say or propose ; though
I oan scarcely conceive, what interest you can
take in my welfare.” .

“ No,” replied Aurelius, “the injurer but
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rarely forgives; and with difficulty believes,
that the injured can do ought than reciprocate
his hatred.”

“ The meaning of your Highness's last obeer-
vation,” said Biron, ¢ isa little obecure ; in the
eyes of all the world, you are the injuring, and
1 the injured party.”

¢ Poesibly, bat not in the eyes of our own
oconsciences,” said Aurelius, firmly.

“And you are mistaken,” oontinued
Biron, “if youa suppose that I cherish any vin-
dictive feelings. Though not pretending to
your highnees’s profandity, I, too, have dabbled
a little in the study of practical, moral philoso-
phy; you seduced my wife, reflection showed
me that the love of a woman who is false is un-
worthy of regret. Lady Wilsdown and I &id
not assimilate; we were unfitted for one ano-
ther; in short, I am now persuaded, that she
was not the woman destined to secure my per-
manent happiness; my wish, therefore, was to
be released from this ill-chosen connexion with
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all convenient speed, in order to try a new ex-
periment in the lottery of love, with a hope of
forming a more suitable and agreeable alliance.
A divorce obtained, I care not how soon Au-
gusta Biron becomes Princess de Roeenberg.”

¢ ] could admire the liberality of your sen-
timents, were I less perfectly acquainted with
their motives, but that is not now the question ;
my object in sending for you to day, is to tell
you that I poesess a complete key to your con-
duct; that I am acquainted with every atrocity
you have perpetrated within the last few years
—in fine, that I am fullyinformed of every fact
relating to yourself and your actions, which you
are most desirous of concealing.”

¢ Be kind enough to answer your own enig-
mas,” said Biron, with inimitable coolnees, and
a stare cf astonished credulity.

¢ In the first place then,” said the prince, ¢ I
have ascertained that you were not in Devon-
shire at the time you asserted, but that, on the
contrary, there is strong presumptive evidence
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of your having been in Paris at that period,
undera false name and in disguise ; on the im-
portance of this discovery, I make no com-
meits.

Biron made no reply, but by an expressive,
upward glance, strove plainly to express his
conviotion that the princehad either taken leave
of his senses or was possessed by the devil; by
4 slight ehake of the head, he also implisd the
fruitlessness of attempting to reason with, or
exhibiting anger towards an individual with so
anfortunate a deranged organism. In reality, -
he shought it wisest to hear patiently all the
prinoe had to say, in order clearly to arrive at
the extent of Aurelius’s information,
and the dangers by whioh he himseelf was
immediately threatened.

“ Secondly,” resumed de Rosenberg, without
paying much attention to the above display of
our hero's histrionic talents; * I have proofs
that the foil used in your combat with Lord
.G'mlville,mé préviously prepared for the octd-

A
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sierr; that, consequently, you were guilty of his
deliberate and premeditated marder.”

¢ Go on I” said Biron.

* Thirdly, Adolphus Cashall died within ten
minutes after receiving a letter which you
wrote him, signed with an assumed name.

‘* Pray proceed, your Highness, it is positively
quite amusing.”

« Lastly, by a conspiracy of the basest, and
most infamous description, you attempted to
ruin the reputation of a virtaous wife, whose
only orime, was a devotion to one so lost to
évery sense of homour, justioe, and vittue, as
yourself.”

. “Cannot she exuberant imagiaation of your
Highness, add a few more items to the cata-
lewrue,” said the impostor, with a laugh.

To enumerate such trifles in comparisor to
the enormity of the drimes I have already
charged you with, would be useless, or I might
sHude to the immende sums of which you have
tobbed Lord Friskerton, mryself, and hundreds
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how in fine am I to divide the internal from
the external existence, or to know that those
things which I perceive exist elsewhere than in
the constitution of my own mind, andeven allow-
ing them to exist—what motive shonld induce
me to prefer their enjoyment to my own, or to
sympathise for a moment with their pleasures,
or their sufferings cogito ergo swm,” eaid Des-
cartes, ‘I think therefore I am, in my own being
concentrates my whole existence, from my
own consciousness of being radiates my con-
ception of the universe.”

% Is it possible that no spark of regret for
your past actions, no vestige of justice or bene-
volence canleaven this fiend like and stupendous
egotism,” exclaimed the Prince, gazing with
painful anxiety on the dark and inscrutable
being before him. .

T have explained my system,” said Mes-
mer laconically.

«Infinite powers!” eaid Aurelius, ¢ thatsucha .
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expression of pitying eerrow pervading bis
regular and diguified features,

“ To the safety of the many, the indivi-
dual must be sacrificed,” said he with ead reso-
lution.

¢ I will go,” said Mesmer, suddenly rising.

¢ It is too late,” eaid the Prince.

“ How 80 ?”

“ The police are at hand ready to seize your
person.”

¢ Then I will save them the trouble,” said
Meemer, drawing a small phial from his pocket,
“ this bottles contains prussic acid.”

« It is well,” said Aurelius firmly, ¢ better
to die so than—"

“ Perish like a Sheppard or a Greenacre,*
completed Mesmer with a smile, “soch was
never my destiny.”

At this moment a carringe stopped at the
door, it contained Merlmore, Colonel Rossmill
and the attorney Monville, They entered the

library together.
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Monville started at the sight of Biron and
kept cautiously behind his companions.

¢ Still more discoveries,” said Merlmore to
the prince. “ A girl, who it seems has been
for some considerable time past kept a prisoner
at Wilsdown, has escaped from the castle, beg-
ged her way to London, and communicated
to us some most extraordinary circumstances,”

“ Her name ?” said Mesmer.

¢ Clara Gordon,” replied Merlmore.

¢ T thought so,” said Biron, looking at his
watch,.and deliberately uncorking the poison.

¢« And stranger still,” said Moovillein a low
voice to the prince, * a pocket book has been
found in the drawer of a dressing-table, at
the Hotel du Diable, Paris, which conclusively
proves, from a half written letter it contains,
the identity of Lord Wilsdown with the dis-
guised gambler, and of his companion the
unfortunate Theodore Ramsay, of whose mur-
der there can no longer remain the slightest
question.”

VOL IIIL N
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“ On that head,” eaid the prince, “ I bave
just obtained some remarkable revelations,” and
Aurelius ringing the bell desired Mr. Sago to
be sent to him.

Meanwhile, Merlmore briefly detailed the
history of our adventurer's origin, and the
suppoeed destruction of the miser's will, of
which a copy it appears was still extant.

« It is even suspected,” thrust in Monville
officiously, ¢ that the days of the old man were
unnaturally ehortened.”

¢ Miserable cur,” cxclaimed Mesmer with
fierce contewpt, abruptly advancing, and thus
getting at least two yards nearer to the door,
whilst he felt in his bosom for a brace of pistols
of wonderfully delicate and minute manufac-
ture, which he invariably carried about with
him in order to be prepared for emergencies
like the present—* You think to realize the
fable of the cowardly ass kicking the fallen
lion; you will find yourself mistaken. In this
paper,” and Mesmer produced a letter carefully
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he had assisted in making for the experiments
with cards.

To Merlmore and Colonel Rossmill no fur-
ther explanation was necessary, by a look
simultaneously exchanged with Aurelias, they
showed that the whole mystery was unravelled
to them. ’

Sago then began to communicate a variety
of other facts relative to his master’s conduct,
especially with reference to the death of Lerd
Granville, Cashall, and the evidence addoced
against Augusta, when a violent knock at the
door turned the attention of the company inan
entirely new direction.

«Jt is yet time,” whispered Aurelius.

Biron shook his head resolutely.

A smile of triumph illuminated the counte-
nance of theimpostor; ‘“at length,” he murmured,
as his ears caught the sound of a furious voice
outside— '

s Your health, Prince,” said he, aloud.
“ Colonel, I leave you my skull as a legacy,”
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And putting the phial of poison to his lips, he
convalsively imbibed its contents; a terrible
change came over his features; his whole frame
quivered for a moment, as if from the effect of
the most painful spasms, and with a sup-
pressed groan, he fell heavily to the
ground !

¢ He is dead I exclaimed the prince.

¢ Dead !” echoed his companions.

At this moment, the door was throwa
open with tremendous violence, and Guy
Merlmore, the madman, burst wildly into the
room.

¢< It is the hour!” he shouted, with ferocious
exultation; * I am to find him here. The ma-
gician Fracabas, has sworn it! Where is he?
where is Monville? Answer me, Melchisidec !”
thundered the lunatic, seizing Colonel Roemill
by the collar. “ Ah! I see the reptile!”

And darting upon the attorney, who was en-
deavouring to creep under the table, in a cold
agoay of trepidation; with Herculean force he
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tore him from the ground, and before any one
could interfere in his behalf, had dashed the
unfortunate wretch through one of the win-
dows, with such irresistible violence, that
his body, impaled upon the spikes of the
railings in front of the house, writhed in the
most fearful torture.

For some minutes, the policemen, who were
waiting outside to arrest Biron, were unable to
release Monville from his painful position, on ac-
count of the violence with which he kicked and
struggled ; when the Prince, Colonel Roemill,
Merlmore and Sago, rushing out in horror-struck
excitement, reached the street, they found
him lying senseless upon the pavement; he
was immediately taken into the house, and the
best medical attendance procured. In order to
avoid recurrence to this subject, we may as
well state, that after enduring the moet exoru-
tiating pain, Monville expired the same even-
ing, having first received the sscrament, and
confessed to a long list of iniquities of the most

heinous description.
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In this world he deserved his fate; his re-
pentance, if genuine, may insure his welfare in
the next.

Meanwhile, on returning to the library they
found that the madman had disappeared, and
that the corpse of the imnpostor was no where
to be found.

 We have been laughed at!” exclaimed Au-
relius, ‘“he has escaped ; but I see the police
are in pursuit.”

 Hecannot have gone far!” exclaimed Merl-
wmore, rushing into the street.

“1 shall never get a cast of his head,”
growled the phrenologist, hastily following his
example.

“ I hardly know,” thought the prince, mus-
ingly ; “ whether I most desire his capture or
his escape—such specimens are unique studies
of human nature.”

“ He would give old Harry fifty out of a
hundred, and beat him by five-and-forty,” mut-
tered Sago, as he joined in the pursuit ; « they’'ll
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never catch him—master’s a match for all the
policemen in the universe, squared and cubed
cn the most algebraic principles.”

‘Whilst the valet indulged in the above arith-
metical - reflections, the police were, indeed, in
pursuit of the wrong man—that is, of Guy
Merlmore, the maniac, who, having rushed
from the house a moment previous to our ad-
venturer, coursed rapidly along the streets with
the whole rabble of pursuers behind him. Biron
baving quietly entered a shop with double en-
trance, had effected a convenient escape
in one of Hanson’s Patent eafety coavey-
ances.

They ultimately succeeded in recapturing
the lunatic, but the most remarkable oocarrence
that happened during the chase was an accident
which occurred to two ladies in a fly, the horse
of which taking fright at the passing apparition
of the madman, dashed furiously down an ares,
displacing the railings in his course, plunged
his head through the kitchen window, and
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wanaged to get his hinder legs into a water
butt; the ladies escaped without injury, and
the horse was led out of the hall door by a
powdered footman, apparently in a perfect state
of bodily preservation.

N3
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CHAPTER XXII

WILD THOUGHTS AND DEEDS,

LATE in the night a solitary horseman, covered
with dust, spurred up to the ancient portal of
Wilsdown. The drowsy porter gazed with
astonishment ut his master, as in sombre silence,
he rode through the gate. The noble steed,
however, being completely exhausted, dropped
down dead before they were half way up the
avenue, and Biron proceeded on foot towards
the castle. 'There, without, disturbing the
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vepose of any of the eervauts, he unlocked a
small postern, and having lighted a lunp of
silver, from some lucifers he carried in his
pocket, stepped gently along a broad corridor,
and with the silence of death ascended the
wide staircase. The frescos and statues
looked spectral, and lifelike, as the faint gleam
of the lamp fell upon their faces in passing,
and the dark silent form of Lord Wilsdown
himself seemed to glide through the night like
a wandering shadow from the grave-yard. He
stopped at the door of one of the bedrooms,
and cautiously entering the apartment advanced
oo tip toe to the bed side of the occupaat.
What is there in nature, or imagination,
more beautiful than the calm repose of female
loveliness, more reminding us of the divine
purity of celestial essences than a fair and
gentle girl in the deep sleep of youthful health —
who that hath gazed upon such a picture, feels
not the weakness and inadequacy of sculpture
to pourtray ideal woman—the perfection of
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creation’s works. Silent and pensive Mesmer
regarded, for a time, the countemance of
Giulietta Neldoni—more intent grew his lock,
and be made some slow pasees with his hands,
at the distance of a few inches from the cover-
lid, towards her feet. A gradual change came
over her features, and in a few minutes the state
of normal sleep in which she had originally
lain, was deepened into a profound magnetic
trance, and her eyes opened with that peculiar,
deathlike expression, we have more than once
had oocasion to allude to.

¢ Giulietta, are you awake ?”

“Yes!”

¢ X wish you to think deeply I”

“I will try —you wish me to think of
yourself?”

“Ido?

“ You are threatened with danger I

« Immediate ?”

¢t No—not immediate.”

“ What do you see *”
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%1 see”—responded the clair veyante, after a
pause, and speaking with difficulty in slow, yet
certain accents, ‘‘ I see men entering the house
and asking for you ?”

‘ Proceed ! and I?”

“ You are gone—far, far, away.”

“ What is the hour ?”

¢ It is—a quarter past five I”

“ What hour ?”

‘“ A quarter past five !”

*You are sure 7"

¢ Sure—why do you doubt me!”

%I do not doubt you,” said Biron, sooth-
ingly, “now sleep for ten minutes, and then
awake.” ’

The somnambulist fell back upon her pillow,
and at the end of the time specified returned
from the magnetic to the natural sleep, when
she was awakened by Mesmer.

“Well Giulietta I”

“Qh! you are returned at last—how glad I
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am to see you,” exclaimed the Italian, embrac-
ing her mysterious lover.

“ Tell me your dreaws ?”

“Oh! s0 strange |—I thought the rain was
pouring down in torrents, and heard it dis-
tinctly beating against the window—do look
out and see if it really is so ?”

“1 have but just arrived—not a drop of
rain has fallen —the dust was intolerable.”

Mesmer advanced to the casement, and drew
aside the curtains—the sky had suddenly be-
come dark, lowering, and in another moment a
terrific storm had burst, bright flashes of light-
ning irradiated every part of the Leaveus, and
the roar of the thunder seemed to shake the
very foundations of the castle.

¢ It is now three o'clock, said Biron, looking
at his time-piece—you have an Lour for pre-
paration Giulietta—dress yourself, put up a
few things in a bundle, not too heavy for you
to carry in your hand, and come to me in the
black chamber.
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have already mentioned. His second says that
Biron fired before his time; but this discovery
was made after the death of the latter, and we
have read the fable of the lion and the ass. How-
ever, everybody believes it ; and, per
haps, & crime more or less, does mno
great harm to the reputation of the de-
parted.

Lord Friskerton finally married the Duchess
of Villersden. By tacit consent, the name of
Lord Wilsdown ie never mentioned between
them.

Clara Gordon died of consumption and grief,
caused by the loss of her child. ~

Guy Merlmore in escaping from his pursuers,
leapt from one of the bridges into the Thames,
and strange to say, was completely restored to
reason by the violenc: of the shock. Aftera
serious illness he recovered, and meeting with
Mrs. Bernard Tullamore, recognised in the fair
widow, the object of his former passion.

He proposed, was accepted, and they are now
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on the previous day), or indeed to ascertain
anything relating either to his name, family
objects, interests, or business in that quarter
of the globe. And yet there was that in the
young etranger's appearance and manners
eminently caloulated to excite curiosity, and
the man by his side happened to be of an
especially inquisitive nature.

“So you are not going to Monterrey ?”
recommenced the Yankee with the perse-
verance of a man who knew circumstances did
not admit of his employing his time in any
more profitable occupation.

% Nol” repliod the Englishman, giving bim
a black look, before which the other could not
help quailing, © I am not going to Monterrey—
I shall leave you within a few hours.”

“ Southward ? I suppoee,” said the mer-
chant. ,

The stranger shook his head, and appeared
suddenly wrapped in the contemplation of
some imperceptible object in the distance.











































