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EMILIA DE VARMONT, OR THE NECESSARY DIVORCE; AND MEMOIRS OF CURATE SEVIN. A Moral and Political Tale. Founded on Facts.
Translated from the French of M. LOUVET, By MELATIAH NASH.
THREE VOLUMES IN ONE. VOL. I.
Virtue alone has charms that never die.
 . . . . . . . . . . .
 Vice is a monster of such frightful mien,
 That to be hated needs but to be seen.
 POPE.
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To the Reader.
THE following Letters were published in France in 1791. They contain a relation of events which are said to have taken place in that country in 1782. Although the work is probably in some degree fictitious, and has every appear­ance of a novel, the reader may be assured that it is, in a great measure, founded upon facts. The author seems to have had it in view to re­move many religious and other prejudices from the minds of the French people, and to show that several institutions of the Roman Catholic reli­gion were, in their nature, injurious to national and individual happiness. This he endeavours to do, by giving the history of several persons who were extremely unhappy in consequence of the absurd laws and religious institutions of their country, and thereby convince his readers that a reformation was necessary.
The custom of forbidding marriage to the clergy, and the institution of monasteries, by which many persons were excluded from society, are here shown to be absurd and unnatural; and the time is anticipated when the prejudices of the people should be removed, and those despicable establishments at an end.
On reading the title-page, the reader will find a part of it to be, "The Necessary Divorce." This has reference to an instance mentioned in the [Page] history, where it is thought to be suitable and necessary that a husband and wife should not only be separated, but even obtain a divorce, although they are persons of the strictest virtue, and their conduct unimpeachable. This the Editor acknow­ledges to be a curious question, which he would choose to leave to the decision of the reader. But he will venture, for himself, to affirm, that the law of divorce granted by the French National Assembly, can no more be justified than that of Moses, and that they can urge no better reason to palliate their criminality than "the hardness of the people's hearts."
The unparalleled profligacy of manners this nation has manifested in the course of the late revolution; their open and daring professions of atheism, and trampling on every divine precept; but more especially their wanton depredations on our commerce, and refusing to come to an amica­ble settlement of differences between the two na­tions, has filled the minds of Americans with an abhorrence of the French name. This has, in some instances, injured the success of the work: But the Editor has, on the whole, received such ample encouragement, by subscriptions, that his fears of not succeeding in the publication, merely because the author was a Frenchman, are entire­ly dissipated.
Wishing his countrymen and their posterity a perpetual continuance of that portion of civil and religious liberty they have hitherto enjoyed, and at present experience—conscious that the follow­ing work is calculated to show the deformity of vice, and the beauty and advantages of virtue, the Editor cheerfully commits the publication to their candid perusal.
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A LETTER From the Translator to ***** ******.
SIR,

WHEN you first put Emilia de Varmont into my hands for my amusement, I was far from expecting that your favour would be productive of such serious consequences. On the first perusal of it my mind was sensibly affected with the interesting nature of the events it related. After communicating the substance of the history to several intimate friends, and finding their opinion of its merit accorded with mine, I was led, by an almost invincible impulse, to think of translating and publishing it, for the perusal of my countrymen at large. This, as I have informed you, would have been long ago accomplished, had I not been obliged, by a languishing state of health, to defer the undertaking.
By comparing the translation with the original you will find that I have taken several liberties. To the title-page I have made several additions, and instead of "Les Amours du Curé Sevin," I have put, Me­moirs of Curate Sevin. Several names of persons which I supposed could not be pronounced by mere English readers, so as to have an agreeable sound, I have sup­plied by others, which I think may be pronounced with less difficulty.
As far as was consistent with a free translation, I have, through the whole work, with few exceptions▪ [Page] endeavoured to render the exact sense of the original. In several instances I have given an idea similar, but not strictly the same. In one or two places I have had the extraordinary presumption of giving a mean­ing directly contrary to that of the author: but I have made no alteration that will so materially affect the merit of the work as the lustre that it will una­voidably lose by appearing through the medium of a translation.
In reviewing, as well as perusing the work, I have frequently, and with much pleasure, observed the very natural and striking contrast between the vicious and virtuous characters; such as Madame de Varmont and Madame Florival; young Varmont and Bovile; Mur­ville, who is an instance of libertinism, and Dolerval, his brother, who is a pattern of sensibility and virtue. The two sisters, Celina and Emilia de Varmont, are, upon the whole, two excellent patterns of religious life and virtuous conduct, though not free from the prejudices of education, and the little errors and fail­ings inseparable from human nature. As they are victims of misfortune, in consequence of the cruel customs of their country, by which a hard-hearted mother exercised over them an undue authority, their history will afford an instructive lesson to our youth: for it will show them, by comparison, the salutary nature of the laws of their country, the superior ad­vantages we enjoy for national and private happiness, and may teach them to prize, as they ought, those in­estimable blessings.
In the letters of Murville, you must be sensible, are some expressions which could not, consistently with our notions of decency, be admitted in the trans­lation. Some of these I have totally expunged from the work; others I have so modified as to render them less exceptionable.
From what I have here mentioned, it seems natural to remark the great difference between the sentiments [Page] of different nations respecting matters of decency. I would not be understood to have any reference to the unpolished part of any country; for we know that in all countries there are some low characters, who, in open violation of all established rules of decorum, will make no scruple of using language which the more refined part of the community would esteem highly indecent; but I would refer to the most polish­ed part of a nation, by whose writings and conversa­tion we may form an opinion of their prevailing taste. If we look into ancient authors, who were doubtless as virtuous as the moderns, we there find many ex­pressions, which, if used by the writers of the present day, would bring on them the contempt of every reader; and yet those very authors, owing to the great difference of manners between the former and latter ages, could make use of those expressions without any impeachment of their characters. In the scrip­tures of the Old Testament, which you have doubt­less read in our language, every subject is treated of with the greatest plainness: nor was there any need of reserve at a time when every subject might be spoken of without giving the least offence. Amongst all na­tions where civilization has extended its sway, per­haps there are none more scrupulous in these respects than the English and Americans. Perhaps France, your native country, considering the advantages she has enjoyed, has felt the effects of civilization as ma­terially as any nation in Europe; and yet, in the in­stances before mentioned, we can discover in the con­versation of the French people, almost as great sim­plicity as prevailed in ancient times. From what has already been said, which is much more than I at first intended, I would infer, that although we ought al­ways to have in our writings a sacred regard to the prevailing taste of our country, and avoid everything which excites impure sentiments, we ought not to conclude that other nations are less virtuous than we, [Page] because they exercise more freedom in their expres­sions.
Through every preceding age, the friends of huma­nity have had to deplore the perverseness of human nature, which has been the occasion of bloody and innumerable wars between different nations. These wars, which have been caused by the clashing interests of neighbouring powers, have brought on the dread­ful necessity of inspiring the individuals of each con­tending nation with mutual hatred; we also, even in this enlightened age, have to lament that this frightful policy is still prevalent. Out of numerous instances which might be given, there are none more remarka­ble than those of England and France. It is well known to you, that it has often been the practice of the two different courts, while France was a monar­chy, to teach their subjects that the opposite court and their subjects formed a nation of brutes. And not­withstanding the late friendly disposition which the people of the United States exercised towards France, it has also become fashionable amongst us, since we have received so many injuries by the detestable policy of the French Directory, to stile the French a nation of barbarians. Although it is probable that the late extraordinary war which France has had to sustain against internal and external foes, may have rendered the French people more so than at any period since Europe has been civilized, I am far from believing that the term will universally apply. The one to whom I am now writing, with whom I am proud to be acquainted, whose mind is richly fraught with all the knowledge necessary to render him an agreeable companion, and a valuable citizen, can evince to the world the absurdity of such an opinion. For myself, I am always best pleased with those who entertain as favourable an opinion as possible of nations as well as individuals. Tins disposition inclines me to believe there are many worthy charters in every nation; [Page] and that, in all countries, human nature is much the same, allowing for the difference of climate, modes of living, and prejudices of education.
Lamenting with you the wretched degeneracy of the French nation—a degeneracy which is the una­voidable consequence of war and civil commotions, I cannot leave you without expressing my warmest wishes that France may soon be restored to peace and good government. Of this, however, there is no pro­mising appearance. Whilst many are expecting that the war will continue till Europe has reverted to her former state of barbarism, and others are looking for a more extensive civilization, it seems fruitless to ha­zard an opinion: for the great events which have fol­lowed each other in such rapid succession, since the revolution, have often baffled the prophetic skill of men who have formed their conjectures, on passing events, from the history of former ages.
I am, &c. M. NASH.
 New-York, January, 1799.
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INTRODUCTION.
THE probability that the following let­ters may fall into the hands of some readers, who may not understand many al­lusions to the ceremonies and institutions of the Roman Catholic Religion, induces the American Editor to prefix a few sketches to the work, to render it more intelligible.
In the early ages of Christianity, after it had spread its benign influence, and be­come, in a great degree, prevalent in almost every nation on the eastern continent, it gradually lost ground, and its happy effects were greatly diminished, by reason of the wickedness and lukewarmness of many of its professed votaries; and the churches were rent with heresies, and torn asunder by headstrong, contending parties.
In this state of things, the Roman go­vernment, whose conquests and power had been coextensive with the world, undertook to connect the Christian religion with the civil power, and mold it to a system of state policy. The better to effect this purpose, [Page] it became necessary to mingle the Christian, Jewish and Pagan religions together. The temples of the Heathen deities were con­verted into churches; the images of those deities, such as Jupiter, Mars, Venus, Mi­nerva, &c. were taken away, and replaced with images of saints, male and female. The pure doctrines of the gospel were clouded with a multitude of superstitious ceremonies, by which its original simplicity was almost subverted. The ministers of the gospel, who before this time had been in an hum­ble station, and, like Jesus Christ, their great Master, of a meek disposition; like him, never interfering nor meddling with civil government, any farther than practising, en­joining and enforcing obedience to it, were many of them, at this time, advanced to high offices in church and state, and invested with great wealth and civil power; whilst lower orders of the clergy were nearly as in­digent as the common people: All of them, however, acting under the authority of the Roman Emperor, called the Pope, who assumed the title of supreme head of the church, and exercised complete and un­controuled authority over all orders and ranks of men, both in a civil and ecclesias­tical capacity. Every possible method was taken to throw all the wealth of the peo­ple into the hands of the church and state. [Page] The priests had the pretended power of for­giving sins, and, by their prayers, releasing the souls of wicked men from purgatory; for which they obtained frequent and some­times large sums of money from the people. Religious houses of men and women were established, called by the different names of abbies, cloisters, convents, or monaste­ries. To these houses multitudes have re­paired in every age of the Roman Catholic church, bestowed their fortunes on these institutions, or cast them into the bosom of the church for charitable uses, took a vow of living single through life, and spent their days in this retirement. This they have been persuaded to do, sometimes for the purpose of atoning for heinous crimes, or gaining, by their piety, extraordinary merit in the sight of God, to entitle them to a better place in heaven. The better to effect these designs, the people were kept in great ignorance; prayers were made in an unknown tongue; the common people were not permitted to read the scriptures; all the decrees of the church and declara­tions of the clergy were deemed infallible.
Thus the pure, benign, and heaven-born light of true religion was greatly obscured; and the true church, consisting of a small number of faithful and enlightened follow­ers, like a forlorn, though beautiful and [Page] chaste, female pilgrim, was constrained to wander here and there, without any resting place, to escape the defilement and perse­cution of ecclesiastical tyranny. It would require many and large volumes to enume­rate the many instances of societies and in­dividuals, who, in every age of this dread­ful usurpation, nobly defended the cause of true and uncorrupted religion, and who, by the intolerant spirit of this corrupted church, were persecuted and slain because they would not adhere to its anti-christian principles.
Millions succeeding millions have been mangled and tortured to death by this MO­THER of ABOMINATIONS, because they would not subscribe to principles which they viewed with abhorrence, (the embrac­ing of which they believed would expose them to everlasting misery in a future world) and renounce those on which they founded their hopes of eternal felicity. Candour obliges me, as a protestant, to acknowledge that this spirit of intolerance is not peculiar to the Romish church alone; nor would I affirm that it is any article of that religion to butcher the heretics. Every different sect of protestants which have arisen since the reformation, have discovered a degree of the same spirit: every one, in their turn, have accused the other of popery, and per­secuted [Page] each other, at least with sentiments of hatred, if not with fire and sword. In this particular, every candid protestant will allow that we have all had a little popery. This principle of persecuting another for a difference of opinion, whether in politics or religion, when it actuates a body of men, and is blown up into a flame by some ambi­tious and unprincipled demagogue, will always lead them to persecute or destroy those who think differently from themselves. The enemies of all religion have often urg­ed this as an unanswerable argument against the Christian system. But surely nothing can be more unjust. We might as well ar­gue that riches and health, which in their own nature are the greatest of all temporal blessings, are in themselves a curse, because some men pervert them to the vilest of pur­poses: or we might join with those mis­taken politicians who would assert, that ra­tional liberty is not a blessing to any people, because the modern government of France has disgraced the name of it by embracing a system of tyranny, and, under the mask of re­publicanism, committed the most enormous crimes. The fact is, that such is the way­ward disposition of man, that every faculty of body or mind, every peculiar blessing or acquirement, is often, by a misimprovement of it, rendered a curse instead of a blessing.
[Page]The limits prescribed me, will not admit of enlarging on this subject. It must suffice me to say, that it required several ages for this corrupt system to arrive to its highest state, and that, since the reformation in Eu­rope, its influence and power have been gra­dually decreasing; and although in several nations, its influence in sentiment is yet considerable, the power of the Pope, as a political prince, seems to be annihilated.
The convents are large, strong and spa­cious buildings, some of which, with nu­merous apartments and grates to the win­dows, have almost every appearance of a prison. Adjoining these buildings are large gardens, surrounded with strong and high walls, especially those appointed for women. On the top of these walls are pieces of glass, or other sharp substances, fastened into them, so that no person can get over them but with difficulty. In the front of these build­ings is a large hall, called the parlour of the convent. To this numbers of the reli­gious belonging to the cloisters, sometimes repair for conversation. And when a father or brother wishes to see a daughter or sister who has become a nun, they go into the parlour, where they can see and converse with her through the grates of the windows. Some are distinguished by the appellation of royal convents. These are buildings of [Page] the noblest structure, and have all the ex­ternal beauties of a palace. The royal con­vents, which are distinguished by the name of Abbies, are supported by government. They are established for the support of young gentlemen and ladies who are de­scended from the nobility, and whose for­tunes are so small that they cannot live in the world in a splendor suitable to their rank.
The persons who are intended to lead the monastic life, remain in these houses for a considerable time, in a sort of probation, called the novitiate. The term of the no­vitiate is a year, but it may be lengthened at the pleasure of the candidate or director of the convent. It is required of both sexes to be uniform in their dress. The uniform of different monasteries is various: For in­stance, some orders of nuns wear a white dress, with dark coloured veils; others a black dress, with veils of a different colour. The veil is formed of a long strip of gauze, or some other thin stuff, which comes over and below the face to a considerable length. The ceremonies at the time of taking the vow are performed with great solemnity. One of them is, that after the woman has taken the vow of perpetual celibacy, and solemnly dedicated herself to God and a life of religion, she lies prostrate before the altar [Page] for several minutes, and is covered with a pall, to make the ceremony resemble a fu­neral, and signify that she is dead to the world. The women, at the time of taking the veil, cut off a part of their hair, and put upon their heads a sort of bonnet or cap, to which they fasten the veil, which they must wear to the end of their lives, and is to be considered as a badge of their profes­sion. When a woman has once taken the veil, she can never go beyond the walls of the convent or adjacent gardens; nor can she, especially if she belongs to the stricter orders, ever see any man, not even the nearest relation, besides the priest and phy­sician, except through the grates. She may, however, be removed from the convent to which she belongs to another of the same order, if she is displeased with her situation, and can give sufficient reasons why she is dissatisfied; but she cannot remove with­out permission from the bishop, to whom she is obliged to state the reasons why she wishes for a removal.
The monks have the same permission, but with this difference, that instead of ap­plying to the bishop, they need only apply to the general of their order.
Time would fail me to enumerate all the various orders of monks; such as Capuchins, Bernardins, Jacobins, Benedictines, &c. [Page] some of which shave their heads entirely, and wear long beards; others that leave only a narrow lock of hair on the back part of their heads, so contrived as to resemble a crown; others that wear nothing but sandals upon their feet; and some that go entirely barefoot.
At the head of these houses are placed persons of austere piety, who are to keep a strict watch over the persons committed to their charge, see that the conduct of their lives is conformable to their profession, and give them all the instruction necessary for their situation. To assist them in devotion, and serve them as a confessor, a priest is ap­pointed to every convent. There is also, for every religious house, a church or cha­pel. Although in all the convents the priest has permission, at times, to visit every apartment and every person in them, he is not permitted to sleep within the walls of those appointed for women, but has a house appointed for him without.
The religious houses of women are some­times made use of as seminaries of learning, for the instruction of young ladies. The nuns are employed for teachers. Here they can be instructed in every useful and orna­mental branch of knowledge; such as read­ing, writing, plain needle work, and every thing belonging to an ordinary education, [Page] music, painting, embroidery, &c. belong­ing to an education more refined: and if the nuns cannot teach them, they hire mas­ters for that purpose. These privileges they can enjoy without taking the veil. Other ladies, at any time of life, having met with misfortunes, or any cause inclining them to retire from the world, if they are persons of good character, may occasionally repair to the convents, and, by paying for their board, may enjoy the privileges of retirement for any length of time, and leave it whenever they please.
In most of the large cities throughout those countries where the Romish religion prevails, there are one or more convents. Before the late revolution, the city of Paris,* in France, contained three abbies of men, five of women, fifty-three convents and communities of monks, and seventy nun­neries and communities of women, which amounted to one hundred and thirty-four in that city alone. It has been said, that the general of the Dominicans in Spain, has boasted that he could bring 200,000 monks into the field without any great diminution of their number in the convents. From this we may safely conclude, that the number of those in the aforesaid countries [Page] who lead the conventual life, must, in all, amount to several millions. Besides those built in large cities, there are some monas­teries built in places of retirement, some­times adjoining or in the midst of large forests, at a considerable distance from any inhabited part of the country.
Some convents are of an order who pos­sess great wealth, enjoy the comforts and conveniences of life even to luxury, and are only restricted to certain rules, which are not very severe; others are extremely poor, and are necessitated to employ several per­sons to go into the adjacent country and ask charity for their support: some, on the contrary, are restricted to rules which have ever been esteemed, by protestants, to be ex­ceedingly superstitious and severe; much more so than the mild and benevolent system of the gospel requires: for instance, there are some orders who sleep in their cof­fins every night, and every day visit their graves, out of which they throw a small quantity of earth to keep them in perpetual mind of death. The stricter orders never eat any flesh, have frequent and severe fasts, live upon a spare diet; but fish are some­times allowed to all. There is an order of monks who make a vow of perpetual silence, and are, accordingly, compelled never to speak on any occasion until the time of their [Page] dissolution approaches; when, if any part of their history is thought worthy of being communicated, or any momentous affair lies upon their minds, they are at liberty to reveal it: of this the Benedictine Ab­bey La Trappe is a remarkable instance. It is seated in the diocess of Seez, which is a town in a territory of France, called Perche, in a large valley encircled by moun­tains. The monks in this abbey cover their heads with a large hood, spend most of their time sitting in a stooping posture, and looking downwards, by which means they seldom see each other. It seems to be a necessary caution, or an established rule amongst them, not to look at one another; for the expression of the features is some­times so commanding, that it would be more difficult to keep silence. The de­scription of the garden belonging to this monastery, as given by an ingenious Eng­lish writer* who has visited it in person, is so worthy of a place, that I shall here trans­cribe it in his own words: "Both the gar­den and monastery are encircled with a wood; it participates the gloom of the or­der it belongs to—every member cultivates his own solitary spot—instead of the luxuri­ant beauty of odoriferous flowers, is seen [Page] only beds of herbs and vegetables, and plan­tations of tobacco, which all monks are particularly fond of. Around it are long walks of pines and cypresses, here and there intermixed with clumps of the same kind of trees; and benches placed at the roots of several of them, designed for repose or me­ditation."
There have doubtless been instances of persons, who, by a due improvement of the advantages these religious houses afford for contemplation and retirement, have carried their piety to an extent which can seldom be equalled by those who are embarrassed with the cares, business and customs of the world. But the condition of these devotees is so perfectly unnatural, so contrary to the original design for which man was created, that many have considered the cloisters bet­ter calculated to promote the purposes of impiety and impurity of life than those of religion. When we consider that the strength of human passions is not always diminished by privation, but is most ge­nerally increased in consequence of it, to the eye of reason it seems clear, that the con­vents cannot be favourable to religion or morality. The circumstance of the Romish priests being constrained to live always in a state of celibacy; their frequent occasions of entering the religious houses of women; [Page] their custom of being in private with every person at the time of confession; the proba­bility that they are not all virtuous men, nor all the women in the cloisters of the strictest piety, have given ample grounds for persons of a suspicious temper, to form an opinion of their characters and conduct unfavourable to their reputation.
But the custom which prevails in all coun­tries that have embraced the Romish reli­gion, of parents sending their daughters un­willingly to the convents, and obliging them, by compulsory measures, to take the veil, that they may bestow their fortunes on a favourite child or children, or preventing a daughter from marrying a person they do not approve, is an instance of extreme bar­barity. To behold an amiable and engag­ing daughter, possessed of every attraction, both of mind and person, compelled, by cruel custom and unfeeling parents, to linger away her golden morning of life in a conven­tual prison, where the expressive look, the enchanting smile, and every pleasing quality of her mind and features are all lost to the world, must be painful to the beholder. Those charms which were given her by the creator of the world for the wisest and most benevolent designs, and which some ad­miring youth of the other sex would have deemed an invaluable treasure, are secluded, [Page] by impenetrable walls, from all the endear­ments of society. Such a spectacle must excite in the bosom of compassion, the tenderest pity for the victims of tyrannical custom, and the liveliest indignation against those abominable institutions.
It is generally known in protestant coun­tries, that celibacy is enjoined upon all the Romish clergy; but if it were not known, the necessity of saying any thing upon that subject in this place, is superseded by a note annexed to the 66th letter of the fol­lowing work.
Respecting divorce, the law in Catholic countries is, perhaps, more strict than even the christian religion requires. Our Saviour himself admitted of one instance in which it is allowable. But amongst the Catholics it has generally been unattainable in any case whatever. In some few instances it has been obtained by a special license from the Pope, who, for a large sum of money, would give indulgences for dispensing with every sacred obligation. By reason of the many compulsory marriages which took place in European countries, the strictness of this law became a subject of frequent com­plaint. This has been eminently the case with France; and it was not late in the revo­lution before they attempted and obtained a repeal of this and several other ancient [Page] laws: but, unfortunately for the nation, the French, in their rage for a reform, have, in many respects, gone beyond all reason­able limits. Yet, if we consider that they were a people who were generally destitute of much information, and had long groaned under a vast weight of oppression, which would make even a wise man distracted, and often misled by artful and intriguing wretches who deserve not the name of men, we shall not be astonished at their excesses; nor shall we be over-liberal in ascribing pe­culiar depravity to the natural disposition of the French people. Perhaps it would well become the citizens of the American states, before comparing the conduct of the French with that of our own countrymen, and ex­ulting in our superior virtues, to view them as emerging from the dark clouds of igno­rance and superstition, whilst we, though not free from prejudices, are reposing in a clearer sunshine of moral and scientific light.
From what I have said in any part of this introduction, I trust I cannot be accused of wilfully misrepresenting the Romish Church; and, if I am inaccurate in any particular, the candid reader will impute the error to want of information. I am sensible that even that system, when unconnected with the civil power, is as little injurious to society, and, perhaps, blended with as few dangerous [Page] errors as that of some sects of Protestants. Nor is it to be doubted but there have been, amongst the Catholics, men of very liberal sentiments and genuine piety. From many writers who profess that religion, especially in France, have proceeded sermons, and other writings on moral and religious sub­jects, that would do honour to any Protes­tant divines. They believe, in common with Protestants, in some of the most im­portant doctrines of divine revelation. But we believe, notwithstanding, that they are in most egregious errors, in teaching for doctrines the commandments of men, and making religion too much consist in external show and ostentatious ceremonies.


[Page]
EMILIA DE VARMONT.
LETTER I. Celina de Varmont to Emilia de Varmont.
From the Convent of La Providence, at Paris, May 11, 1782.

WEEP for me my dear Emilia! commise­rate the victims of the convent with sym­pathetic tears! Thou art no longer the consolation of thy sister—thy wretched sister, whose life is pro­longed but by sorrows that will be lasting as its duration.
It was but this morning—yet it seems already an age, an age of grief and anxiety—this very morning I took the veil; the eternal sacrifice has arrived to its consummation.
And it was, my dearest Emilia, with the most cruel intentions, that the widow of our father, (who deserves not the endearing title of mother) on the very day in which he breathed his last, caused thee to be snatched from the convent where we had the miserable consolation of sighing toge­ther: it was necessary we should be separated to render us a more easy conquest; whilst we were united, we were too strong against her tyrannical persuasions. Not that I was blinded to such a de­gree as to believe your courageous counsels could [Page] have always protected me against the fierce pas­sions of our enemy, or my own imbecility: for, having never seen the barbarous wife of my father but to sigh and tremble in her presence, I have not, in any encounter, been able to conquer my timi­dity or my terror. Sensible I am, that Madame de Varmont, with one threatening look, or one frowning word, could, at any time, overcome my firmest resolutions; and, sooner or later, not­withstanding your resistance, and even before your eyes, that she would succeed in forcing her victim to the foot of the altar: yet, as the day of my op­pression became that of your deliverance, my great misfortunes should offer me a powerful mo­tive of consolation. Ah! if you could bear wit­ness to the despair which seized the breast of the unhappy Celina, at the hour she was compelled to be immolated, how soon would that just reluctance you have always manifested for this tedious, indo­lent and abandoned state which they call the con­ventual life, be changed to everlasting hatred? and if they had succeeded in forcing you only to try these fatal garments,* this mourning habit to which your sister has been condemned for a year, alas, and now condemned forever! if they had succeed­ed in this, and you remained with me, by what means could they have ever forced me to pro­nounce those vows which, against my will, my lips have uttered, and which my stifled sighs would have rendered unintelligible?
But the woman who is called your mother and mine, was present. But how can she be called so when she has neither educated nor supported us? She is not so, for her hatred has constantly been [Page] employed to drive us from her, and pursue us wherever we went. For her darling son, and for him alone, she has reserved all her maternal ten­derness. Of this he is a proper object, for his heart is an exact image of her's.
You have much to fear from this cruel brother; although he is scarcely twenty years of age, yet his heart is destitute of pity, and his eyes are inca­pable of tears. Could you have believed, that he also could come and attend the sacrifice of a sister? He attended it with an air of satisfaction! When the arches of the temple resounded with my cries, even strangers who were present could not but weep, and Madame de Varmont herself turned pale; but the young man was perfectly unmoved. Great God! I am terrified to think or his future destiny! for what dreadful fate dost thou reserve him? for what unknown crimes was he brought into existence?
Let this picture of my grievous situation, O loveliest Emilia, be always before your eyes—let it constantly maintain in your mind the liveliest anxiety. Do not forget, that the unhappy lot which has been cast for me, is the same they are preparing for yourself. You are not, I am sen­sible, so feeble and timorous as I am; this makes me hope you will spurn their wicked solicitations, their cruel intreaties, and odious threatenings. But I have still greater fear from their artifices, and warn you to be guarded against them; for they are capable of trying the most shameful artifices that can be imagined; for instance, they may tell you that Celina lives peaceably and contented; but Oh, if they should presume thus to tell you, shew them this letter, obscured by my tears and signed with my blood!

[Page]
LETTER II. Madame de Varmont to Emilia de Varmont.
Paris, May 1, 1782.

YOUR sister, sometime ago, reconciled her­self to the only condition which become her fortune, and that of her parents; and I expect you will not be tardy in imitating so good an example.
I am so well convinced of this, that I have just now dismissed all your masters: For I did not suppose that a nun had any need of music, nor dancing; nor did I think it necessary that she should be deeply skilled in foreign languages; and as to your own language, you already know more of it than is needful for pronouncing your vows.
To-morrow morning I shall send for the prin­cipal part of your clothes. Your father delighted in inspiring you with a taste for luxury, and ideas of coquetry, by which he would certainly have ruined you. Besides, what benefit would it be to you at present, to have such an elegant wardrobe? for in eight days, at most, you are going to wear the dress of the novitiate. It this should chance to be a situation to which you can never be recon­ciled, do not accuse me of having forced you to accept of it; your reproaches are all due to the memory of M. de Varmont, whose shameful ex­travagance and dissipation have so far diminished his fortune, that the remainder is barely sufficient for the advancement of my dear son; the interesting youth who is the only solace of his mother, and the only hope of his family. But you, and your [Page] sister will continue your former idolatry for your father. And why should I be surprised at it? he was all simplicity, and you adored him because he was the torment of my life.
I must tell you, young lady, that I have but a few words to say to you. You are untractable, opinionative, and have a mighty talent for argument; but you must know that the tyrannical power of your father has ended with his life; that now it is my turn to command, and my commands shall be obeyed.

LETTER III. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
From the Convent La Providence, at Paris, May 17, 1782.

THE inclosed is a letter I received this morning from my mother, sent me from the parlour of the convent, which I send you in haste, being overjoyed to find that my two last have reached you by the way you pointed out, and that you consider it a safe means of correspondence. Al­though the cruel orders of my mother gave me no surprise, I was much astonished on recognizing the person by whom she sent them; it was M. Bovile, that young man of elevated stature, noble figure, and pleasing deportment, whom our father called his pupil; whom he sometimes brought home with him, and whose exploits he mentioned with un­usual delight, when he returned from his late cam­paign.
[Page]"Alas!" said I, "with what a dreadful com­mission they have charged you! and you, Monsieur, the friend of my father, do you think he would have heard, without sorrow, at the close of his life, that they would soon open a grave for his daugh­ters near that of his own?"
"I understand you," answered M. Bovile, "but I desire you, in the first place, to hear my defence. Do me the justice, Madamoiselle, to believe, that I had no sooner received the intelligence of M. de Varmont's illness, than I neglected no means of obtaining permission to leave Brest, where the du­ties of my station detained me. I have, unfortu­nately, arrived too late to embrace your respect­able father; too late to save your elder sister, but not too late, I hope, to defend you."
Having said this, my dear Celina, he left me without further explanation.

LETTER IV. Emilia in continuation.
May 19th, 1782, 11 o'clock A. M.

ATTEND, my sister: he returned this morning, and you will be surprised at the extraordinary declaration he has made me.
"I come," says he, "to ask you whether you had rather marry than comply with the arbitrary will of your mother; and whether, from what you have seen of me, you have any objections to my person? As I have seldom had the happiness of seeing you, and am to you almost an entire [Page] stranger, I can expect nothing more. But what I say of myself with respect to you, I can almost say of you, Madamoiselle, with respect to me. If I should swear that I adored you, it would be a falsehood which you could not believe. But with sincerity can I declare, that whatever is interesting in your youth, beauty or misfortunes (and greatly interesting they are) makes a sensible impression on my heart. You are, I make no doubt, capa­ble of inspiring the heart with livelier sentiments than these, and I am convinced that I might here­after experience them; but this is what I cannot engage before hand. Many women who were, perhaps, as handsome as you, have never been passionately beloved, and were not less happy in consequence of it. All that I can promise you, therefore, if my offers are not rejected, is this, that none of those women who believe themselves the idols of their husbands, will have more reason to boast of their kind and faithful attention than yourself: for my wife, next to my country, shall always be the object of my tenderest care and most anxious solicitude."
When this extraordinary man had thus spoken, he was about rising to take his leave, whilst I, Celina, overwhelmed with a confusion and sur­prise, to which nothing could be compared but my embarrassment, stood listening, in silence, as if he had not ended his speech. After a few moments of silence, he thus resumed his discourse: "I have to lament, Madamoiselle, that I can give you but a few hours for deliberation; my ship is in readi­ness, and waiting for me, and the war calls me away. Reflect on this matter till evening: this evening I must return for your answer, and if it is favourable, I shall hasten to Madame de Varmont [Page] to obtain her consent; to-morrow we must be married, and the day after I must depart."
He then bowed respectfully, and went away; but in an instant afterwards he returned.
"Do not," said he, "put off the execution of my designs till the end of the campaign. I will not de­ceive you, young woman, concerning my pro­fession; you must be sensible it is a dangerous one. Do not, inconsiderately, risk the repose of your life with the dangers of mine. But who will de­cide for you in this critical moment? Will you be guided by the customs of the world? I believe you will not; for they are preposterous, and will be of no avail. Decide, then, for yourself, and decide with calmness. Never shall I be tempted to be­lieve you were in haste to marry, nor do I make these proposals on such a supposition; but I have taken the liberty to believe you are desirous of being freed from this confinement, and the persecution of your mother. I must now take leave of you till evening."
O my sister, what advice can you give me? it seems that I ought not to hesitate in accepting his person and protection; but I know not what answer to give him: I shall, therefore, wait until I hear from you.

[Page]
LETTER V. Celina de Varmont to Emilia.
May 19, 1782, 2 o'clock P. M.

EMILIA, if my memory does not deceive me, our father has been the benefactor of M. Bovile, and done him many good offices; and M. Bovile, in proposing to be your protector, acquits himself of every obligation. From a man who is capable of paying the debt of gratitude with so much generosity, you may expect every thing virtuous and good. Accept, then, his generous proposals: Bovile merits the great reward of ob­taining Emilia. Accept his proposals—the idea of your happiness will sooth my misfortunes.

LETTER VI. Bovile to Madame Florival▪ *
Paris, May 19, 1782, 7 o'clock evening.

PARDON me, my once lovely, but now long lost Eleanor! I am, for the first time, about to afflict you with a subject which shall never be recalled to your remembrance. Yes, that Bovile whom you so tenderly esteemed—that Bovile who so passionately desired to obtain you—whose desires and endeavours would have been crowned with [Page] success, had there ever been a father disposed to give his daughter to the one who best knew how to merit her, by a love at once the most ardent and respectful—that Bovile, whose despair, when they gave you to the arms of another, threatened to cost him his life—that Bovile whom your ever respected commands, and yours alone, after such a misfortune, could have persuaded to live; yet had determined to live single, that he might always have it in his power to worship your image with­out distraction—that Bovile has altered his mind.
You wrote yesterday, if I mistake not, that my intended wife must be an engaging person; but you, more easily than any other person, will be persuaded that this is not the reason why I have changed my former resolution. I know otherwise, and what truth may not be told to you, Eleanor, whom no truth can offend, if it is not flattering nor dishonourable? there is nothing, I am sensi­ble, more deceitful than the physiognomy of a young girl; I know that the most handsome are seldom the best. But if the one in question were the best amongst the greatest beauties, I could not marry in a country where the bands of Hymen are bound with such a frightful indissolubility, without some diffidence: nor am I insensible how necessary it is to know our own minds before we enter into an engagement which nothing but death can dissolve. Nevertheless, every thing conspires to convince me of the propriety of my conduct in hastening my marriage with this young stranger, the daughter of my benefactor, and rescuing her from the unhappy condition which they are preparing for her. But can she, in good faith, ever cause me to repent the hastiness of my proceedings? Admitting that this woman may one [Page] day be guilty of ingratitude, and wanting in due respect towards me, I shall then console myself, and justify my present conduct, by recollecting the motives which, at that time, gave me no liberty of choice nor reflection. On the contrary, what happiness, what supreme felicity for us both— what an inexhaustible source of enjoyment it would be, if I should find she possesses those virtues which I may justly expect! if I should find the sweetest recompence of my imprudent sacri­fices in their very object! But be this as it may, can I, in this extraordinary instance, give way to personal considerations? Have I any right to deli­berate when it is incumbent on me to fulfil an obligation? And if I should, in this instance, neg­lect the performance of my duty, would it not be one, amongst many instances, wherein self-love has given countenance to ingratitude?
We shall neither of us forget, Eleanor, that a ridiculous and discouraging prejudice threatened to make me languish in the obscurity of an inferior rank, in which obscurity I might have died, and been of no service to my country: but a brave man disdained not to take notice of the little merit I possessed, without inquiring into my birth and rank in life. Those officers who were noble fearing I might become their equal, did all in their power to prevent it; but my generous benefactor procured my advancement, and made me their superior; raised me in spite of prejudice, and shielded me from the shafts of envy. Did he listen to the mean counsels of personal interest, when, for my sake, he incurred the reproach of his fellow officers, and the enmity of men in power? Was the courage he exercised in not abandoning me to the power of my enemies, less than that by which I should now be [Page] actuated on marrying his daughter? That M. de Varmont, Eleanor, was a man superior to the present generation. Notwithstanding the enmity of a few individuals, our navy may well lament his loss: but to me, the loss is quite irreparable. To him do I owe my good fortune, my talents and fame. To him do I owe the unexpected happiness of having, in early life, rendered impor­tant services to my country. I am now going in haste to obtain the answer of Emilia.

LETTER VII. Bovile in continuation.
May 19, 1782, 11 o'clock evening.

HER answer was short and decisive: "If you can find any means, Sir, of persuading my mother to let me live in the world, it shall be the employment of my life to promote the happiness of yours."
Then I hastened to Madame de Varmont, and found her in company with her son, who were both struck with amazement on hearing my pro­posals.
The young man haughtily asked me whether I was noble?
"Yes," answered I, "the enemies of my coun­try both know and fear me."
"I consider it of no consequence," said the mother, with an air of disdain, "whether the husband of my daughter be a peasant or a noble­man. [Page] But I must tell you, Sir," continued she, "I am far from being willing to rob my son."
"I do not ask any dowry for his sister, Ma­dame; and to make you easy on that point, I con­sent to acknowledge that you have given me, for your daughter's inheritance, the sum of —."
"Two hundred thousand crowns!" said the generous brother, hastily interrupting me. "Two hundred thousand crowns let it be."
"Can it be possible," said Madame de Var­mont, with an air of increasing astonishment, "that you are so strangely smitten with little Emilia?"
"I am not strangely smitten, Madame: but I consider that she deserves a better fate than that of being doomed to the solitude of the cloister. Her father—"
"Her father!" cried she fiercely: "perish his memory, and all that brings him to my remem­brance!"
"What! maledictions against a worthy hus­band! What crime has he committed to merit such treatment?"—"What crime? I have had two daughters by him."—"Good heaven! is he not also the father of this son, whom you love so tenderly?"
"My son!" replied she sternly—"what right have you, Sir, to interrogate me about my son? Do you design to make me discover my secrets? Perhaps the time may come when they will be made known. But till such times as they are, I determine they shall be kept inviolably."
"I did not come to discover your secrets, Ma­dame; I came to ask your consent that I may obtain Emilia."—"No; she shall share the same fate as her sister. An eternal obstacle forbids my consent."
[Page]Here the excellent young man conceived it his duty to interrupt his mother.
"If M. Bovile, however, will acknowledge the receipt of two hundred thousand crowns, I con­ceive that the greatest obstacle to the marriage is removed."
"Well," replied she, with an irresolute air, "but she must live in the world, and I should be exposed to the continual torment of seeing her."
On hearing this my indignation was excited to the highest degree. "No," said I, "God forbid! never, never will I give you that torment!"
"What security will you give me that this shall not be the case?"
"All the security you can desire."
"Could you consent that your wife should dwell in a foreign country?"
"If it was absolutely necessary—if you should exact it."
"Indeed I should exact it, and will give my consent on no other terms."
"Well, I give you my word for it, that your ill-fated daughter shall quit her native city the day after to-morrow, and her country in less than eight days."
"And never return to it?"
"I have but too well understood that such were your intentions."
"What security will you give me for the fulfil­ment of these promises?"
"A written engagement. The forfeiture of an hundred thousand crowns in case of non-fulfilment."
Upon this she turned to her son, and said, "Let a servant go and call the scrivener."
During this afflictive conversation the son, over­joyed at the success of their good contrivance, [Page] kissed his mother's hands. And now the scrivener has arrived, the agreements are drawn, and we have signed them.
Oh Eleanor! you ought to both pity and ap­plaud me. Before you can receive this letter I shall be married to Emilia.

LETTER VIII. Madame Florival to Bovile.
Tours, May 24, 1782.

WHERE is the woman so insensible to the charms of laudable actions, as not to ap­plaud your noble conduct? Generous Bovile! if I had observed the same conduct in any other man, it would have gained my admiration, but observ­ing it in you does not excite my surprise: How I pity and despise young Varmont! How justly is he punished for his hatred of the interesting Emilia! How happy might he be if his heart was not un­naturally cruel! From how many, and what con­trary motives to his, would some brothers have rejoiced on seeing you married to a sister!
And where can we find such a mother as Ma­dame de Varmont? Fortunately for mankind, na­ture has seldom produced her like.
You have just given me great chagrin, Bovile, without intending it. Receive my confidence, for I do not desire to conceal from you any of my sor­rows or anxieties but such as I am not permitted to reveal.
[Page]This young Varmont is counted a bad subject, and I was not ignorant of it; but I could not have believed he was so despisable as you have repre­sented him. What gives me the greatest uneasi­ness is, to consider that Murville, my elder bro­ther, is one of Varmont's intimate friends. Al­though my brother is of a good disposition, and a well-meaning person, he may be corrupted in his morals by such a dangerous connection.
I wish you would do me the favour of forming an acquaintance with Murville, and as he is in the navy you can easily find him. When, by your good advice, and the example of your virtues, you shall have preserved him from the dangerous counsels, and vicious practices of your brother-in-law, I shall be satisfied.
Yes, your brother-in-law! for by this time, without doubt, you are married. Oh that this union may be a recompence for your former mis­fortunes! Oh that you may be as happy as I am satisfied with your conduct! I weep, O Bovile! my tears are the effusions of a heart overflowing with tenderness—Farewell! and enjoy all the feli­city so justly merited by your virtues.

LETTER IX. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Brest, May 28, 1782, 5 o'clock P. M.

MY mother, O Celina, has determined that I should quit France—that I should aban­don my sister—that my exile and separation from you should be perpetual! All-seeing God! whose [Page] piercing eyes can read the thoughts of men, im­printed on their hearts, to thee can I appeal, and declare that I have never merited her hatred!
Of this circumstance I was unacquainted till very lately, even at this critical moment while we are preparing for our embarkation. My husband, wearied with my importunities, was not able to conceal any longer that horrible circumstance.
You may now behold in me an instance of a wounded imagination, surrounded by persecuting phantoms. No sooner was I acquainted with the dreadful engagement my husband had made, than I leaned forward against the window, upon my elbow, and gave myself up to grief. A young man, standing in the street facing our inn, gazed at me with so much attention that he attracted mine. Judge how great was my terror when I supposed it to be my brother, and was ready to shrink from his sight! yet, terrified as I was, my eyes were every moment mechanically turned towards the object of my fear; but he presently turned round and went away, when, by observing his hair, I discovered my error. My brother's hair is of a deep red, but that of this young man was brown.
In a few minutes we shall be ready to sail. I am going on board one of the ships belonging to the fleet of merchantmen, which is to be escorted by a squadron of armed ships, in which Bovile commands a frigate: for he chose not to expose me with himself on board a ship subject to the ter­rors and dangers of a naval engagement. We are bound to the West-Indies, and at the end of our voyage he expects to leave me at Martinique, where he owns some plantations. He purposes to spend several months with me every year, at that place, and will devote to me every hour he can [Page] spare from the duties of his station. Kind Heaven, that takes pity on the unfortunate, has reserved for me a recompence for my former unhappiness, and has given it to me in the best of men, and most generous of husbands. But ah, my dearest Ce­lina! what will become of thee? Thou art now alone. Methinks I now behold thee in gloomy solitude! Thou hadst but one sister, and she is torn from thee forever. It will prove true, indeed, that on the day of my marriage I embraced my sister for the last time.
A letter has just arrived in the well-known hand of Celina, and with eagerness I am going to read it.

LETTER X. Celina de Varmont to Emilia.
Paris, May 25, 1782.

THE day before yesterday, Emilia, some hours after our parting, and your departure for Brest, the son of Madame de Varmont—indeed she insists on my calling her by no other name than Madame de Varmont; and since she, as well as her son, are nothing to me, and I have no longer any mother nor brother, he ought to be called M. de Varmont—M. de Varmont, then, has presum­ed to make me a visit; but before I had time to reproach him for his hard-heartedness, his avarice, and that thirst after riches which made him suffer, or rather desire, I should be sacrificed; before I could say one word against it, he said, "Your sister, I [Page] hope, is well married, and my fortune, in conse­quence of it, is greatly diminished; you cannot, therefore, any longer accuse me of ambition; for it was I who persuaded Madame de Varmont to give little Emilia a dowry of six hundred thousand livres."
As your had informed me that the generous Bo­vile, in order to obtain you, was obliged to ac­knowledge the receipt of a sum they had never paid him, you can easily conceive what an effect his speech had upon me. Desirous of knowing whether he was undauntedly persevering in false­hood, and whether he could support the weight of unmerited praise, I praised his benevolence, and extolled his justice. I can assure you, Emilia, that he seemed to hear me with that innocent and mild serenity, with that noble and virtuous mo­desty, which a few days before I had seen in your husband, and which I should have thought had never been observable in any men but such as were really benevolent. But learn, my sister, for it is necessary you should be warned how much you ought to mistrust this most fatal enemy you can have; learn, I say, with what reflections he re­warded my approbation of him: "Doubtless," said he (strutting about with an air of self-impor­tance) "one would not willingly pay so handsome a sum, but it is likely that it may be repaid me at some future time: your sister is of a weakly constitution, and if she should die without any children, her husband is able to repay me her dowry."
On hearing his last expressions, I trembled with indignation, and could scarcely forbear in loading him with reproaches; but cautiously checking my [Page] resentment, I gave him an indignant, significant glance, and withdrew.
A short time since, a domestic of Madame de Varmont came to inquire of me, whether I had seen her son on the day before yesterday. It seems, from this circumstance, that he left Paris almost immediately after making me that visit. All that is known respecting his departure is, that he took post horses, and, for a servant, he took with him the insolent Lafleur, whom he has made his friend and confidant. Although Madame de Varmont has been accustomed to the absence of her son, she seemed, in this instance of it, to be more anxious than usual. The reason for her being peculiarly anxious seems to be, that he went away, this time, without taking leave of her: and I also, I must confess, am astonished at a precipitation so great, and so full of mystery. If he had nothing in view but going on those parties of pleasure which have sometimes occupied him for whole weeks together, and with which our father was so much displeased, it seems strange that he did not acquaint his mother of it, for he generally informs her of all his move­ments. What then can be his intentions? Where can he be gone? Indeed I care not, provided he will go so far that he will never return to terrify either you or me with his odious presence.
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LETTER XI. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Brest, May 28, 6 o'clock P. M.

AH! what have I read? There never was a letter that came more seasonably than yours; but it has redoubled the terror and anxiety with which I was agitated before. Can it be that it was Varmont whom but just now I saw? Heavens! how tormenting it is to fear those we would wish to love! Can it be possible? It is possible, indeed, for I have been told that he might have painted his hair: and if it was he, most certainly he has not come here after me. What does he want of me? What more can he exact of a sister, who is going into perpetual exile? Although I cannot imagine what his designs can be, I cannot but tremble, and shall feel restless till I am on board the ship; alas! on board the ship which is soon to measure the immensity of ocean between the destination of Emilia and her abandoned sister! Pardon me, Celina, for mentioning the gloomy apprehensions which overwhelm my soul.
Cruel Varmont! he hopes my death; and per­haps he wishes it, that he may practice his knavery on Bovile! I must instantly warn him of our dan­ger. Adieu, my dear Celina; the winds arise, and the officers of the fleet are impatient for our de­parture. Farewell—farewell!
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LETTER XII. Murville to Varmont.
Chateaulin, May 29, 1782, 7 o'clock evening.

YOU have become very humorous, M. de Varmont. Did you ever before come into a city where I was without making me a visit? And when was it ever known before that your hair, which I have seen of a beautiful red (not wishing to offend you), has, chamelion like, changed to so dark a shade, as to indicate some intended mischief at heart? However, lord Jupiter, in spite of your simple disguise, I knew you at the first glance of my eye; and if you please, you may ask M. La­fleur, your Mercury, whether I have lost my skill in physiognomy. At first he lied, evaded my ques­tions, and swore it was neither you nor he; but I brandished my cane over him, and made him confess that he was Socia, and that you were re­ally at Brest, acting the Amphitrion.* I beg of you, my dear Varmont, to tell me the name of that hap­py girl who is the object of your metamorphoses.
But your rogue of a valet has ended in making [Page] me his dupe. I obliged him, as I supposed, to direct me to your lodgings; but, instead of that, he gave me a false direction. Yesterday evening I looked for you every where, but learned, to my vexation, that your honor was not to be found. This morning, at break of day, being called home by urgent bu­siness, I left Brest, wishing you, my disloyal friend, all the bad success in the world.
Are you not surprised that I have made so little progress in my journey, that I am no farther than Chateaulin this evening? I'll tell you the reason, my friend: 'tis because I am born to good for­tune as well as you: for at day-break this morn­ing, between Brest and Doulas, I found a prize, a sweet young female, upon the highway. You will be ready to inquire what she was doing there. I'll tell you, my friend: She was most gently winding her way towards the other world, and if my postilion had not taken care, he would won­derfully have assisted her in finishing her course; for he partly rode over her, which so affected me that I could not be comforted. Only consider, that even in a swoon, apparently dead or dying, her hands bloody, and her face wounded, she had still a thousand charms. Must she not then be su­premely beautiful?
But who could have left her in such a situa­tion? Some savage beast, most certainly! for it is impossible but such beauty must have disarmed the fiercest barbarian amongst men. The next question is, to whom does she belong? I cannot tell, for she is yet speechless. What I most wish to know is, whether she is a wife or a maid. But I hope she will speedily recover, and then I shall soon settle that point without perplexing her with questions. In such cases I prefer searching; [Page] and have more faith in its result than a thousand interrogatories. I love to see for myself.
In expectation of that happy moment, and as a preparatory step to it, I put the fair cripple in my post chaise. For that purpose I engaged fresh horses from thence to Doulas; for in the miserable village where we were there was no physician to be found. We came as far as Chateaulin: here I am, writing to you near the bed of my fair pa­tient, who is scarcely any better.
I can now acquaint you with something quite singular, and which has not a little alarmed me. Whilst writing to you I chanced to mention your name, and had no sooner done so than she repeat­ed it. Overjoyed at hearing her speak for the first time, I ran precipitately to her bed. She, seemingly, exerted all her strength to look at me; but with a look full of anxiety and confusion, "Varmont!" said she, "do you know him?"
"Know him," answered I; "yes, I am his in­timate friend." Upon this she sprang to the other side of the bed, as if terrified at the sight of me. "Are you also acquainted with Vermont?" con­tinued I. But the poor little creature was gone. Notwithstanding her swoon, the physician, who has not discovered any dangerous wound upon her, expects that in a few days she will be able to give us her history; and I have made a stand here, in order to wait upon her: she is well worth the pains; and when there is a fair prospect of her re­covery I shall take her away with me.
Now I think of it, what a deal of noise they made last night in the harbour of Brest! Some in­famous rascals attempted to burn the fleet and the convoy, which was soon expected to sail. It was said that the Pallas had been on fire, but the di­ligence [Page] of the captain had saved it. That Bovile is a prodigy of vigilance and activity, and although I do not like him, I am forced, in spite of me, to es­teem him and do him justice. Well would it be for him if all his enemies resembled me; for he has a multitude of them, and some are most implacable. When I left the captains of the squadron they were in a disposition which forebodes nothing good to him. I will bet an hundred against one that he will not have a prosperous campaign. And what silly demon advised your father to take a subject who was but a common sailor in a merchant ship to incorporate him with us? Why should he wish to have him outstrip every body else, and support him as a captain against wind and tide? It was shocking to serve a man so; he might as well have drowned him.
Ah! I had forgot; I was told that one of the merchant ships in the fleet had blown up. Fie upon it! the accounts were exaggerated. As for myself, I had too much and too urgent business to permit my longer stay, so that I was obliged to come off without going into the harbour for par­ticular inquiries. That the Pallas received but little damage, and the rest of the fleet remained un­hurt, is important. But as for the ship blown up, it was but a merchantman, a mere trifle! As for commercial affairs, I don't concern myself with them.
Farewell, Varmont; I am going to feel the pulse of my little patient. If she does not run distracted on hearing the name of Varmont, and proves to be an acquaintance of yours, I will in­form you. You must inform me who she is; what is the best mode of commencing an attack upon her, and what hopes I may entertain of being suc­cessful. But never fear; I trust that by the time [Page] your answer will arrive, I shall have nothing to hope for. You know I am not fond of long sieges, but best pleased with a sudden assault.
Since you are so prudently concealed in Brest, I shall not send this letter to you there, but shall, in great innocence, direct it to M. de Varmont at Paris.

LETTER XIII. Murville in continuation.
Chateaulin, May 30, 1782.

I REALLY believe she knows you; but am sure she does not love you: you must have given her some very ill treatment.
She passed the last night in almost continual faintness. Her attendants understood nothing she said, for her speech was incoherent, and her voice extremely feeble. Only in some instances, when her fever increased so much as to give her unusual strength, she cried out: "Fire!" and a moment afterwards, by a striking contradiction, she com­plained of a villain, who, she said, assassinated her, and cast her into the water.
That a daring young fellow might have wished to burn her, I can easily conceive, and, without dif­ficulty, can conceive with what flame; and, pro­vided he had not been unsuccessful, I could pardon the attempt. But to assassinate her! to drown her! to destroy heaven's master-piece, and give her the waves for a sepulchre! If the whole universe con­tains one man who could have conceived such a [Page] horrible thought, he might deservedly be called a villain. But I determine, for the honor of human nature, to support it as an impossibility, until such times as the existence of such a monster can be proved.
Could you Varmont, (a name she cannot hear without shuddering with horror), commit crimes of this nature? No; it is not even possible. What seems most probable is, that you have innocently conspired against what she, like all other girls, un­doubtedly calls her honor; and as you are not very skilful in the art of pleasing, I can easily divine how the whole romance was carried on. In the first place, she repulsed your aukward addresses with firmness; then my poor friend called hastily to his aid the principle, that when flattering ca­resses will not avail, he may be justified in employ­ing force. This, between you and me, is a little brutal. But avoiding digressions; in the next place, the affrighted fair one, finding every door fast shut, made her escape by jumping out of the window; and if, by misfortune, she met with any other ac­cident on the highway before I found her, she will tell me what it was. But as for these surrounding flames, these pursuing waves, and the cruel assassin who wishes to destroy her, they are but con­sequences of her delirium in a burning fever. We know how greatly the mental powers are disordered when the body is tortured with pain.
This morning, as I went into her chamber, she opened her eyes, and in some measure recovered her senses: then she asked me, "Where we were?"
"At Chateaulin, Mademoiselle," answered I. I said Mademoiselle, because it is so agreeable to say what we desire may prove true; for greatly did I desire she might prove to be a girl.
[Page]"O that I might be carried to Brest again," cried she.
"Impossible," answered I; "it is impossible to take you to that place."
"Though I should die there," continued she, "I could wish to rejoin the fleet."
"The fleet has sailed."
"Sailed!" cried she: and with a deep sigh and a look of unspeakable anguish, she again closed her charming eyes.
This evening, having come to herself again, she asked me, "Where we were?"
"At Chateaulin," Mademoiselle, said I.
"But who are you, Sir?"
"I am Murville." Like an echo which rever­berates the last syllables in a sentence, and multi­plies them, she several times said, "ville, ville!" Then a little recovering her strength, she half-raised herself, and leaning on her arms, exhibited the most exquisite figure I ever beheld; her eyes were fixed on me, and her air was so engaging, that it touched me to my very soul. She had not, as yes­terday, an air of terror and anxiety, but of interest and satisfaction: "ville, ville!" repeated she with a most charming accent. "Pray repeat your name, Sir; I heard but the end of it."
"Murville, Mademoiselle." She seemed to be fatigued by reason of the extreme attention she gave me, and could no longer support herself against her weakness, but fell down upon her bed almost as lifeless as before.
It is reasonable to suppose that the charming girl has some attachment, and although I cannot divine whether it is an attachment by love or marriage, yet I am confident she is some way attached to a happy mortal, whose name terminates like mine. [Page] So much the better for me; it is a fortunate con­formity, which I consider as a favourable omen. Your name, my dear friend, sounds not so agree­ably in her ears: hear what has just passed be­tween us, and judge for yourself.
A short time since she asked, with tears in her eyes, "Is the fleet departed?"
"Yes, Mademoiselle."
"What! all the ships and all the Captains?"
"Yes, all."
"Then I must die! now I am bereft of every hope, and every support; and into what hands have I fallen!"—"Into the hands of a civil man," replied I, "who swears that he will never do you the least injury."
"No injury!" repeated she. "Can it be pos­sible that I have been deceived? Have you not mentioned the name of a certain person?"
"Yes, I mentioned my own name, which is Murville."
"But another, another! Ah! it is possible that in my fearful delirium I might have been dreaming; and now I am awake, suppose it to have been a reality. Did you not tell me, Sir, that you were the intimate friend of —"
"Of Varmont; yes, young woman, I did tell you so." Poor Varmont! I am grieved for you! But painful as it may be, I must tell you the truth: This is the second time she has fainted on hearing your name mentioned.
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LETTER XIV. Murville in continuation.
Chateaulin, May 31, 1782.

BELIEVE me, Varmont, she does not love you at all. Hear the conversation we have had together, and you will be convinced of it.
"What have I done to you?" said she. Believ­ing she was still delirious, I made no reply.
"What have I done to you, M. Murville, to deserve your hatred?"
This speech was so well directed to me that I instantly replied: "You have done nothing to dis­please me, young woman, and I am very far from hating you."
"Why then are you connected with the cruel men who persecute me?"
"I am not connected with them—I am alone."
"How! are you not in the interest of some person?"
"In truth I am not; I am in no one's interest but my own."
"Who delivered me into your hands?"
"You came into my hands by mere accident; you was dying on the public road. There it was that I found you; I took you up, and spared no pains to restore you to your senses."
"What were your motives?"
"Your situation excited my pity, and I was charmed with your beauty."
"But have you no intention of delivering me into the hands of him you call your friend?"
[Page]Observe this, my friend; seemingly dreading to mention your name, she avoided it by a circum­locution.
"No," replied I with earnestness, "I would not deliver you into the hands of the greatest monarch on earth; believe me, I should be su­premely happy if I might be permitted to keep you for myself."
"And would you defend me against him?"
"Against him? yes, against the whole world."
"Will you take that engagement upon you?"
"Whilst you confide in my protection no one shall do you the least injury, I give you my word for it, and pledge my honor."
For a while she seemed to be more easy, and somewhat relieved from a load of anxiety; but a little afterwards, with an anxious look, she said,
"How can I rely on the word of a man who is his friend?"
"Truly, young woman, I cannot do myself justice without acknowledging that I am not a very good subject, but I should do myself no injus­tice by saying that I am a better one than he."
"Alas!" replied she, "where can a worse than he be found?"
This last reflection of her's shows how little she esteems you, and proves her to be well ac­quainted with your merit: but this is a matter of your own concern, and you must take it upon yourself.
For myself, I have sworn to defend her against every enemy. By these assurances she was so much encouraged, that her physician, in a few hours af­terwards, found her much better; her fever was greatly diminished; she no longer appeared to be the prey of continual perturbation; those fits of [Page] extreme anguish which made us despair of her life had subsided. Her body, however, was still in a languishing state, and her mind alternately labour­ing under some weighty affliction. The departure of the fleet was to her a cause of great grief; in­somuch that she sometimes cried bitterly.
Forbear, Varmont, forbear to lay claim to her, for if she don't cordially detest you, may the devil fly away with me!
Tell me, then, vain miniature of self-love, tell me, Varmont (in a whisper), whether you had not a rival who went away in the fleet whom she pre­ferred to you?
In further conversation with her, I plunged her again into her former sad condition, by one unfor­tunate word. Who could have foreseen so great an accident?
"You are continually speaking of Brest, young woman; have you any family connections there?"
"Alas!" cried she pityfully, "I have lost all my relations!"
"Did your father go away in the fleet?"
"As for my father, I have but too soon lost him?"
"Your mother? your brother? Have you any brother?"
"My brother! my brother!" repeated she in a frightful voice; and on a sudden her countenance was entirely changed, and by a convulsive motion she threw her arms forward and her head back­wards in a frantic manner; drops of cold sweat ran down her face, increasing with paleness to such a degree that I feared she could live but a few mo­ments.
It is clear, Varmont, that amongst all those whom she considers as her persecutors, you are not the most detestable. It is evident that she has a [Page] brother whom she views with still greater abhor­rence; and this is a consideration which gives me no small anxiety.

LETTER XV. Murville in continuation.
Langey, near Saumur, June 7, 1782.

YOUR silence astonishes me, my friend; you ought to be perfectly satisfied with my con­duct. For three days past I have written regularly by every courier. Whenever I have quitted a public house, I enjoined it upon the host to send forward immediately any letters which might ar­rive from Paris, directed to me; but I can hear nothing from you after all my pains. Without examining any further into the reasons why you have denied me the information I might justly have expected from you, I am still willing to repose in you some confidence.
For a beginning I will take the trouble of read­ing over my former dispatches: after this inform you that a part of my conjectures is verified, but that the other was destitute of common sense.
This terrible brother who gave me so much un­easiness is the object whose departure she mourns, whom she often calls from on board the fleet; it is he whom she holds most dear: you have there­fore no rival in the fleet. It seems, then, that the poor creature has had no admirer but you. This was quite unfortunate for her; she deserved a much better fate. But for me, who must be a great [Page] gainer by a comparison with you, it will be singu­larly fortunate. As to the conformity of that name, which terminated so much like mine, and which I considered as such a lucky circumstance, I feel more happy on that account than ever, for it happens to be the same as her's. She calls herself by the name of Terville. But what gives me the greatest satisfaction is, to learn that she is really a maid. M. de Varmont, I hope she is so in every sense of the word; I hope, that since you had the ill address of letting her get away, that she did so before you accomplished what she calls your crime.
Ah, the cunning little gipsy! because she wishes to spare herself the blushes that a relation of her tribulations and your insults might occasion her, she has besought me never to pronounce your name in her hearing, nor say any thing about you in any conversation. She has my promise that I will not; but I am not so much her dupe as to fulfil that promise; for I expect in your great frankness, that you will readily make known all those circum­stances which her discreet modesty forbids her to reveal.
There is also another engagement she has de­sired me to make with her, which is, that I am never to give you any information concerning her, and above all things, not to acquaint you with her being in my possession: and as soon as I informed her what I could not but acknowledge, that you already knew how she came into my hands, she manifested the strongest desires of leaving Chateau­lin and flying to this place. We came here yester­day, and the poor creature was so full of misery that we were forced to make three short journies of it. Since our arrival at Langey she has been much better; her wounds are almost healed; her [Page] nights are more comfortable; her fever is almost gone; and her appetite returns. How I rejoice to think, that in a few days she will recover her health, her winning graces, and florid complexion! then shall I behold her in all her native beauty; then she will be worthy of all my attention!
She has made me swear to protect her until she is entirely restored to health; but I rely on pro­tecting her a much longer time: and though I promised not to give you any account of her cir­cumstances and place of retreat, I see no necessity of keeping my word, because I do not fancy those inconveniences which she imagines may arise on account of such a disclosure. Can it be possible that M. de Varmont will be so unreasonable as not to yield to the influence of my stars, which have, in this instance, gained over his such an evident ascendency? No; certainly he will not be so ob­stinate as to pursue a handsome girl to my house, when she has only escaped from his arms to fall into mine.
Would it be just in you to look surly at me, in case I should not be willing to let you have her again? If you should, I would publish your ex­travagant behaviour. Am I to blame because you were never capable of winning the affections of one woman? Must I, when I have found means of winning those you cannot, immediately abandon them to gratify your spleen? Here, for instance is a lovely girl whom you have tormented and frightened to death; but I have found her, cheered and coaxed her, and prepared her for myself. You could never have done any thing with her; but I, in a little time, shall do all I can wish to do. In such a case you ought to give me a complete resig­nation. If you can derive any consolation from it, [Page] lament the loss of her. Cast a longing look out of the window from which she made her escape; but give up all thoughts of ever seeing her again. Are you desirous of trying my candour and justice on this point? if so, come to-morrow and see whether the weak creature will give you the preference to me; and, if she will, I will immediately give her up. Come, come, Varmont, say no more about her, but answer me without delay.

LETTER XVI. Bovile to Madame Florival.
Brest, May 29, 1782, noon.

O ELEANOR! fortune was soon weary of regarding me with smiles! so great are her first reverses, that it requires all my courage to en­dure them!
We were yesterday almost ready to sail, when the wind arose with such violence as to make us fear an approaching tempest. So great were our alarms that we remained in port, not daring to risk the convoy in such a dangerous storm as we appre­hended would take place; but there was only a sudden gust of wind, which we ought not to have feared; yet, in obedience to the signals, we were obliged to come to anchor. This delay has cost us dear. There is every reason for believing that if we had sailed last evening, according to our inten­tions, our merchants would not have to-day to re­gret the loss of the richest ship in the fleet; nor I, Eleanor, the loss of a treasure unspeakably more [Page] precious than theirs; a treasure of whose value I had begun to be very sensible, although it had been but a short time in my possession.
About midnight, the Centaure, the ship in which my wife was embarked, blew up with a dreadful explosion. So violent was the explosion, that se­veral broken, flaming parts of it were driven to the Pallas,* and it was with the greatest difficulty and the most speedy exertions, that the burning of that ship was prevented. Conceive the horrors of my situ­ation; the interesting Emilia is lost, whilst the sal­vation of my ship requires all my attention. Even at the present moment, whilst I am writing to you, I must not, and cannot without distraction, give way to grief for my loss. The interest of my country compels me away; I must depart; I must fulfil my duty.
This morning, whilst the necessary repairs of the Pallas were in forwardness, I went on shore, and made fruitless and melancholy searches for Emilia. The sea brought none but dead bodies to the shore; but neither the body of Emilia, nor any trace of her was to be found.
Unhappy woman! why did I not leave her in the cloister? In taking her away from what she called her tomb, I have more certainly brought her to an untimely end. When I put her on board this ship, I placed her on her funeral pile. Every precaution I have taken for her safety or happiness has produced a contrary effect. Alas! how un­availing is human prudence!
A consideration which increases my affliction is, that there probably are amongst my implacable [Page] enemies, some who are such accomplished villains, that no means of revenge would be left untried by them, were they ever so base. They had no hopes of beginning the fire on board of my ship, for they knew that my vigilance never slumbers; but they flattered themselves that from the Centaure, near which we lay at anchor, the flames might be com­municated to the Pallas; they knew also that I would sooner perish with my ship than abandon it. This conjecture, horrible as it is, appears but too well founded. There was but one man saved out of the whole crew of the Centaure; and, if we may believe him, he was saved by nothing less than a miracle. But we all know the character of this sailor, and how disobedient he is to the orders of the Captain; for he jumps into the sea at the least appearance of danger. However it may be, his deposition is as follows:
"That he slept like the rest of the crew till he was disturbed by a light noise. He saw a boat, con­ducted by one man only, coming on board the Cen­taure, and one of the passengers received the watch from the side of the ship as he descended from it, and jumped into the boat. At the same instant he, the deponent, gave an alarm; but it was too late, for the fire was instantly discovered in several parts of the ship at once, and, in a moment afterwards, it blew up with a horrible explosion, although it was not laden with any warlike stores."
Now, Eleanor, tell me what you think of it, whether you do not believe the loss of the Cen­taure was more likely to have been effected by a horrible conspiracy, than the inexcusable negli­gence of the Captain. Tell me whether you do not believe they had been plotting my destruction. Cruel men! if they had nothing more in view than, [Page] by adversity, to soften the stoicism for which they reproach me, they have but too well succeeded. I lament the loss of my young wife, so soon snatched away from my enraptured eyes—perhaps from my growing affection. My young spouse is now no more—one of the world's fairest ornaments has been a mere hasty passenger through it. Alas! it has appeared but a moment to leave a more lasting remembrance of it, like a rose which we have seen in a fine vernal morning, ready to unfold its beau­ties to the sun, whose fleeting lustre and transitory graces we remember with liveliest regret in the winter, whilst surrounded with ice and snow. I mourn her rare attractions forever lost; but the most lasting sorrow I shall feel, will not be on ac­count of her youth, talents, nor perishable beauty, but the train of amiable and substantial virtues, whose germ was implanted in her heart. I mar­ried her precipitately, without knowing her cha­racter and disposition. But whilst another possesses you, ah! how long a time would be requisite for making another choice so good as the one I lately made! I cannot but weep! Deign to think, Eleanor, that there are some misfortunes so great as to van­quish the greatest fortitude—deign to think that Bovile's situation requires the consolations of friendship!
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LETTER XVII. Varmont to Murville.
Paris, June 10, 1782.

INDEED, Murville, I cannot tell what to think of your sublime nonsense! A dear brother call­ed from the fleet—a rival in the fleet—a girl escap­ed! May heaven confound me if I understand a word of all this!
Your Mademoiselle de Terville has many tribu­lations and fears. So much the worse for her. Does she have more comfortable nights? Does her appetite return? So much the better for you. Do all you can and all you please with her health and graces, it will divert me; and the devil take me if this is not the first time I have heard any thing about her.
To continue: my great frankness, Sir, will not, in this matter, nor any other, have any thing to do with your dull impertinence. I have told you a thousand times before, and now tell you seriously, that you make use of language so insulting that I shall not put up with it. Upon the whole, Mur­ville, it seems you have written to me, I know not from whence, several letters before these I have received, which have not come to hand, and I con­sider it of little consequence whether they do or not.
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LETTER XVIII. Murville to Varmont.
Langey, near Saumur, June 12, 1782.

AHA! you disown the pretty girl, and are affronted. You are then more in love than I apprehended. That you are in love, I can easily divine, for I who am writing to you, am often ready to yield to its influence myself. Excellent person! how much more should I be pleased with her sin­cere and modest airs, if they gave less uneasiness? And since she seems so affected with my careful attention, so charmed with the least respect shown her, how can I tell her that I am disinterested? It would be much more agreeable to hear her speak of her gratitude, if she did not accompany the ex­pression with assurances of her esteem. This begins to bear hard upon me; for the esteem of an inno­cent girl is to me an intolerable burden; and she is, I believe, as perfect a picture of innocence as I am of libertinism.
When I am not in her presence, I come to my­self and return to my natural feelings; and in order to reduce my adversary, form admirable projects; projects sometimes so violent as would become a character like yours: but let her come into my sight, and I stand confounded in the unactive con­templation of her charms. Her charms, which even now, in the beginning of her convalescence, are superior to the vast idea I had formed of them! I stand struck with amazement, view and admire her, but can proceed no further!
[Page]But of what can I accuse myself? Is there at pre­sent any thing better to be done? The time for en­terprises most certainly is not yet come. To attack her now would be the wrong way of obtaining her affections—this would be no better than downright violation.
I cannot deny that her presence confounds me: she speaks only, and I am disconcerted: she looks at me, and I am melted into tenderness; the agita­tion of my thoughts is instantly dissipated; I no longer feel any other than those silly emotions, the emotions which come from the heart. What an enchantress! How easily are the most ardent passions calmed by the accents of her sweet voice! What bold resolutions are vanquished by her timid looks! In short, how powerful is her weakness!
Good God! what have I been writing! it frightens me. Hah, it is done! it is all over with me! undone forever! I have become—amorous; in love after the manner of certain folks whose situation has often excited my mirth▪ Soon, with­out doubt, soon shall I be reduced to the blest con­dition of those amusing gentlemen whom we have often seen, and for a long time, dying with Platonic love: going perpetually from door to door, boast­ing of the innocence, severity and chastity of their mistress to every person they meet.
O no, Mademoiselle, no! you shall love after my fashion; if you don't, zounds! you shall go to M. de Varmont again; he'll attack you in a soft, polite and delicate manner, and will not shrink from your prudish airs.
In fact, I wonder at myself! what needless blot­ting, what wasting of paper is this! when I first began I intended to answer your harmless epistle in a word or two. Now I am not surprised that you [Page] pretended, as I supposed, not to understand my late letter; my valet, a Briton blockhead, who took charge of my dispatches at Chateaulin, instead of carrying them to the post-office, took it in his head to go and treat his countrymen at the tavern; hav­ing just felt in his pockets, I found my three first letters again, and now send them inclosed. Read them, my dear Sir, and you will find that Ma­demoiselle de Terville is really an old acquaint­ance of your's, and that all dissimulation on your part will be fruitless. To conclude; I make no doubt, but after a little reflection, you will get rid of that fit of ill humour with which you was pos­sessed; but if, on the contrary, you determine to take the thing in earnest, M. de Varmont, beware of taking needless trouble.

LETTER XIX. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Langey, near Saumur, June 13, 1782.

YES, 'tis Emilia who writes to you; Emilia, by a prodigy snatched from the most threat­ening dangers.
You remember how I was terrified at the sight of my brother, and still more by your letter which informed me of his mysterious departure, and scarcely breathed before I went on board the ship, which I considered to be the safest of asylums. Senseless wretch! there it was that the snares of death surrounded me.
I slept there, however—but oh, with what sleep! what dreams disturbed my repose! an assassin hold­ing [Page] his naked sword at my breast, demanded my life and inheritance. It was the young man I saw in Brest; but I was no longer deceived by the false colour of his hair; it was red; his hands also— merciful God! his murderous hands were stained with my blood!
On a sudden I was awaked by a frightful tu­mult, and beheld the ship in flames; I called aloud for Bovile, but he could neither hear nor assist me. My fear increasing as fast as the rapid conflagra­tion, in order to escape the flames I fell into the sea. The sea in great commotion rolled with boisterous waves; often was I plunged as it were to the bot­tom of the deep, and as often raised again to the surface of the waters; at length being driven against a boat, I clung to it, and implored the assistance of two men who were in it, but who were scarcely visible, to take me in; one of them held out an assisting hand, the other—Oh, Celina! Celina! the pen falls from my trembling hand—the other— Ah, my sister! for pity's sake make me believe, that overpowered by a too real danger amongst the raging billows which re-demanded their prey, my imagination, tormented with dismal forebodings, and harrassed with the ideas of my troublesome dream, has formed an imaginary enemy and unreal dangers. Strive to persuade me, that though in the fearful disorder of my senses, I was not mis­taken as to the frightful words I am going to relate. I might at least have been deceived as to the ter­rible voice that uttered them. With trembling, my sister, I confess that I recognized—I believe — I consent to say so—that I recognized the voice of the hard-hearted young man who lately came so often, in behalf of Madame de Varmont, to tell me that I also was born to die in the cloister. [Page] What I heard, and but too well understood, was, "What are you doing? Perhaps it is she! push her off! strike her!" O my sister, I hear those dreadful words a thousand times in a day! and in every interval of recollection the dreadful voice of Varmont resounds in my ears!
Believe me, Celina, however horrible my sus­picions may appear, they are so well founded that I shall not be tempted to seek further information. Ah! I beseech you, let the execrable secret remain eternally between my sister and me!
I am yet so feeble and so dejected that I can­not possibly continue my relation; for those pain­ful ideas which are frequently represented to my mind in all their horror, still overpower me. Be­sides, it grieves me to consider that it will be a long time before you can receive any intelligence from me, for I cannot, with safety, commit to any person the charge of my letters to the Post-office, and when, O when shall I have sufficient strength and liberty to carry them thither myself!

LETTER XX. Murville to Dolerval.*
Langey, near Saumur, June 13, 1782.

WELL, how fares it with you, my dear Dolerval! you have not written to me in [Page] a long time. What has become of you? Will neither music, painting, geography, botany, nor a thousand similar trifles, give you one moment of leasure? That I neglect you a little myself is a thing of course, for I am constantly in pursuit of com­mendable objects. At present I am peculiarly en­gaged, having now in my mind, and hoping soon to have in my arms, the rare attractions of a young lass about sixteen.
How you would be charmed with the sweet creature! She seems to possess, in a supreme degree, that precious sensibility which has so tainted our unhappy sister, and which you are so abundantly full of yourself—yes, you, my poor Dolerval, upon whose beautiful countenance it may be seen at a mile's distance. Don't you know, my brother, that this effeminate tenderness of yours gives you an air of innocence that makes you look shockingly? So shockingly you look, that I am sometimes forced to confess to myself that you must have, in one respect, more sense than I have, or you could not, in spite of that good natured mien, appear to have so much sense remaining.
But let us return to the dear girl, for I strive in vain to speak of any thing else. Leap for joy, my brother! there is in the world one virtuous girl, and so virtuous as to make one tremble on ap­proaching her. She is also possessed of such un­common modesty that I cannot but laugh whilst her presence overawes me. Very bashful besides, as bashful as Dolerval by the side of a young girl! There is one thing between you and her, that puzzles me beyond measure. How is it? Do you take it upon you to mimic her prudish airs, or has she, on the contrary, really stolen them from you? When I behold her I can scarcely persuade myself [Page] that I see any thing more than a copy; but when I reflect on the innocence of your manners, I tremble lest she may be the original in disguise. It would be a fine affair to see you side by side! What an excellent subject for the imitation of a painter! Upon honor, Dolerval, she was made for none but you, and if I were but a little less taken with her, I would send her to you to-mor­row in the stage.
But of this, my friend, there is no possibility; for I find myself in so good a way, and so far ad­vanced in it, that I cannot stop. This morning I presumed to make her some proposals. That she was not surprised at them is very well; but I am very sorry she was not offended, for I could much better resist her anger, than overcome her mild confidence. Worse than this, she turned my at­tention to noble sentiments, and talked in awful language. I acknowledged to her, that I had a great veneration for the sublime virtues, confessing, at the same time, my inability of attaining to their heroism. But the presumptuous little creature foolishly replied, that she had too much esteem for me to despair of teaching me the practice of them. Tell me then, Dolerval, is wisdom ingrafted by accident? You who are so full of it must certainly know.
But a little while ago I was speaking of your innocence. What has become of it, Dolerval? What do you do with it? Excellent fellow! What a memorable example you will leave to the present corrupt generation!
The truth is, you are walking gravely along in the footsteps of your romantic sister! and as she is also mine, I could wish for her own good to ad­vise her to change her course. Let her learn then, [Page] that when an old fellow marries a young woman, to bear his pocket expences, he must expect to put up with the little inconveniences of matrimony: and provided his young wife bestows on her old husband what little he stands in need of, she may in good conscience dispose of the innocent but troublesome superfluity that remains—a superfluity which her bosom friend has the privilege of using or neglecting at his will. Tell her this from me— understand me—let her consider it well. It will happen very naturally, that Bovile, whom, upon your word, I believe to be very amiable, may, at his next return, become very happy. Old Florival will have nothing to lose by this arrangement, but his wife will have every thing to gain. Then she will revive; then she will leave off pining in such a pitiful manner. Let her determine upon it imme­diately. This should have been done seven years ago.
I am not going to forsake you; upon you shall I be lavish in bestowing good principles—Oh that somebody would do the same by me! Give me your opinion, Dolerval, concerning the conduct I must observe towards Mademoiselle de Terville. Let me see whether you advise me to use violent mea­sures with her or not.
Give me your sentiments, Dolerval, I beseech you. Varmont will soon give me his in writing. Take care that his letter does not come before yours. He will advise me to try my strength with her; but you will counsel me to effeminate behaviour. What shall I do in such case? I will tell you. Wisdom reposes in the medium of two extremes. I shall vigorously push forwards then towards happi­ness, which is the eternal goal of wisdom. And when the medium has given me complete satisfac­tion, [Page] I shall impudently tell Varmont he was a villain for his advice, and you, Dolerval, a poor simpleton for yours.
Farewell, my dear young brother; accept the assurances of my kind attachment to you, and pre­sent them to my sister. You are both of such an extraordinary make, that at times I cannot refrain from laughing at you. Nevertheless, you may be assured that I love you with the tenderest affection.

LETTER XXI. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Langey, near Saumur, June 14, 1782.

HAVING recovered a little more strength, I am going to mention more concerning the crimes of which I began a relation. Recover yours also, that you may have fortitude sufficient to hear it.
The barbarian who pronounced the sentence of death upon me, finding his accomplice, less unmer­ciful than he was, delaying the execution of it, rose up and stood in the posture of striking me him­self. I had a glimpse of an arm or something raised over me, and thought it necessary to quit my hold of the boat; and in order to save my life from the fury of a barbarian, once more to commit it to the raging waves, which were less void of pity than lie. Being not far from the shore, I was driven against it by one wave, and carried back by another, till at length I was cast upon it almost lifeless. In immi­nent danger nature is capable of wonderful efforts. Destitute of strength as I was, I found it not im­possible [Page] to remove from the shores where I feared the parricide would find me. I rose up, and drag­ged myself slowly and heavily along for almost an hour, going all the while directly from the coast, lest I should meet with a brother, and getting fur­ther into the country in hopes of finding strangers, whose assistance I should not implore in vain. Me­thought the whole world could not terrify me, if I could only avoid the merciless Varmont. As soon as I felt the *pavement of a road I felt secure, and the little strength which was left me suddenly for­sook me with the idea of my dangers. Not more than ten steps did I take upon the high way before I fell down deprived of my senses. Farewell, my sister; my eyes grow dim, my hand trembles, and I must take repose.

LETTER XXII. Dolerval to Murville.
Tours, June 15, 1782.

YOU are ever the same, Murville. What need was there of subscribing your letter when you are so easily discovered by your stile? Your satirical epistle was at first sight somewhat amusing; but the serious commentary upon it, given by Eleanor, most sensibly affected me. The sentiments of my sister are totally different from yours. Her powers of persuasion have much [Page] greater influence upon me than your satirical let­ters.
You seem to take pleasure in laughing at my sensibility. Are you not sensible, then, that from this source I derive my sweetest enjoyments? It is this which attaches to my innocent studies an in­finite charm. It is this which invites me to de­lightful reveries amongst our smiling meadows and fields. Were I destitute of this I could not take delight in weeping with compassion in the cottage of the unfortunate. Without this I should not so often mingle my tears with those of my sister, whose secret sorrows have sometimes been soothed by me. Can even the pleasures you boast of be much more enlivening than these? You will, in the end, find them to be far less durable, and, depend upon it, you are making way for long and severe repent­ance.
My unhappy sister is now consuming with grief. M. Bovile, whom it is desirable you might have known—M. Bovile, who, by a long separation from her, has not been rendered less dear, has lately married the sister of a man whose friend you cannot long remain. What is then this passion of love that can so much disturb the purest and calm­est souls, and change the most excellent of cha­racters! What is it but this fatal passion which, even in the heart of Eleanor, resembles envy? Alas! my sister cannot bear that another should enjoy the object she cannot obtain!
You consult me in such a manner respecting the conduct you should observe towards Mademoi­selle de Terville, as to acquit me from giving you the most indirect advice. You shall, however, be told, that had it been my good fortune to be in the presence of such an angel as you described, I should [Page] then set a higher value on myself for being in pos­session of that sensibility which would incline me to adore the woman deserving universal homage according to her merits. Then, with a timid and respectful deportment, I should endeavour, in her company, to avoid every thing which might give her the least displeasure, and, by every respectful attention, endeavour to gain her affections. Per­haps I might then succeed in obtaining a lover, an idolized wife—and my sister a tender, compassion­ate friend! O that this may one day be the lot of your then most fortunate brother—of him who would then be the happiest of men!

LETTER XXIII. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Langey, near Saumur, June 15, 1782.

MY misfortunes were not so soon to be ter­minated. I was reserved to endure, at the same time, the most grievous pains of body, and most dreadful anxieties of mind. Judge how great was my anguish, when, on coming to myself, I heard somebody near the bed where I lay distinct­ly pronounce the name of a detestable person whose name was lately my own. I was apprehensive that I had fallen into the power of my enemy. The parching fever with which I was seized be­came more ardent, and in a long delirium which it occasioned, my assassin seemed to threaten me with both gestures and voice. At one time (and I shall long preserve the pleasing remembrance of it) [Page] some person, as I thought, mentioned the name of Bovile. I flattered myself that my deliverer was at hand, and expected an immediate relief from all my sorrows. Alas! I learned but too soon that the fleet had sailed; that the young man who had taken me into his possession was an intimate friend of Varmont, and I was ready to die with despair.
What course to take in such critical circum­stances I knew not. To give an account of my misfortunes, and reveal my name, would have the same consequences as a particular indication of Varmont's crimes. Presumptions might lead to ab­solute proofs, and you know what a dreadful fate awaits the guilty in instances of this kind. It is true that I should run a great hazard in concealing these circumstances from him, although I am not under any obligation to let him know them. But would it not be equally, if not more dangerous, to make myself known? What reasons could I give sufficiently plausible, to persuade this friend of Varmont not to inform him that his sister had just escaped from shipwreck? Was it then advisable to let him have a glimpse of my fearful story? The advantage of greater personal safety could never incline me to do this, for I have supposed the more heinous the crime, the more I should strive to cover it with an impenetrable and mysterious veil. Why should I run the risk of falling a victim hereafter to a pardon too generously granted? Therefore, in order to remove every suspicion, I tried every means of deception. I told the young man who found me, that I was a girl; that my name was Terville; that I mourned the absence of a dear brother who went away in the fleet. A dear brother! Just heaven! why didst thou not give me one that I could forbear hating? To [Page] conclude; I permitted this stranger, into whose power I had fallen, to believe, as he already did, that Varmont became an object of my aversion by pursuing me with a criminal passion.

LETTER XXIV. Madame Florival to Bovile.
Tours, June 13, 1782.

THAT you need the consolations of friend­ship, Bovile, is undeniable; but why did you solicit them in such a cruel manner? Why did you, in addressing your complaints to Madame Florival, so far forget your Eleanor, as to oblige her to read all you have written in that letter? How happy must be that Emilia, though consigned to her watery tomb, whose apparently inimitable virtues have rendered her so dear, and whose all-powerful attractions have so suddenly inspired you with a growing affection! How happy must she be, if, after having borne your name but a short time, she still enjoys your tender, affectionate re­membrance! Consent, oh consent! in behalf of any one who regards you as much as she did, not to be too much cast down with a sense of your loss, which, alas! must be quite irreparable! Strive to render your life as little burdensome as possible. Perhaps you cannot, without some sort of ingrati­tude, refuse this last request to an unfortunate woman, whose tender and perpetual attachment to you must have given her many painful hours.

[Page]
LETTER XXV. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Langey, near Saumur, June 25, 1782.

YOU shall now, my dear Celina, be informed of my real situation, and what are my de­signs. My husband's character was too well known to me to give me any reason for believing his speedy departure to be occasioned by indiffer­ence. I make no doubt but Bovile has sincerely mourned for me, whom he believes forever lost. Yet how could he, let his grief be ever so great, delay his departure on an expedition which he ex­pected would greatly contribute to the success of the French arms? He never entertained a single thought of delay when the interest of his country required his departure. Bovile is not a man who would stand reasoning with his duty. For my part, as soon as my health becomes less languishing, I purpose to go to Brest, in order to embark there for the West-Indies. M. Murville, I am sure, will not refuse to assist me in going thither. The fleet was to put in at Martinique, and it will not be difficult, I suppose, to rejoin my husband at that place. There shall I bid defiance to the dark de­signs of Varmont: for he doubtless, by this time, entertains suspicions of my being alive. M. Mur­ville was too hasty in telling his friend his late ad­venture of finding a young woman dying not far from the shores of Brest. But if I may give credit to what M. Murville has told me, my enemy is, at least, unacquainted with the place of my retreat.
[Page]There is one circumstance of which I had forgot to inform you, which adds much to the difficulty of my situation, which already has become ex­tremely perplexing. This young man is a liber­tine in sentiment, and has already made me some proposals that alarmed me. I must confess that ap­pearances seem to be against me, and may be plead as a palliation of his insulting behaviour. The mysterious circumstances attending all the events of my misfortunes before he found me, have, ac­cording to my relation of them, given a vast scope to his imagination. Nor can he be fully satisfied, although he knows me to be young, and may think me somewhat handsome, what those attempts of Varmont were which have rendered him so odious in my sight. But methinks this young man should shew more regard for my misfortunes, let him at­tribute them to any cause whatever. Although I might excuse him for conceiving a favourable opinion of me, and, since he knows me so little, for entertaining an affection for me, yet never can I pardon him for attempting to take an ill advantage of an unhappy woman accidentally put into his power.

LETTER XXVI. Madame Florival to Murville.
Tours, June 17, 1782.

O MURVILLE, Murville! to you do I ad­dress myself in despair! Take pity, my bro­ther, on my wretched condition! An alarming ac­count has been in circulation concerning the squad­ron [Page] which lately sailed from Brest. They have had an engagement with the English, and it is reported that the Pallas is lost. Bovile, alas! Bovile is no more!
Hasten, my brother, to procure the speediest in­formation you can, and forthwith send it to me; for I had rather die than much longer remain in such painful uncertainty. Above all things, Mur­ville, let my affection for Bovile remain a secret. Heaven knows the sincerity of my heart; Heaven knows that I have done nothing disgraceful. But oh, how unjust are mankind! they perpetually confound an involuntary passion with a premedi­tated intrigue; instead of pitying the misfortune, load it with reproaches; and condemn the virtue that resists its passions, as severely as the weakness which yields to them. Should my circumstances be known, the prejudiced, ungenerous world would only consider me as harbouring a criminal passion. They would not listen to the reasons which might be pled in its justification; nor would they believe how much I have resisted it, nor what evils I have suffered in its consequence. Then let them never know, let those hard-hearted mortals never know the secret pains of my heart which threaten to destroy me—the sorrow which will hasten me to an un­timely grave. O that it had been in your power when you all constrained me to give my hand and fortune to a stranger—Oh that it had also been in your power to constrain me to give him my heart!

[Page]
LETTER XXVII. Varmont to Murville.
Paris, June 17, 1782, midnight.

SCARCELY had my letter gone out of my hands, than I repented that I wrote it. Do not, my friend, attribute the ill natured sentiments it contained to any thing but vexation for the loss I have met with. I could not believe the young girl you spoke of had fallen into your hands; but supposed you had been informed of my bad luck by the indiscretion of some friends, and was making yourself merry at my expence. This was the rea­son why I was in a passion, as I confess I was, and am sorry for it.
The letters which I have all at once received from you, have well convinced me, that I ought to dissemble no longer. Hear, then, a confession which I was ashamed to make. It is too true that I am acquainted with Mademoiselle de Terville, and have foolishly entertained that sort of affection with which you confess you are taken yourself. For the first time in my life I confess myself in love, and it is enough to tell you that I love to distrac­tion.
How I bless the kind stars which have put her in the power of my best friend! Had it not been for this fortunate event, Murville, I should have died in despair. Make haste to restore me to peace, by sending back the charming girl. You are not yet so foolishly bewitched with her as I am, nor does the happiness of your life depend on the possession of her. On the contrary, it is impos­sible for me not to adore her. It is impossible to live without her.

[Page]
LETTER XXVIII. Varmont in continuation.*
Three o'clock in the morning.

HEAR me, Murville: this is not the first time I have had reason to admire your penetra­tion. It is true, that, inflamed with love for the little girl, I have handled her a little too roughly, and, as you justly imagined, gave her some ill treat­ment. I will tell you all about it in a little time, when I shall feel more at ease. It is also true that I never intended to do her any real harm. You found her, you say, with "her hands bloody and her face wounded!" But my friend, it was not my fault. She must have been benumbed with cold and wet to her very bones, and you forgot to tell me of it. And when you come to know the means she used to make her escape, you will be convinced that she escaped by a miracle, at the risque of being drowned ten times over. At some future time I will inform you more about it, and how she came to be my property; for she really belongs to me. This was the reason she detested me, or at least had the appearance of doing so. You know, my friend, q'il n'y a que le premier pas que coute. I am confident she will not be sorry to find herself in my power again, on ac­count of what I have done to her. However, as she may at first be startled on seeing me, I shall [Page] have so much self-denial as not to come after her myself. I have a domestic, devoted to my interest, whose name is Lafleur, and I will send him after her. You may safely commit her to his charge. You can and must, Murville. I repeat it to you, that she is my property, and I cannot live without her.

LETTER XXIX. Varmont in continuation.
Five o'clock in the morning.

THERE is one thing, Murville, which makes me feel uneasy, and I hope you will have the goodness to enlighten me in this matter; for there is nothing which concerns her that can be in­different to me. Are you certain that she loves this brother as much as she pretends to do? I should rather suppose she would not so much re­gard his departure with the fleet if he was not the only person on whom she could rely for protection against me. I desire you would not go to stun­ning her ears with any thing of this, but be so obliging as to inform me of every thing she says concerning this brother; whether it is really he on whom she relies for protection from the fancied evils that surround her. You have justly remarked, that the assassins, &c. at whose appearance she was so much dismayed, were consequences of her delirium in a burning fever. For where can a monster be found so savage as to attempt taking her life? He must, as you said, be a ferocious beast! a [Page] beast of unexampled stupidity! for what being, in human shape, would not instantly be sensible that nature had never formed such a beautiful girl to be assassinated?

LETTER XXX. Varmont in continuation.
Seven o'clock in the morning.

THERE is one cause of solicitude remaining, concerning which I wish you would ques­tion Mademoiselle de Terville. But has she not fallen into other hands than yours before my letters arrive? I should be grieved to the heart if the least accident should befal her, although, by her impru­dence, she has merited great misfortunes. Why should she fly me when the most difficult part was accomplished? Wherefore escape, when, if she had stayed where I put her, all had been well? But you will soon send her to me again. I shall pre­sently call home my servant who travels about the country in my service, and to-morrow I will send him after her. Delay not to send me my mistress by him. It would be dangerous for me to permit her to remain much longer in your hands; you would soon conceive a most violent passion for her. Besides, I am so sensible of your superiority, as to know that when she has once had a taste of Mur­ville, she will be more unwilling to return to Var­mont than ever. I thank you ten thousand times for not telling her that I know where she is: it will also be in my favour if you should not inform [Page] her that you are going to restore her to me. But make haste, Murville; there is not a moment to be lost. You ought, I confess, to both love and please her; but I must repeat it that she belongs to me, that I adore her, and stand in need of her.

LETTER XXXI. Murville to Dolerval.
Langey, near Saumur, June 18, 1782, 10 o'clock evening,

YESTERDAY your poor sister's letter was brought me, and in such a doleful style, that I was turned topsy turvy on reading it. I who have so long and so often disdained the idea of shedding tears, have just seen the time when I was almost ready to weep. But before I had time to begin my lamentation, I detached my courier, But O, with what news did the infamous block­head return! such excellent news that I ought to be commended for killing two horses in obtaining it.
"It was said that the Pallas was sunk: that the miscreants of Albion had saved but seventy men from the wreck, whilst the rest of the crew, both captain and soldiers, had all gone to the shades."
More, and worse than all this; it was said that the misfortune of losing the Pallas was imputed to Bovile, by reason of his refusing to obey the signals. This is what I cannot give credit to, be­cause Bovile has given many proofs of his respect for subordination. But he was abused—he is now in the bottom of the ocean. Long ago have I [Page] been heard to say that it was a silly piece of busi­ness in old M. de Varmont to put him in the navy. To put a raw, unexperienced fellow in the royal navy, is like leaving a beautiful woman in a forest to be protected by chance.
To complete the calamity, it happens that the same cursed frigate which drowned my sister's lover, has also drowned the brother of my mistress. Poor Mademoiselle de Terville! how could I be so beside myself as to interrogate the infernal messenger in her hearing? In such sort have I in­terrogated him, that one has fainted away, and is waiting for you to bear the deadly message to the other.
Dolerval, 'tis a sad commission which I give you; and although you must perform it, you would be but little better than a murderer if you should perform it abruptly. You must therefore exercise discretion when you go to her with this fatal mes­sage, and gradually prepare her for the completion of her misery. But see now! these are the sweet fruits of that thing called virtue, with which she was so infatuated! Had your sister, instead of sigh­ing and pining away during seven long and tedious years with an useless flame, during only as many weeks set apart a few minutes in gratifying it, she might either have totally extinguished it, or greatly diminished its force. For say what you will, you sensible folks must pardon me, when I tell you that the wounds of Cupid are not incurable, pro­vided the patient disdains not the necessary remedies to heal them, when well understood. Had Eleanor taken this method, Bovile might have taken leave of her, and she would have taken no more than ordinary notice of it; or, if the obstinate mistress could not but lay it to heart—alas! are there no [Page] more young men upon earth? And if they cannot be serviceable in running to the assistance of afflict­ed widows, what are they good for? And if a score of them will not suffice, perhaps a hundred will be sufficient, and they are easily to be obtained. Were this method once put in practice, you would find that the sorrows of a woman are not so inconsola­ble as you have been pleased to imagine; and that none of them are so lasting and severe as not to be overcome by a reasonable number of consola­tions. But the situation of our Eleanor has be­come so desperate, that I am reduced to the neces­sity of giving her no comforter but you. O wretched alternative!
But I have heard a piece of intelligence which puts me more out of humour than all other ad­versities saddled upon me at once. You doubtless remember that pretty girl, Dolerval—that little angel, as you called her—that little angel of such modest deportment, such timid looks and chaste mien, that I really believed she was a maid? No such thing, Dolerval! the agreeable news has just arrived by the post. Now tell me, credulous fel­low, what female countenance we may henceforth believe in. How it vexes me! How it enrages me! Ah, M. de Varmont is the only one who can feel well!

[Page]
LETTER XXXII. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Langey, near Saumur, June 18, 1782, 11 o'clock at night.

AT length I am left alone—at length I am at liberty freely to weep and complain. To this paper do I commit the relation of my new af­flictions, which I hope, at some future time, may reveal to you every severe incident of my fate.
There was but one support reserved for me on earth. That support, O Celina, which was a hope of Bovile's protection, is, by his death, irre­coverably lost! Perhaps the consideration alone of the circumstances in which I am left by his mis­fortunes, might excuse me for being most sensibly affected with my own. Perhaps it might be thought, that because I had been with him but so short a space, and was, by his untimely death, delivered into the power of my enemies, I had therefore less reason to lament the loss of him as my husband, than as my protector. But the benevolent and nobly generous Bovile required but a short ac­quaintance to affect my heart with the warmest gratitude and most tender esteem. And how readily adversity enables us to form an opinion of man­kind! The sister of Varmont, and prisoner of Mur­ville, has little reason to believe that there are many who possess amiable qualities, and much reason to believe that she will forever deplore her recent loss. But so great are my present embarrassments, that [Page] they affect me almost as sensibly as my regret for the loss of Bovile. What, O Celina, will become of thy sister? Persecuted by the hatred of Madame de Varmont, and narrowly escaped from the fury of her son; a widow almost as soon as married; doomed by hard fortune to conceal from all she is connected with, the name of her family and that of her husband; without any resource, without strength or experience—What then can she do with the fatal liberty which remains? Alas! would it not have been better to have remained with thee in perpetual confinement?
But I was speaking of remaining liberty, whilst I do not enjoy any! This M. de Murville so far abuses the weakness of my sex, and takes such ad­vantage of my unfortunate situation, as to keep me in confinement. Nevertheless, I entertain hopes that the omnipotent Preserver of men, who pities the oppressed, has not wrested me from the hands of a parricide to abandon me to the designs of an impious man. Let my strength be restored, and I shall elude the vigilance of my tyrant. I shall make all suitable inquiries and obtain all possible information necessary to my escape. Alas! was there but one virtuous man upon earth? Must I never meet with another Bovile? Although I would not solicit the disgraceful pity of any person, I ought not assuredly to blush when imploring relief from the truly benevolent. Is it not probable that I might find means of supporting myself by hand labour as many others have done before me? The meanest employment in hand labour, I am confident, would not discourage me. My courage would enable me to undertake it, and habit would render it support­able: so that, at length, I should be capable of en­during every thing, except the disgrace of leaving [Page] the paths of virtue. Be calm, my sister; a ray of hope has again enlightened and cheered my soul, and whatever event may take place, my fortitude shall not forsake me.

LETTER XXXIII. Murville to Varmont.
Langey, near Saumur, June 20, 1782, midnight.

IS she really your property? Have you commit­ted what she calls your crime? Have you sul­lied her charms? If so, I am disgusted with them; she is no longer worthy of my notice. Take her again. Let your foot ambassador appear, and I will give him the little crippled princess—and may a thousand curses light on the head of that * Bulga­rian who crippled her.

LETTER XXXIV. Murville in continuation.
June 20, 5 o'clock in the morning.

OH, Varmont! have you really had the har­diness of profaning so many charms? Alas! could not her timid modesty, native reserve, nor [Page] guarded innocence restrain your insulting passions? Could neither her ardent prayers nor tender tears affect you? This was no time for prayers and tears, young woman! you should pinch, scratch, bite, cry, and even swear! you should have raved and torn like a little fury! you should—you should have rather died than endure all this!—But, Mademoiselle, you proceed no further than crying and beseeching! you are then but a little fool with your large cunning eyes. But what do I say? I ought to blame none but the savage Varmont. You only are to blame. What feeble resistance must the frail creature make against such a power­ful enemy! You have overpowered, crushed, assas­sinated her, in the true sense of the word assassinate! This was downright wilful murder. Poor girl! charming creature!—When I view her more at­tentively, and figure to myself your contemptible person in her arms, it sets me in a rage! At such a time I would restore her to you for nothing. But, at the same time, I would willingly fall on my own sword for the opportunity of plunging it into your heart.
From such men as you there is nothing to be expected but violence and dark deeds. You com­mand, when you ought to solicit: instead of ob­taining by persuasion, you wrest by violence: me­ritorious behaviour with a witness! The lowest bred fellow in the kingdom can do it as well as you.
But to soften the sorrow of a sweet girl in order to lull it to sleep; to flatter her self-love in order to lead it astray—her prejudices for the purpose of de­stroying them; to praise her virtue with a design of rendering it less rigid; to excite her gratitude by pretended benefits—her love by a feigned sensibility— her confidence by a well supported, respectful be­haviour [Page] —her generosity by a benevolence without limits; to awaken her desires by raptures some­times discovered, but immediately suppressed; to warm her tender heart by degrees with a thousand flames, suddenly kindled, but as suddenly extin­guished—and at length reduce the goddess not only to yield, but cast herself into your arms, and vo­luntarily bestow the treasures of her beauty. This is what I now undertake, and what I call the mas­ter-piece of the art.
This I am sensible will not soon be effected; but, upon reflection, I find that I shall have suffi­cient leisure for that purpose. I have already too much worn out my youth with ordinary intrigues. At present I am willing to repose in the languors of an engagement half serious. I shall attempt to feel a sort of passion. What a glorious reward shall I receive for my labours! Never was there a more commendable attempt, nor any attempt ever made upon a more excellent object!
You may therefore be convinced, that if you should send your trusty foot-boy again, he will take a most fruitless journey. I cannot give up my precious treasure. Methinks I hear you cry out, What, what are your reasons for detaining her? You say, that you stand in need of her. Ah! your necessities are the necessities of nature! Fie upon you! it is morally impossible for me to forego the privilege. You are much taken with her, you say. What of that? I am an hundred times more so than yourself. I am inflamed by the passion with which she inspires me, and which she is cal­culated to inspire. You have, in the end of your extraordinary epistle, endeavoured to claim her as your property. I tell you it is false. Is it ever [Page] affirmed of property robbed or stolen, that it is the property of the robber?
No, no, M. de Varmont! you pray in vain; conjure, ask pardon, and exercise every mean art as much as you please, it is a settled point that you will not have her again.
To conclude; expecting I shall be at leisure to answer all the insignificant questions with which you may please to vex me, I consent to receive your apologies, and will stoop to hear your ex­pressions of reverence for Murville. However, when you deign to acknowledge him superior to Varmont, I cannot tell whether you mean it for a compliment or not. Be it as it may, I can freely indulge you in such an employment; but as to the pretty girl, I shall keep her myself.

LETTER XXXV. Murville in continuation.
June 14, 1782.

IF you have any doubts remaining, my friend, concerning my veracity, your trusty messenger himself will tell you that the poor little creature does not love you at all.
Notwithstanding the ridiculous disguise of your valet, she seemed to know him, and she filled the castle with her cries. The amiable girl embraced my knees. This is no hyperbole, my dear; she really embraced my knees, beseeching me not to give her up to her most mortal enemy. This was [Page] unnecessary. Her better friend could not obtain her. But after your worthy emissary had tried, in vain▪  [...] artifice which a foot-boy could devi [...]e,  [...] it in his head to assume the majesty of an ambassador! Like the Roman who carried peace and war in the skirt of his gown. M. Lafleur haughtily turned his pockets—when lo! a flood of plagues suddenly issued from it, in the form of a challenge in your hand writing! At first I received your manifesto with becoming respect; but your messenger growing rather too insolent. I threatened to commence hostilities, and intended to put the diplomatic spectre gently out of the window. For­tunately for him, a word from the girl was suffi­cient to put him to flight. She cried out, Mon­ster! if you are not gone in an instant, I will dis­cover all! And in an instant the monster left us.
After he was gone, and I had a little recovered from my fright, I read your billet over and over again. Your billet tells me, Varmont, that you have become very crazy or very crafty. Crazy, if you are willing to expose yourself so far for the little girl as to lose your ears in a quarrel with your best friend: crafty, indeed, if you propose our meeting on the frontiers of the country, with a de­sign of removing me from the object of my desires. However it may be, I hold myself in readiness toward off every danger. I shall obstinately defend at home the treasure with which I should part more reluctantly than ever. If, on your part, you persist in your design of getting her away, come yourself, my friend, come to me. You will find Murville waiting for you, and that with firmness. By this means we shall each of us play our own part. It belongs not to the man who is assaulted, to go from his place.
[Page]However, if you are willing to hear good ad­vice, Varmont, stay at home. Beware of coming even to the end of my green plot, to defy my valour. Although I am sensible that you are celebrated in the art of fencing, I can tell you, without assuming the style of a braggadocio, that I am somewhat re­nowned for it myself. Listen, my friend; all the subjects of our temper are obliged to end their quarrels by the sword. And if we were to be guided in this matter by nothing but the chivalrous honor, about which we make so much noise, fencing would soon become a trifling and despi­cable amusement. In order to give it all its due merit, let us consider it in every advantageous point of view. * To this we owe the happiness of prac­tising with impunity those frequent insults and high misdemeanors daily practised by our genteel people, and which, in a little time, we could not practise at all, if we, like the multitude of honest people, were kept in downright submission to the rules of com­mon justice. Indeed, it is very desirable that we should occasionally have it in our power to address a man who should be tempted to resist and make any noise in such language as follows:
"I confess, Monsieur, that I have knavishly won your money in gaming; that I have publicly in­sulted your wife at the ball—seduced your daughter —run away with your sister. Besides, I have in­sulted you, and published you for a coward; and now I am going to cuff your ears and handle you as I please, and if you don't take it all in good part I will kill you."
[Page]We must, therefore, allow it to be, for our pre­sent occasion, an excellent invention, that what places prejudices in opposition to laws▪ and allows force to supersede authority, allows us, at the same time, to dispense with having virtue and politeness, provided we are furnished with a sword. You, therefore, do very well to strut about with yours; and if you follow my arguments to the extent of their rigour, I am willing to confess that you may esteem it more formidable than that of Murville. But I would advise you to keep a good look out. When, by your persuasions, I first ventured into the high road of libertinism, I thought within myself that I might, one day perhaps, enter also into that of vice, by your example; and, should the devil tempt me to do it, I might, in the end, surpass even you in wickedness. In consequence of this con­jecture, I took my measures accordingly. Believe me, Varmont, you had better reserve your intre­pidity for a less doubtful occasion. Amongst pi­rates there is nothing to be gained but hard strokes.
Above all things, don't send Lafleur again. On his own account, he has little reason for caring to return; and for my own part, I shall be well con­tented to see him no more. The young girl had, before this time, frequently demanded her liberty; and since the journey of your lackey has threaten­ed her with a journey to her master, she has re­doubled her importunity. Surprising! could you have believed she would try to get out, and at the same way your ambassador had like to have gone yesterday? This I thought fit to oppose. The leap from the window, which, had it been perform­ed by the gross fellow, would have amused me, appeared too dangerous for the little girl. For this reason I ordered all the windows of her apartment [Page] to be fastened with grates: and, in return for this kindness, she calls me a tyrant. So that my busi­ness, instead of being advanced, is likely to be re­tarded. Varmont, let me alone; as you cannot prevent my happiness, do not strive to procure the malicious consolation of delaying it. This would be miserable! O! I beseech you, leave me in peace, and do not send any more that despicable Lafleur!
If he dares to make his appearance again, I tell you beforehand, he shall not leave my castle until he has confessed all that the young girl, when out of her senses, was going to discover: and unless your wise confident prevents it by his flight, you may depend upon it he will be forced to make the confession which he was so much afraid of making yesterday.
To be sure, Varmont, it is of itself something of an exploit to do violence to a girl; but it often happens, that an action, though commendable in itself, is attended with an infinity of circumstances which conspire to render it meritorious in the ex­treme. Every thing combines to persuade me that, in your affair with Mademoiselle de Terville, the manner of the transaction was worthy of its begin­ning. It seems that you have even outdone your­self; for in your last letter, a letter so poorly cal­culated to enlighten me, with a world of inclosures equally insignificant, wherein the art which at­tempts to seem like nature, is discoverable in every line; there was not, I say, in all this confused mass of waste-paper, a single word to convince me of the sincerity of your declaration, that you would make me acquainted with this new mystery of ini­quity. Do not oblige me to search into it. Al­though you are much younger than I, you have [Page] given me such frightful examples in the high road I spoke of before, that your disciple cannot learn to follow them. Varmont; Varmont, leave me in peace, I beseech you, and do not send any more that hateful Lafleur!

LETTER XXXVI. Murville to Dolerval.
Langey, June 24, 1782.

O BENEFICENT apoplexy! Why didst thou not carry off the old man several years soon­er? Or why, O barbarous ocean! didst thou not swallow up the young man several years later? What surprises me most of all is, to think how Bovile could so unseasonably take leave of his El­eanor, precisely at the time her long-lived Florival concluded to bid us a long and pleasing farewell. Cupid seldom does his work so miserably as in the present instance. But now, my dear Dolerval, our sister is a two-fold widow! Shall we pity her? In fact I cannot tell. If on one hand we ought to mourn, we ought on the other to rejoice. She is indeed berest of a lover; but she is also disengaged from her old husband. I begin to be of your opi­nion, that, taking events together, the lucky and un­lucky form a complete balance in life. There is, I plainly perceive, a providence.
Give then, to my dear Eleanor, if you think proper, two compliments in my behalf: the one of condolence, and the other of congratulation. You may, my dear brother, without offending me, ad­dress [Page] me in similar language. I cannot tell, for my part, whether I ought to be congratulated or pitied. Pray tell me, Dolerval, whether this sensibility you boast of is not a fault in our blood, an hereditary disease, which I have, perhaps, only softened by palliatives, whilst the cause of the disorder is not removed. In truth, I find it to be coming on me again in earnest. It incommodes me greatly, espe­cially when I am near the handsome girl I told you of. In her presence, to my astonishment, several sighs have escaped me. In her presence my coun­tenance loses its wonted gaiety, and has every ap­pearance of a man attacked with your malady. The cunning girl observes my hard task, and en­deavours to take the advantage of me. She im­proves this opportunity of praying me to set her at liberty. I do not know whether I told you of it, but I keep the little enchantress under lock and key. Methinks I now hear you exclaiming against me! Well, what surer method could you propose for keeping an angel against her will? To return to my subject: she asks, and I refuse. Then, with a tone still softer and milder, she supplicates me so feelingly, that your tender-hearted brother is almost overcome. Let a single tear fall from her eye, and my own are ready to be moistened also! Al­though I cannot but confess that I sometimes derive some pleasure from this condition, yet, upon a little reflection, it disquiets me and makes me angry with myself.
However, if the girl continues to make me so distracted, it is a wonder if I do not, on some fa­vourable occasion, assume courage enough to shorten the adventure and finish the romance.

[Page]
LETTER XXXVII. Varmont to Lafleur.
Paris, June 28, 1782.

I WAS certain of it. Nor was there any room for doubt. But why was you so wavering, when you had just seen and heard for yourself? What good effect could it have for you to conceal yourself in the neighbourhood, and there remain idle? You ask for new instructions! Did I not give you every needful instruction before your depar­ture? Did I not foresee the embarrassment in which you now find yourself? The challenge, you may be certain, was serious; with a design of intimi­dating the man, as the last resort for bringing him to terms. Why did you, seemingly, wait till I should go and expose myself by fighting with him? This would not be a good measure till every other had proved ineffectual. We shall, doubtless, ob­tain revenge for the ill treatment you received from him; but it is necessary that the most important part should be accomplished in the first place.
If there were yet any reasons for hesitating about making the first attempt, whilst I am warned to make it by the anxiety which almost distracts me, perhaps I should hesitate myself. But can I at present neglect doing that for the more important concern of our common sefety, which, at first, I attempted to do only to increase my fortune? Are you not sensible how frightful are those words: "If you are not gone in an instant I will discover all?" O, stupid fellow! how can they discover any thing [Page] when they know nothing? What does it concern us if they have discovered every thing? What most concerns us is to order matters so that they can never discover any thing again.
Proceed then—You are furnished with money and with arms. You supposed it an easy matter to effect the design. Make haste; there is not a moment to lose. It is absolutely necessary that what you failed of doing, must sooner or later be done. Assume a little courage. Give to the earth what the sea has so unfortunately rejected.

LETTER XXXVIII. Murville to Dolerval.
Langey, near Saumur, July 4, 1782, 10 o'clock A. M.

PITY me, Dolerval. What could even a man of sense do towards withstanding the snares and ambushes of a villain, or the tricks of an art­ful girl? There is nothing so crafty as the former, nor any thing so lucky as the latter. Which of them has corrupted my valet, I know not; but I know, to my sorrow, that the knave of a Marcel went away last night with my fair prisoner, and set her at liberty. From whence I conclude in my wisdom, that either the ungrateful Mademoiselle de Terville has intentionally fled, or the intriguing Varmont has found means to carry her off. In such a forlorn condition I stand in need of all my gaiety. Cruel creature! How could she thus for­sake me? Never was there any event so little cal­culated [Page] to amuse me. Never did I meet with any misfortune so intolerable. I feel something within me which makes me ready to sigh. Is it self-love? Or, is it love? Tell me, Dolerval, for, at the pre­sent time, I am quite as willing to confess it to you as to myself.
There is one circumstance which hurts me. I have received orders from Brest to go thither im­mediately, and must not fail. This makes me afraid I shall be sent away during the whole cam­paign. If so, it will be out of my power to pursue either the handsome fugitive or detestable robber. But I shall send a man to Paris, who I intend shall ramain in that part of the city where M. de Var­mont resides, in order to find out whether the poor creature has fallen into the hands of him she detests. Should this prove to be the case, I should try to be better able to recover my property than I was to retain it.
Adieu, my dear young brother. Sympathize with Eleanor in behalf of Murville. Since our destinies have such a resemblance to each other, I love her more than ever. Like me, she has lost the object of her tender desires; like her, I tremble lest I should be inconsolable. All these misfor­tunes have befallen her and me, in consequence of our being too virtuous and too tender-hearted. Take care of yourself, Dolerval. Take warning by me.

[Page]
LETTER XXXIX. Lafleur to Varmont.
Blois, July 2, 1782, 6 o'clock P.M.

LET M. de Varmont feel contented, for nobody can discover any thing more. The business is done. Marcel would do nothing without I gave him a large sum, and I gave him all he asked for. I was sure that M. de Varmont would not refuse to give him his price. As soon as the cage was open­ed, the bird went out of herself. For some time I was in a difficult situation, because Marcel came away with us: but he left us a few leagues from Saumur. About break of day, in a small wood near Tours, the bird sung her last song. I left her there dead, and covered with leaves.
I write to M. de Varmont from Blois, because I am sick at that place. The commission was so dreadful to perform, that I am frightened at the thoughts of it. I had scarcely courage enough to perform it. I am sure that M. de Varmont himself, though much more experienced than me, could not have done it without trembling. The bird had such a handsome plumage, and such a sweet voice, that I tremble to think of her, and feel very ill. M. de Varmont ought, in conscience, to give me a thou­sand louis d'ors, instead of the five hundred he pro­mised me; for I declare to you, that I would not do the like again for four times that sum.

[Page]
LETTER XL. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
From the Parsonage of St. Cyr, near Tours, July 5, 1782, 7 o'clock evening.

NO longer, my dear Celina, can I hesitate to declare the unnatural cruelty of Varmont. He has endeavoured again to fill up the measure of his crimes.
Having, for several days past, been persecuted more than ever with the insulting proposals of Murville, I tried in vain to gain over Marcel to my interest. This Marcel was a servant of Mur­ville, who was entrusted with the keys of my pri­son. Judge whether I did not redouble my efforts to escape, when a message brought from Varmont by Lafleur, gave me to understand that my enemy would do every thing in his power to complete my destruction. My entreaties became so frequent and so pathetic, that at length Marcel seemed to be affected by them. The day before yesterday we agreed on the manner of my escape. About twelve o'clock on the night following, I was to be ready to go away with him. He came according to ap­pointment, opened the doors of my apartment, and it seemed perfectly suitable to the occasion that he came without light. We went softly down stairs, and hastened across the garden, where I was at first surprised to see a chaise and horses ready to carry me away. Marcel observing my surprise at this circumstance, said, in a low voice, "You must leave the neighbourhood of the castle as soon as [Page] possible; for at this time of night, if you should go on foot upon the public road, you could not get far enough to answer the design of your escape. My intention is to conduct you many leagues from this place, where I must leave you as soon as day-light appears. You shall then be at liberty to go where you please."
Satisfied with this artful speech, I stept into the carriage. Marcel fixed himself upon the back part of it; and so great was my joy at the idea of being once more at liberty, that I never thought of in­quiring who the postilion was. Alas! as soon as day-light appeared, I knew him but too well!
Just after Marcel left us, I began to be terrified at finding myself in the power of a stranger. The postilion left the public road and went a great distance in a cross road farther into the wood. Then I was chilled with fear, and cried aloud. He turned his face towards me, and said, "If you don't keep a profound silence, I will kill you!" Ah, Celina! conceive, if you can, the horror of my thoughts at that time! When he looked at me I beheld in his features and voice, that of the cruel domestic whose appearance at Murville's castle, a few days before, had so much affrighted me. My eyes grew dim, a cold sweat ran down my face, and I remained in the carriage as motionless as a statue, expecting every moment would be my last; for I was confident he conducted me into the wood in order to take my life.
We had not gone much farther before we ar­rived to a dark recess of the wood, more gloomy than we had entered before. Lafleur here stopped his horses, when I screamed aloud, but he looked upon me with such a menacing aspect that fear chilled my voice. There was, however, I believe, [Page] something in my countenance and attitude which softened his barbarity. He then turned his face another way. Alas! he looked away only to re­cover his wonted fierceness, and soon resumed his cruel resolutions. Several times did he turn his face from me, and again towards me, in the space of a few minutes, which gave me alternate glimmer­ings of hope and returns of absolute despair. He often slackened the pace of his horses, and, as I mentioned before, looked again upon his victim with an aspect full of ferocity. There being no hope left but in gaining his compassion, I fell on my knees in the fatal carriage, and presented to the assassin my face bedewed with tears, and stretched out towards him my hands clasped together. This spectacle seemed to affect him, but the impression of pity was of such short duration, that I expected every moment that his work would be accomplish­ed. So great was my confusion, that I died as it were a thousand times before receiving the fatal stroke.
Lafleur then armed himself with more courage, stepped out of the carriage, and, lest my looks should again dishearten him, he turned aside his eyes when coming cowards me: but I sprung out of the carriage and looked him full in the face, by which means he was again so disheartened that he could not strike me. Encouraged by an attempt so successful, I fell at his feet, caught him by the knees, and cried out, "No, no, friend! you will not do it: you are not so unmerciful as the cruel man who employed you. Can you, who merci­fully reached forth your hands to assist me when I was ready to perish in the waters, have a heart to perpetrate the atrocious crime he commands you? Leave, Oh, leave the execution of this crime to [Page] him who was about to plunge me again into the waves! Can you fear that I, who kept my misfor­tunes and real name as a secret when I was with Murville, in order to screen Varmont from the punishment his villainy deserved, would not promise never to betray you, for the preservation of my life? This I still promise to do. I will go into some obscure village, and bury my misery and mis­fortunes together. Nobody shall ever hear any more of Emilia de Varmont. This I swear to do by all that is sacred. Go, then, to the unmerciful man who sent you, and tell him the work is ac­complished. Let him rejoice at my unhappy end. Let him enrich himself with my spoils: and I shall always remember, that, when he cruelly de­termined to take my life, you had the goodness to preserve it."
Whilst I thus strove to awaken in his heart the sentiments of humanity, he seemed to be in a con­flict with contrary passions. I observed him with the hasty, though strict attention, which we al­ways exercise in imminent danger. On his coun­tenance, which at first was an emblem of audacious despair, was now painted the irresolutions of anxi­ous suspense. Happily for me, pity almost imme­diately succeeded, and with pity, repentance suc­ceeded also. At last the happy moment arrived, when my assassin, if he had been able to speak, would have desired my pardon. His lifted arm now fell, and the sword dropped from his hand. Then I arose, ready to improve the moment as that of my salvation, and ran into the thickest part of the woods—and running directly from him, hoping to find some secure hiding-place. Soon put to the necessity of stopping to take breath, I looked back, and could not refrain from so doing, to see what [Page] had become of Lafleur. He was yet standing in the place where I left him. But why had he changed his attitude? Why did he view me so earnestly whilst I was retreating? The idea of my not being out of danger, inclined me to continue my flight. Fear gave me new strength, and I con­tinued this time retreating, until I had the supreme satisfaction of hearing the carriage going away with full speed. Then finding my strength sud­denly fail me, I fell voluntarily upon the ground, and wept with excessive joy. Then, with an ad­dress to the throne of mercy, imploring pardon for the impious wretch who thirsted for my blood, I gave a thousand thanks to the Almighty Preserver of men, who rescues the feeble from the cruel op­pressor. My whole soul was penetrated with that joy which succeeds terror at the moment when im­pending danger is suddenly removed. I congratu­lated myself on the painful trial I had just expe­rienced, since I hoped this might be the last; since I hoped, by this price, to purchase complete liberty; since I, at the same time, escaped, and that forever, the rage of a detestable brother, and the persecutions of a libertine.
But whither, thought I, shall I direct my steps? By what means can I find subsistence? Alas! of whom can I ask it? But why should I fear? I can­not believe that an unfortunate woman, who has not merited her distresses, can look for an asylum in vain. Have I not reason to believe that the ever just Providence, which watches over the wretched, has safely conducted me through a long and dreadful storm, in order to conduct me to a harbour of safety? Will it permit all the evils which can befal human nature, to fall on my in­nocent youth? It is not an unreasonable hope, that [Page] after so many sufferings, I may find some secure and honourable retreat, in the obscurity of a life ever laborious, in which, although I could not enjoy happiness, I might find some tranquility.
These reflections renewed my courage and hope. Then I arose and walked on with new resolution, to look out for some part of the country where a less deplorable fate awaited me. Soon did I traverse the wood in its full extent; soon did I find myself upon a public road, and discovered, not far dis­tant, several steeples, which convinced me they, were accompanied with a large number of habita­tions; and a little while afterwards the mass of buildings appeared to be divided in such a manner, as made me suppose there was a large city near me with an adjacent village. The latter appeared more suitable for my situation than the former. I supposed that, in a village, I should have the best chance for concealment. In a village, where reigns a simplicity of manners, we are more likely to find the virtues of hospitality. Resolved by these con­siderations, I left the city of Tours on my right hand, entered the hamlet of St. Cyr, and knocked at the door of the parsonage. A young man opened the door, when I questioned him as follows:
"I wish," said I, "to speak to the Curate."
"Speak to me then," answered he, "for I am the person you ask for."
"Do you stand in need, Monsieur, of a servant maid?"
"No, Mademoiselle, I have no occasion for a servant; what I most stand in need of are the means of employing and supporting one: those persons, therefore, who directed you to me, do not know what a poor, scanty portioned fellow I am."
[Page]"What!" replied I, "do you refuse to shelter me under your roof? Is there no room for me in your house?"
"Room, yes, as much as you please; but of provisions very little, and of money none at all."
"For my part, I want only to labour for a little bread."
"As to bread, Mademoiselle," replied he, "I have not an abundance of it; but I will not refuse to divide it between you and me. We can gather here and there a few herbs to eat with it; sometimes a little milk, and sometimes a few eggs; but re­member that in bread consists the principal part of my cookery. You desire," continued he (looking upon me with more attention) "to be my ser­vant; but if your genteel appearance does not belie you, you were not made to labour for your bread." I interrupted him—
"The most simple employment, Monsieur, is what I most desire."
"Believe me," replied he with as much mildness as gaiety, "although you seem to have an excel­lent disposition, I cannot but think, after all you can say, that you are as delicate as you are handsome. The rude bustle of household affairs would incom­mode you. I take the charge of that myself, and am accustomed to it. You shall assist me in some small matters of gardening; you shall take charge of my linen, which, by the by, is not very good, and wash my two surplices, one at a time. Will you?"
"Very willingly," answered I.
"You surprise me, my charming girl! Why I tell you again that with me you will want every thing." Whilst he was speaking, I observed him with much attention. His appearance, like his [Page] conversation, inspired me with complete confidence. "Pray, Monsieur," resumed I, "let me know my fate—put an end to my perplexity—receive me into your house."
"Indeed, young woman, I wanted no urging in this matter; I only told you these circumstances beforehand, that you might know what you had to expect▪ One word more, if you please: Will you never leave the house?"
"Do not doubt it, Monsieur, I never will."
"And will you become my niece?"
"Your niece! yes, that is all I can desire."
"Well," said he, "you are in the right. Al­though the rich are sometimes the most lovely, they are seldom the most happy, and are rarely the best people." (Reaching forth his hand in as inviting manner) "Come in" continued he, "you are a welcome guest. I expect you will remain with me for several years. With me you will be poor and temperate; but if your disposition is like mine, you will, in return, have a good appetite, cheerful temper, and contented mind," Upon this I went into the house. I trust, my sister, that your mind is now relieved from the anxiety yon felt on beginning to read this letter. And as I am weary of writing, I will lay down my pen till to-morrow. To-morrow I purpose to give you an account of my conversation with the good Curate whom I have chosen for my master.

END OF VOLUME I.
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 Translator.
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 ↵


§
§
§
[Page]
EMILIA DE VARMONT, OR THE NECESSARY DIVORCE; AND MEMOIRS OF CURATE SEVIN. A Moral and Political Tale. Founded on Facts.
Translated from the French of M. LOUVET, By MELATIAH NASH.
THREE VOLUMES IN ONE. VOL. II.
Virtue alone has charms that never die.
 . . . . . . . . . . .
 Vice is a monster of such frightful mien,
 That to be hated needs but to be seen.
 POPE.

NEW-YORK: Printed by T. & J. SWORDS, No. 99 Pearl-street. —1799.—


[Page]
EMILIA DE VARMONT.
LETTER XLI. Emilia in continuation.
St. Cyr, July 6, 1782, 4 o'clock morning.

HE invited me to a breakfast, which consisted of cherries and brown bread, and gave me some water to drink. Instead of my serving him, he waited on me, his servant maid, with much at­tention. Alas! if he had not discovered a most sensible interest in my happiness, I could have said nothing to him. Nothing but the repeated testi­monies of his goodness could have given me courage enough for revealing to him that part of my misfortunes which it was necessary he should know. "Monsieur," said I, "if you do not con­ceal in your breast the half-confidences I am go­ing to make you,"—
"Wherefore half-confidences?" said he, inter­rupting me.
"Because my destinies are frightful," replied I. "Ah! how much less should I have reason to complain on account of my misfortunes, if they were such that I could reveal them all! But I can assure you, that the disgrace of those misfortunes which I cannot reveal, does not fall upon me. No, it does not fall upon me, I can solemnly de­clare. [Page] Do not, I beseech you, refuse to believe me, for I am not insensible of the truth, that though dissimulation may sometimes be permitted, perjury can never be pardonable. You shall be informed of every part of my adversities which I can possibly reveal; but deign to remember that the limited confidence I repose in you, requires an inviolable secrecy. One unguarded word might prove my ruin; one word might discover to my enemies the place of my retreat; and I know them to be so inveterate as to come even to this obscure and (as you made me believe) peaceable retreat, to snatch me from hence. The unjust hatred and persecution of my relations have been the causes of all my ill fortune."
"It was the ill judged tenderness of mine," re­plied he, "which proved my ruin."
"They determined to make me a nun," con­tinued I.
"And mine succeeded in making me a priest."
"Pray let me inform you, Monsieur, how I escaped the cloister, where their avaricious cruelty was about to confine me."
"Worse than that!" said he, "I could not es­cape the seminary where their ambitious kindness imprisoned me."
"A man into whose power I was placed by my persecutions took an ill advantage of my situation, and attempted to seduce me."
This last declaration most sensibly affected his benevolent heart. As my misfortunes appeared to him in a stronger light, he became so much inter­ested in them, that his gaiety was suddenly suc­ceeded by seriousness. He sighed, my sister, and then in a serious tone replied:
"That upon the first view of your charms, a [Page] man might be so transported as to be unable to re­pel a sudden passion; that this passion might at first inspire him with hopes of success, I can easily be­lieve; but after having heard you, after approach­ing nearer to those innocent features, and that vir­tuous charm which your modest discourse, your decent aspect, and every trait of your angelic figure, equally inspire—after having admired the winning graces of your ingenuous candour, if he is not then captivated with becoming respect for your mild at­tractions; or if he should still indulge a criminal desire, I should deem it a prodigy. But go on with your relation."
"He attempted to seduce me. A new crime wrested me from his hands to place them in yours, which I hope may prove innocent and pure."
"Which always have been," cried he, "and which always shall be."
"But now," continued I, "of all the numerous gifts of fortune which I but lately enjoyed, not one remains. I am berest of all my relations, and have even lost my name."
"Here," replied he with his former gaiety, "you may find as many names as you please. I know the calendar by heart. Come, we will look out the handsomest and worthiest that can be found. Julia, for example. No, this would be unsuitable; Julia would be too noble for the niece of a poor Curate. The Grand Vicar would complain of it. We cannot do better than to di­minish it: you shall be called Juliette: and do not be dissatisfied with it, for you will feel none the worse for being called by that name. At present," continued he, "you shall have nothing to do with household affairs. The day of your arrival shall be a sacred day; I invite you to consecrate it to [Page] repose. If, however, you prefer amusing your­self by examining every apartment of your new dwelling, I would have you do so. For my part, I must leave you, although with regret, to go and finish some urgent business in the garden."
The good behaviour and good disposition of this young man inspired me with complete confidence. Yet I cannot but confess, after all, that I feel somewhat uneasy. If my ears have not greatly deceived me, my uncle repeated several times, last evening, in a low voice, an extraordinary phrase: "They ought even to marry the priests." After we had done supper he pronounced it more dis­tinctly, immediately left the room, and ran into the next apartment, from whence he brought a base-viol, on which he played with a pensive and melancholy air. After it was late enough to bid him good night, and I wished to do so, he still continued playing. Too much occupied to answer me, he rose mechanically, and, without saying a word, still playing on his base-viol, he conducted me to the door of the small chamber he had ap­pointed for me.
Now, my dear Celina, I will confess to you my great weakness. On finding myself surround­ed by four walls, scarcely whitened, in a sort of garret, where a matrass, three chairs, almost stript of their straw seats, a worm-eaten table, a bit of a looking glass, and some fragments of a praying desk composed the whole furniture, I could not forbear weeping. Child that I was! Is not peace of mind the first of blessings? And does it consist in the vain decorations of our dwellings? Is not the meanest cottage, where the vices of the rich and noble cannot reach you, vastly preferable to the stately palaces of the great, which are so many [Page] nurseries of cruel and effeminate passions? As for me, I have lately had a melancholy proof of the latter, but at present feel the favourable situation of the former. For several weeks of late, labour­ing under a thousand disquietudes whilst sleeping under gilded canopies, I never closed my eyes but with trembling; now, in a garret, I have slept in peace; early in the morning awoke with a mind free from distress, a clear memory, and composed imagination; with so much composure as to give you a long detail of the events and conversation of last evening, without fearing the malignity of my enemies. This I do from a conviction that there is nothing in my new situation which can fail of exciting the tender interest of my sister, or her im­patient curiosity.
But tell me, my dear Celina, what you think of this frequent exclamation of my uncle, which, me­thinks, I could not misunderstand, and which gives me so much uneasiness? What, my sister! can a priest have passions like other men? Will not my honour, in the house of a priest, be as secure as my life? Perhaps I am blinded too easily with de­lusive hopes. It would be erroneous in me to be­lieve my sorrows at an end. Oh, Bovile! whose compassionate tenderness may yet stoop with some pleasure towards her who still cherishes the fond remembrance of thy virtues, from the regions of eternal peace, whence thou can'st descend to watch over her, deign to come, O exalted and benevo­lent spirit! to pity, protect, and enlighten thy once loved Emilia! Through what dreadful storms has she, by her cruel enemies, been driven into this port; where, perhaps, she rejoices with too much security in a calm which may yet prove deceitful!

[Page]
LETTER XLII. Emilia in continuation.
St. Cyr, July 6, 1782, 5 o'clock P. M.

I AM much encouraged, my sister. As soon as I made my appearance this morning, my uncle came hastily to me and said:—
"As many impertinent persons may soon trouble you with embarrassing questions concerning our relation to each other, it will be necessary, my niece, that you become acquainted with the family of your uncle. M. Jerome Sevin, the father of your uncle, is, in fact, the only physician of the animals in his village. His forefathers have, for a century, inherited the privilege of bequeathing far­riers to Nanterre. And I also, in all probability, was made by heaven to give shoes and physic in my turn to the *jades of the canton. Oh, why did the authors of my being permit the rage of ag­grandizement to ferment in their brains! It is true, that they hoped, by means of this black coat, to make my fortune and their salvation. O that their prayers may be heard! and may they hereafter re­vive in the next world, as happy as I remain poor in the present! In the present, my niece, whoever will not condescend to cringe to his betters and flatter them, will never arrive to preferment: and one who is quite incapable of flattering the passions of men, might practise the art of curing diseased horses with great success. I was, however, the [Page] dear vicar of a Norman Curate—that is to say, his proud tithing man. But in order to render his friendship profitable to me, it was necessary to court, with assiduity, the maid of the grand vicar, the principal lacquies of my bishop, his secretary, a man of no less influence, his little favourite dog, his quarterly man-servant, and his weekly mistress. Never could I condescend to so much cringing. For which reason, my benefactor, with all his in­fluence, succeeded no farther than casting me into this ruined parsonage, a mere * apostolical by-lane, in which I am obliged to consume annually, till death ensues, and, at my own risk, the enormous sum of five hundred livres. My poor relations, notwithstanding, were all overjoyed at the news of my promotion. My mother, strong in the faith of my sacred meditation, believed herself thence­forth sure of paradise. By these means she sup­posed the vast doors of heaven were already un­folded, and persuaded herself that nothing was wanting in order to gain admittance, but a change of my name. My father, more sensibly affected with the good things of this life, did not derive his highest satisfaction from considering that the most topping folks in the village pulled off their hats to his son. Both of them, however, spoke with pride, respect, and admiration of their son, the Rev. Curate! How would the good people be as­tonished, if I should try to convince them, that Sevin would have lived more contentedly in the laborious and obscure profession of his forefathers! There is nothing, I confess, very laborious in the [Page] office of a priest. It chiefly consists in humming over a few phrases in an unknown tongue; and since nobody understands them, no matter how awkwardly. Nor is it very difficult to harrangue in that convenient tribune, where we have ac­quired the privilege of being always in the right. And I cannot but think, that my equals, who, like me, were born simple peasants, must feel their vanity wonderfully raised, when they consider what respect is devolved on one of their equals, and are not less sensible of the more profitable honor he attains to, of picking, periodically, at the table of the lady of the village. But are not these enjoy­ments, which we may even call imaginary, these unfrequent entertainments of my condition, too cruelly purchased by the sacrifice of those real pleasures to which nature sometimes invites us, the desire and opportunity of which we must never improve? And where can the pastor be found, who can often publish the bands of matrimony without a secret disquietude, and receive without emotion the confession of a handsome girl, after she has gone astray, and be always ready, when­ever required, by the charm of sacramental words, to make man and wife of two lovers? Can he cheerfully accord thus to others that sweetest li­cense, which he, poor bachelor, has not for him­self? I acknowledge," continued he with warmth, "that you may at first be surprised at this discourse; but it would wound me to the heart, if it should much longer give you any alarm. At the first sight of your beauty, I was surprised, and found my resolution ready to forsake me. But if I am not deceived, my weakness was momentary. Could I even suppose, young woman, that you were not innocent, or could I become less sensible of the du­ties [Page] towards you which hospitality enjoins upon me, I flatter myself, notwithstanding, that I should have fortitude enough to remember my vows. Re­ligious vows should be kept inviolably. As for mine, whatever trials and struggles they may cost me, they shall be held sacred until the happy day, which I cannot but hope for, when the most hu­mane of laws shall relieve me from them. Whilst waiting for that happy period, forgive my com­plaining. Permit me, my niece, to offer you also the confidence with which I salute every visitant. Prepare yourself to hear me often stun your ears with my favourite phrase: "They ought to marry the priests."
"Do not fear that I shall be very troublesome on the occasion of these repetitions: for, by an effect of my temper, which is naturally submissive, I compose myself under the evils I experience, so as to view them in the most favourable light. Al­though I have not succeeeded in feeling satisfied with my lot, I have acquired, without much difficulty, the habit of supporting it with gaiety. Perhaps I might soon consider my situation almost enviable, if I could sometimes alleviate the miseries of my poor parishioners without the generous assistance of my friends."
These reflections of my adopted uncle charmed me. But I derived the highest opinion of his goodness, from the certain proof he gave me, that his desire of benevolence was not alone, but ac­companied with real acts of generosity. After we had spent several hours in the garden, myself em­ployed in propping the plants, and he, by turns, handling the rake and the spade; the good air, his exercise, and the heat of the day, had equally con­tributed to his ardent thirst and keen appetite. [Page] When we came to sit at the table, one would have thought that he alone would have devoured the plate of greens prepared for us both; that he alone would have emptied the bottle already unstopped. Then, instead of filling his glass, he asked me "if I had a relish for wine?" Almost chagrined at my refusal, he protested I was wrong in never drinking any, and that he was right in loving it. "But I tremble," cried he, "in being unable to this day to swallow any thing except pure water. At the slightest indisposition of the people in the village, they are ordered to diet, and they are well advised; but wine and broth are most needful for my peasants, who are never sick but with hunger and fatigue: and as there is in this village," continued he, "a poor infirm man, for whom this is absolutely ne­cessary, it is clear that I ought to deny it to myself, for whom it would be a superfluity; since, thank God, I am always in good health. Go then, Juliette, (giving me the bottle,) pray somebody to show you the way to the house of Lucas the wea­ver. Go, let them receive the salutary present from your hands. When they see your behaviour, hear your language, and observe the magnificence of your present, his wretched family will believe you are nothing less than an angel sent from heaven. Deny yourself, my girl, the honors of deification; modestly confess yourself to be a mortal, and what is still worse, the niece of the poor Curate who sent you."
You cannot imagine, my sister, with what transports the good people received me; with how many thanks my present was received, nor what a high character they gave their excellent pastor. I believe, that next to the uncommon generosity of the benefactor, there cannot be any thing more [Page] humorously affecting, than the extreme gratitude of the obliged. When I returned to the parsonage I went in smiling, but with tears in my eyes.
"Very well, very well!" said my uncle, "you seem to be affected; you have then a generous heart." Then taking me by the hand, he added: "Juliette, I should have been well pleased with the commission myself; but I rather chose to give that pleasure to you."
Indeed, my dear Celina, I shall never forget this affecting interview. I begin to hope that peaceful days, and even days of real enjoyment, are reserved for me in this obscure retreat.

LETTER XLIII. Emilia in continuation.
St. Cyr, July 7, 1782.

EVERY inclination of my uncle evinces his sensibility. This evening, in a sort of hall, I observed several instruments of music: my state of mind was such as to leave me no inclination for exerting my feeble talents, and had it even been otherwise, I should have thought it most advisable not to discover them. "As little as you like music," said my uncle, "I purpose to learn you what little I know of it. Do not deny yourself this amuse­ment. It is of great advantage in adversity. I'll maintain that there is no grief nor misfortune so great, that a fine piece of Gluck or Piccini* will [Page] not charm it away. Oh it cannot be disputed! I am the friend of all mankind. And believe me, when I am cast down by the languors of my soli­tary condition, there is my base-viol! I lay hold of it, and saw upon it with all my might. My most violent fits of melancholy cannot resist its power during one morning. It is quite otherwise when we form a concert, for then I believe myself in heaven! Yes, my niece, as poor as you find me, we sometimes form a concert! I will tell you how it is. It is clear that this instrument cannot be mine, for it is worth three years of my salary; it is the piano of a lady who entrusted me with it at the request of her brother. Her brother is the most intimate of my friends, and I cannot but boast of it; for the excellent youth is without an equal. When his sister comes with him, she plays on the piano; he seizes his violin; their master draws from its case the divine clarinet, and the trio en­chants me. But I have such strong reasons for preferring the quatuor, that I wish to become one of the party. It is true, that I sometimes discom­mode it, by keeping my part behind the rest. What then? Suppose I do not keep perfect time? These are the small inconveniences of measure. Where can we find the rose which is destitute of thorns? The master gives me the most uneasiness of any in the company. I always tremble when he takes notice of my part, lest he become affronted and take to his heels. Worthless man! how trouble­some he is! As good luck would have it, the dis­ciples are not so impatient, and accustom them­selves, dear instrument! to thy frequent insults, And in the action of playing, my dear companion, such as it is, gives me such pleasing ecstacies, that it would be cruel to forbid it me. You shall see, [Page] Juliette, you shall see! there is nothing in the world so charming. Nothing so charming! I mistake. Ah, my niece, I have often wished to marry another musician! yes, my niece, "they ought to marry the priests." On saying these words, he became pensive and sad: then seizing his consola­tory instrument, "Come," said he, "let us divert ourselves." As he did the day before yesterday, he now played more than an hour; and, as I did at that time, I now went away without his seeming to perceive it.

LETTER XLIV. Emilia in continuation.
July 9, 9 o'clock evening.

O CELINA! in what amazement do I still remain! What young man is this, who pre­sents to my sight the living image of an individual of his sex whom I have reason to dread, and whom I may justly despise; yet has only given me a sur­prise destitute of terror? Who, nevertheless, has power to disturb my repose; to give me such lively emotions as I never felt before; and a secret agitation which gives me no pain? And, to continue; Whence proceeds this strange emotion of inward satisfaction, the cause of which I cannot divine? Alas! it is only a consequence of that condition to which I am reduced; a condition so wretched that I may esteem myself happy when any incidents affect me which are not extremely distressing!
[Page]This evening I was employed in a piece of fa­mily business which is needless—Ah, wherefore? Why should I wish to conceal it? How could I so soon forget what my uncle told me for my con­solation? It is not an hour since he told it me. Does that sort of objection which mankind annex to every servile profession, extend to an unfortu­nate woman who knows how to yield to an un­merited abasement? Or is it true, that any laborious professions are disgraceful in themselves? It is an absurd prejudice which disgraces those professions which are allowed both by our manners and laws; such as cannot be despised but on account of their unnoticed utility, or their unrewarded painful labours. There are none of these despised condi­tions, which may justly be called mean, however low they may appear in the eyes of those men who are so ridiculously proud, as to suppose that nature has formed them for managing servants and being masters. Is there any low rank amongst mankind which may not be honored for its peculiar virtues, and those virtues united to sentiments worthy of a better condition?
No, my sister, most certainly there is not. My uncle's opinion was just. I bear witness to it with a conscience at perfect ease. I feel the truth of it by that noble pride which accompanies the forti­tude we stand in need of, in order to endure mis­fortunes. But pardon the emotion of false shame which affected me; for I am more ashamed of in­tending to hide from you such an insignificant mat­ter than any thing else. The business I was em­ployed in was that of ironing (not the worst) sur­plice of the poor Curate.
Just at that time I heard a noise near the house that did not excite my attention, but my uncle [Page] started suddenly and cried out with joy, "My young friend has returned." He ran hastily out and came back in a moment, attended by a young man.—O my sister! conceive my amazement when I saw Murville before me!
But no, no, thought I, this cannot be Mur­ville. However perfect the resemblance may at first appear to others, the difference is now very striking to me. At the first glance I could not quite determine; but immediately afterwards I was convinced of my mistake. I plainly saw in this stranger the stature and external form of my per­secutor; but his features and behaviour were very different. The deportment of Murville is so full of assurance, that he appears more commanding: this stranger, however, is not destitute of engaging manners, and possesses natural graces not to be found in the other. The handsome figure of my persecutor discovers all the vivacity which usually accompanies a person of lively wit; but he is greatly deficient in the mildness of aspect which appears in the other; in that impression of good­ness which gives him the greatest charm. Had this been Murville, he would have accosted me before now, with so much gallantry that I could hardly have endured his presence. On the con­trary, this stranger stopped as soon as he saw me▪ and stood on the threshold of the door suprised and out of countenance, as if he thought it dangerous to come in: and whilst he looked at me several times, as it were by stealth, his face was covered with blushes; and Murville, perhaps, never blushed in his life: and if he should by chance appear to be disconcerted in the presence of a woman, he would probably consider it a disgrace.
No, my sister, this young man is not my per­secutor, [Page] and though he presents to my eyes the image of him, he does not affrighten me. I could not have thought it possible ever to find in two persons such similar figures and such a different carriage.
To continue; he remained motionless, and I in­voluntarily gave him all my attention, till at length my unfortunate uncle, with cries of grief, called my attention to another object—"O my surplice! my best surplice, my niece! you burn my best surplice!"
In fact, when the young man first made his ap­pearance, my hand was raised up, and afterwards, by a motion perfectly mechanical, gradually de­scended with the hot iron, which, being held still in the midst of my work, had made a considerable breach in it.
M. Sevin, much hurt, scolded Juliette. Then the stranger approached to stammer something in my behalf, and could not fail of succeeding: for my uncle is incapable of holding resentment for a long time against any person. At this time his good nature returned sooner than I desired, and he exercised it at the expence of his niece and his friend. M. Sevin, in his pleasantry, first compli­mented the young man on his eagerness in defend­ing the blunders of a pretty girl. Then turning to Juliette, he asked her laughingly, why she was so easily distracted at the light of a handsome young man? What the reason is I cannot tell; but the gaiety of the good Curate, which, on a thousand other occasions has never displeased me, has now become so troublesome that I cannot bear it.
How I wish he was still offended! What would I not give that he would begin to quarrel with me again! In haste to get rid of his pleasantry I im­proved [Page] the first pretence that came in my head, ran to my chamber and shut myself in. Here, to find some diversion to my reveries, I am hastily writing to my sister what has just passed amongst us.
Yet I cannot but have some curiosity and im­patience to learn the name and family of this young man. To know—But he is now going away, and my uncle calls me. Adieu, my sister.

LETTER XLV. Dolerval to Murville.
Tours, July 9, 1782, 11 o'clock night.

O MY brother! rejoice with me—I have just seen her! and she is quite well—Better, per­haps, than she has ever appeared to you in her happiest days! My arrival, which she expected was not so near▪ has not a little contributed to her contentment. Did I write to you that I had been a journey? I have indeed been a very fortunate one, and more fortunate than I dared to expect. For it separated me from her but a short time, and my sudden, unexpected return has given her the greatest joy. And if you knew how near death has appeared to her sight, you would believe that her joy was not unnatural to her circumstances! But her dangers, I hope, are all at an end. O happy circumstance! she is saved! She has escaped the impending danger that awaited her. The loss of Bovile will not bring her to an untimely grave!
Not that she has ceased to love him—Ah! if the heart of Eleanor was capable of changing, I should [Page] despair of finding constancy in women. This is too unnatural to think of—No, my sister has not ceased to cherish the memory of her lover. But, my brother, as you mentioned in your letter, sor­row cannot last forever. Sooner or later a day propitious to the unfortunate will arrive, that will wipe away their tears. Whilst I am speaking of the misfortunes of Eleanor, you will doubtless be of the opinion that she would be desirous of hear­ing the details of Bovile's last moments. I say his last moments, and perhaps I am wrong; until we have more ample ecclaircissements, we should say his last exploits: for Bovile's fate is not well known. Although we have strong reasons for presuming his death, it is not absolutely declared. It appears but too certain, that the enemies of this brave man have shamefully destroyed him. Is it equally true that they have received the reward of their crimes? Can any man positively determine whether he is still in being? Have patience with me, my bro­ther, whilst I express these doubts. O that they might appear less unreasonable to me! I do but repeat them after my sister. Her tenderness de­lights in them, whilst her reason rejects them. Where are the unfortunate persons who do not eagerly court the shadow of hope? If, however, she must renounce this shadow; if it becomes a known fact that Bovile is lost, do you believe that his enemies, in order to finish their iniquity, will so­licit the confiscation of his goods, which they can­not do, except by disgracing his memory?
Be kind enough, Murville, to answer these in­quiries. In the city where you reside, it will not be difficult to obtain information. Do not fail in taking every necessary step and communicate to us, as soon as convenient, the instructions we desire.
[Page]Good night, my brother. Pardon me, I must leave you a little abruptly. I feel some inquietude; not on my sister's account, for her condition is no longer alarming. But I have had this evening such a singular adventure—The surprise—I cannot pro­ceed!—Good night, my brother.

LETTER XLVI. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
July 10, 1782, 5 o'clock morning.

HOW strange is my destiny! Whilst I am not tormented by fatal events, my mind is perpetually harassed with alarming accidents. At the hazard of my life was I rescued from the castle where the most indelicate of lovers confined me, to seek an insecure asylum, where I am, as it were, in the power and in the hands of my persecutor. At the sight of that young man whom I saw with­out fear, I ought indeed to have trembled! Not that he may have any intention of doing me the least injury; but as he is the brother of Murville, he may ruin me without designing it. Therefore the agitation of mind I felt yesterday was but a forewarning of my critical situation: and the present agitation and anxiety I feel, is only a ne­cessary consequence of my new position. Although I may be allowed to hope that there will not be any circumstances calculated to discover the wretch­ed Emilia de Varmont; yet, there is abundant rea­son to fear that Mademoiselle de Terville may be [Page] discovered by a thousand accidents. For instance, is it not probable that this young man, when writ­ing to his brother, may mention some circum­stances—Ah, why? Why should he? What rea­son can he have for mentioning me in his corres­pondence with Murville? What probability can there be of his speaking to his brother about Juliette, an obscure country girl? I cannot be­lieve he will. This is nothing but a groundless fear. Ah, my sister, how we cherish the unwel­come intruder when our imaginations are tortured with gloomy apprehensions! There is not, how­ever, an absolute improbability in it; he may, by chance, make some mention of me in his letters. In fact, I may well think so, when I have entirely devoted the present one to him. A fine compari­son truly! Yet how extreme is the difference! My own security will often call my attention to this young man; but what is there in me sufficiently interesting to excite his attention? But my self-love leads me astray and shews me an imaginary dan­ger.
Yet, after all, I have other reasons for indulging my fears, which are not so imaginary, and which are too well founded. What can prevent Mur­ville, in an unexpected moment, from coming to spend several days with his brother and sister in the city of Tours, so near the hamlet in which I am concealed? And how can I prevent a meeting which I tremble to think of? There is but one way to prevent it and that is by flight. But I am called, and must leave you suddenly. Farewell.

[Page]
LETTER XLVII. Emilia in continuation.
7 o'clock evening.

I HAVE now taken that part which seems most suitable for my condition—that of bringing my benefactor to a recollection of the engage­ment he contracted with me, of not informing any person what little I told him concerning my mis­fortunes. The good Curate renewed his promises, and protested that every body should remain in the persuasion of my being his niece, and that his friend already believed it. Besides this, I entertain hopes of another expedient. It seems impossible that this young man can have manners and princi­ples like those of his brother. Every thing in him conspires to convince the beholder of the real good­ness of his heart. His outward appearance is de­cent and courteous; his countenance full of sweet­ness, with an air of goodness and candour. But it seems to me I have already told you—What mat­ters it if I do make a few repetitions? I trust you will forgive them. He has an excellent heart, Ce­lina, if I may believe my uncle, an excellent heart indeed. He is my uncle's intimate friend. Does not this circumstance add still to his praise? I de­termine also to gain his esteem, his attention, and even excite his curiosity. Before he becomes ac­quainted with my misfortunes, I would wish to have him feel interested in my happiness. And hereafter, if occasion should require it, I should wish, with complete assurance of his friendship, to [Page] tell him a part of my sorrows and apprehensions, so as to acquire another protector who will warn me of Murville's approach, and turn him away from the place of my retreat, and who will con­tinually watch over my safety. In such a critical situation I cannot provide too many resources, nor conduct beforehand with too much caution. Me­thinks I hear a noise at the door—I run to it—but I am mistaken, nobody knocked. It is now al­most seven o'clock, and my uncle tells me the young man generally come by six at latest. What is the reason he is not here? Surely the presence of a third person would not render the society of his friend less agreeable. But perhaps my presence would discommode them. Yet I should not dis­turb their conversation, nor meddle with it. Yes­terday, for instance, I did not say one word during his stay. This might have given him some dis­pleasure. Perhaps he thought me sovereignly dis­dainful. Scarcely had he taken his seat before I went away and left him: and when I retired it was with so much eagerness, that he must have believed I designedly treated him with unpoliteness. If so, he is much mistaken. I am afraid he is of­fended, although he knew not the cause of my plight. To-day, therefore, it will be necessary to take away that impression, by giving him a more favourable reception, and, above all things, not to leave him. I determine, by all means, to keep him company, and not leave him till he goes away. How now! the parish clock strikes, and I can count but six strokes! Then I look at the index, and that points to six also! It must then have been but five o'clock when my ears—Indeed I cannot tell what is the matter with me, for to-day I have heard and done every thing upside down, and in [Page] such a manner as makes me feel impatient with myself. But I feel well contented to think it is no later. I begin to be afraid he will not come at all. I cannot but feel desirous of seeing him again, and it is perfectly natural that I should; for I am not yet acquainted with him. It is also true that I feel desirous of anticipating a favourable opinion of him, but—Somebody knocks! now, certainly, I am not mistaken. Adieu for the present.

LETTER XLVIII. Emilia in continuation.
July 11, 1782, 5 o'clock morning.

YOU cannot tell how I am grieved, my sister! How cruel it is to be capable of forming good resolutions without a power of putting them into execution! I am displeased with myself to such a degree, that I am out of all patience!
With regard to what I wrote you concerning the young man, I was not mistaken. He was certainly offended: I am sure of it. His address was graceful and respectful; but there was some­thing in his behaviour so polite and reserved, as to make it appear cold and forbidding. There was one observation I made, much to his advantage, which I cannot forbear mentioning. There ap­pears in his countenance a sort of timid anxiety, which discovers an inward fear of offending; such a mixture of noble pride and exalted goodness in his heart, as inclines me to admire him. I was preparing to give him a kind reception. Soon did [Page] I perceive that he considered me in the light of a person desirous of retrieving my errors; soon did his features resume a look of satisfaction, an ex­pression of benevolence unspeakably charming. And, at the same instant, I experienced an inward emotion of satisfaction difficult to express. Thus far all was well. But, unfortunately for me, my uncle took it into his head to ask his friend, "whe­ther the object of his late journey would remain a secret much longer?"
"This journey," answered his excellent friend, "is peculiarly interesting to my sister, and this is all I am permitted to tell you. You would urge me in vain to tell you the motives for which I un­dertook it. This is a secret of Madame Florival: as for my own secrets, they shall ever be yours, but those of my sister I have no right to reveal."
You will, I believe, be well satisfied with his answer. As for me, I was delighted with it; and, as for my uncle, he seemed well satisfied with it himself. In the mean time M. Dolerval continued to entertain us with his sister, and seemed as if he would never cease praising her. It is said that lovers are enthusiasts. As for myself, I am not acquainted with their language; but if they use ex­pressions in praise of the persons they admire, similar to those which the tenderest of brothers employed in praising his sister, their language must indeed be captivating. Whilst I listened to his conversation, it inspired me with unspeakable satisfaction. Ah! why should a sudden return to myself so cruelly dispel my infatuation! How happy, thought I, must be this Madame Florival, whom heaven has fa­voured with such a brother! And what is my crime that I should be sister to the inhuman Var­mont? However it may be with you, my dear [Page] Celina, this painful comparison, this dreadful con­trast, wounded me to the very soul. In vain did I struggle to calm the fatal agitations of my mind. Oppressed with the weight of my sorrows, I was ready to sink under them: so that I was obliged to quit my place and retire to my chamber, where I shed a torrent of tears. After indulging my grief for a considerable time, I reflected on my absence, and fearing it would appear to M. Dolerval as another unpolite retreat, I wiped away my tears and returned. At my return, he seemed to be in­terested in my sorrow, and earnestly desired to know whether I was indisposed. He questioned me with a tone of sympathy suitable to my wretch­edness, had he even been acquainted with it. His countenance changed, and he did violence to his feelings in order to conceal the interest he had in mine: and it was but a few minutes after my re­turn before he went away.
And what sleeping fury took possession of my uncle! he now declared it was time to go to bed. True, the clock had struck eleven, but I am cer­tain something had deranged it. How can it be possible that five long hours have glided away since the young man's arrival? The clock surely goes too fast. Yesterday I was of the same opinion, and that opinion is now confirmed; for the re­mainder of the night has seemed of an extraordinary length. Twenty times did I awake thinking it was day; but it was nothing but the eternal moon, whose never ending light deceived me. I was ready to think the sun would never rise. What folly is it in my uncle to be so particular about the hour of rising! I pity those people who cannot measure time without the assistance of a clock.
I will, however, except my uncle and M. Do­lerval. [Page] M. Dolerval went away as soon as I came back from my chamber. What urgent matter called him away so soon? He must have been of­fended with me. Thus it happens: one apparent breach of politeness after another have I seemed guilty of towards this young man. Why did I not repress my grief and stay with him? How can I ever obtain any friends while I conduct so un­wisely? And if my cruel enemies should chance to come and assault me, I should find no person who would care to engage in my defence, and look around me in vain for assistance. Perhaps I shall be forced to fly from my enemies before they ap­pear. Perhaps I shall be driven from one place to another, and I know not whither to hide my shame, confusion and despair.

LETTER XLIX. Murville to Dolerval.
Brest, July 13, 1782.

WHAT detestable writing is this! Full of deceitful and equivocal phrases! "I have just seen her; she is well; her dangers are at an end!" At first I imagined some casualty had brought you in the way of my ingrate Terville, and you was going to cheer my heart with a relation of that happy adventure. No such thing! Your honor deigned not to mention it! Nor do you so much as think of offering me a single word of consola­tion. You was only speaking of a sister and brother, as if you ought not to know that the [Page] dearest, and, perhaps, the only object with which you can entertain a lover, especially an unfortunate one, is his mistress.
Yet I cannot but thank you, Dolerval, for the good news you sent me. I am overjoyed to learn that my sister has recovered, but am not at all sur­prised at it. Although I knew her sensibility was extreme, I never thought she would die of it. As for the sweetness of those charming passions which inclines an afflicted woman to follow her deceased lover to the grave, I do not believe in it. But I am astonished beyond all expression, to learn that the happy Eleanor is well, and, at present, better than I have ever seen her in her happiest days! What, such a speedy and complete return of health and happiness already? Whence comes this pro­digy? You, however, affirm it to be true, and I am bound to believe it. But after all, I must persist in believing that my sister has had good sense enough to take my prescription, and Bovile, hav­ing been entirely forgotten, has, at last, obtained a successor.
Why do you exclaim with so much vehemence? Not one circumstance in your letter has escaped my notice. You awkwardly endeavour to make it appear that "the unfortunate delight in caress­ing shadows." Very well; I congratulate the un­happy in having such a pleasant amusement, but still insist upon it, that it is high time for our sister to caress realities. And notwithstanding your dis­crete writing, and her long-tried virtue, I am per­suaded this is the part she has taken. How much better for society! To its great advantage I see a good effect, which being cast into commerce, will infallibly increase its funds. How much better for the amiable widow! By this means, perhaps, ce­libacy [Page] may be agreeable at twenty-two years of age. Give her my sincere congratulations, Do­lerval; and, in the successful career which attends her, may she never forget what great acknow­ledgments are due to my counsels, too lately fol­lowed.
The reasonings which your foreknowledge in­grafts on Bovile's future resurrection, are excel­lent. But read the following, and the latest intel­ligence, which was given me by an eye-witness of the fact, and if you cannot give as much credit to his testimony as I do, then do not divulge it. "We were," says he, "off against the Azores when the English fleet hove in sight. Notwith­standing our inferiority, it was the duty of our Admiral to protect the convoy, and he has done it. But when the signal of retreat was given, it was evident that the Pallas was not in a situation of obeying it. It was likewise true, that if they had continued the engagement half an hour longer, they might have gained the important advantage of disengaging her from the English fleet, and entirely saving the convoy. But instead of this, they left her exposed to the cross-fire of three frigates and a ship of the line. Then the brave commander of the Pallas, zealous of washing off the stain which cowardice had imprinted on the French flag, with the enemy's blood, sustained, for a long time, a most unequal combat. At the close of the day his frigate was cut down to the water's edge, by the incessant fire of the enemy, and ready to sink. A few sailors were saved in the boat. But bound by the oath which obliges every Captain to remain in his ship till the last extremity, the intrepid Bovile determined to bury himself and his ship together in the waves. O cursed thirst of gold! the avaricious [Page] conquerors, in their greediness for plunder, pur­sued our merchant fleet, and left a number of men to perish for want of assistance. There were not saved from the wreck of the Pallas more than se­venty men: and, to complete our misfortunes, the Captain was not in the number of prisoners. The vile enemies of this brave man have completely succeeded in their detestable plots, and the unfortu­nate Bovile has perished.
"But this dreadful success has not assuaged their revengeful spirits. They have put in at Terceira to repair the French squadron, where they have held a council of war, disgraced the memory of Bovile, and, horrible to relate, have confiscated his property."
I do not transcribe the reflections of my corres­pondent, because they might sully my imagination. But here, Dolerval, are facts which speak for themselves. Let us now leave these gloomy sub­jects, and refresh our weary attention by viewing cheerful pictures.
To take it all in all, your late letter was void of common sense. It must have been that when you wrote, you was a little crazy. It must be so. You have either become a fool, or you are in love. What can it be but something in your late jour­ney, of which you did not acquaint me? What can it be but that extraordinary adventure which gave you such a mixture of anxiety and surprise? Come then, Dolerval, acknowledge the fact—ac­knowledge that there is some lass* on the carpet. Do not endeavour to be too discrete: if you do, you will have reason to repent of it. It will not be sufficient that fortune should throw you into the [Page] way, unless you have such a guide as your inex­perience requires. Consider what advantage El­eanor has derived from my counsels. Depend up­on it, my brother, that I have an equal friendship for you. Be not then so unkind as to hide any of her affairs from me, nor any of yours. The af­fairs of your hearts I shall govern with the ten­derest care. As circumstances require▪ I shall in­struct both of you in the best and readiest means of arriving to the end proposed. Provided your sister will not discourage the assailants, I will re­veal to her all the wiles of attack: and, as for you, I will enlighten you in all the little mimicries of defence. Thus will both of you, retrieving the time you have lost, attain to my experience in the career of happiness, and the hopes of your success already softens my misfortunes.
Yes, my brother, I also am in misfortune! I cannot hear any thing from Mademoiselle de Ter­ville. A spy whom I keep in the neighbourhood of M. de Varmont, assures me she is not at Paris▪ My good friend, therefore, did not run away with her. The little gipsy wanted no assistance in order to escape me. This matter acquires a good deal of probability, and it vexes me extremely. More than once have I surprised myself regretting the perfidious maid. Then, in milder mood, I tell myself that it is nothing less than a serious attach­ment. This idea torments me. Oh! if ever I should find her again—if I should find her, I would hold her so closely that she could not stray from her happiness!
In hopes of finding her, I have made an ac­quaintance with one in this city, who occupies some of my leisure hours. This affords me a little amusement, and that is all. I feel a void in the [Page] company of the handsomest women. O! let Ma­demoiselle de Terville but make her appearance again, and for her sake I would suddenly quit every other!

LETTER L. Celina de Varmont to Emilia.*
Paris, July 15, 1782.

DEAR Emilia! what a mixture of horrible and consoling narratives do I together re­ceive! What matter of extreme affliction and in­expressible joy are united in this long series of let­ters, which I receive as the book of your destiny! Those fearful suspicions which appeared so full of horror, that I sometimes reproached myself for en­tertaining them, were but too well founded. In­famous monster! when he boasted to me of the great riches your death would leave him, he pronounced your sentence! He departed, O bar­barous man! to take your life! When he bade me adieu, he departed to destroy the most amiable, the sweetest, and most excellent of women—his sister and mine! O God! a God terrible to the [Page] wicked, where are the punishments inflicted on the murderer who imbrued his hands in the blood of Abel? When will the bottomless pit be opened to swallow the monster which nature groans to bear? Where is thy lingering justice? What withholds thine avenging hand? But my Emilia still lives! To her, whilst in the abyss of sorrows and dan­ger, the Most High extended his arm, and gra­ciously drew her from thence. To his wonderful goodness do I owe the warmest praises.
Yes, my sister is yet in existence. Happily for me, my eyes were assured of it; happily for me, the characters of your dear hand—those well known characters, had given me a certain proof that you was still in being, before the perfidious monster had come to rejoice at your death. On this very morning the wretch presumed to trouble my parlour with his presence. Being desirous of knowing what new enormities he could have in contemplation. I did myself so much violence as to affront his aspect. Ferocious tiger! what joy brightened in his sanguinary eye! He had just re­ceived from Brest, and immediately brought to me, the verbal process which proved the destruction of the Centaure, and consequently your tragical end. "Her husband," said he, "soon followed her; the hero, of whom your father had such a high opinion, is dead. Yes, he is dead; and what may seem worthy of remark, before dying he was dis­honored. Justice has taken hold of his property; but that of his wife is seized by distress. Thanks to the persecutions I have begun, her dowry will be given up, to remain safely in my hands; so that if she should happen to be alive, and should ever return, she may have it again." At this last ex­pression, I could not restrain the indignation I felt, [Page] and cried out, "If ever she returns—O barbarous man!"
At this moment I had well nigh betrayed both you and myself. But in a moment I became sen­sible of our danger, and, in a lower voice, repeated, "If ever she returns! O barbarous wretch!—then be satisfied."
He mildly answered me, "that it would be agreeable enough to see you again; but it would always be disagreeable to return so much money." And then, to disencumber himself of a multitude of papers, he called in his domestic, who was no other than Lafleur! At the sudden approach of this man, who had, as it were, held a sword to the breast of Emilia, I was seized with horror; but soon considering the miserable wretch as your de­liverer, I was overcome with sentiments of tender­ness: and had not the grates prevented me, per­haps I should have fallen at his feet, and in exces­sive gratitude have thanked him for not shutting his ears against the voice of humanity. In the mean time, whether he perceived the impression that the sight of him made upon me, or whether a view of Emilia's sister affected him deeply, I can­not say; but Lafleur lost all countenance. With a pale visage he leaned against the wall, and at length sat down ready to faint. His master ob­served it without emotion, and asked him "whe­ther he was subject to such fits of weakness?" The unfortunate domestic answered several times, but with a faltering voice, "that he was not."
"So much the better," cried the inhuman Var­mont, "for if the fits of your disorder should be­come more frequent, it would be necessary that we should part."
[Page]Upon hearing this, fearing I could not restrain my indignation, I left him.
Thus your assassin is about to receive the fruits of his iniquity. In a little time he will enrich him­self with your spoils: and, as I cannot prevent it, I must calmly endure it. Alas! of all the blessings the present life can bestow, there is none reserved but your life. And if I should indiscretely betray you, I should die with despair. Be tranquil, my charming sister, for I would sooner lose my life than reveal the secret of your existence.
With regard to your real situation, I know not what advice to give you. What information can you expect from my inexperience? I could not, on this occasion, forbear consulting a lady in the chamber, who is my friend. She is willing to re­ceive your letters, and hand them to me. Tell me whether you think this a dangerous expedient.
To conclude; neglect no precaution for preserv­ing your security; redouble your vigilance; care­fully conceal your existence from every eye. Sum­mon all your courage to resist your misfortunes. And who does not stand in need of fortitude? This life is one continued scene of trials and sorrow. Ah! if I should present you with a picture of those which assault me in my confinement, per­haps you would find that Juliette, all wretched as she is, cannot be more so than the unhappy Ce­lina!

[Page]
LETTER LI. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
St. Cyr, July 18, 1782.

OH let him take my riches! nobody will pre­vent him. I shall beware of exposing him to the alternative of restoring them, or again en­deavouring to destroy me. Oh, let him take them! But may he, and it is the last wish which the cries of nature shall extort from me, those cries which he has refused to hear; may he never find any pleasure in enjoying them; may he always be tormented with the insupportable remembrance of the crime by which he obtained them; may keen remorse take possession of his heart, and prey upon it; may he, in a frightful disorder of mind, often hear my plaintive voice; in the gloom of night, may he see my bloody shade standing close at his side; and may he, in fine, become the most wretched of mortals in this life, and, at last, obtain pardon of God!
Never let me hear from him again, except to inform me of his repentance.
Beware also of consulting that lady whose coun­sels and assistance you proposed. It would be ra­ther perilous, without a known necessity, to admit any person to share in our confidence. Adversity is a severe master. It seems to have undertaken the task of instructing my sad and inexperienced youth. By rude lessons, and in a short time, has it enlightened my ignorance, improved my reason, and formed my judgment. By reason of the dis­trust [Page] with which it inspires me, on difficult occa­sions, I consult myself alone.
And even at the present time, I begin to perceive the error of despairing in myself. I perceive there is no impossibility of finding persons whom I can inspire with sentiments of humanity. M. Dolerval has been with us almost every evening since I first saw him. And when I supposed my company would incommode him, or prove disagreeable, I was greatly deceived. Quite the contrary—he considers it a fortunate circumstance that I abide with my uncle. Sometimes I hear him compli­menting the Curate on the happiness of having his niece at his house—"A niece," said he, "so beau­tiful and engaging." Another circumstance which gives me equal encouragement, is to observe my uncle's kindness towards me daily increasing. If I should undertake to inform you the many ways he has of showing his regard for me, and the kind at­tentions he pays me, I should never end. There is no kind of labour but which he fears will fatigue Juliette, nor is there any provision which he thinks good enough for her. If I would suffer it, he would ruin himself for my sake! I really believe, if I would consent to it, that he would so far take the charge of household affairs, that I should have nothing to do but walk, eat my usual meals, and sleep from morning till night.
Perhaps you would be willing to learn how we spend our days. Of the mornings I have not much to say; they are chiefly spent in domestic affairs, and, consequently, are not very interesting; but after dinner, M. Dolerval comes, and finds us em­ployed in the garden. My uncle works there in­deed; but how can his niece do any thing? If I take the rake or the spade, M. Sevin is offended, [Page] and tells me I am not strong enough; if I under­take to prop the plants, M. Dolerval prevents me, and pretends it will hurt my hands: and, if you will believe me, he will not even allow me to water the flowers. Now I think of it, they some­times gather flowers for me. M. Dolerval collects a *bunch of them every evening. And it must be acknowledged the one he collects and binds toge­ther for me, is better composed, interwoven more agreeably, and with more grace, than the one M. Sevin obliges me to wear every morning.
When the day declines, the dew incommodes us and we return to the house. The good Curate then sups, or prates in his usual manner. But M. Dolerval, more than any of us, supports and en­livens the conversation. He relates the pleasures and incidents of his childhood, the recreations and employments of his youth, with much ingenuity. The details he enters upon derive their chief in­terest from the manner in which they are repre­sented. You cannot form an idea of the lustre which his conversation gives to the minutest reci­tals. And I cannot but think he considers my opinion to be of some consequence. Whenever he enters into conversation, though he always speaks in an engaging manner, he never seems to be satisfied with himself until he sees in my coun­tenance an air of approbation. At length he directs his discourse to me. He questions me con­cerning the place of my birth, my parentage, and the first objects of my attachment. But do not think it vain curiosity on his part, or done merely to pass an idle hour. O far from it! there is no room for such an opinion. You can evidently see [Page] that it is out of pure interest for yourself that he thus questions you. And now observe, my sister; when his inquiries become too embarrassing, my uncle comes to my assistance. But M. Dolerval seems always to regret that the answer comes not from me.
Thus our evenings glide away with inconceive­able swiftness. Surprising as it may seem, the clock always strikes twelve at night soon after M. Dolerval goes away. I have reason to think, Ce­lina, from my present experience, that there is no situation in life, however unhappy it may at first sight appear, which does not, in itself, afford some compensation. To take it all in all, I can assure you that my own begins to seem quite supportable.

LETTER LII. Dolerval to Murville.
Tours, July 19, 1782.

I COULD not, my brother, consistently shew your last letter to Madame Florival. For in that letter you treated our worthy sister with ex­treme irreverence and indecency. This surprises me the more, because I have often heard it affirmed of the greatest libertines, that even in the midst of their mad career, they would always preserve some respect for a virtuous character. Pardon me, Murville, for it would really give me pain to of­fend you; but to read the insulting expressions you wrote concerning Eleanor, is more than I can bear. Has she not, by long and painful trials, [Page] merited a better treatment? Rather than thus rashly condemn her, you ought, at least, to suspend your judgment. But since you seem to require new tes­timonies of the merit she still deserves, you may be assured it will one day be in my power to produce them▪ and then, my brother, you will be forced to acknowledge the reality of faithful love.
Perhaps the time may also come when you will not suspect me of delighting in base inclinations, nor hope to inspire me with such sentiments as you have recommended. It is true, that if I should hereafter find an object on whom I should place my affections, it may be one of that class which the men of the world call inferior, an object of their eternal disdain. It may be a girl whom blind fate has placed in a humble condition; but who, between the low situation in which she is placed, and the exalted qualities of her mind, would form such a perfect contrast, that even in this humble state, she would appear to be as much displaced as many others would, though removed from the midst of their grandeur. A brilliant education should not have nurtured her in the sentiments of superior self-excellence, which are, in early life, instilled into the minds of people in an elevated rank; but she should have the inward conscious­ness of every thing praise-worthy or blameable; she should have that true sense of an exquisite delicacy, which, without study, would direct her mind to every noble truth; simple nature should have given her without labour or expence, those rare accom­plishments, which your ladies of high rank so sel­dom obtain by all the efforts of art. She should not only possess a taste for useful employments, a love of substantial virtues, and an aptness for im­proving every amiable talent, but should, in reality, [Page] have more true nobility in her soul, than nature often bestows on the daughters of Kings. In fine, she should not atract attention by the vain shew of her outward appearance, nor the extravagance of her demands; but should appear, when dressed in white linen, and a ruse on her breast, more beautiful than the richest ladies decked with dia­monds and purple. The beginning of her adole­scence should not only shine with the winning at­tractions of that age, but the brighter charms of the age which succeeds. She should, in a supreme degree, combine in her person, not only the allure­ments, dignity and graces of beauty, but even pos­sess its treasures. It there is, in reality, such a per­son as the one I have here painted with a thousand attractions, or, what is still more surprising, the one you would give the mean epithet of a lass, while I should esteem her the queen of the world, and would fain make her the idol of my heart; do you think, Murville, that in order to gain her, I should have recourse to your delusive instructions, at the risk of your fatal experience? Ah, Murville! what instructions can I receive from you that are worth the pains of learning them? After contem­plating your lessons so repeatedly, I am still inca­pable or pleasing any ladies but such as would despise them.
No, if I should ere long feel the power of an at­tachment sufficient to bind me for life, you are not the person I would choose for a confident. Elea­nor alone seems worthy of such a confidence, and to her alone do I owe it. Nevertheless, before re­quiting her confidence with confessions similar to those with which she honors me, I should wish to be certain that I could, like her, preserve a passion pure and unalterable, through the trials of absence [Page] and time, though discouraged by unsuitable cir­cumstances, and counteracted by unfavourable events; I should wish to be certain, not that the object of my affections merited them (for we cannot, I think, truly love a person whom we do not esteem); but to be certain of being capable my­self of always admiring even that person whom I could never obtain. What a reproach it would be if I should fail in receiving lessons of delicacy and fidelity from any person with whom I am conver­sant! Above all, what a reproach it would be, if afterwards I should conceive a passion which might be discouraged by common difficulties! How could I, in such case, endure the reproaches of Eleanor, who so constantly preserves her affections, not­withstanding her regret and privation? How could I bear to hear her accuse me of having, even in her presence, disgraced the name of faithful love?
But let us proceed to the only article in your letter, in which I feel interested. This, unfortu­nately, is the only one in which we are agreed. I could not assent to it but with reluctance. It seems that my hopes respecting the lover of my sis­ter were too visionary. The melancholy details you have given me, seem to prove, with great cer­tainty, that Bovile is no more.
Before I conclude, my brother, I have to desire your pardon for the freedom which has dictated my answer. I am sensible that a difference of opinions, when it respects real sentiments, may, in time, break friendship. But my friendship for you shall never be destroyed; because I persist in believ­ing, with Madame Florival, that there remains so much natural goodness in your heart, that at some future time you may be inclined to acknowledge your errors. This we both hope and believe, not­withstanding [Page] the contagious principles of the world which have given such a wrong bias to your con­duct. Adieu, my dear brother—I shall wait with impatience for the return of the courier.

LETTER LIII. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
St. Cyr, July 24, 1782.

YES, my dear Celina, my uncle is in truth an excellent man; and I have become more reconciled to my new situation. There has been something in him which greatly disgusted me: It was that almost childish gaiety which every trifle excited in him. His petulant cheerfulness and my silent sadness, formed an unlucky contrast. Often have I perceived that my sorrow was increased with his joy. Whether M. Sevin has perceived the un­comfortable situation of his niece, I cannot affirm; but certain I am, that he has changed the tone of his voice and his behaviour. I would not say that he was either fretful, or, in any wise, ill natured. But his good humour was only moderated; at pre­sent it is less boisterous, more reserved, more plea­sant and attractive; in fine, almost as engaging as that of M. Dolerval. Perhaps it proceeds from this cause: that M. Sevin takes, by degrees, a tinc­ture of the happy disposition of his friend, without being insensible of it himself. There is another re­mark which I have made concerning my uncle, which seems no less flattering than the former. You doubtless remember M. Sevin's favourite [Page] phrase—that expression, which, on the day I en­tered his house, so much surprised me, and with respect to the equivocal sense of which I was well satisfied, when he, with unparalleled candour, in a respectful manner, made known the pains of his condition. Protesting, at the same time▪ that the expressions of his uneasiness had nothing in them which respected me in particular, since (to use his own expression) he saluted every visitant with the same words. He seemed to repeat them to no purpose, without intermission or discretion; and, notwithstanding what he said to diminish my fears, those tiresome exclamations gave me a secret displeasure. You will, therefore, learn with satis­faction, that my uncle corrects himself of this fault. At present, his complaints do not escape him but when his heart is too full to contain them. Still does he endeavour to spare me the pain of hearing it. Nevertheless, I can discover by his melancholy aspect, deeply pensive, when the sentiment of his evils, becoming more lively, is ready to force his complaints from him. Then, as he is sensible of its approach, he rises abruptly and leaves me, lest I should hear him; for fear of afflicting me, he goes away to groan this phrase: "They ought to marry the priests." I say groan, bacause no other expression so well suits the moving inflexion of his voice when he articulates these words. Then, and then only, do I perceive in his voice that tone of tenderness and sorrow, the accents of a passionate heart, so well imitated by M. Dolerval, when he sings a plaintive song.
Now I think of it, the two friends, yesterday, spent some time at music. I do not speak of the Curate, and his favourite instrument, but of M. Dolerval, who played several sonata in a very [Page] agreeable manner. My uncle afterwards attempted to sing; but his songs afforded me no amusement. They consisted of ariettas and roundos, entirely gay, or disgustingly merry. If the words had not been, for the most part, vulgar and insignificant, the airs would have pleased me tolerably well. You know how much I prefer romances. They have something in them tender and plaintive, that at once affect and captivate the heart. It seems strange that M. Dolerval always suits his airs so well to my fancy. He has sung one most capti­vating! and how delightfully did he sing it! what expression in his features and voice! His voice is indeed most charming! It charmed my heart and melted it to tenderness, to such a degree that I could never be weary of hearing it. He ended, however, sooner than I could wish, by the follow­ing couplets, to the *air which I herewith send you.
Le printems, l'amour et Sylvie
Inquéitoient ma liberté;
J'ai vainac la coquetterie
Et la nature et la beauté.
Mais bientôt je ne suis plus maitre
Des fuex qui vont me consumer:
La plus belle vient de paroître
Et je sens bien, qu'il faut aimer.

 Elle est jolie, elle est charmante,
Et n'a pas l'air de le savoir.
Sans même y songer, elle enchante;
Elle soumet, sans le vouloir.
L'art qui seduit, je le deteste:
Contre un tyran on doit s'armer:
Mais la beauté simple & modeste,
Ah! je sens bien qu'il faut l'aimer.

 [Page]
Déjà, déjà mon coeur l'adore;
Le jour, son image me suit;
La nuit, je la retrouve encore
Dans mes songer qu'elle embellit.
Timide espoir qu'amour inspire,
Daignera-t-on vous confirmer;
Daignera-t-on jamais me dire:
Ah! je sens bien qu'il faut aimer.

 [The publisher acknowledges himself indebted for the following versification to the politeness of a friend. It may be sung to the tune of "The White Cockade."]

Nature and love, and Sylvia's charms,
Pervade my mind with strange alarms;
Though coquetry and beauty, I
Have from my breast compell'd to fly.
But when this fair one caught my eyes,
My bosom beat with sweet surprise:
'Gainst the soft flame in vain I strove,
My yielding heart resign'd to love.

In her though every grace is seen,
Still unaffected is her mien;
She, thoughtlessly, ensnares the heart,
Nor knows the wounds her charms impart.
Arts of seduction I detest,
I spurn the monster from my breast;
But modest beauty I approve,
O this is what constrains to love!

For her my heart already burns,
By day each thought on Sylvia turns;
And her fair form inspires delight,
In golden visions of the night.
O that Hope's quivering taper may,
From kinder smiles more peace convey!
O that she would my flame improve,
And say, my heart inclines to love!




[Page]
LETTER LIV. Emilia in continuation.
July 25, 1782.

WHETHER the song of M. Dolerval will affect you as it does me, I cannot tell; But, for my part, it pleased me exceedingly. His song I call it, because I believe him to be the au­thor of it. You may be ready to ask me why I attribute it to him? It is because—because there is something in the words—Ah! it is because he was embarrassed when I told him I did not remember to have ever seen any part of it.* "You may not," answered he, "learn all of it." But he was out of countenance, and seemed to tremble whilst he sung it—and blushed on hearing me applaud it—and when I desired him to leave it with me, he seemed to be well pleased. All these circumstances made me suppose him to be the author. My uncle, however, did not esteem it at all. O let him sing his vulgar airs and welcome! He shall not have my song until I have learned it perfectly. And that time, my sister, will soon come. For in­stantly after receiving it, I trilled over the last [Page] verses almost instinctively, hardly knowing what I did.
My imprudence had well-nigh betrayed me. For several minutes I could scarcely resist the desire of singing in my turn, and sitting down at the piano. This fantasy, supposing it was one, had nothing in it which might be called blameable: for if it is good not to derive vanity from its advantages, we should not any longer affect to disdain it. You know that in the number of talents we possessed, and for which our father doated on us in spite of Madame de Varmont, music was one which was highly esteemed, and one in which I had consider­able success. M. Dolerval plays tolerably well, and sings delightfully. However, I have the vanity to think my voice as good as his; and surely he is not my equal at the piano. This, without ex­treme self-conceit, I can safely boast of to you, and this is what I said to myself in a low voice. Greatly tempted to meddle with the concert, I an­ticipated, with pleasure, the surprise of M.— I would say the surprise of the two friends. Yet se­veral reflections inclined me to desist. Is it ad­visable, thought I, to discover my knowledge of music to the good Curate, and have the appear­ance of having intended to deceive him five days ago, when I thought best to hide my talents from him? Would there not, in all this, be something very disobliging to M. Sevin? These considerations determined me, though reluctantly, to take the passive part, and prudently did so, until a strange propensity led me, without thinking of it, to trill the last lines of the new song.
But the surprise of the two friends soon warned me of my error, and it was a fortunate circum­stance that I only found sounds almost inarticulate, [Page] so that I could still deny my being a musician. M. Dolerval urged me earnestly to try to sing those words to the tune, and seemed as if he was determined not to dispense with my refusal; so that, at last, I was obliged to make the attempt. But I took care to sing without method, and much like a scholar who is just beginning in the gamut. This, in the end, proved to be an unnecessary caution; for, at the instant I began to sing, my voice be­came trembling and disguised. Yet the compli­ments they paid me on the occasion were as great as if I had sung distinctly, and without faltering. They assured me I ought not to neglect cultivat­ing such a commendable talent. M. Sevin renew­ed his offers of instructing me; but M. Dolerval asked the preference with that persuasive and en­gaging tone of voice which is so natural to him; so that I found myself in perplexity as to determin­ing which of the two friends should have the pre­ference in teaching me what neither of them knew so well as myself. O fie! I shall—I shall stay too long—I—but it seems to me a long time since we took dinner. This is the moment when—when I cannot dispense with being present. Farewell, my sister.

[Page]
LETTER LV. Dolerval to Murville.
Tours, July 28, 1782.

YOU do not answer me, my brother; I can­not but think I have told you some truths which bear a little too hard upon you: but having done no more than I ought, I cannot think myself culpable. Nevertheless, I shall be heartily sorry if I have, in the least, offended you.

LETTER LVI. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
August 2, 1782, midnight.

I HAVE this day received your letter. I see, with sensibility, my sister, that from the cha­racter I have given my uncle, you conceive a great esteem for him. There are, as you have justly remarked, but few men in his condition of a cha­racter at once so good and amiable. In the mean time it seems a little strange, that, when speaking of his friend, you praise him no farther than saying, that I seem to have a peculiar friendship for him. Indeed I have, my sister; because he merits it! because there is no other person so worthy of it as he! And were you in my place, Celina, tell me I pray you, could you forbear having a great attach­ment [Page] for him? What! have I not done him justice in my letters? Have I neglected to describe him to you such as he is? If so, I have been guilty of an unpardonable omission!
I have not, I suppose, told you any thing of his talents or his beauty, nor the many external quali­ties which render him so shining. For none of these qualities can be very interesting to you nor me. But for me to neglect presenting you with the enchanting picture of his innocent manners, or his sweet disposition; to forbear from extolling, according to their merits, every quality of his heart, or every virtue of his noble mind, would be un­pardonable. This would be a piece of injustice of which I never expected to be guilty.
And is it not surprising that this young man, who would lose nothing by the most rigid examination, has so much indulgence for the failings of others, that one would sometimes term it weakness? So extraordinary is his mildness, that he will neither give any cause of offence to his greatest enemy, nor hold resentment against the injuries of a friend. And is it not an uncommon circumstance, that the extreme sensibility of his heart adds to the unalter­able sweetness of his temper? I will now give you a trait of his character entirely new.
My uncle, I must confess, is entirely another man; so that I was too hasty in felicitating myself on account of the change in his conduct. This revolution in his behaviour has not stopped at the degree which I could have desired. A melancholy, at first very mild, took place of the gaiety which was quite extinct; but now a profound sadness and gloomy vexation have succeeded. M. Dolerval has never seen him in such a deplorable state as the present. And if the inconvenience of this [Page] strange alteration affected none but me, I could not but pity my unfortunate uncle, and do every thing in my power to comfort him. Why does he, in the severest turns of his melancholy disorder, never become vexed with his niece, with whom, perhaps, he has a right to be offended? On the contrary, why does he lay the whole burden of his ill hu­mour upon his generous friend, who so tenderly compassionates his inward sorrow, and who, alas! vainly endeavours, like me, to discover its cause?
Yesterday, almost twelve o'clock at night, they had not opened the collection of songs which M. Dolerval intended to make use of in the evening. My uncle strange to tell, seemed quite indifferent about this amusement. M. Dolerval supposed he might, once only sing my favourite song (I would say his), and sung it: and although it is very short, my uncle seemed to wait with impatience till it was ended. But this was not all! Observe now his astonishing caprice! When the young man bid us good night, M. Sevin, who, during the whole evening, scarcely observed any part of the music, questioned his friend with a tone of bitterness, and said, "Will Madame Florival never honor us any more with her visits? Has she sworn never to come again to my house to favour us with her music?"
"Excuse my sister," answered he, "she is at present much occupied and embarrassed."—M. Dolerval was going to continue, but he was briskly interrupted. "She is not occupied with her cha­grins," said M. Sevin.—"Must we not suppose," replied her brother with emotion, "by the tone with which you express your sentiments, that you are offended with her?"
"In fact," cried he, "I am at least surprised with her conduct! I may well be surprised, when [Page] I have seen a woman, not above six weeks ago, ready to die with grief for the loss of her husband, appear so soon to be perfectly comforted. What then shall we think of a woman's attachment, if it cannot for more than a month survive its object? What would you have us think of sorrows which she does not care to preserve any longer? When­ever I think of this, I have less reason to lament that they do not marry the priests."
On hearing such uncivil expressions, you would expect to see M. Dolerval overcome with vex­ation. But instead of being offended, in an affect­ing manner he said: "O my friend! what do I hear? what injury have I done you?" And, at the same time, offered M. Sevin his hand. But, strange to relate, M. Sevin, instead of flying into his arms for reconciliation, only stepped backwards. For my part, I could not patiently endure it! But no­thing can alter the mild disposition of this young man. He then retired deeply afflicted. Yet I must say, whilst I think of it again, that I am certain there was not in his conduct the least sign of anger.
"Good night Juliette," said the Curate after the young man went away.—"My uncle, he's gone away very sorrowful."
"Well, the words are gone from me, and what would you have me do?"
"But he will never return," replied I.
"Never return!" repeated he with uneasiness. And then, in a mild voice, he continued: "You are too easily alarmed. Be comforted, Juliette, be comforted: he will return. I do not often treat him so ill. But have you not, my niece, given him a kind and distinguished reception? Why did you cause him to endure the pains of my erroneous conduct? Yet I know him too well to suppose he [Page] will long hold his resentment on account of my sudden passion. Take courage, he will come again, I promise you. 'Tis I, my dear girl, who promise you this. Good night—I know, my girl, that I am sad, peevish and insupportable! Be wil­ling—O be willing to make me otherwise! Pity me, and let Dolerval also both pity and pardon me! Do you understand me, Juliette? Let him pardon me, I pray you!"
Then he left me in tears, much affected with his sudden and unexpected repentance. Now, let him say what he will, I shall be in perpetual anx­iety. I am afraid M. Dolerval will never come again. There was not, in all that was said on that occasion, any thing which hurt him so sen­sibly as the abusive expressions spoken against his sister. But now all is well; he has returned, and much sooner than usual: And from the greatest distance he could see my uncle, he ran to him. My uncle tried to speak and make some apologies; but he tenderly embraced him, and would not suf­fer him to do it.
What think you! What can you think of all this, Celina? I wish you would answer me with­out delay.

[Page]
LETTER LVII. Celina de Varmont to Emilia.
Paris, August 4, 1782.

EMILIA, you did not at all understand the meaning of my last letter; but I well under­stood the import of yours. In your expressions I perceive symptoms of that strange passion which obscures the better judgment; whilst friendship, that coolly reflects, and considers at a distance, is capable of enlightening the most timid inexperience. Who could have thought that it would ever have appertained to Celina, abandoned to the ignorance of the cloister, to remove the thick veil from the eyes of Emilia, which she, while surrounded with the light and experience of the world, had permit­ted to cover them?
Poor deluded sister! thou art going blindly along in a way overspread with innumerable snares, and each succeeding step exposes thee more than the former! Forbear, forbear, I conjure you! Give yourself a moment's recollection. Examine your heart with impartiality. Strive, without prejudice, to answer the questions I shall propose for your consideration.
Whatever events may take place, you will never, never forget your generous husband. The re­membrance of his generosity can never be effaced from your memory. You had conceived for your husband much esteem, a lively gratitude, and re­spectful friendship; but, at present, what do you think, or what do you say concerning Bovile?
[Page]At present, for it will be more easy for you to judge by comparison—what do you at present think, or what do you say of young Dolerval? Whence proceed those enthusiastic eulogies you lavish upon him? What name shall we give to that species of enthusiasm with which he inspires you? In short, what else could you think, or what could you say more, if he had inspired you with what is called love? With love, my sister! the very word should make you tremble. Never­theless, you must not be too much discouraged at your situation. Methinks it is still in your power to return to your duty.
O Emilia! the dearest of sisters! methinks I be­hold the precipice before thee, and would fain turn thee from it! When, for the purpose of escaping it, I have recourse to thy wisdom and prudence, to that love of virtue which will inspire thee, I doubt not but thou wilt form the best resolutions. Provided the danger is not hidden, I shall feel easy. Feel easy! O, no! do not think so—I cannot feel so whilst I behold so many new sorrows added to those which already oppress my sister.
But what shall I say of this fatal passion of love? Was it designed to make wretched the whole hu­man race? Why should it delight in tormenting those hearts which should never feel its fatal power with a restless and anxious desire? As for you, my dear Emilia, you have probably known its effects too soon for your happiness; but it is, perhaps, for my eternal languor, that I have sworn never to know them. How strange is our destiny!

[Page]
LETTER LVIII. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
St. Cyr, August 6, 1782, noon.

MERCIFUL God! what a sudden ray of light thou hast thrown into the dark delu­sive road in which I walked with full confidence! Have not the cruel passions of others rendered my lot sufficiently deplorable? Must I be doomed to struggle with a criminal passion that has taken possession of my heart? Was it not enough for me to become an object of pity? And to complete my wretchedness, must I become an object of con­tempt? Oh, Bovile! most generous of husbands! my gratitude for thy benevolent deeds has so soon perished in my memory! The sentiment which thy virtues merited, and which was due from me, they did not obtain; but soon, ah, how soon was it given to a stranger! Alas! thy memory is already dishonored! whilst, as it were, upon thy tomb, scarcely closed, I am affected with a criminal pas­sion!
Conceive, my dear Celina, my excessive grief and surprise. This day, for the first time, I was made sensible of my ingratitude, not only towards my husband, but towards my sister. Whilst your ever affectionate and ever vigilant friendship watch­ed over me, my base egotism scarcely gave me time to remember you. Senseless mortal! I entertained you with nothing but my errors! So ungrateful I was that I forgot the sorrows of my sister! Since I have been at this place, I have not, to my remem­brance, [Page] addressed you with one word of consola­tion. How great then must be the power of that attachment, which, even in its commencement, has made me neglect my duty, offend my benefactors, and transfer to a single object, and an object till then a stranger, my entire affection! What resist­ance can I make against its all-powerful influence? What part shall I take? Whither shall I fly? And what, O! what will become of the wretched Emilia?

LETTER LIX. Emilia in continuation.
11 o'clock at night.

YOU will doubtless observe, Celina, by the date of this letter, that I retired to my apart­ment this evening sooner than usual. The reason is, because M. Dolerval has already gone, and my uncle sent me hither. I take advantage of this cir­cumstance to tell you some happy news. It seems to me that this morning I partook too much of your apprehensions. I am well convinced that I am far from loving the young man as much as we feared. The more I reflect upon it, the better I am con­vinced that, as yet, I have only yielded, in some measure, to the impression he strove to make upon my heart. I have rewarded his civility, his atten­tion and solicitude, with a grateful return, and this is all. But even in such a proceeding, I am sen­sible there might be some danger, and promise to be more cautious in future.
Lend an ear, my sister; you will, I hope, be [Page] satisfied with the motives which have enabled me to change my opinion, and give me more confi­dence in myself. For two days past, these gentle­men have had very lengthy, mysterious, and ani­mated conferences together. They speak in a low voice, move at a distance, and avoid me. This piece of unpoliteness at first seemed quite intoler­able; but soon afterwards I was still more surprised by their endless whispering. I perceived that they feared more and more to admit me into the secret of their conferences. They also afflicted me ex­ceedingly with a distrust that seemed quite uncivil. However, they at length returned, but were af­fected with a joy which they could not well dis­semble. These marks of indifference for my un­happy circumstances have not escaped my notice. They have done singing my favourite song, and now sing the following one, with which you are well acquainted: 
"Il faut attendre avec patience,
 "Le jour de demain est an biau jour:
 "Grande est, dit-on, la différence
 "Entre le mariage & l'amour," &c.

These proceedings were really impertinent; to substitute such a vulgar and, insignificant piece for my favourite one, which is so excellent, was not to be borne with. I cannot but be sensibly affronted at them; insomuch that if M. Dolerval should at­tempt to sing it now, I would oppose it with spirit. By this you can see, that none of his unpolite proceedings escape my notice; that I remark all his faults, and pardon none of his failings. But do you suppose any person could be so greatly affront­ed with one they love, and even for such trifles? Certainly not, and to convince you of it, I can [Page] sincerely declare that I am not in the least offend­ed with my uncle.
From this, my sister, is it not clear, that your anxiety misled us? I cannot, nor do I wish to deny that I have some friendship for him; but as for lov­ing him, I am certain that I do not. We were, indeed, like a couple of children. Can it seem even probable, that I was so suddenly infatuated? I hear a noise—in the parsonage! What, is my uncle not asleep? But, methinks, I hear—his voice. Why should he return at the hour which he—? Yes, 'tis his voice—Wait awhile, my sister, till I go and listen.
Yes, Celina, it is M. Dolerval. He said, "well, very well, I always go to the church."
"You shall not have to wait for me there," answered my uncle. But what is the meaning of all this? What are they going to do at church? I cannot tell, my sister, but I have a foresight of it that alarms me. What can I make of this strange combination of circumstances; those mysterious conversations, and the apparent satisfaction of M. Dolerval? And can I be at a loss when I recollect the song of this evening? How can it be possible! Wait, my sister, I will endeavour to go down without any noise—to listen. I wish to know— Heavens! how I tremble! I will return to my dear Celina in a moment.
O, what have I seen? What have I heard? Per­fidious man! O, wretched me! Ah, Celina, my hand trembles so that I cannot write—at present. To-morrow I will tell you all.

[Page]
LETTER LX. Emilia in continuation.
August 7, 8 o'clock morning.

NO—I cannot. I am as feeble and dejected as I was yesterday—out of a condition to undertake that cruel relation. During the whole night I never closed my eyes. Indeed, I do not love him; you may be assured that I do not. Cruel man! how he has deceived me! O un­grateful —. Pardon me, generous Bovile. Per­haps it is too true that I might have loved him— but it is a settled point that I never shall.—Be calm, my sister, for I determine, from henceforth, that I will only hate him. To-morrow, or, perhaps, some time to-day, I will tell you more.

LETTER LXI. Murville to Dolerval.
Brest, August 7, 1782.

BE comforted, my brother, I am not offended with you. The idle apostrophes with which you dishonor my just sentiments do no offend, though their greatly distress me. However short the time of my concern for you may be, I must pronounce you incurable. And how distressing it would be, if, at last, I should be obliged to sign [Page] an advertisement of friends, to confine you in the Petites Maisons!*
How? Dolerval is more anxious of knowing whether he is worthy of his mistress than any thing else! He wishes to feel an eternal flame in perpe­tual privation! O what a misfortune! Where the deuce did you get all this? It must be that you know Amadis and Astree by heart, and took it from that. That is the mischief of it! They ought never to put romances into the hands of such chil­dren as you; for, sooner or later, the reading of them will turn your brain. Thus it once fared with me. Being but a small boy, a devout pre­ceptor had made me, for some time, at morning and evening, meditate upon the life of the saints, and it had such an effect upon me, that I ran out into the fields with an intention of becoming a hermit.
To continue; the humble person is of an infe­rior class. Have I not guessed right? Let it be so. Do not fear I shall reprimand you; I know it has always been the custom. At Paris you will find the dowager coquettes, who lie in wait to procure the consolation of a young man fresh from the col­lege. And as soon as the novice appears, they fall upon him, and willing or unwilling, introduce him into the world. As for our provincial beauties of forty or fifty, they do not all of them have that happy instinct. They generally bestow on their chamber-maids the profits and privileges of such educations. You ought, therefore, in your first attempt, like adolescent Tourangeau, to try none but a subaltern. And you did very wrong, indeed, to accuse us, men of the world, of disdaining the little creatures. We never disdain them, provided [Page] they are sweet and handsome. Come then, don't be offended, I am willing to believe yours to be tolerably genteel. But where could you pick up this Phoenix of poor girls? Amongst the attendants of your sister? No, it cannot be; your female instructor is very cautious about having any around her but such as are ugly and old. It may be then a chamber-maid of the sub-delegate's wife, or one belonging to the lady of our grand counsel­lor of election; or rather, the one belonging to the large wife of the president of the salt granary: for the city of Tours swarms with women of every rank. You seemed to think your behaviour to­wards the women was becoming. I will not ac­knowledge to you in that point. You seem to be quite destitute of humanity; what will become of them when you slander them at such a rate? No­body will any longer take notice of them; and yet they may sometimes be as real objects of cha­rity, as the young and handsome.
It would suit me better, if this dear creature be­longed to my sister. You might then admire her with more convenience, and it would be easy for you to watch her more narrowly. For you must watch her, Dolerval, whatever you may think of it! Do every thing in your power to prevent the entrance of any sparkish fellow. Shut the door against those blades like the English Jockies, shin­ing with youth and beauty. Since they resemble Cupid as well as yourself, you have reason to be mightily afraid they will agree with you in making no account of birth and education: nor would I advise you to be less jealous of those large gentle­men, well built and alert, who, with one leap, can scale the highest walls: such would be able to rival you in natural advantages. Keep an equal [Page] distrust of those large gentlemen of the hotel, with plump round faces, continually fattened with chick­ens which they do not give gratis to their masters. However little service your mistress might have, Dolerval, a fellow man-servant, so highly fed as the one I have here given you a sketch of, would, with her, have great means of seduction. What enemies! what great and powerful enemies! Me­thinks I behold them in your absence surround this queen of the world, as she comes from turning her lady's buckle. They flatter this idol of your heart, and make her some pretty proposals of the anti­chamber. They idolize her, flatter and pursue her, with their worship, from the office even to the house-top. Take care of yourself, my brother, for in the rank you have so philosophically chosen the object of your tenderness, we cannot tell what rival you have most reason to fear: whether a Valmont of the kitchen, or a Lovelace of the stable.
Above all things, do not go and verbally stun the ears of your mistress with such a fine sermon as the one you sent me in manuscript. Did you show that composition of nonsense, love and mo­rality, to our sister? How must she, who is so proud of her innocence and your nullity, be charm­ed with it! But, patience! I cannot but hope you are going to escape her. Only be ready to get out of your leading strings, and you shall have a new preceptor, who shall give you lessons somewhat dif­ferent. You shall see what length of time your queen will be contented with your respectful exta­cies; whether she will always be pleased with be­ing an idol; whether she will always accommo­date herself with a lover who is willing to adore her, but has no desire of obtaining her. O truly! you pity me, do you? I shall keep your letter [Page] with care. I shall preserve it as a monument of human misery. Alas! Dolerval, what poor crea­tures we are!
Yet M. Dolerval terminates his letter by offer­ing me pardon, and on condition that I will be of his opinion! Ah, it is too plainly to be seen that you are captivated with some woman! Adieu, my brother.

LETTER LXII. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
St. Cyr, August 7, 1782, 2 o'clock P. M.

YOU will remember that I recognised the voice which I never heard without alarm. At the same instant, urged by an anxious desire of satisfying those sad suspicions which I feared to see confirmed, I left the letter which I had begun for you, and went softly out of my chamber, and with­out light. I soon came to that part of the stair­case from whence they proceed to go into the church, and stood upon the landing place. It was not the door of communication where I stood, for M. Sevin, in his precipitation, had neglected to shut it. But he was then scarcely in the church, and I believe he was upon the last step at the church door; I, therefore, stayed where I was, attentive and trembling. An ungrateful man endeavoured to let his voice be heard: "Come," said M. Do­lerval, "unite two lovers." And how could I, at that time, avoid having my curiosity most feelingly excited? The door which hid every object from [Page] me, yielded to the first motion I made to open it; and, through a narrow space which permitted me to perceive, and apparently without being perceived, I cast my eager looks into the enclosure of the tem­ple. There my eyes too plainly beheld the perfi­dious young man who so earnestly urged my uncle to the chapel, which was ornamented for the de­sign, where they waited for nothing but the mi­nister. The flambeaus of Hymen were lighted, and I saw a woman at the foot of the altar. Cruel woman! In the mean time I could not refrain from giving her a minute attention. And, shall I tell you, my sister; shall I tell you this new dream of a disordered imagination? Yes, Celina, you shall know all my weakness! Learn, then, another won­derful effect of that sentiment which holds domi­nion over me—of that allurement which, blinding me with perpetual illusions, fixes in my mind, wherever I am, the image of a man, whom it is desirable for my repose I might never have seen. This woman, in her happy impatience, turned her eyes towards her lover, who continued to hasten the minister, who seemed too slow for his wishes. Then it was, that a violent desire arose in my mind of learning the numerous advantages of her who was preferred to me. And I was led to believe, notwithstanding the considerable distance between us, that it was possible to distinguish the features of this stranger, which must be so captivating. And could you have believed it, Celina? Yes, I did in fact distinguish them! Lo! to my extreme confusion, I discovered, in the features of this wo­man, those of her lover! Yes, the more I fixed my afflicted eyes upon her, the more I was per­suaded that in her I beheld the lively resemblance [Page] of the unkind man, whom her beauty had stolen from me. I cannot tell why this seeming resem­blance augmented my distress. But true it was, that my sorrow increased with the idea of those charms possessed by my fortunate rival; true it was, that I should have felt less afflicted if I could have supposed her to be less beautiful.
At this time I stood struck with astonishment, and attacked with gloomy reflections: M. Doler­val spoke again, and seemingly to give me a fatal stroke, said, "Why do you delay? Come, com­plete her happiness and mine." "I only ask for a moment," answered my uncle: "you are ready to find fault with me; but when we are so hasty, something may be forgotten."
Saying this, he turned about to come back; so that I was obliged to fly to my apartment for fear of being discovered. But the more I hurried on the stairs in my embarrassing situation, the more I in­creased the difficulties of my speedy retreat. I was really on the second story, out of M. Sevin's view, when he came to the landing place I had just left. But I stood perfectly still at the door of my chamber, not daring to go in, lest, by making the least noise, I should be betrayed.
"Vain precaution!" said my uncle; "no, no; I was not deceived," (speaking in a manner as if he did not wish to be heard in the church), "some­body was there to disturb and espy us. Juliette, Juliette! What is the matter with you, that you are awake at this time of night? Go to sleep, my girl; go to sleep; and be careful never to mention what you have seen to-night. This marriage must remain a secret."
After saying this, he returned to the church▪ [Page] pulled the door after him, which, at this time, he endeavoured to have fast shut, and left me in un­speakable confusion.
It is my duty, however, to confess that the vex­ation I feel on account of being discovered, is the least of all my afflictions. Given up to the most painful reflections, I examine, with more faithful­ness, the deep wounds of my heart. There do I find that cruelly delusive passion in its full extent, which at present I could scarcely desire to disown, and, alas! too late deplore its fatal influence.
Although I cannot deny, Celina, that this cruel passion possessed my heart, you may be assured that its existence is at an end. Nor would I have you fear that it will ever revive. What! could I still love a perfidious man who transfers his affec­tions to another object? A seducer, who came to deceive me by the external appearance of an at­tachment, which seemed to be as animated as re­spectful? A traitor, who, in the gloom of night, goes to the foot of the altar, and takes upon him the irrevocable engagement of loving none but my rival? My rival! Ah, no! she is already the wife of M. Dolerval! Can the husband of another wo­man be any thing to me?—the husband of ano­ther!—O my sister!—Can it be possible?
It ought, in some measure, to calm my sorrows, to consider how much my uncle seems interested in consoling me. Excellent man! this morning he took every possible measure to prevent me from recollecting the error of last night. But at dinner, in spite or every struggle to disguise my heaviness of mind, it appeared again to such a degree, that he could not but remark it.
"What is the matter with you, Juliette?" said he, "you distress me. As for my own misfor­tunes, [Page] I shall always endeavour to bear them with­out complaining; but as for yours. I know they will be more than I can endure. Can the unhap­py state you are in be attributed to me? If so, I have undesignedly become very guilty. Whatever I can do to promote your welfare shall be done, and certainly you are not sensible how much it has cost me."—
Here I interrupted M. Sevin, for this was more than I could bear: "Dispense, I pray you, with the trouble of making me remember your kindness, for I am sensible of it in its full extent: I know that many others who might have spent much more of their money for me, would not have brought me under so great an obligation as you have."
"Why do you speak of money?" cried he. "Has that any reference to my meaning?" Seem­ing to be sensible he ought to proceed no farther, he moderated his voice, and said, "Well, if it contributes to your peace of mind, believe so. And since, in an unguarded moment, I was wanting in politeness, be kind enough to pardon me."
A little afterwards, whilst thinking on the events of last evening, I could not but weep. M. Sevin observing me, could not refrain from doing so him­self. "In the name of friendship, my dear girl, what is it that so troubles you?"
"Did you not," answered I, "unite to lovers last evening?"
"Yes, my niece, and I assure you it was not a pleasant office."
"O, it is all over then, he is married indeed!"
"What then; what if he was married?"
"If he was," cried I in despair, (covering my face with my hands) "it would be better for me never to see him again!" My uncle kept silence▪ [Page] but I urged him to explain himself with as much earnestness as if I needed to be better certified of my misfortune. The good Curate did not soon yield to my intreaties. As he walked about the room, I observed him to be in great agitation of mind. My good friend, for he well deserves that title, my generous friend and benefactor seemed to struggle in his mind with great irresolution. He doubtless feared the consequence of confirming me in the belief of what I so strongly suspected. At length, for a complete answer to my inquiries, he said, with a deep sigh, and an inflexion of voice, which was completely convincing, "Poor girl! poor girl!"
Then I considered that the time drew near when M. Dolerval was accustomed to visit us. Not­withstanding his audacious perfidy, I expected he would presume to visit us again. The pity which M. Sevin apparently felt for me, greatly renewed my courage.
"My uncle," said I, "permit me to retire to my chamber, and stay there during the whole evening."
"What, my niece, must I be so long deprived—?"
"Do not, I pray you, deny me that favour."
"That favour!" repeated he. "Why, I have told you before, and now tell you again, that your desires, whatever they may cost me, shall always be laws. Go then, my girl, and do not forget, that in my house you are absolute mistress of your time and actions."
After having thanked him, and being ready to retire, he bid me adieu, in a tone of tender com­passion which greatly affected me. I cannot but think, Celina, that my uncle also is tormented with some secret affliction; for I cannot believe that any [Page] except the unfortunate, can so well sympathize with such as themselves. However, as I was de­sirous of being alone, I ran to my apartment, and shut myself in. Here I am weeping and writing to my sister.

LETTER LXIII. Dolerval to Murville.
Tours, August 8, 1782, 11 o'clock A. M.

WITH what gaiety, my brother, do you vindicate your errors! and you can do it with impunity. For those pleasantries of yours, which have a reference to me alone, you may be assured, will leave on my mind no lasting impres­sion of resentment. But as to the indecent sar­casms with which you reproach a young woman so virtuous and engaging, I consider them as a species of impiety. Nevertheless, I feel, in some measure, disposed to pardon you; because I am certain that if you were better acquainted with the adorable niece of M. Sevin, you would no longer indulge yourself in thus reproaching her. What uncommon sense and judgment does she possess! What unusual qualities are united in her person! What a train of rare accomplishments! But I must leave you, to go and inquire whether she is well. Yesterday I had not the pleasure of seeing her. She was indisposed. Her uncle told me it was but a slight indisposition. But the anxiety I felt last night, deprived me of sleep. I shall feel restless till [Page] I have seen her again. I am now going thither in haste.
Noon.
O my brother, what a severe reverse of fortune! What have I done? By what crime towards her have I rendered myself so guilty? I went to M. Sevin's, and at a time when she did not expect me. Yet she did not discover that agreeable surprise which she has so often and so frankly manifested, when in my evening visits, I have frequently ar­rived there before the accustomed hour. Anxious of knowing how she did, I accosted her, and with earnestness inquired whether she had recovered?
"Recovered of what, Monsieur?" said she in­terrupting me.
"But I was speaking of your indisposition yes­terday."
"You was misinformed, Monsieur; you may depend upon it I was quite well."
"But what deprived us of the pleasure of seeing you?"
"The pleasure of seeing me, Monsieur, cannot be very great. Besides, I do not know that my uncle expected any body yesterday. For my part, I expected nobody, I assure you."
"What you tell me, Mademoiselle, is calculat­ed both to afflict and astonish me."
"To astonish you, Monsieur! Was it possible for you to suppose that your assiduities at this place were more pleasing to one than another?"
"Ah, what do I hear! I may very naturally consider that remark as a dreadful lesson for me, and one that I have not merited."
"Merited or not merited, Monsieur, you must learn to improve by it."
[Page]In the mean time, my friend was at work in his garden—surprised that I was coming away, instead of going to him, he came after me, and called me to return. I stopped a moment and informed him, that if my friendship had not become less desirable to him than formerly, and as the entrance of his house was forbidden me in future, I desired him to come and cultivate it at my own.
Then, without waiting for his answer, I went home, my brother, overwhelmed with confusion, and with feelings more desperate than I can de­scribe.

LETTER LXIV. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
August 9, 1782, 8 o'clock morning.

I THANK you, my dearest Celina, for the conso­lations of your letter; but I do not at present stand in need of them. I am much better—Learn then—M. Dolerval—I was deceived!—Attend, my sister. Yesterday I did myself so much vio­lence as to tell him I wished never to see him again; but so great an effort exhausted all my strength and resolution: so that I spent the rest of the day, and all the succeeding night, in tears. In the evening my uncle seemed to be much afflicted to see me so sorrowful, and much more so the morning after. "Poor creature!" said he, un­ceasingly, and at length fell into one of his pro­found reveries. He walked about in a hasty man­ner, with irresolution in his countenance, and [Page] seemed to be much dissatisfied with himself. And I thought I heard him, though indistinctly, say as follows: "My error has lasted too long already. This was a great cruelty! and to continue in it, would be a still greater perfidy!"
Then he instantly turned round, came to me precipitately, and with much force of expression he said, "Your sorrow is too cruel, it wounds me to the soul. Comfort yourself, my girl; wipe off your tears: he is not married."
Who? He? My uncle—Himself—Do you say that he is not?—repeat it, I pray you, repeat it. "I say he is not married, Juliette. You did not un­derstand my answer, yesterday. My answer, it is true, was equivocal, and I was to blame. My error was great indeed; but what can you expect from me, my niece? I am but a man, and as liable as any other to be subjected to the reign—Par­don me, and I beseech you take pity—"
Here my uncle inturrupted himself, and seemingly because he saw me turn pale, and ready to fall. At first I arose suddenly, and in my speech and ac­tions discovered some violence; but as I was soon sensible of great weakness, I was again forced to take my seat.
It must be, however, that M. Sevin supposed there was nothing alarming in my situation at that time, for instead of offering me any assistance, he left me precipitately; and, in fact, my weakness was not very grievous, and soon left me.
Here I waited awhile for my uncle, who did not return; and fearing he was offended, I went down into the garden to look for him. He was almost concealed in the most obscure part of the garden. There I saw him standing up, reclining his [Page] head upon his hands against a tree. His posture seemed to be that of a man deeply thoughtful; and he must have been extremely so; for without his either hearing or perceiving me, I came and stood very near him.
"Alas!" said he, "it was joy in the extreme."
"No, my uncle, it was the extreme of astonish­ment."
On hearing my voice he started in great surprise.
"Why do you not respect my solitude," said he. "Why do you follow me here to surprise—?"
I could not wait until he had finished, for I saw him in tears.
"But I should be unhappy, my uncle, if my joy proves a cause of sorrow to you!"
"No, no," answered he; (taking hold of my hand) "no, my girl: but, on the contrary, I shall be happy no longer than whilst you are so. As for my tears—do not regard them. And how can you determine the cause? Perhaps the plea­sure of seeing your grief at an end—and the hap­piness of comforting my young friend, who must be greatly afflicted."—
"Greatly afflicted, do you believe?"
"Come," continued he, "I must completely atone for my errors."
"And for mine also, my uncle."
"I will go to find him."—
"Will you go in a short time?"
"This morning."
"Presently?"
"Yes, I will go immediately, and tell him, on my part and yours."
"Wherefore on my part? Can you not have goodness enough to inform him that your niece is, [Page] at times, somewhat ill tempered; but that you would not, on account of her caprice, sacrifice a friendship?"—
"I understand you," interrupted he; "it be­longs to me to make reconciliation with Dolerval, not to Juliette. Do not, my girl, ever mention a word to him of what you saw on the night of day before yesterday. I must not, and cannot unveil the mystery of this clandestine marriage. Let it suffice you to know, that Dolerval was present at that time only as a witness. Believe me, when I now renew the assurances of its being true."
This conversation, the details of which I have almost minutely given you, has relieved my mind from a grievous oppression. It is incumbent upon me, at present, to go down, for my uncle is going away. I will not bid you adieu, my sister.
Noon.
I have seen him again, Celina, sooner than I could have desired, and at a moment when I least expected him. My uncle, it seemed to me, had been gone a long time, and I greatly wished for his return. Several times in my impatience, did I go from the yard into the garden, and back again into the yard, accusing M. Sevin of being extremely slow. After I had spent some time in this manner, not knowing any better method of shortening the time, I went into the house, and sat down at the piano. There were several pieces of music lying on the desk, and I endeavoured to play them: but as they were more lengthy than I wished, I quitted them, and returned very naturally to my favourite song, which I sung and accompanied my voice with the music. After I had finished it, "What a voice! what talents!" cried somebody.
[Page]Looking around, I saw, to my astonishment, that he stood listening at the door of the apartment, where, believing myself alone, I had given my voice its full scope. M. Sevin had made use of his key* without my hearing him. He brought M. Dolerval with him, who stood listening at the same time, struck with surprise, and, perhaps, I may say, with admiration. It seems strange, that, at this juncture, and considering the state of my mind, that I should have conducted so imprudently. No longer knowing where I was, or what I did, I rose up, went towards him, and observed that his countenance was changed. M. Sevin perceiving my over-sight, attempted to atone for it; but being too hasty, he succeeded no better than myself.
"Changed," cried he, "we are all changed, and let us cast off our resentment; let us speak of the brilliant wit of the discrete Juliette."
Here compliments were renewed. M. Sevin discovered much surprise, and reproached me, though in a gentle and courteous manner. But M. Dolerval was more surprised than he, and it seemed difficult for him to believe that the uncle was unacquainted with the talents of the niece. Both of them, however, urged me to begin again, and with as much earnestness as if they feared what they had seen to be only a dream. In this attempt I did not succeed so well as the former: perhaps by reason of my efforts to exceed it: be it as it may, there was a trembling in my hands and voice. My uncle remarked it with some uneasiness, and I can excuse him for it. But methinks M. Doler­val ought to be better satisfied. However, they mutually congratulated each other on the acquisition [Page] of a new assistant in music, by which means the happy moment would soon arrive when we should have frequent concerts. They even proposed making a party after dinner. M. Dolerval pro­mised to bring his master: and as to his sister, he said, in a few days he hoped it would be in her power to attend also: and then, without doubt, she would come, and without delay, to admire the talents, and, perhaps, participate in the success of a rival, well worthy of her attention.
I do not wish, my sister, to dissemble in any thing. The appearance of M. Dolerval, this morn­ing, was not according to my wishes. In his be­haviour, he seemed to show more indifference than reserve; and, in his air, more coldness than de­jection. He seemed less pleased on discovering such a desirable talent in me, than vexed with the idea of our having so long concealed it from him. And as he went away, I was convinced, by some ex­pressions he made in his parting compliments, that he still supposed my uncle combined with me in a design of deceiving him. What excessive injustice! I can hardly forgive him! We shall see this even­ing, whether he will then presume to entertain sus­picions which so much afflict me. Of this, I shall not fail to inform you, my sister. But of what consequence is it to you? And why should I be so stupid as to indulge my thoughts, and employ my­self in this manner? Ah! my dear Celina, once more vouchsafe to pardon Emilia. Perhaps you will be better pleased with the first letter she shall send you hereafter.

[Page]
LETTER LXV. Emilia in continuation.
August 11, 1782.

WHAT a stupid creature I am! In my an­swer of day before yesterday, I passed over in silence that article of your letter, which, more than any other, required explanation. I am of the same opinion as yourself. M. Sevin, I make no doubt, has conceived a fatal passion for your unfortunate sister. It seems also beyond a doubt, that jealousy, the most wretched of passions, has entered the heart of this man, which was equally inspired with benevolence and sensibility.
Yesterday we had a concert for the second time. And I must declare, that if it were possible for any thing to give me a distaste for music, it would have been the manner in which we performed our con­cert. As soon as M. Dolerval appeared, my uncle ran to him, and, to do him justice, gave him a favourable reception. But why does he not suf­fer me to treat the young man even with ordinary civility? Why does he scarcely give me time to address M. Dolerval with some of those questions of politeness which custom authorises, even amongst ordinary acquaintances? May we not, in fact, say, that every kind of conversation fatigues him when we have the company of a third person who can render it more agreeable? M. Sevin urges and tor­ments us. We are forced, in order to please him, to enter into the tedious quatuors. If the pieces are of that sort which he calls lively, and which I [Page] should call very tedious, the Curate performs his part not so ill. But it is far otherwise when we chance to light upon any of those pieces which are really interesting; full of soft, tender and affection­ate expressions. Then I enter perfectly into the spirit and measure of the piece, play it with more warmth, taste and precision! M. Dolerval, on his part, is animated and impassioned: for he is full of spirit and animation. But my uncle at once spoils the whole. And how can he follow the measure of the music, when his eyes are constantly fixed on his niece and his friend? In vain do we endeavour to continue; in vain does the attentive master call back the wanderer; M. Sevin will not understand any thing. The last evening, his mind was so greatly disturbed, that he hastily threw down his instrument at the risk of breaking it, ran into ano­ther apartment, and shut the door after him. He returned, indeed, but it was then too late: for no­body could prevail with him to take up the piece again which had been so cruelly interrupted. At such a time I could not but complain. Notwith­standing the smiles he affected, he seemed to be much confused and vexed at his misconduct. In this place, I will remark one circumstance which much afflicted me: both times, when he retired to his room, his eyes, on his return, were red and heavy. When he fled to his apartment, I make no doubt but he went there to weep alone.
It seems equally strange, and I declare it with still greater displeasure, that M. Dolerval no longer seems to have that tender interest he formerly had in the feelings of his friend, and which the unfor­tunate situation of M. Sevin seems always to re­quire. M. Dolerval, except in those rare and fleeting moments when music warms and enlivens [Page] him, and when (if I may be allowed the expres­sion) it carries him away from himself, still pre­sumes to continue the same indifferent and almost disdainful behaviour towards me, which the other day so much offended me. Why should the un­happiness of my uncle so soon weary the patience of his friend? And, though I might have done wrong in some instances, why should he yet feel indisposed to overlook any thing? Shall I tell you my opinion, Celina? Such a sudden change in his conduct has given me a variety of thoughts. That M. Sevin has become jealous and in love, every thing combines to prove; nor do I wish to doubt it any longer: but his own unhappiness, I believe, is not his only affliction. Is he not also afflicted as severely with some great anxiety on account of Juliette? Was it occasioned by a pity ill under­stood by me, on the day after that fatal night when I was so greatly oppressed with the weight of my sorrows, that my too generous uncle conceived it his duty to tell me a falsehood, cruelly officious, the fault of which he at present conceives to be dangerous for me? What can I think? Is the so much altered Dolerval married, or is he not? You will see that my suspicions are horrible. But re­move from my sight, Celina, if possible, all those objects of my jealousy which are every moment re­vived in my imagination. O, that temple! that altar! that woman who is ever in my memory▪ and whom I should know amidst a thousand others! Let me never see any more, the place which every day, and often several times in a day, I see, where the most deceitful of men hastened the steps of the minister! Above all things, let me never hear again those words of a sense so clear and terrible: "Why do you delay? Come, complete her hap­piness [Page] and mine." Does a mere witness of a mar­riage go to the altar with so much eagerness? Would one who was only a witness, hasten the priest with such urgent language? O what have I written! With what strange thoughts does my pleasing delusion invest me! Unhappy Emilia! Does it appertain to me, to inquire whether he is bound to another by indissoluble ties, or whether I have made any impression on his heart? Alas! I ought only to inquire what measures are most suit­able for shunning the miseries preparing for me by a dangerous passion, and in what manner I ought to resist it.
But, O Celina! do you think it practicable for me to execute that project which I sometimes thought of in despair, and which you could not propose but with trembling? Can I forthwith quit this retirement which protected me in my misfor­tunes; renounce this country life, for whose peace­ful pleasures I have conceived a strong attachment; abandon the worthy M. Sevin, who regarded not the increase of his indigence by supporting me; and, for the reward of his hospitality, leave him nothing but the remembrance of my ungrateful distrust? Would it be adviseable to fly a dear and dangerous enemy to my peace of mind, and run the risk again of falling by the sword of an assassin? Again commit my destiny to the chance of unhappy events; go from door to door, begging a shelter, and in the terror of a danger almost imaginary, since it is known, expose myself to a thousand dangers, perhaps inevitable, because it would be impossible to foresee them? No; ah, no! I cannot have courage to listen to the counsels of a fore­sight that would leave me to myself so wretched.

[Page]
LETTER LXVI. Murville to Dolerval.
Brest, August 10, 1782.

COME, M. Dolerval, I am forced to give you a great deal of pain! Must I be put to the necessity of surprising you with those confessions which it would be so desirable to obtain from you? Having so nearly gained my point, I owe you enormous thanks. How I rejoice to think you are likely to support the honor of the family! How then! You aspire to nothing less than meddling in the first place, with the dainty morsels of the church! Sweetly bewitched with your own hands! And at the expence of a dear friend! Is not this a glorious beginning? Now I acknowledge you to be of my own blood—Lo! this is the race of Murvilles!
But you have been so long possessed of a taste like a mere countryman, that I dare not flatter myself with being soon successful in giving you more noble inclinations. And have I not, my dear Dolerval, for once only, unfortunately expected too much from you? Is not this M. Sevin the late Curate of St. Cyr? This young man, whom you value so highly, and who loves you so su­premely, that he is to you a sort of Pylades.* A good-hearted fellow besides, who sighs unceasingly after the marriage of the priests. Ah, the cunning [Page] blade! I foretold him this, and very truly, that at some time or other, notwithstanding his scruples, he would end in having a niece!
But I will venture as much as you dare, that you do not know the greatness of the enterprise you are going to undertake. I will bet any thing you don't know what it is to be the niece of a Curate. And since I think you do not, I am de­termined to inform you, and that very minutely. I will not let slip this opportunity of showing you a little erudition, for I am desirous of gaining your esteem.
In former times, my brother, a long while ago, at a time when neither you, nor I, nor Curate Se­vin, were in the world, the primitive church did priests the honor of believing them to be men, and rendered them the justice of acknowledging them to be so; and, in consequence of this opinion, per­mitted any one of them who desired it, to choose a companion, whom he might, with all safety, call his wife; and permitted him, instead of pocket money, to bequeath to her annually an innocent creature, whom they could not call radically ille­gitimate. To their great misfortune, a council, and it was, if I mistake not, the council of Trent,* [Page] who, having in their own conceit, more know­ledge than any other, discovered that the priests were no part of the human race, and decided that they should abstain from mingling their sacred blood with the impure blood of a christian woman. [Page] Thus determined the sacred decree of the council; but nature, not being in every instance catholic, apostolical and Roman, has never inclined to sanc­tion this episcopal canon. Since that time, in order to avenge herself for this insult, she has forced many a bishop publicly to maintain a number of fine girls. And the poor curates, who dared not, like their superiors, to incur public censure, instead of having a wife, have, since the time just mention­ed, had a niece. About the same time, I suppose, in order to provide more conveniently for the mul­titudes of illegitimate children which continually proceeded from the bosom of the church, they in­vented friars, nuns and monasteries.
But you, my poor fellow, are going to interfere with an elect! Don't you know, hapless man, [Page] that the God of priests is a God of vengeance? Beware, beware that the good Curate does not excommunicate you, and in an instant order some officious demon to carry you away into the midst of his companions!
Don't say I have not warned you, my brother. Nevertheless, if you persist in your intention, learn of me the readiest means of finishing that adventure which may, perhaps, bring your condemnation with it. The well beloved of an ecclesiastic must have a devout soul: it will, therefore, be necessary to try the tempting things of Lombard-street.* Tempt her with dry sweetmeats, pastils, dainties, and little cakes. Be careful of adding to these, from time to time, the sugar-image of a Madona, or ra­ther of some well conditioned St. Christopher. As soon as you shall have prepared the way, by these acts of kindness, you must boldly endeavour to gain a private conference. She will not be back­ward, I'll assure you. Only be careful to under­stand the different sounds of the church bell. Do you hear that mournful tingling? It is for a poor christian, an hour of supreme importance; but for my lucky brother, the hour of a shepherd. This bell calls the dear uncle to the bed of a dying man; run, Dolerval, to the pillow of the niece. The Rev. Curate terrifies the poor dying person with the words of peace; but you, my brother, must strive, by less awkward addresses, not to affrighten the well and living person, whom it is desirable, at this urgent moment, should be converted by you. In short, while the unlucky priest uses, perhaps, fruitless endeavours to save a man from purgatory, [Page] make haste, my brother, to send a woman to para­dise. Thus, therefore, inasmuch as a paternal ex­cursion of the pastor will send a poor creature into the other world, an amorous incursion of my bro­ther will bring another into this. Wonder, in the mean time, at the great effects sometimes produced by the least causes. By means of these dainty pre­sents, you will repair all the ravages made in the parish, by the frightful garments of M. Sevin. In spite of his murderous gown, you will hinder the hamlet from being depopulated. And, in a little time, it will be acknowledged, on all hands, by the difference of your works, to be the very *provi­dence of the village. Go then, my good brother, and heartily set yourself about it! Begin to-mor­row.
In a few weeks I hope I shall be able to en­courage you with my presence. I have determin­ed on taking a journey to Paris, for the express purpose of watching over my unfaithful friend. That Mademoiselle de Terville, whom I cannot possibly forget, must be in the hands of Varmont; and I persist in believing she can be no where else. I could easily excuse you, my brother, for adoring such a beautiful girl as she. When I consider how the rustic moiety of a poor Curate has completely deranged you, I am sensible that for Mademoiselle de Terville you would have said and done a mul­titude of foolish things.
You may be assured, Dolerval, that I shall not [Page] come near Tours, without stopping at the house of Madame Florival for at least twenty-four hours. And we will go to the parsonage together, shall we not? I have a great curiosity for becoming ac­quainted with his pretty niece. Heavens! how surprised I shall be to behold in that place the Dulcinea of Don Quixotte! In hope and expecta­tion of that agreeable surprise, I bid you adieu. Remember, my friend, that I love both you and my sister.

END OF VOLUME II.



Notes
* Les rosses du canton.
 ↵
* This, in French, was Cul de sac apostolique. The term cul de sac, is used to signify a narrow street in a city, through which none can pass. Translator.
 ↵
* These were two eminent masters of music.
 ↵
* Fillete. This is used sometimes in a bad sense.
 ↵
* Written at Paris, July 11th, received at St. Cyr on the 14th, with this direction: "To Mademoiselle Juliette, at the house of the Curate of St. Cyr, near Tours." It seems that Emilia, on the 8th of July, sent all the letters together to the Post-office, which, for a long time, she had been writing for her sister. For we see by this answer, that Celina had re­ceived none of those letters in which Emilia makes mention of Dolerval.
 ↵
* Bouquet.
 ↵
* This air is said to be lost.
 ↵
* It has since appeared in the New-Year's Gift of Polyhym­nia, (les Etrennes de Polymnie) but with some alterations suitable to the occasion. It appears to have been a theft which M. Louvet supposed, at that time, he could commit with im­punity on M. Dolerval. But now it is all discovered!
 This is a note of the French editor, who humorously ac­cuses M. Louvet of theft, but only means to insinuate that M. Louvet was the author of the song which was published in the New-Year's Gift of Polyhymnia.

 ↵
* This is the name given to the Bedlam in Paris.
 ↵
* Passe-par-tout, a key that unlocks many doors.
 ↵
* A man remarkable for his faithful friendship to Orestes. They were two Greeks of ancient times.
 ↵
* He is mistaken indeed: his erudition is as superficial as that of young men at the time he mentions. The fact is this: No divine precept forbids, nor can forbid, the marriage of the priests. No divine law counteracts the sacred laws of nature. The Old Testament leaves to the ministers of the altar, the ex­ercise of all their faculties: and, in the new, Jesus Christ says nothing which has a tendency to diminish the rights of man. St. Paul also, one of his most zealous apostles, in his epistles to Titus and Timothy, orders the bishops to be chaste and continent, not only in celibacy, but even in marriage. Opor­tet episcopum esse unius uxoris verum, says he. A bishop must be the husband of one wife. Observe what he says: only one! In the three first centuries of the church, the bishops, who doubtless understood St. Paul, married also. Of this, I am willing to give you several instances. According to St. Jerome, whom we ought to believe, because a saint would not lie, Tertullian, when ready to give up the ghost, ex­horted his wife to continency. Some readers may suppose Tertullian to have been too much of an egotist: this is nothing to the purpose; all I wish you to remark is, that this great personage, jealous of his moiety even beyond the grave, had a moiety. You may also find he was not the only one. St. Cyprian severely reproves a married priest by the name of Novatus. Stay a little; he does not scold him for having a wife, for loving her exceedingly, nor for having too much caressed her; but quite the contrary, for having abused her ex­tremely, and in very critical circumstances. This Novatus, I am sorry to say, was a brutal man. But I am glad to find a saint, at that day, espousing the cause of a priest's wife, and that of his progeny.
 Let us now proceed to the dreadful councils. Unfortunate priests! it was that of Neosarea, held in 314, who first at­tempted, in some measure, to restrain your matrimonial facul­ties. They declared, in their tenth canon, that every deacon who should not, at the time of his ordination, have acknow­ledged his intentions as to providing himself with a companion, should▪ at any time thereafter, renounce the functions of wor­ship whenever he pretended to those of marriage. Eleven years afterwards, the too famous council of Nice ordered ce­libacy to every priest, without exception. In the following age came the infamous council of Orange, whose anti-natural wisdom deposed all men in orders who did not abstain from women. At length the excellent and righteous Pope Gregory VII. completed the work, and withdrew the sacred ministers from society and the human race.
 Towards the middle of the 12th century, Pope Celestin was, notwithstanding, obliged to send legates into Bohemia, to subject the ecclesiastics of that country to celibacy. Being staunch friends to matrimony, these ecclesiastics protested they could not endure a yoke which neither themselves nor their forefathers had ever been able to bear. They were, however, constrained to it; and I leave you to judge whether the tran­quillity of the laical husbands has not been injured in conse­quence of this constraint. I am for judging by comparison, and, for instance, would refer you to the good natured husbands of this country.
 After thirteen hundred years of barbarity, the voice of rea­son again endeavoured to be heard. Charles V. desired the council of Trent to restore the right of marrying to all the ec­clesiastics; but Pope Paul III. refused to consent to it. Whe­ther it was this Paul III. I cannot affirm, who being urged to declare the reasons of his aversion for the marriage of the priests, answered, the greatest reasons he had against it were, that the wives and children of the priests brought the riches of the church into danger. Excellent reason! But two years ago, it would have done tolerably well in this country. But at this day, when the church has no longer any temporal riches to preserve, why should they deny to its ministers the happiness of a lawful union? Humane and prudent legisla­tures! restore to the priests the privilege of marrying our daughters, if you desire in earnest that they may leave us the exclusive enjoyment of our wives.

 ↵
* Lombard-street, in Paris, is famous for the plenty and va­riety of cakes, sweetmeats, &c. sold there.
 ↵
* Murville, besides giving unbecoming advice to Dolerval, is, in several instances, quite profane. But it will be easily seen that he is not an example for imitation. The conduct of Do­lerval, in spurning the base counsels of his brother, and refusing to reply to this letter, is worthy of the highest praise. Translator.
 ↵
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Virtue alone has charms that never die.
 . . . . . . . . . . .
 Vice is a monster of such frightful mien,
 That to be hated needs but to be seen.
 POPE.
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EMILIA DE VARMONT.
LETTER LXVII. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
August 16, 1782, midnight.

IT is done! my fate is determined! never—never must I expect any more to find happiness upon earth. No, it would be in vain, in this transitory state, to seek for repose. In whatever tranquil abode peace chooses her residence, I need but make my appearance to expel her from thence. The ill fate which constantly pursues me, is attached to all persons who can, in any respect, be called my connections! Misfortune upon misfortune is en­tailed upon all persons having a regard for me, who dare, in any manner, to connect their des­tinies with mine! Such a person soon becomes the object of universal pity; by which means, my own lot becomes more deplorable.
Before I came hither to disturb M. Sevin's re­treat, it afforded him many enjoyments. But since my entrance into this once peaceful dwelling, its wretched master has ceased to be happy. From my aspect, tranquil pleasure has fled, and, perhaps, fled forever. My uncle can no longer attend to those domestic affairs, which formerly to him, were rather a recreation than labour. His garden [Page] is no longer cultivated; his favourite birds languish whilst expecting their usual nourishment. He seems to languish himself; he consumes—his youth, wasted by corroding cares; advances with rapidity to its end. His sacred duties, the most important offices of his ministry, have become insupportable. Even to the altar have I seen him bear his sad re­veries, his profound anxiety, his tears and despair.
And can you imagine, Celina, that I, the au­thor of so many evils, can remain an indifferent spectator of them? No; my heart, wounded with sorrow, is bereft of every consolation.
And, on the other hand, what have become of those greatest consolations which I once enjoyed? M. Dolerval, of late, has seemed quite as unhappy as my uncle: like him, he has an air of perpetual inquietude, and appears, at all times, to be pain­fully agitated. His countenance is greatly chang­ed; his pale, discoloured figure, has lost much of that native sweetness from which it derived its prin­cipal beauty, and has become the residence of cor­roding care. His eyes also, red and heavy, rarely discover their wonted vivacity; his voice is chang­ed and faltering. Sometimes, in extreme confu­sion, he appears desirous of entrusting us with a painful secret; but a certain strange and unac­countable distrust obliges him to desist. His only explanations consist of sighs, which he in vain endeavours to suppress.
And if M. Sevin is not afraid of this confidence, by what strange and incredible fatality does it hap­pen, that he endeavours, by all possible means, to prevent M. Dolerval from divulging it. I have already told you, I believe, that my uncle scarcely gives me time to perform the usual ceremonies of politeness to his friend. Music is not, at present▪ [Page] the subject which opposes our conversation: it is a book, which the Curate puts into M. Dolerval's hands as soon as he enters the house. And, O what a book! The author endeavours to prove, vile, personal interests to be the only motive of our actions; that, consequently, there are but few virtues on earth. For instance, no filial tender­ness; no brotherly affection; no faithful and dis­interested love; nor even so much as true friend­ship. And what if all this could be incontestably proved? Would it, even then, be attended with any good consequences to present before mankind this hideous picture of their deformity? For my part, I must declare that this detestable composi­tion tarnishes my soul, confounds and disgusts me, and leaves me in absolute despondency. And the chagrin of my uncle, must have wonderfully changed the natural goodness of his character, or he would not, at this time, be pleased with such a book, and persist in afflicting us with it every day. Do you not believe, Celina, that, were this dread­ful system once to be generally embraced, it would make us entirely detest human nature? No faith­ful nor disinterested love! Is it not, my sister, a most horrible thought?
Not even true friendship! If what I see in this place should much longer remain, I shall be tempted to believe in that odious principle myself. One of the two friends often forgets the respect and bene­volence due to the other: M. Sevin often speaks to the young man with ill-disguised impatience, and sometimes with a voice of intolerable severity. What surprises me still more, M. Dolerval, at times, gets out of humour himself. The other evening—no, Celina, it was yesterday—it seems to be several years ago—yesterday evening M. [Page] Dolerval seemed to be as much vexed with this book as myself; and, I must confess, cast it away a little abruptly; but, soon convinced of his un­becoming behaviour, he leaned upon the table, co­vered his face with his hands, and remained several minutes in this humiliating posture. His breast rose and fell with sudden and irregular motions, and, I must own, I felt much affected when I observed several tears between his fingers. My uncle, who remained a silent spectator, then arose, and, with a pitiful but inoffensive tone, said to his friend— "Consider, M. Dolerval, whether the strange figure we two make here must not be quite un­amusing to my niece."
"What your modesty permits you to advance only in a collective manner," answered the young man, "must, I am sensible, have reference to me alone. Ah! if I had so much fortitude as to re­main at home, and hide my weakness there, you would, doubtless, be better pleased. 'Tis out of dispute, that it would be more agreeable to you, if your friend, a silent witness of your good fortune, would never come here to empoison it with any inquietude."
"What excessive irony!" answered my uncle with severity. "Were I in your place, Dolerval, and should believe what you have presumed to say, I should, at least, endeavour to have so much gene­rosity as to exercise the courage you speak of."
"This," replied M. Dolerval in his turn, much agitated, "is the very advice I have, for a long time, expected; and, depend upon it, I shall, to the extent of my power, endeavour to follow it." He then rose to go away, but, stopping a moment to look at me once more, he uttered some expres­sions which my uncle considered as an outrage [Page] both upon Juliette and himself; but, to me, they appeared to have nothing in them but a strange ob­scurity in their meaning, which made me feel un­easy, but gave me no offence. "Assuredly, M. Sevin," said he, you cannot but be very happy in the possession of this young woman at your house; but never—and you wrest the declaration from me —never could I have thought that you also would have a niece."
Having said this, he suddenly left us. We have not seen him this evening; and, for twenty-four long hours, he has not been here.
He will, I perceive, preserve his resentment on account of this last quarrel; and my uncle, as much to blame as he, obstinately persists in finding an insult in those words which seemed purely inig­matical, and protests he will not go after him again. Alas! destitute even of true friendship! But how can my uncle be much to blame? What did the young man intend by visiting at our house? How strangely he has behaved here! and, if he is mar­ried, why should he come to disturb our tran­quillity? and, if he is not, with what can he be so much afflicted? and how can I, on his account, feel so much anxiety? We have not seen him during twenty-four long hours!
At last my eyes are opened—perhaps too late; but never will I close them again. That resolu­tion which seemed so cruel as to appear impracti­cable, is the most advisable one I can take. I must fly—I must go—no matter where, provided it be far, very far from this place, where my pre­sence makes every one miserable. A few more days as tedious and unhappy as the present, will give me a disposition and courage to undertake it. Indeed, I must forsake this asylum, so insecure [Page] against the entrance of passions, and very cautious shall I be about fixing upon any other, however secure it shall appear. For if I should, its peace­ful inhabitants would soon feel the baneful influ­ence of the star which pursues me and governs my fate. Yes, I am determined in this resolution. From village to village will I transfer my vagrant existence: I will tarry no longer in one place than is necessary for procuring, by labour, the support of one day; and the hours or my wretched idleness I will pass in the solitude of gloomy forests. Then will my lot become less deplorable; then shall I enjoy the miserable consolation of being alone, and weeping unheard. Ah! how completely I am alone at the present moment▪ We have not seen him during twenty-four long hours!

LETTER LXVIII. Emilia in continuation.
St. Cyr, August 17, 1782.

IN fact, I do not exist but to find, at every mo­ment, new matters of surprise. And, fortu­nately, they are sometimes of such a nature as to comfort and support me in my trials, and illumine my mind with a cheering ray of hope.
In the morning he came again betimes—but he came not alone—he was attended by —. No, my eyes did not deceive me! No; the resemblance between the young man and the lady I saw in the church was not a mere sport of my imagination. There is such a woman in reality! she has the [Page] same appearance which, at that time, I fancied she had: for, this day, as far as I could see her, I knew it was she. Too well do I remember at what time, at what place, and in what attitude I first beheld her. What! can her husband be so cruel as to bring her here to torment me? Perfidi­ous man!—he comes in this manner to insult my sorrows! My heart was ready to break, and was smitten with the most violent resentment. Imagine what joy succeeded this painful moment! M. Se­vin ran with every mark of lively satisfaction to meet our new visitant, and in his transport, he cried, "It is Madame—:" he called her by name, my sister. He called the name of one whom M. Dolerval indeed hold dear, but whom he may love without offending any other; one whom he has taught me to admire, by the many praises he has bestowed upon her; a mild, sensible and beneficent woman, in whom is united every virtue, and every grace! An accomplished woman! In short, no other than Madame Florival!
Now, my sister, all is explained. This is Ma­dame Florival. "Come, without delay! Come and unite two lovers! Complete her happiness and mine!" Truly he was impatient for the comple­tion of his Eleanor's vows. Excellent youth! His greatest happiness consists in promoting that of his sister. What satisfaction must she take in the possession of such a brother! And I also should feel proud if heaven had permitted—But I am bet­ter pleased that she enjoys that blessing! I am bet­ter pleased! She is unspeakably worthy of it.
Now it is out of dispute, that chance has re­vealed the secret of Madame Florival to me. M. Dolerval is free, himself! Free to love any one [Page] who has merit enough to please him. It was she who was married. I am rejoiced at it! She has well done! Since every thing requisite to render a brave man happy is united in her person, she has well done!
We entered into conversation with an ardour almost equal to affectation; yet it seemed to me of short continuance, and, if I may believe her, she did not think it long; nor did her brother, I be­lieve, think it longer than ourselves. During this interesting conversation, he unceasingly gazed up­on us, and with an air—an air impossible to de­scribe! When I spoke, he observed me, and listen­ed with as much attention as if his life depends on what I was going to say▪ and if I may so ex­press myself, he pursued every word as it proceed­ed from my lips to the countenance of his sister, to see what impression it made there. The attention of M. Dolerval was not, at first, free from a sort of strange anxiety; and I could not but be of­fended with it. Could he suppose I would not en­deavour to gain the good opinion of a person whom he so highly esteems, and to whose opinion I know he attaches the greatest importance? What reason has he to fear that I am incapable of gaining her benevolence? Whatever might have been the cause, it was necessary for my happiness that he should be satisfied much sooner. But you cannot form an idea of the satisfaction which shone on the countenance of M. Dolerval whenever Madame Florival honored Juliette with an obliging smile. When she first addressed me with a highly flatter­ing compliment, he seemed unable to contain him­self. And I cannot tell by what sympathetic re­semblance between the two persons, it happens [Page] that the brother fondly returns to the sister the caresses she kindly bestows on me. Twice has she embraced me, and twice has he kissed her hands.
Before leaving me, she lavishingly bestowed on me the warmest and highest praises. Then in a lower voice, and speaking in confidence to her brother, she said, "These, my brother, are the natural graces of innocence, modesty and candour itself; this is the charm of civility and innocence which comes from the heart, and is void of affec­tation." He answered in the same tone, "If so, I am very guilty."
Then my uncle, who seemed like me to give all his attention to this mysterious dialogue, said, with much force of expression, "Indeed you are! and an hundred times more so than you can imagine! Suspect my friendship, my own principles and con­duct, as much as you please, and I can overlook it; but her virtue, her modesty, so worthy of the highest respect! O young man, young man!"
"Pardon me, my friend," interrupted M. Doler­val, "pardon me. Be kind enough to obtain her pardon also▪ and you, Mademoiselle, will you not permit —" Here he was stopped by his sighs, and was ready to fall at my feet; but a look of his sister commanded his silence and forbearance.
On leaving me, Madame Florival desired my friendship. Excellent woman! What was there in me to make her desire it?
But, Celina, what is that insult for which M. Dolerval reproached himself with so much bitter­ness? Could there have been in those words he spake the other day, a hidden meaning which was injurious to my character? Well, since he will have it so, since he seems to acknowledge it, he has offended me. However, if his sister had not [Page] checked him, he would have cast himself at my feet! What discourse, after such a humiliation, could have been so criminal as to prevent my for­giveness? Oh! whatever has been his fault, it has been effaced by his tears!
It is, I think, almost needless to tell you we had no music, although, at first, there was some men­tion of it. This, on the part of M. Dolerval, was but a pretext for this visit. But the time would have failed us if it had been otherwise. I forgot to tell you, that during my conversation with Ma­dame Florival, my uncle appeared to have that calmness and satisfaction, which, for a long time, I have desired to find in him again. Certain it is, that this delightful evening has been too short for us all.

LETTER LXIX. Emilia in continuation.
August 18, 1782, 9 o'clock morning.

ANOTHER unhappy event has taken place. O my sister! must I be eternally unfortu­nate?
Just now, whilst M. Sevin was plunged into one of his usual reveries, a domestic brought him a bil­let. He read it immediately, and changing colour, he said, "Unfortunate Madame Florival! Poor Dolerval! Picard? Tell him I desire him to wait a little on my account. I am going directly to his house, and determine to embrace him before his departure!"
[Page]"Before his departure! my uncle?"
"Yes, my girl, before his departure."
"My uncle, pray shew me that letter."
"Impossible!"
"M. Sevin, let me have it, I conjure you!"
"What, the secrets of a friend?"
"Secrets! Do you think he has any secrets he would not reveal to me?"
"Cruel girl! what do you say?"
"My uncle, if I am dear to you —"
"Juliette, how can you doubt it?"
"I demand this testimony of it."
"In the name of friendship, I beg of you not to demand it."
"It is in the name of friendship that I require it."
"Well, young woman! take advantage of the deplorable condition in which you know me to be; accomplish my misery and disgrace; cause me to betray the confidence of a friend. What do I say? Compel me, hard hearted girl!—compel me to give you arms against myself!"
After this, I said no more; but seeing me over­whelmed with grief, "All conquering power of beauty!" cried he, "what mortal can be so desti­tute of feeling as to oppose your wishes?" Then he resigned the billet to me, which I transcribe with eyes full of tears.

[Page]
LETTER LXX. Dolerval to M. Sevin.
August 18, 1782.

JUDGE, my friend, whether I am not to be pitied. Imperious necessity compels me to quit those places which were every day endeared to me more and more. I am forced to leave Elea­nor in despair. Her husband, though an upright man, cannot escape the persecutions of the envious and evil minded. He did so much violence to his wishes as to leave the arms of his wife in four days after their marriage. A happy change of circum­stances seemed to require this sudden departure for the capital, and the very night he arrived there, he was plunged into the dungeon of the bastile. We have just now received this frightful intelligence. I must depart immediately, and, indispensably, for Versailles; there to remain long enough to take the necessary steps for relieving him, whilst the success of my undertaking is but too uncertain. How I am grieved for my poor unhappy sister!
My friend, I commit her to your tender care; and this deposit, so dear to my heart, is not the only one, nor the dearest with which you are in­trusted.
Do not, my friend, let it be known to your ex­cellent niece, that she has kindled a flame in my breast which will never be extinguished; that I as­pire to no greater happiness than that of obtaining her; that however great the price, I would wish to merit and purchase that happiness. Do not tell [Page] her this; for I have conducted in such a manner, as to justify your distrust, your resentment, and, perhaps, her enmity. But I desire you, at least, to assure her, that I should be tormented for having entertained such cruel suspicions against her, even after she might have goodness enough to forgive me. Adieu. O why must I depart without seeing her again! Adieu! Adieu!

LETTER LXXI. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
August 18, 1782, 10 o'clock evening.

M. SEVIN had not been gone a long time be­fore he returned, and M. Dolerval with him.
"Here, my niece," said M. Sevin, "I have brought him to you, so sensible of his faults, that he durst not come without your commands, and my permission."
"Mademoiselle," said the young man, "I go away in despair, since, by going, I must leave you. And will you, to render my misery complete, let me go, oppressed with the intolerable thought of being a victim to your too just resentment? Ah! I conjure you, by that tender pity we should feel, and exercise towards a person who has a deep and pain­ful sense of his errors, to permit me to hope, that I may, one day, obtain your pardon!"—Here his sighs stopped his voice. "Yes, yes, I pardon you, and return as soon as possible." The last words, which he did not require, escaped me undesignedly, [Page] and, immediately, he fell on his knees before me, and seizing one of my hands, he clasped it in his, and pressed it to his breast. Not a word then pro­ceeded from his mouth; but what words could be so expressive or energetic as his mild looks and eloquent silence? Is it not natural to suppose, that in this moment of surprise, I should have revealed my sentiments? Yet I am happy in being able to say that I did not; but I will dissemble no longer, nor will I hide any thing from you. My uncle cried out at the same instant, "How could I en­tertain the guilty and cruel project of hindering their loves, so full of innocence and tenderness? O Dolerval and Juliette, rejoice in the privilege of your lawful rights! Fortunate young people! Each of you, without being criminal, can love the other!"
The manner in which M. Sevin pronounced these words, suddenly brought to my mind an idea of the bitterness of his situation in beholding us to­gether, and observing the ardour of our sentiments. Then making, perhaps, a painful effort to free myself from the sort of infatuation which had taken hold of me, I told the young man to go away; and I, without waiting for him to obey me, flew from him myself▪
He stayed but a moment with his friend, and as he went away, he several times repeated, "It is for life!"
And I also, Celina, could not refrain from say­ing, "It is for life!"

[Page]
LETTER LXXII. Emilia in continuation.
August 27, 1782, 10 o'clock evening.

EIGHT long and painful days have glided away since his departure: and the unspeakable grief of his sister makes it but too evident that he will not soon return. If Madame Florival was not reserved for my comforter, I know not how I could endure this painful absence of her brother. We visit her almost every day. Beautiful and excellent woman! How often in seeing her, do I behold the features of her brother! It is not the resemblance of their beautiful figures alone, which so forcibly strikes my fancy▪ no, this amiable person is en­dowed with graces still more captivating. But they resemble each other much more in their engaging manners; in a voice full of pleasing softness, sensi­bility and benevolence. As soon as she sees me, she tells me, with an air of unspeakable satisfaction, that her brother makes mention of me in all his letters to her. But when, O when, will she be so kind as to show me her brother's letters? He is the continual subject of our conversation: for speaking of him, seems to be the only consolation his sister can enjoy. When I converse with her concern­ing her own sorrows, she is unable to make any reply, and her tears instantly flow without con­troul; mine are mingled with hers, and M. Se­vin—M. Sevin, alas! is the most unhappy of the three—he dares not complain! He cannot even weep!
[Page]Formerly he sought after and pursued me; now he avoids me. Every hour, the sacrifice of which is not imperiously commanded by his ill performed duties, he spends in the garden, in the gloomy grove, to which, for some time, he has had a great attachment. I can sometimes see him walking there until he can hardly stand, and, through fear of too much afflicting him, I dare not go to inter­rupt him, nor take him away from his strange re­veries. Until the present time, I have found but one mean of bringing him back to the house. Music still preserves over him an entire dominion. Experience, however, has taught me that the sounds of the piano alone are not sufficient to draw him; it becomes necessary to unite my voice with it. As soon as the harmony of sounds reach his solitude, he leaves it, and comes, as it were in­stinctively, to the door of my apartment, where he stands and listens, in a fixed and immoveable posture. There is, my sister, as I have lately ob­served, a great alteration in him. Those ariettas, so gay, which formerly pleased him more than any other airs, and which disgusted me extremely, at present, have but little effect upon him. There are none but plaintive sounds that can soften his grief. But as soon as I leave the instrument he returns to his solitary grove, and if I should wish him to retire precipitately, I need but sing one cou­plet of my favourite song, and the work is done.
But, in a little time, I found, to my vexation, that I could not have my accustomed success. In­stead of coming to the door of my apartment, my unhappy uncle had stopped under the window. Tired with long and fruitless trials, at length I went into the yard, where I found him reclining on a stone bench, in a sort of lethargic drowsi­ness. [Page] Judge what must have been his condition. When he awoke, he found himself too feeble to visit Madame Florival. He was but just able to draw himself from the yard to the fatal grove, where he returned to his former supine condition. Notwithstanding all the anxiety I felt, and all the pains I could take, I could not get him to the house till sun-set. When I presented him some nourish­ment, I thought proper to remind him, "that he had not taken any for almost twenty-four hours."
"What of that," said he, "if I am not hungry?"
"O my uncle, my dear uncle! would you then wish to die?"
"Why not, my girl, when one lives only to suffer?"
After this, he retired to his chamber. Still could I see he had a light. And, in the morning, if I should awake by break of day, I should find that M. Sevin had the start of me. I have every reason to believe that sleep seldom shortens his nights.
To present this frightful picture of his misery to you I am sensible is no more than my duty. There is no reason for hesitation; I must depart— without delay! How can I stay any longer in a house where I occasion the perpetual unhappiness of the most generous, most unfortunate of men? I must leave him My absence cannot occasion evils comparable to those which my residence in this place brings with it. Yet, what will become of me I know not: but longer I cannot stay. But what will the young man do if he should not find me at his return? Alas! he could not survive it! And, myself!—Ah, my sister, do I not injure my­self by encouraging a groundless hope? Do you believe Madame Florival would—? But whether she will receive or reject me, I must depart.

[Page]
LETTER LXXIII. Emilia in continuation.
Tours, August 28, 1782, noon.

THIS morning I arose very early. My uncle had already gone down. "What!" said he, "have you risen so early? You must then have foreseen that it was good to prolong this morning." Upon this, he proposed going into the garden. We walked about in it, and in every part except the grove. After this he desired me to water some flowers, and prop a honeysuckle; then he whistled for his darling birds, and called them together to receive my caresses. Not long afterwards, in compliance with his desire, we re­turned into the house, where I persuaded him to take breakfast with me, more easily than I expect­ed. After breakfast he urged me to sing: at length, when the clock struck nine, with great agitation of mind, he said, "It is time! Come, Juliette, it is time! We did not visit Madame Florival yester­day; will you be so kind as to carry her this let­ter?"
"Very readily, my uncle." Then I was go­ing, but he called me back.
"What! so fast! Alas! where were you run­ning? I ask for one moment, Juliette! But one moment."
"My uncle, I intended by my readiness to give you a proof—" He would not suffer me to finish my sentence, but, with a voice at once the most [Page] tender and affecting, "Juliette," said he, "adieu! adieu, my girl!"
"But, in a little time, I —."
"My niece," interrupted he, "the shortest jour­ney may occasion a long absence; do not, there­fore, refuse to bid me farewell."
"What do I hear? You frighten me! You have, I fear, contrived some fatal project against yourself!"
"Who? me, my girl? me? You are then but little acquainted with me still! I am able to be unhappy, Juliette; but never, never shall I be criminal. Be comforted, I shall live—Alas! I shall yet live!—You, however, dear and too amiable girl, go, carry this letter to your worthy friend, and—farewell forever!"
Then he fell into a chair. His countenance dis­covered symptoms of great alteration, and his trem­bling frame was seized with a convulsive motion.
"O my uncle! my uncle!"
"Let not my condition affrighten you," said he; "my eyes have, for a long time, been tearless. My tears are now ready to stifle me; they are seeking a passage: If I could weep, I should be saved. But, go away, my girl, go away then—I order you to do so, in the name of the greatest sacrifice of which a man can be capable; in the name of the sacrifice I must impose on myself."
"My uncle, my dear uncle, adieu!"
"Go, Juliette! charming girl, go! And if you ever deign to remember me, O, I conjure you! let it not be merely a compassionate remembrance. Juliette, let it be also what I have, perhaps, merit­ed; a remembrance of benevolence and esteem."
These last words melted me into a transport of compassion, which reached to the bottom of my [Page] soul, and which I could not moderate. My uncle reached forth his hand to take hold of mine; I took it in mine and pressed it to my lips, whilst a tear from my eyes fell upon it; then forced myself away from him precipitately, and, as I went across the yard, I still heard the sighs of this unfortunate man; and, as I shut the parsonage door after me, my ears were again saluted with an adieu. This, Ce­lina, was the last; but, should I live an hundred years longer, it would not forsake my remem­brance.
In a little time I arrived at Madame Florival's, with a confusion of mind beyond the power of de­scription. My spirits were not only agitated by what I had just seen and heard, but, by an anxious curiosity to know whether there were not some in­discrete demands, contained in the letter of which I was the bearer, and waited with the liveliest anx­iety, to see what effect the reading of it would pro­duce. She read it through, with the greatest ra­pidity, and most eager curiosity. Madame Flori­val, whilst reading it, discovered signs of surprise, sadness and joy. Then, instead of giving me any explanation, she took me by the hand, and con­ducted me into a neighbouring apartment.
"My dear Juliette," then said she, "this is the chamber which I hope you will please to occupy. In my house, I would have you consider yourself the absolute mistress of your time and employments▪ vouchsafe to become, in this place, my second self. Ah! if my consolations are needful for you, they are not more so than yours are for me!"
"Madame —"
"No, my friend," said she, embracing me, "do not call me so; my friend is the appellation I de­sire you to make use of."
[Page]"O, my friend!" answered I, "my generous friend, I am still ignorant of what he wrote you; but you—if you knew in what a dreadful condition I left him —."
"As to what he wrote me," answered she, "giving me the letter, you shall see for yourself. And, respecting the condition in which you left him, do not be concerned. He shall have the constant attendance of one of our domestics, who shall watch over him continually, and never leave him. I promise you, he shall have the best attention paid him. Dolerval and I have both the means and disposition for preventing his friend from ever be­ing in want. I will now leave you; you seem to stand in need of a little recollection; whenever it becomes inconvenient for you to be alone, you will know where to find me."
Having said this, she withdrew, leaving me in a deep and pleasing contemplation of the dignity and simplicity of the manner in which this celestial woman bestows her benefits.
I will not tell you, my dear Celina, how many tears I shed on reading the letter of my unfortunate uncle, but limit myself to sending a copy of it to you.
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LETTER LXXIV. M. Sevin to Madame Florival.
St. Cyr, August 28, 1782, 2 o'clock morning.

AT length the fatal hour is come. The sur­rounding darkness of the night is not so gloomy as that which begins to cloud my reason. My virtue, my too feeble virtue, begins to fail me. Perhaps in another day, I may lose the fruit of my painful resistance. Perhaps I may so far lose my senses, as to alarm her virtuous mind with a de­claration she ought never to hear. The fatal hour is come—It urges the cruel sacrifice—Nothing re­mains but separation. How it wounds and tor­tures my heart! Let a great misfortune spare me the pain of a still greater! and, since I must lose her forever, O that it might be without having of­fended her!
To you, Madame, appertains the honor of re­ceiving her. To your virtues is due the reward of being intrusted with the object of your brother's innocent love, and my culpable tenderness. Cul­pable! Ah, wherefore! Wherefore this differ­ence between the unfortunate Sevin, and the too fortunate Dolerval? From whence came those in­iquitous institutions by which I am deprived of those privileges which he is permitted to enjoy? By what miracle has it happened that I am not, like him, allowed to be a human being? What power binds on earth those faculties which heaven has be­stowed upon me, and of which it has given the lawful exercise? O, barbarous men! who, with­out [Page] blushing, have declared, that on the day I should become a priest, I must cease to love what God, in his bounty towards men, has created most beautiful and desirable; why did you not also or­dain, that on the same day I must never more have any ears capable of hearing, nor eyes of seeing— and, above all things, why did you not deprive me of a heart which is capable of sensation? But of what consequence is it to them, to give to us in particular, laws which are unjust, absurd, and impracticable? Are they not always above the law themselves? They make them for none but us— for us who would not be worthy of their notice, if they could not derive some advantage from our oppression—for us, vile, degenerate and despicable race—and, truly, despicable in the highest degree; because, in our abject stupidity, we conceive it somewhat honorable to obey them.
And should any of us feel a disposition for dis­obeying them, by what means could we free our­selves from the chains by which we are bound? As for me, unhappy mortal, what is reserved me but the human shape? What girl—what modest and virtuous girl, like her▪ could behold my out­ward dress, and suspect me of belonging to the hu­man race? And if, in the extremity of an idle hope, I had presumed to say, "Juliette, I must pos­sess you, and cannot live without you," would she not have instantly said, "Simple man, what a proposal is this! Look upon your gloomy habits; they are to me a continual sign of your reproba­tion; you wear your own mourning suit. Go, unhappy being! open the doors of Hymen's tem­ple to all who request it of you; but, as for your­self, you must never enter therein. In so doing, you would go to the altar with useless vows: for [Page] your God, since men have forbidden him, could never receive them."
Oh, how different would have been my circum­stances, had it been possible for me to go into some other profession (though reputed less honorable), in which I might have resumed the dignity of my being! Then, perhaps, too fortunate Dolerval, you would not have taken her from me! In such case, I might have dared to contend with you; with even you, the most amiable of men! But is not the most amiable, at the same time, the most sensible? And who, however, could have loved her so much as I could have adored her?—O hap­piness!—Supreme felicity! Then she might have become mine!—Then it would have been in her power to love me, and mine to obtain her!—O let's abandon this idea! It is dreadful! Insupport­able! It enkindles in my breast a flame which consumes me! My blood is all inflamed! I feel a heart-breaking! A despair!—What do I hear? All the south winds have burst their prisons!—The lightning cleaves the clouds!—The thunder roars! Withhold, avenging God! withhold thy dread­ful hand! I am running forth to meet thy fatal bolts, that thou mayest annihilate me!
Four o'clock morning.
How have I interrupted this letter? Who has transported me to the grove which I have just quit­ted? With what gloomy, oppressive sleep was I there surprised! And, O with what dreams was I suddenly assaulted! What, in short, is the condi­tion in which I have just been? Let's read again— The winds, lightning, thunder!—Alas! when I awoke there was an universal calm throughout na­ture: the storm was only in my heart.
[Page]Ah! for pity's sake remove this lovely girl, whose presence delights and distresses me; whose voice delights mine ears, and, at the same time, cruelly wounds my heart; whose very looks charm me, and inflame my soul with passion: this dangerous fair one, who speaks not a word which I do not retain, makes not a gesture which I do not applaud, not a motion which I do not admire; and whose every motion, every gesture, and every word diffu­ses through all my senses a mortal poison. Let her be removed! it is time she was snatched away, and perhaps already too late!
To your care, Madame, do I now commit her. Protect her in your turn. Is it not necessary, even for her security, that you should be acquainted with all the interest which her youth, most inhu­manly persecuted, is calculated to inspire? And, since an avowal of my own wretched condition has escaped me, she cannot but pardon me for re­vealing the secrets of her misfortunes, exempt from blame. I do not doubt what she has told me, and it would be criminal in me to disbelieve it; yet it must appear impossible to you, Madame, that there are now in being some monsters, in human shape, who hate and wish to destroy this master-piece of nature and education. Defend Juliette, in your turn, from their fury—Comfort and shield her from the iniquity of those who are unequalled in barbarity. Juliette, no!—she is not Juliette; nor the niece of poor Sevin. According to our preju­dices, heaven must have bestowed on her a noble origin; but whatever the history of her birth and parentage may prove, heaven has done her injus­tice in not placing her upon a throne. Tranquil in my retirement▪ I did not know there was a cre­ated human being so superior to all others. One [Page] day, at the rising light of the morning, she came hither; but the crimson morning dawn was less brilliant than herself; her lustre was superior to the brightest morning. She came, attended with all her graces, captivating in her terror, powerful in her distress and forlorn circumstances. She ap­peared, spoke, and whatever were her desires, they were granted. Unmindful of the consequences, I imagined myself supremely happy in receiving in­to my house this daughter of heaven. Ah! what presumption! I did not perceive, that though I might have defied nature when her voice alone was heard, that she was altogether irresistible when her power was augmented by the all-conquering power of beauty!
How dearly have I purchased this error of my self-confidence! And O how wonderful is the ex­travagance of my error! Notwithstanding what I have suffered, and though I might suffer still more, I should dread no approaching misfortune so greatly as an expectation of falling into my former indif­ference. All those sweet and painful sentiments which convey to the minds of mortals that passion which always holds dominion over the various pas­sions that it inspires▪ I have successively, and at the same time, nourished in all their plenitude. I have become acquainted with the growing confu­sion, modest embarrassment, timid reveries, affect­ing languors, virtuous sacrifices, and prudent cir­cumspection of love. I have experienced the pain­ful sweetness of those inward conflicts it raises in the mind; the soothing folly of its hopes, and the lively enchantment of its dreams. Alas! I have not, at all times, vanquished its powerful energy, its violent desires, nor its culpable projects. More especially have I, to my sorrow, experienced the [Page] effect of jealousy, that gnawing vulture, which I have an hundred times vanquished, and which has a thousand times reigned triumphant. O Dolerval! my friend, pardon me! You can and ought to do it. The exercise of clemency is easy to the pre­ferred rival. O fortunate Dolerval! whoever has merit enough to gain her affections, is most wor­thy of obtaining her. Possess her—render her hap­py—this is my most ardent and pleasing expecta­tion. The greatest consolation I shall enjoy, will be a hope and expectation of her felicity.
Tell her, Madame—no, do not tell her any thing. Put this letter—into her hands, I pray you. Alas! Juliette, when you shall read this letter, I shall be left alone in the world—absolutely alone! This abode shall never more be adorned with her presence. I shall lose her, and that forever! The unhappy Sevin will be ready to die with grief for the loss. Oh, Juliette! condescend to receive something by which you may remember me. Re­ceive this as a monument of my weakness, and the power of your charms. Deign to receive and pre­serve it. Juliette, it will bring to your remem­brance my unfortunate passion, of which you ought always to have been ignorant; but it will also unfold to you the sentiments of that profound respect, which I could not but always entertain for you; of that truly religious respect which your all-powerful virtues have commanded me to ob­serve, in resisting even such charms as yours.
As for me, when the assisting hand of time shall have healed the wounds of my heart, I shall invest myself with the sweetest recollections of past hap­piness; I shall often go into the garden where I have seen her labour and sport, active as the graces, nimble as the zephyr. There shall my feet often [Page] trace out the impression of her steps. The flowers she has cultivated I shall endeavour to render im­mortal. Her favourite amongst my birds, at pre­sent the one I most highly value, will easily learn to repeat her name. Sometimes I shall return from the garden and seat myself by the instrument which was agitated by her brilliant and active hands. There, with a listening ear, shall I still endeavour to hear the accents of the most enchanting of voices. But never, no, never shall I dare to profane, with a single look, the sanctuary where her nights have peacefully glided away.
Thus, in my retirement, every object around me will bring her to my remembrance, and her beauteous image will be imprest on my imagina­tion, till my latest breath.

LETTER LXXV. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Tours, September 10, 1782.

YOUR new troubles, my dearest Celina, most sensibly affect me! How I wish I could fly to Paris and render you all the consolation in my power! But a mother's hatred, and the barbarity of a brother, have forever separated me from you. Every day convinces me more and more, that of every act of injustice they exercised towards me, that of our separation was the most cruel. How can I forbear complaining myself, when every per­son, with whom I am connected, is surrounded with misfortunes? This woman, who numbers her [Page] days by her works of benevolence; who appears to live for no other purpose than seeking the unfortu­nate, and relieving their wants; whose chief em­ployment consists in promoting the felicity of all around her; who improves every opportunity of giving me new testimonies of her friendship; this woman is still the victim of misfortunes, which re­quire all her fortitude to sustain; and her brother does not return!
You will probably remember that I was at first surprised that Madame Florival did not interrogate me concerning my secrets, which were in part re­vealed in M. Sevin's letter. Afterwards I reflected upon the matter, and supposed it might be a neces­sary caution on her part; a point of delicacy which her circumstances imposed on her. For how could she require her friends to disclose the secrets of their heart, when she could not honor them with a dis­closure of her own? Every one believes her to be in widowhood; she continues to keep as a secret, the circumstance of her second marriage, believing me to be unacquainted with it. I do not attempt any measures calculated to make her discover her secret, nor shall I permit her to know that it has come to my knowledge. And since she thinks proper to deny me such a testimony of her confi­dence, I look upon her as the obliged person. But I am still deprived of the greatest consolation which my present situation could possibly give me, that of knowing what her brother says of me in the let­ters which every courier regularly brings. This, without doubt, is the reason why the time appears to be long, even in the society of this excellent wo­man.
This is not the only occasion of my feeling anx­ious and discontented. M. Sevin still continues in [Page] a disordered state of mind. His regret on account of our separation has thrown him into a languish­ing state, from which he will not soon recover. We send every morning to inquire after his health: my amiable friend goes thither every evening; and I, Celina, wait at home with impatience, till they return and inform me whether he is any better. You must be sensible that I cannot go thither my­self. Poor M. Sevin! Never must I visit him again!
When I thus behold every person who has a re­gard for me persecuted with misfortunes. I some­times say to myself, with bitter reflections, though without much foundation, that perhaps the gene­rous Bovile might still have been alive, if he had not too much lamented my fate. His destiny, I sometimes think, has been influenced by mine. Then I tremble, lest Madame Florival, so amiable and benevolent, may sooner or later repent that she ever knew me. O heavens! If any misfortune should happen to her brother!—My thoughts are so gloomy that a relation of them would only aug­ment your present afflictions. Adieu.

LETTER LXXVI. Emilia in continuation.
Tours, October 2, 1782.

MY dear Celina, congratulate your sister; he has been here during ten days: but, in fact, I at present stand in need of your pity; for, to-morrow he will leave us again.
[Page]In what a pleasing enchantment have glided those happy hours! How powerful are the passions of human nature, which can shorten time or prolong it at pleasure! While he was absent, hours were, seemingly, augmented to ages; on the contrary, ten days in his company, have lasted, as it were, but a moment.
But who can paint the charms of our employ­ments or recreations? Who can express the plea­sures of our conversation, and even of his silence? In his silence, what a pleasing expression is disco­verable! How eager are his cares, and how ten­der his attentions! And yet, what a respectful reserve in his discourse, and delicate moderation in his manners! Could you have believed, that since his return, he has not, in the least, declared to me the passion with which he is so manifestly inspired? It is true, his sister — Oh how she is idolized by him, and how he is beloved by her! And how tenderly, in appearance, do both of them regard me! His sister is continually with me, and could scarcely live without me. If he is but a short time from his Eleanor, he is uneasy till he finds her again. You may perceive by this that we are almost inseparable: insomuch, that I am sometimes ready to ask myself, whether the sister is not more tenderly attached to me than her brother, and whe­ther the brother has not more friendship for her than love for me. But I am persuaded he would not pursue his sister with so much ardour, if he did not know there was another person by whom she was always attended. Often have I heard him, when he has returned home warm with fatigue, inquire, as soon as he entered the house, "Picard! where is the young lady?" And, stopping short, [Page] turn to his sister and say, "Madame Florival, do me the pleasure of telling me where she is."
This tender union, which reigns equally and mu­tually between two persons, alike actuated by na­ture's chief affections, one would think, ought al­ways to seem an enchanting spectacle. Instead of this, it has often seized my heart with a most weighty affliction, by embittering, my dear Ce­lina, the regret of our eternal separation. Often, by a recollection still more dreadful, it penetrates my very soul with an inexpressible sentiment of horror and dread against —. Alas! can I never free myself from that dreadful remembrance? Shall I never be so happy as to forget my barbarous bro­ther?
Let us turn our attention another way; let us fix our thoughts on this interesting couple—this perfect model of fraternal love. How worthy is the young man of inspiring all the mild sentiments he experiences! And how greatly does Madame Florival merit his kind regard; who, much more by her examples than her precepts, has unfolded every amiable disposition of her brother!
This heavenly woman must always be a great gainer by being known. Whoever, by accident, or only at times, falls in her way, will not fail of being captivated with her talents and attractive qualities; but in the happiness of an intimate con­nection alone can any one know how to appre­ciate the value of her soul. Her mind is still more engaging than her person! And to what can we compare her genius, so well cultivated; and her person, favoured with so many natural graces; her personal dignity, and that sweet equality of temper, which her lasting grief has not altered; so well as [Page] to the excellent genius, amiable mind, and agree­able temper of her brother and pupil?
And do you not think he is equal to her in the qualities of his heart? But to-morrow, Celina, he is going to leave us. He seems to be much afflict­ed at the thoughts of it, and it is very evident from his behaviour, that he cannot bear to part with us. But still he does so much violence to his inclinations as to leave me! And wherefore? For the purpose of terminating the sorrows of his sister; or, per­haps, merely with a design of supporting her with dreams of pleasing hope.
If you would wish to know to what degree he extends his friendly conduct, I will tell you. He has brought with him a physician from Paris, for the purpose of attending my unhappy uncle. He now assures me that M. Sevin is out of danger. But he needs the greatest attention; and if he is not well attended, perhaps, after a few months of lan­guishment, the melancholy state he is in will car­ry him to his grave. Poor M. Sevin! where­fore did he ever know me? Or rather, why was he placed in a condition which is unsuitable for a man of sensibility? Poor unfortunate man!
His friend visits him every morning and evening, and often stays with him an hour, and sometimes longer. He always returns from the parsonage with a sad countenance and heavy heart. And I cannot but greatly esteem his commiseration and solicitude for the Curate, in which I take a share.
It seems fortunate that I can perceive him to be tormented with anxiety on another account; I say fortunate, because the extreme reserve which I so much admired in him, and which I must own af­fected me to a great degree, would, notwithstand­ing, become quite perplexing, were it not easy to [Page] perceive that he kept silence with great difficulty. Sometimes, after a few minutes of deep contem­plation and evident irresolution, led by an involun­tary transport, he seems ready to declare his hopes or fears. But Madame Florival, who has a power­ful ascendency over him, by one word, one gesture, or one forbidding look, immediately represses these violent emotions. She seems, in fact, like a power­ful divinity, who has the entire dominion of this young man's submissive and tractable soul, even in its most lively agitations.
But to-morrow he expects to leave us. To-morrow—we shall have a melancholy parting.

LETTER LXXVII. Emilia in continuation.
October 3, 1782, noon.

AH, how passionate were his parting words! I did not imagine what it was which ren­dered them most interesting.
He was going away almost in despair. And I, with a trembling voice, a heart ready to break with sighing, and eyes overflowing with tears, scarcely dared to express my wishes for his speedy return. But I had no sooner done so, than he suddenly came back, and coming precipitately towards us, he cast himself at my feet. His sister endeavoured to check this new and sudden transport.
"No, no," cried he, "I will resist my wishes no longer; I have suffered too much by my painful silence already." Then directing his discourse to [Page] me, he said, "I am extremely unhappy! The af­fection I have for you, this pure and lawful affec­tion, does not move you. You seem determined to continue a stranger. You obstinately persist in being known to us by no other name than Juliette. And you, my sister, oblige her to make herself known. Leave, Eleanor, that delicacy which de­stroys me. Begin by entrusting her with your se­crets—entrust her with them out of pity towards me!"
Madame Florival was about to speak, but I hastily prevented her.
"My friend," said I, "it would give me great satisfaction to be favoured with your confidence, and I should glory in showing myself worthy of it. But I must inform you beforehand, that it will not, in the least, incline me to make the explanations you require. You have, for a long time, seemed worthy of acquiring all my confidence; but the reason I have not disclosed my secrets to you, is because I am unfortunately doomed to retain them forever."
"My dear Juliette," answered she, "do not wait for me to justify my discretion: I will leave you to appreciate the motives of it yourself. There seems no longer to be any necessity of denying myself the consolation of such a friend as you: re­ceive, therefore, my confessions." Then she in­formed me of what she supposed I was ignorant; her second marriage, and the captivity of her hus­band. "This," added she, "is all I am permitted to tell you. I cannot reveal the name of my hus­band, nor the unhappy events which obliged him to live unknown, because these are secrets which I think belong to his discretion only. Would he have intrusted you with them, Dolerval, if he had [Page] supposed you would make no scruple of revealing them to the person you should love? This young lady, you say, is worthy of our entire confidence. Do not, I pray you, repeat such a dangerous ob­jection any more. There is no lover who would not tell you the same concerning the person of his choice. Thus the principle, however incontesta­ble it might be in itself, would be destroyed by a multitude of exceptions; by these means, friend­ship could have no secrets which love could not discover. Dolerval, I have often told you, and have lately had the sad experience of it, that when we would wish to perform painful duties, we should never allow ourselves to reason with them."
In the mean time her brother seemed not to hear her, for he was, apparently, in complete de­spair.
"Never," cried he pitifully, "never shall we know her history! Never shall I be able to obtain her! And the hope of a fortunate union, which supported—."
"You see," interrupted Madame Florival, clasping me in her arms, "the love he entertains for you. One word from you would greatly les­sen the severity of my misfortunes, because you would thereby begin the happiness of his life. It seems strange, that you cannot, like me, reveal such part of your history and misfortunes as re­spects you in particular! And since it is said to be possible for you to have enemies, you might, as to whatever concerned them, be silent."
What shall I tell you, Celina? Whether the reflections of Madame Florival inspired me with courage and hope, or whether the sight of her bro­ther, in so much unhappiness, was more than I could bear, I will not try to determine. Be it as [Page] it may, I could not forbear expressing myself in the following words:
"However fortunate the union you speak of may now appear, I am too well acquainted with you to believe you could well enjoy it while your sister remained unhappy. Go, Dolerval, labour to restore her the husband she adores. Make haste to procure his release from confinement. Then I shall see— you shall be informed of the greater part of my misfortunes—If it is possible I will tell you my name—and you shall then judge what means are sufficient to surmount the numerous ob­stacles —."
The impatience of his rapture was so great, that he could not permit me to finish my speech. His sister was loaded with caresses, and I with the most tender thanks; and then, to my surprise, he beg­ged permission to write to me.
"Directly?" said I, "no—no—well, let it be only once: at the moment when your brother-in-law shall be set at liberty! Let the joyful news be directed to me: let it be me who shall have the unspeakable satisfaction of informing my friend of this happy intelligence!—And you must endea­vour, Dolerval, to arrive as soon as your letter."
Scarcely had I done speaking when Madame Florival tenderly embraced me. And Dolerval, on receiving my hand, which his sister joined to his, shed tears of joy. And now the pressing time of departure had come: an hundred times did he en­deavour to go, and as many times did he return. At length he is gone—now we are left alone.

[Page]
LETTER LXXVIII. Dolerval to Murville.
Paris, November 21, 1782.

I BEGIN to flatter myself, Murville, that my long absence will soon be terminated. Soon, I trust, will it be in my power to learn you the ur­gent motives, and happy consequences of a jour­ney which has given you so much concern. As to my silence during several months, of which you so much complain, I must tell you that I supposed it to be my duty not to write to you till I should have nothing to fear from my indiscretion or your dangerous counsels: for you occasioned me to become very guilty towards the pretended niece of M. Sevin.
At length, the long wished for moment has come, when I can, without danger▪ disclose to you the secret joys of my heart. That angelic person, my brother, whom you treated with such injustice in your letters, was not M. Sevin's niece, in any sense of the word. During three months she has resided at the house of my sister, and, during that time, she has been the only consolation of Ma­dame Florival. And, according to present appear­ances, I shall go forthwith to Tours; I am going thither—.
Tell me, Murville; you can, towards the end of next week, most certainly, leave the duties of your station for a few days; can you not? You shall come to the house of our Eleanor, and a de­licious feast shall not be wanting, I assure you▪ [Page] How you will glory in having for a sister in-law, one of the most excellent amongst women! I here­with send you her portrait, which I have drawn from memory. It is, I confess, but an imperfect sketch. However, imperfect as it is, I take the greatest pleasure in multiplying copies of it. I have no less than three by me at present! Well, I con­sent to give one of them to you, and think it a great sacrifice.
Farewell, Murville. You will come to my marriage, will you not? You shall bear witness to the felicity of a brother! And, in all probabi­lity, you will find my sister as happy as myself. Adieu.

LETTER LXXIX. Murville to Varmont.
Brest, November 25, 1782, midnight.

VARMONT, I supposed you had committed an outrage upon Mademoiselle de Terville, for which reason, I was vexed at you in the highest degree: you supposed I was her obstinate and un­relenting guardian, and you was, therefore, as sul­len as a dunce. While the young woman thus perplexes us both, a third person, and an imperti­nent fellow, is amusing himself with her at our ex­pence. Since you have not had her after she es­caped from me, I can freely pardon you; and, as I do not keep her at present, I hope you will pardon me.
[Page]Would you advise me to go after her again? Her ill fate has thrown her into the arms of one of those modern celadons, who, whenever they find a woman of merit in their way, will make nothing of her but a wife! She would, I am sure, find her­self unspeakably more happy in being the mistress of such an amiable fellow as Murville! One thing prevents me from proceeding. Her intended is a man to whom I owe a great deal of respect. Well, so much the more reasonable would it be to hinder him from such a foolish proceeding. But what if I should play him some mischievous trick, and he should be grieved beyond measure? Poh! his grief would not be so romantic as to last him during life. But he is such a good hearted crea­ture, it would seem cruel to give him the least un­easiness. Well and good! But how perplexing will all this be to me!—Varmont, there is a great warfare within me. Tell me, my ancient oracle, tell me what you would do were you in my place? Do you understand me, Varmont? I say in my place. Don't be mistaken; I did not say in yours. To continue; as to your place, you are, I well know, capable of having less irresolu­tion, and fewer scruples than I am; for which reason I have thought proper not to inform you the place of her concealment: for, if I finally con­clude to let her remain where she is, I determine that you shall do the same. And if, on the con­trary, I should go there to recover her, I promise, this time, to keep her securely.
Farewell, Varmont. You must not be ill-na­tured, old friend. For my part, I embrace you with frankness; pray be kind enough to return me the compliment.

[Page]
LETTER LXXX. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Tours, December 7, 1782, noon.

THE long desired letter* has come, my sister. M. Dolerval himself will come—this even­ing. He will, as it were, restore his Eleanor to life! He will bring with him the husband she adores. Excellent woman! behold your sorrows at an end! How can I describe her sensations or my own? By what means can I acquire sufficient self-government to support, as I ought, my own happiness and that of a friend so dear? Adieu, my dear Celina, I must return to my friend, and con­verse with her about the two persons who are so impatiently expected.
11 o'clock at night.
O my sister, my sister! what a reverse! Now I am convinced (I can almost say), that heaven has created me for the express purpose of exhaust­ing its wrath upon me, and making me a tormentor of all my intimate acquaintances.
My friend measured the time by her impatience: the afternoon seemed endless. At length the rat­tling of a post-chaise startled us, and prepared us for the pleasure of their reception. This supposed stranger, whose return was probably hastened by [Page] my engagements with Dolerval, entered first; without perceiving me, he entered, for all his at­tention was fixed upon his wife, whom he pressed in his arms. For my part, alas! I saw him but too plainly; and too plainly do I behold him still! But I could not command my eyes from being im­moveably fixed upon him; not because it required a long examination to recognise him, for the more I beheld him, the more I asked myself, in deep amazement, whether I was really awake? Whe­ther the object before me was not a dear but de­lusive and persecuting phantom which troubled my fight? Whether it was not a delusion of my senses, proceeding from a dream at once pleasing and pain­ful? This brother-in-law spake to my friend; this brother-in-law, who was conducted hither by a young man who expected he should be able to ob­tain me: I listened attentively to all he said, and endeavoured to persuade myself that I did not dis­tinctly hear; but how was it possible to doubt any longer? His voice delighted my ears, while it wounded me to the soul! This husband, Celina, so dear to Madame Florival, is mine; it is the too benevolent, the too unfortunate Bovile!
In the mean time, his deliverer was at my feet; and while he expected to entertain me with nothing but his hopes, he was forced, by my behaviour, to witness in himself the keenest anxiety.
"Ought you," said he, "to be so much asto­nished at their mutual affection, as to turn all your attention towards them? Will you not condescend to look upon me also for one moment?" Scarcely had he finished the expression of his fears, than I gave him another cause of fear still more insup­portable. My strength suddenly forsook me; and, if he had not withholden me, I should have fallen. [Page] His cries turned the attention of his sister and bro­ther-in-law towards us. "Merciful God!" ex­claimed Bovile, "it is—it is the excess of her joy!"
For a short space I remained in that situation wherein a fainting person exercises no faculty but that of hearing. My amiable friend and her bro­ther used all possible means for bringing me to my senses. Bovile was not less earnest, nor less dili­gent than they: and while assisting me, he could not refrain from repeating his former exclamation, the true meaning of which was understood by none but me: "yes, it is—it is the excess of her joy!" "May I flatter myself," said his friend, "that this was the real cause?" Madame Florival affirmed, "it could be nothing else."
Bovile resumed and said:
"This, then, is the young lady of whom you so often spoke during our return!"
Dolerval answered, "that I was."
"Is her history still unknown to you?" said Bovile. "Are you yet unacquainted with her birth and parentage?"
"Exactly as I told you," replied Dolerval; "but she is about to make herself known; we shall be united; I am waiting for my reward; and where can there be a more fortunate lover!—Be­hold her, even in this languid state, how beautiful she appears!—See, see! she returns to life!"
I began, indeed, to recover the use of my senses. My unfortunate benefactor, whose approaching danger made him exercise his usual presence of mind, took hold of my hand and gently tapped it with his, as if he had no other intention than pro­moting my recovery; but doubtless with a design also of giving me to understand, by his discourse, [Page] that our critical situation required the most scrupu­lous attention.
"Dolerval," said he, raising his voice a little, "is it not possible you may have flattered yourself with a groundless hope? Since the young lady has kept secrets of this nature for such a length of time, perhaps she was compelled to do it by important considerations. Are you certain that circumstan­ces will now permit her to explain herself as soon as you can desire?"
"Yes," replied the young man, "I have her word for it: and what can be more sacred than the promises she has made me?"
Then, unable to restrain my first emotions of de­spair, I cried out, "Ah, Dolerval, what have you dared to say! How dreadful is the promise I made you!"
And, suddenly struck with a sense of the dangers which threatened Madame Florival, in a transport of compassion, I threw myself into her arms:
"Tremble, my dearest friend," said I, "trem­ble at the thought of learning my fatal history—it is dreadful!—for I am not the only one, nor the most to be pitied!"
Perhaps I should have continued, and perhaps betrayed myself, had not Bovile, by a penetrating and expressive look, implored my silence in behalf of his wife; and I was fully sensible that it was necessary, out of pity towards her, to hide the real cause of my distress.
And now, he whose tragical end I had deplored, stood in my presence. According to all appear­ances, it is evident, and more especially according to the virtuous character of Bovile, who is incapa­ble of perfidy, that the lover of Madame Florival [Page] admired her long before he was acquainted with me. When, to free me from the slavery of the cloister, he led me to the altar; the generous mor­tal not only made me the sacrifice of his fortune, but of his most tender inclinations, to which the advanced age of M. Florival left some hope. O that it were in my power, thought I, to fall at his feet and testify the gratitude, respect, and admira­tion I feel for his extraordinary virtues! In what an unfortunate place, however, do I find him, and in what trying circumstances! By how many wit­nesses I am surrounded! How many dear and ter­rifying witnesses, who will often bring me under the necessity of offending or deceiving them! Ne­ver was there a woman in a situation more difficult or deplorable! If I suffer the least evidence of my respectful attachment for Bovile to be discovered by my words or actions, I shall give equal asto­nishment and despair to the sister and brother. And shall I not be in danger of betraying my husband while striving to keep Madame Florival in the er­ror which preserves her life? Alas! is it not also necessary for me to encourage the hope of the young man; the pleasing hope to which I had voluntarily yielded, and which must never be gra­tified? But how can I calmly receive the assuran­ces of his affection without offending my husband, who is present to hear them?
My husband, do I say? He cannot be mine and at the same time that of Madame Florival. He has probably lost all right to Emilia, whom he will doubtless renounce! and yet this Emilia would be criminal if she should secretly entertain an af­fection for another. O Dolerval, Dolerval! our union will be impossible forever!
[Page]So many, and such painful thoughts do not tor­ment me without being manifested from time to time by external signs, which are distressing to my lover. I endeavour to comfort him by a kind de­ception. I tell him—yes, I can safely tell him, that he must not impute my anxiety to any thing but the painful struggles which I must naturally ex­perience, when I behold the moment approaching in which I must reveal all the horrors of my des­tiny. But Bovile, in this respect, more unfortu­nate than I, could have no reasonable pretext for his melancholy. His melancholy, do I say? It is necessary for him to affect transports of joy, while he is tortured with keen disquietude, and, appa­rently, in the agonies of despair. He seems, at some intervals, to be wanting in the courage re­quisite for his trying situation; his voice and coun­tenance often change in an equal degree, and he often seems to be affected with gloomy reveries. At first his wife appeared to feel no other emotion but of tender solicitude for his welfare.
"Have a little courage and patience my dear," cried she; "since they have restored you to liberty, they will doubtless restore you to honor."
But, notwithstanding all she can say, and what­ever efforts he makes to seem cheerful, she soon beholds him again in the same pensive mood as be­fore. Then she becomes anxious and afflicted for herself: "Alas!" said she, "are you now more unhappy than when you returned from Cadiz; or have I become less dear to you than formerly?"
"Ah!" replied he, "if it was possible not to love you at all, my lot would, perhaps, appear less —; perhaps it would appear more supportable."
Madame Florival was still more alarmed by this [Page] reply, which her husband refused to explain, and which I could easily understand.
What more, my sister, shall I tell you concern­ing this evening; one of the most trying I have ex­perienced during my life? Bovile seemed to desire an opportunity of speaking with me in private; and I was desirous of obtaining his counsels and assist­ance in this critical situation; but there were no means of obtaining them: for Madame Florival, sometimes calm, and sometimes agitated; now con­tented, and then grieved, had not left her husband for a moment: And, on the other hand, the young man, continually seated near me, at first infatuated with flattering hopes, seemed now to regard me with increasing anxiety. Has my refusal to make the expected explanations given him more lively chagrin, or has he artfully taken it upon him to appear anxious and offended, in order to compel me to a disclosure of my secrets? All I can tell you is, that he urged me, with great ardour, to make myself known. But it was with a tone of voice which wounded true love, by a strange dis­trust, which, methinks, would never take place if true love is founded entirely upon esteem. And just now, as I was about to retire, he said, with great force of expression, "Why should it seem painful to you to make those declarations which you still deny me and continually defer? Calum­niated and persecuted innocence no longer appears interesting; we ought never to blush at our mis­fortunes; there is nothing but vice which can in­cur disgrace. Indeed, if I could believe for one moment, that vice had possessed the incredible power of sullying, in the least degree, the purity of your mind, I should ever afterwards despair of finding true virtue."
[Page]These suspicions, which he so poorly disguised, were rewarded by my silence. And now, my sister, I have returned to my apartment, where I shall no longer expect to find repose.

LETTER LXXXI. Emilia in continuation.
December 8, 1782, 6 o'clock evening.

THIS morning I could not refuse my attend­ance at breakfast. Madame Florival was far from appearing tranquil; Bovile had an air of pensive melancholy, and M. Dolerval soon re­newed his solicitations with an ardour which greatly affected me. For all his behaviour was attended with a respectful delicacy, which, from what I heard from him last evening, was quite unexpect­ed. It was, however, to view it in its true light, an additional affliction to your unfortunate sister. What a culpable propensity is this, which makes me derive satisfaction from the respectful love of this young man, whom I am compelled to deceive by false promises! And how cruel it is to continue in pleasing him whom I am not permitted to love! It seemed, in my desperation, that I should end in making myself known, when Bovile, apparently designing to fortify my mind with different resolu­tions, turned to Madame Florival, and said, "As we are agreed in it, I will now give your amiable friend a relation of my fatal adventures as far as she is unacquainted."
Then he informed me that "his name was Bo­vile; [Page] that in the latter part of the year 1775, he, for the first time, saw Mademoiselle de Sancerre, now Madame Florival, and no sooner beheld than he admired her; and when he found it was not in his power to obtain her, in order to lessen the weight of his misfortunes, he followed the seas; that M. de Varmont, a celebrated naviga­tor, had advanced him, placed him in the royal navy, and supported him there; after the death of his benefactor he went to Paris, where he saw the youngest daughter of his friend, whom he married, to prevent her from being imprisoned in a convent."
In this place, Celina, I could not resist my de­sire of interrupting his rapid recital.
"Ah! Monsieur, how much esteem and grati­tude are due to you from that young woman!"
"She is no more," cried he!
"Is she no more? Alas! it must be so, since you have married this lady."
Then he related how "his Emilia had perished in a ship which was destroyed by fire; how, in a few days afterwards, his perfidious companions in arms, forsook him near the Islands of the Azores, in a naval engagement with the English. My fri­gate," continued he, "was sunk; I swam upon the wide world of waters, but did not despair. Fortune seconded my struggles, and at length I was saved by getting upon a rock. During three days I was supported by the shell-fish and herbs which grew thereon. About noon, on the fourth day, I was kindly taken on board a Spanish ship, bound from Terceira to Cadiz. Too well acquainted with the injustice of mankind, who are always in­clined to condemn the unfortunate, I assumed a false name. At this time, heaven seemed ready to reward me for my former reverses of fortune. Soon [Page] after landing at Cadiz, I received a letter from Do­lerval, which informed me that his sister, having lost her husband, was at liberty. It was not long before I found means of returning to France, and, without delay, I came to this house for an asylum, and the recompence of my hard fortune. In the mean time, how could I obtain it? How contract a second marriage? Although there was a natural certainty in the death of Emilia, it could not be proved by any legal evidence; and, in such cases, our laws oblige a surviving husband to live single. I proposed a mean of securing my happiness, which I believed would injure no person in the world; a mean which seemed to bring no inconvenience with it. This proposal seemed, in the opinion of Madame Florival, the most adviseable. We went with confidence to the altar, and I was married by the false name which my unfavourable circum­stances obliged me to assume. It was on the night of —." "The 7th of August," interrupted I! "I shall long remember that night!—for my friend has often repeated the date."
"I acknowledge it," answered Madame Flori­val, pressing my hand in her own; "I acknow­ledge that I have often recollected that night with a mixture of pleasure and pain. You see how dangerous it is for persons to compound with their duty; at that aera, for the first time in my life, I presumed to do it, and now I am punished for it in a most unfortunate union. A continual fear empoisons all its enjoyments; and though my fear seems without foundation, yet it incessantly revives in my mind. Alas! this, perhaps, is a foresight!"
"Methinks I understand you," interrupted I; "you tremble lest his first wife, saved by some miracle, may one day come again, and —."
[Page]"I should certainly die," cried she pitifully.
"It is impossible," said her brother, with a per­suasive and consoling voice."
"Impossible!" said Bovile, regarding me with a look of supplication.
And I also, Celina, moved with terror and pity, said, "It is impossible."
Bovile, much encouraged by this conversation, continued, "These were, and still are, my inten­tions. As soon as more favourable circumstances would permit me to request a review of the iniqui­tous prosecution which disgraced my memory, I determined to appear in the presence of my ene­mies, and let them know I was still living. After this, I determined, without delay, to resort to my mistress, and marry her by my assumed name; by which I purposed to go into some obscure village, and spend my days with her there. But we had not been united more than five days before a re­port was circulated that M. de * * * *, minister of the marine, my personal enemy, had been dis­placed for an intrigue. I hastened to Paris, but found, on my arrival, it was a false report. I can­not tell what base courtisan of my powerful ene­my informed him of my existence and arrival at the capital—but, in the midst of the night follow­ing, I was dragged away from my lodgings, and plunged into the gulph of ministerial vengeance. You are acquainted," continued he, "with the rest, excepting that my wife is now entering the fifth month of her pregnancy."
The last words of Bovile gave much satisfaction to M. Dolerval. "Now," said he to his sister, "your ties have, if possible, become more sacred and dear."
Well might he say more sacred and dear! And [Page] it is evident that Bovile mentioned this circum­stance to convince me, that out of pity to a mother as well as a wife, I ought to spread a religious veil over my fearful story. Of this he may be assured! However painful to me it may often appear, I shall be silent; to the urgent entreaties of this young man, I shall turn a deaf ear; I shall reject his earnest solicitations; support the weight of his reproaches, and, without being overcome, I shall behold his tears flow, and, in appearance, witness his despair with calm fortitude: happy shall I be to preserve (even at the expence of his happiness and mine) the life of his sister, who is not only my friend, but an unfortunate mother, and the wife of my benefactor.
M. Dolerval, however, who cannot imagine how much I am to be pitied, if it was possible for me to declare it, still accuses me of egotism, cruelty and insensibility. "Besides," says he continually, "you have promised me." And Madame Florival joins her brother in trying to persuade me to a ful­filment of my engagements. O thoughtless and unhappy woman! let her tremble lest I should not always have sufficient fortitude to keep those se­crets she urges me to reveal!
And now the unkind young man abuses me again. He repeats those cruel expressions which so afflicted and offended me last evening: "Per­secuted innocence appears more interesting than before. Do you understand me, young woman, or do you determine not to understand?" Then he continued and said, "We ought never to blush at our misfortunes: there is nothing but vice which can incur disgrace."
Fortunately he stopped here. Fortunately he did me so much justice, or still entertained so much [Page] respect for my character, as not to make again the last and severest reflection which I remember to have heard yesterday evening with too little impa­tience."
But what can be the meaning of those words, which he pleases to repeat when I have wearied his persevering importunity, and which he repeats with a sort of mysterious affectation; in which, methinks, I perceive a strange mixture of threaten­ings and fear, confidence and jealous inquietude, presumption and respect? What can be his mean­ing? I determine to know before long. Perhaps M. Dolerval will condescend to explain himself more clearly!
To continue; I have just had a very tender and trying interview with Bovile. He supposed he had found a favourable moment to warn me, with a low voice, that he was going to wait for me in the garden, and thought he should not be perceived. Yet I cannot but tremble lest his wife might have remarked our whispering: although she was look­ing another way, she had her eyes fixed upon the glass, and in an emotion of surprise, she looked round, and seemed, with difficulty, to suppress her anxiety. Out of prudence, I thought best to wait almost half an hour, and fearing Bovile might be out of patience, I made a pretence of retiring to my apartment, where you may suppose I did not make a long stay.
He began the conversation by acknowledging and asking pardon for the crime he conceived him­self guilty of towards his first wife; then, by the tender commiseration natural to benevolent minds, he conjured me to leave Madame Florival in the error, which alone could secure the mother and child from certain death. Afterwards, without [Page] giving me any surprise, but some embarrassment, he protested, in a very respectful and obliging man­ner, that I ought to feel perfectly easy on his ac­count, because the present husband of Eleanor had lost all right to Emilia: and I could not but blush exceedingly when he told me I was to be pitied in being still under the necessity of encouraging the love of the young man, who was, in the highest degree, amiable. Then he desired me to inform him by what series of wonderful events, I was saved at Brest and conducted to Tours. I briefly informed him, my dear Celina, of every important circumstance, except the crimes of that monster of whom I could now be easily avenged, and for whose repentance I daily implore the boundless mercy of a sin-pardoning God.
Bovile, all attentive to the relation of my story, remarked with fear, "that Murville, being the friend of Varmont, would occasion Madame Flo­rival to be in continual danger of discovering my name and history: and Murville," added he, "is perhaps, a worse subject than you are aware of; for (permit me to tell it you) your brother can­not but strangely corrupt all those who keep his company."
He was going to ask me but one question more, for we desired more than any thing else, to confer on the most adviseable measures for warding off the dangers which threatened Eleanor; but Bovile observed his brother-in-law coming directly after us, and we were obliged to change the conversa­tion. After joining us, M. Dolerval accosted us with congratulations on the great courage we were favoured with, which enabled us, notwithstanding the winds and cold air, to continue our walk so long; and when we returned to the house, Ma­dame [Page] Florival ironically told me, she supposed I was all this time in my apartment.
In order to support, during the remainder of the evening, the desperate spectacle of the ill-disguised chagrin of the sister and brother, it was incumbent on me to exercise complete self-government. Pity me, O Celina, pity me! for the portion of evils allotted me is already more than I can bear! But if this did not excite your surprise, you would only need, in order to have it excited, to consider, for one moment, the situation of your sister, in all its aggravating circumstances, whilst surrounded with the dearest objects of her affection. The portion of sorrow, which every day becomes more insup­portable, and which I am necessitated to distribute to each of them, must, ere long, become intoler­ably severe. And yet they, together, will have to support but the lightest part of the burden, whilst the feeble Emilia is the object on whom its enor­mous weight must fall. O! what would become of me, if, whilst I am continually obliged to exer­cise dissimulation to hide from them my burden­some reflections or distractive anxiety; what, I say, would become of me, if I were not favoured with the privilege of communication with you, to give you the complete history of my misfortunes?

[Page]
LETTER LXXXII. Emilia in continuation.
Tours, December 10, 1782.

HOW afflicting it is to give pain to persons whom we esteem and tenderly love! and how cruel to endure their displeasure! Madame Florival already begins to diminish her affection for Juliette, whom lately she held so dear; and I believe the unkind Dolerval will end in hating me.
In his moments of impatience, which are more frequent than they were formerly, he continues to repeat those phrases which he has often said before, and which still seem inigmatical; and you cannot conceive to what degree I am wearied with his un­just behaviour. You cannot imagine what I en­dure when he pursues Juliette and his friend with inquisitive glances of jealousy! And if, in an in­stant afterwards, he turns away from us to hide the tears which overflow his face, then how much severer are my trials, how much greater is my un­happiness!
And when I behold the interesting Madame Flo­rival, so mild and so timid in the jealous agitations of her mind, cast her anxious eyes, by stealth, up­on Bovile and me, what hinders me from flying to her arms, and, for an immediate justification of my conduct, pressing her to my bosom, and making myself known? What hinders me from it, if it be not the dreadful certainty that I cannot comfort her as a lover and friend, without throwing her into despair as a mother and wife?
[Page]What most distresses both of them is my fre­quent walks with Bovile. But we should not so often walk into the garden, or rather we should soon  [...]  [...]o walk there at all, if they only had patience sometimes to leave us there undisturbed. Whenever Bovile and I, after several vain attempts, have succeeded in escaping and meeting there, M. Dolerval immediately follows. Yesterday, as in the evening before, he accosted us with ironical eulogies, on our invincible courage, which enabled us to endure the intemperature of the air. To-day it is quite otherwise; for we several times surprised him, to appearance, listening to what we said. From the moment he perceives us, he pursues; but he regulates his steps in such a manner, that we keep before him; and when he draws near, he ad­vances with slower steps and without noise. In this situation he is obliged to join us; for, whenever he approaches near, we slacken our pace without affectation. Thus forced to come up with us, he does it, but without speaking a single word. He appears to be afraid he shall not govern his expres­sions as he ought; he only keeps at my side, regu­lates his steps according to ours, and, in this man­ner, continues to accompany us until he has con­strained us to return to the house.
This evening, however, they have left us toge­ther almost an hour, and we have come to an im­portant resolution. The resolution necessary for me to take is very painful, and more so than I dared to acknowledge to Bovile. He has con­sented, by my persuasions, whenever an opportu­nity offers, to conduct me to whatever convent he shall think most eligible. This I have done for the repose of his Eleanor, and, perhaps, it may be for that of the young man; but never will it prove [Page] conducive to my own! At first I was not with­out hopes, that by taking suitable precaution, I might retire, safely and undiscovered, to your con­vent; but Bovile, in a lively and affectionate man­ner, represented the many accidents which might, at some time or other, discover my retreat to that place. And when he brought to my remembrance the hatred which Madame de Varmont still bears me, I felt within me an inexpressible horror, on reflecting upon the still greater dangers to which I might be exposed by the cruelty of her son. What, my dear Celina, can now support me? For now I am bereft, even of the miserable consolation of hoping to die in your cloister.
This preliminary being agreed on, we had no­thing more urgent to do than returning to the house. I was astonished to think the young man had not pursued and disturbed us in our sad deliberations. The brother and sister also, it appeared, had some secret and disagreeable business to transact between themselves. When we made our appearance, they hastily concealed some letters they were reading, and their countenances were covered with confu­sion: M. Dolerval seemed to be more disturbed than his sister.
In the course of this evening they have had se­veral lengthy and mysterious conferences. Juliette, we made no doubt, was the unfortunate subject of their conversation. When they spoke to each other, it was in a low voice; and they sometimes turned their eyes towards me in such a manner as gave me much alarm. At supper the young man made several uncommon and painful efforts to ad­dress me; while his sister, in deep contemplation, scarcely seemed to perceive me. It is all over with me! I have lost their affection. Although I can [Page] easily pardon Madame Florival, while my heart is affected with relenting pity; yet, as for you, un­kind Dolerval, your conduct is unpardonable.
Do not imagine, my sister, that the injuries they do me will render the approaching separation less trying. No, do not believe it. This departure will be followed by an eternal absence! This un­happy separation will shorten the period of my life. Ah! so much the better, so much the better, if I can thereby shorten the term of my sufferings! But my own sufferings are not the moving cause of my resolutions. My highest motive in retiring, is the giving a little repose to these unkind persons who are continually miserable by my residence with them, and who, instructed, perhaps too late, of my generous attachment for them, may follow me to weep over my untimely grave.

LETTER LXXXIII. Emilia in continuation.
Tours, December 11, 1782, noon.

THROUGH what a scene I have past! Oh, Celina! how I rejoice to think it will re­quire but a few more so cruel as this to procure me the peaceful solitude of the tomb!
This morning Madame Florival received me with all the testimonies of friendship to which I have been accustomed at any time before. And, to my surprise, early as it was, I found M. Do­lerval in her apartment. He was walking hastily [Page] about the room in a thoughtful and uneasy mood, and, after passing the first compliments, he seemed in haste to look after some letters in his pocket-book, but his sister checked him and said, "One moment, my brother! let us do nothing precipi­tately; your friend will come down immediately."
Her husband, indeed, at the same time entered the room: then seating herself between M. Doler­val and me, she addresses him as follows: "My dear, we have been waiting for you. Will you be so obliging as to take a seat and hear me one moment without interrupting me; and let every one present do me the same favour.
"By what strange fatality has it happened that the period of your return, so much desired by your lover and your friend, the happy period which should have terminated all their sorrows—how has it happened unto the present moment that it has in­volved them in the deepest perplexity? It is of the utmost consequence to know the cause of our mis­fortunes, whatever it may be. I do not presume to say it will be alike possible to every one to en­dure, much longer, the situation which we find is more or less painful to us all. And since an elu­cidation will sooner or later be absolutely indispen­sible, I hope you will condescend to make it with the same readiness and freedom with which I am about to exact it.
"It seems natural to suppose, Juliette, that by a most tender affection for you, my brother has merited the preference of being acquainted with the impenetrable mystery of your misfortunes. Whe­ther you have favoured my more fortunate hus­band with a relation of them, or why you have done so, I do not inquire. For the interest of us all, I limit myself to requiring you to let every [Page] one become acquainted with your secrets. It is a favour which I request in the name of my husband, who cannot long enjoy any happiness at home, while he beholds his wife and his friend in perpe­tual anxiety. It is an act of justice, which I claim in behalf of my brother, who loves you, and, as you doubtless deserve, with the greatest ardour and ten­derness; but who, by your frequent and mysteri­ous conversations with Bovile, is driven to despair. I conjure you to do it for my sake also," continu­ed she, taking hold of my hand, which she pressed in her own with tenderness, "who do not wish to hide it from you any longer, that I am a little jealous of you. In short, young woman, I must insist on your doing it for your own sake, for your reputation, for a vindication of your virtue, which the darkest calumnies have dared to pursue, even to the bosom of the most faithful friendship and most respectful love.
"Show her those two letters, my brother. He received them," addressing herself to me, "the fifth of this month, just before leaving Paris to return home."
"I did not believe one word they contained," cried M. Dolerval, "not one word."
"In the first place," resumed Madame Florival, "permit me to accuse you of extreme dissimulation. Often have I had occasion to speak about his elder brother, Murville, and you have never given me the least reason to suspect you of having been ac­quainted with him—I understand your silence, Ju­liette; the author of this second letter also, M. de Varmont, could you, for your misfortune, have—?"
I heard no more, my sister, for at the name of Varmont, pronounced by Madame Florival, I fainted.
[Page]When I recovered my senses, I saw her in great distress, her brother all in tears, and Bovile pale with terror.
"She knows him, indeed," said M. Dolerval.
"How," said Madame Florival, "could the mentioning this young man's name, or the mere sight of a letter written by his hand, so much af­frighten her?"
And Bovile, with a trembling voice, tried in vain to get permission for a perusal of the letters which occasioned my terror.
"Read them, my friend," said I to Madame Florival, "read them. I tremble, it is true, but not for myself."
M. Dolerval, actuated with pity towards me, put back the letters into his pocket-book. But I told both him and his sister they must no longer keep any thing from me. After urging them for permission to see these letters, and making many entreaties, Madame Florival desired her brother to give them to me. I read them, my sister, and was better able to read them through than I expected! But, at present, Celina, my sight is obscured by my tears, and my hand trembles to such a degree, that I cannot relate the conclusion of this dreadful scene: And, before I relate it, I determine to send you a copy of these letters: afterwards I will tell you what commentaries were made upon them, by what means they remained in my possession, and what I intend to do with them.

[Page]
LETTER LXXXIV. Murville to Dolerval.
Brest, December 1, 1782.

YOU have much ingenuity, my brother; you prove yourself to be a man of talents. The picture you sent me in miniature is so much like the original, I was almost distracted with joy and astonishment. Since you can paint her so com­pletely from memory, you must have known her features perfectly well: but it is fortunate for you that I know her much better than yourself. That she is very engaging I cannot deny: but if we may give credit to all that Varmont has told me, she is, with all her attractions, but a little mon­ster! I am not, I must confess, the entire dupe of my friend. There seems to be in his writings, a sort of amorous spite, which he endeavours, in vain, to disguise; we may, however, conclude, that if he has not told some dark falsehoods, he has, at least, exaggerated some ugly truths. And, reducing every circumstance to its true and miserable value, my poor Dolerval, it appears little short of down­right certainty, that your intended is no more than a fortune-huntress. Could I be satisfied you only meant to address her for no other purpose than a little amusement, it would be well; and in such case, I would consent to give up my right: but, to marry her! I would lose my life before I would consent to it. And, believe me, there are no mea­sures which I will not try to disengage you from your undertaking.
[Page]

P. S. After some reflection on the matter, I have concluded to send you the last letter I received from Varmont. You shall see for yourself, what account he has given me of the amiable girl whom you intend shall be your highly honored wife. You will doubtless be delighted with the mild epis­tle of my veridical friend; for, excepting the first paragraph, it is wholly devoted to the pompous eulogy of that adorable girl. Adieu, my dear and good-hearted brother. I repeat it to you, to take care of yourself, and beware of me.

LETTER LXXXV. Varmont to Murville.
Paris, November 25, 1782.

MY friend, I have no resentment against you at all. The reason I did not write, was because some miserable affairs of interest have given me no time. My youngest sister, who was lately married, is dead; and you are acquainted with the honorable end of Bovile, whose goods they have confiscated. The dowry of his wife, however, is well worth the pains of a suit for re­covering it, and this occasions me to be surrounded with lawyers, who put me out of my wits. You may tell me, they doubtless give me some leisure; very little, I assure you, and that little, I must own, is well spent in the company of a very good girl, who treats me with great kindness. You will, therefore, excuse me for having preferred love to friendship.
[Page]As to the little girl you mentioned, I have, for a long time, thought no more of her than if I had never known her; and was almost surprised to learn she was yet in being. But, what is stranger than all the rest, it seems she has fallen into other hands than yours. But Lafleur, of whom I have just been inquiring, tells me she was poorly guard­ed in your castle, and since I know she has great skill in running away, I am not much surprised. Recollecting that I promised you her history, I will now give you an abridgment of it. The dear girl was sold to me in this place, by a sort of mother, who guaranteed the premises. But I found I had been a dupe in the market. And how great was my stupidity! By her continual entreaties I was persuaded to take her to Brest. She told me she wished to go there to take leave of a brother, who, she said, was going away in the fleet. This pre­tended brother was a scoundrel whom she loved. In the midst of a clear night, and at a time when I least expected it, the amiable girl, prudently seized with some of my best effects, softly opened the door, and made her escape. But my valet, who is easily awaked, pursued the fugitive, and being ready to overtake her at the port, she got out of her senses, and jumped into the sea. From thence, by some strange providence, she was taken and put into your hands. You may, for yourself, Murville, do what you please; but I promise, for your sake, to let her alone. You will torment yourself, I suppose, by going after her again; but, believe me, she is not worth that trouble.
However, if you have any regard for the poor man who is so bewitched after her, you cannot take too hasty, I should say too violent measures, to hinder him from a marriage, which would, at [Page] once, bring him to disgrace, and, sooner or later, to misery.
To conclude; my dear Murville, whatever part you may take, I shall not feel interested in it, ex­cept on your account. O that you may forget her yourself, as I desire she may forget me! But I hope the foolish individual who warranted this girl to me, and thereby robbed me of my money, will soon have reason to repent of it. If you love her now, I cannot but pity you; and if your friend marries her, I shall pity him still more.

LETTER LXXXVI. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Tours, December 11, 1782, 3 o'clock P. M.

CONSIDER, my Celina, how greatly I must have been confounded by those insulting let­ters in the presence of this young man, who was dismayed with jealous love and fear; in the pre­sence of the young man who could not, but with difficulty, refrain from entertaining the most inju­rious suspicions against the object of his love. When I began to read them, I trembled for his sister. But as soon as I discovered the nature of those odious falsehoods which Varmont, ingenious in villainy, had invented to ruin me; as soon as I perceived that those atrocious calumnies would only serve to cover the eyes of Madame Florival with a thicker bandage than before, and had reason to be­lieve my new insults would be the salvation of my friend, my courage in some measure revived. With [Page] a voice less faltering, I was enabled to continue until I had finished reading them. And Bovile, who, in the anguish of horrible expectation, was, at first, alarmed for the fate of his wife, soon after­wards felt equal apprehensions for mine.
The lengthy commentaries to which the insolent expressions of Murville gave place, shall be passed over in silence; but, unfortunately, some of the re­marks made on the calumnies of Varmont merit a repetition.
At the following passage in the letter of Var­mont, "You are acquainted with the honorable end of Bovile, whose goods they have confiscated," "Insolent monster!" cried the husband of Madame Florival: "how can I take pride any longer in my false delicacy? You shall now be told what I re­pent of not having told you before: it must have been Varmont who put me into the Bastile. Yes, every thing combines to confirm me in this opini­on! On the day of my arrival at the metropolis, I went to the house of my infamous brother-in-law to learn, from his own mouth, whether he expected to recover six hundred thousand livres which he had never paid me? The arrant knave had so much presumption as to tell me to my face, I should never have given him a receipt for that sum unless he had paid it me. Exasperated at his vil­lainy, I withdrew, and went down to an inn, to which, I suppose, I was followed by one of his lacquies. Then did I learn, to my sorrow, the falsity of the intelligence which put me in his way. After I had found my enemy was still in his place, I should have instantly departed; but being too much fatigued, and wishing to write to my wife I stayed several hours. There was not one man  [...] [Page] the city, except Varmont, who knew of my exist­ence and arrival at Paris. You must be sensible that they informed against me the same night, since the vile bearer of the lettre-de-cachet2 came and took me by surprise, at four o'clock in the morn­ing."
Madame Florival and her brother could hardly give credit to the relation of this wicked action; whilst I, my sister, by certain infallible marks, could recognize Varmont in every part of the re­cital.
Soon afterwards I read the letter over again; and while I was reading, I interrupted myself: "Indeed," said I, casting my eyes upon Bovile, "it is too true, that a sort of mother sold me! But it was the most generous of men who bought me. And how shamefully has he been rewarded for it by my infamous relations! O that in some other family, he may find the happiness of which mine seem formed to deprive him!"
Those, my sister, to whom the true meaning of this discourse was unknown, could not but give it a bad interpretation, for Madame Florival blushed exceedingly, and M. Dolerval was struck with as­tonishment.
A few lines farther, Madame Florival asked me, with a faltering voice, "whether it was true that I was conducted to Brest?"
"Alas! Madame, it is true." And my answer cost many sighs to her brother.
"Is it true," said he in his turn, "that you lov­ed a person who went away in the fleet?"
"Yes," answered I, "it is true that I loved [Page] such a person." Hearing this, he turned pale and sat down: and he seemed ready to fall into the un­happy state in which I had been myself.
A moment afterwards: "But," said Bovile with vehemence, "this is an abyss of iniquity, of infa­my and obscurity, in the depth of which I am lost!"
"Yes," cried the young man, rising with im­petuosity, "you say rightly! An abyss of iniquity, infamy and obscurity! A combination of dark deeds! A weight of calumnies, which, in spite of her acknowledgments, I cannot yet believe!"
At length I had no more to say, and Madame Florival was silent for a considerable time. Then, casting her eyes upon me with a penetrating look, "Well," said she, "I am waiting —."
"For what, my friend?"
"Your name," cried she; "your secrets, your misfortunes; those misfortunes which justify you!"
"My dear friend! in order to justify myself, I must sacrifice the best of women."
"O Juliette, my dearest Juliette! appearances, and your own confessions, seem to be against you: speak then, I am ready to believe—."
"And I, O most interesting of women! am ready to be immolated."
"Young woman," continued she, removing herself a little from me, "you must be willing to consider this matter. The confession which I re­quest of you is indispensable."
"Do you then insist upon it, Madame? Well, give me three days longer."
"What! three days longer!" cried the young man, who was listening in the most painful  [...] pense.
"Three days longer!" said Madame Florival▪
"Yes," replied I, "three days; and if I do [Page] not, at that time, tell you who I am, I promise, at least, to go away, but with the most lively regret, from the house where my presence occasions so much unhappiness."
"O, Juliette," replied Madame Florival, "what an alternative is this! Do you think it will be in­different to me whether you stay with us or not? And look at my brother!"
"Take pity on my despair!" interrupted he.
"Your despair, Dolerval, increases my own. I must be inflexible in my determination. But, be­fore I leave you, I beg of you to grant me one favour."
"Mention it," replied he, "mention it; my life, Juliette, is still in your power."
"The more horrible those letters are, the more necessary it is that I should remain in possession of them. Pray be so kind as to leave them with me, and let me dispose of them as I think most proper."
"Alas!" said he, "what a dreadful present! Juliette, are you determined to leave us? Will you be so hard hearted and cruel, as to leave us while we are tormented with such frightful sus­picions—?"
"I cannot avoid it; they must remain with you; but, one day, Dolerval, it will be proved, that calumniated innocence will appear more interest­ing than before."
Having said this, my sister, I retired. I have somewhat lessened my sorrows by depositing them in your bosom. And now I am going to deliver those letters, the monuments of Varmont's new  [...]ities, to the flames. And O that every vestige  [...]  [...]s crimes might perish in the same manner!
And I was almost surprised," writes he, "to learn she was yet in being." Wretched man! I [Page] believe you: You have left nothing undone to prevent that surprise from ever being given you! And the last words of this letter, traced by your sanguinary hand, sufficiently convince me that your miserable accomplice will be severely punished, for not being as inhuman and cruel as yourself.
And as for this Murville, what can be his in­tentions? What scheme of oppression will he form against his former captive and slave? But I am not at present, nor shall I be so any more: for Bo­vile is here to defend me. Nor will M. Dolerval suffer his brother to come here and insult me. And have I not besides, an infallible resource against his attempts? Most certainly I have not much to fear from the most daring libertine, while I am re­duced to such extreme wretchedness as to consider death a blessing!

LETTER LXXXVII. Emilia in continuation.
Tours, December 11, 1782, midnight.

THE horrors of my destiny, I trust, are at length completed. Attend, my sister, and hear a relation of the most calamitous events.
Nearly six hours ago, when, by reason of ap­proaching darkness, objects were not clearly dis­cernable, I was in my apartment, where I enjoy­ed the privilege of sighing alone. Bovile  [...] if by chance, and desired me to open the  [...] after I had opened it, he wished me to spe [...]  [...] [Page] minutes with him in private conversation. As I trembled with fear lest they should see him in my chamber, and thinking it would serve to increase the jealousy of his wife, I told him it was more convenient to go into the garden. According to my desire, we went thither: and as soon as we were there, he addressed me as follows:
"Your brother, I am convinced, is one of the most accomplished villains. There is no doubt but it was he who set fire to the Centaure himself, or that it was done by his orders."
Upon this, I endeavoured to make him believe that Varmont was incapable of such villainy.
"No, no," said Bovile, "your generosity shall deceive me no longer. The truth shines clearly into my eyes, and I am certain it is equally visible to yours. And I tremble, my dear Emilia, lest it may enlighten others also. This morning, in your grief and confusion, you said too much upon the subject. My wife is now reflecting upon what you said, conjecturing, and uniting a number of promiscuous circumstances, and comparing them with your irreproachable conduct and equivocal answers. She derives from your confessions, al­though obscure, some inferences, which, together with Varmont's letter, may probably assist her to unfold the frightful mystery of your misfortunes. But a few minutes ago, as she was walking pen­sively about the room, she stopped short and said, "Her mother sold her—A generous man bought her—To Brest this generous man conducted her —It seems that she fell into the sea." And the unfortunate woman, immediately afterwards, asked  [...] terrible question: "What was the age of  [...]oiselle de Varmont when you married  [...] O, Emilia, fair and generous Emilia, I [Page] fear the dreadful discovery is at hand! Let us double our caution to avoid it for a longer period."
"Hold!" said I.
"Why?" answered he.
"Don't you see the young man behind us— Dolerval, who is coming after us—who listens and watches every motion?"
"One word only," replied he with a low voice, "let us walk several minutes longer, so as to have no appearance of affectation. Afterwards, retire to your chamber and shut the door, and if Madame Florival knocks, do not open it. About midnight I shall come to take you away. I will conduct you, too unfortunate Emilia, to the solitude of the cloister, from which solitude I released you but to make you more wretched."
"Peace, then!" said I, "he draws near."
"Well! let us change our conversation," re­plied Bovile.
"Yes, let us speak of the apprehensions I have from Murville; even in presence of Dolerval I can speak of his brother without any danger or incon­venience."
The young man then drew near, but, as usual, without offering a word. He only walked at my side and kept pace with us, as I have told you he has frequently done before. Without speaking to him, or even looking at him, I continued with that natural tone of voice we make use of when we are not afraid to permit another person to hear the whole conversation. Addressing myself to Bo­vile, I said:
"Murville, I fear, is contriving some wicked scheme against me, and I cannot but feel ala [...] for my safety."
"Don't fear him," answered the friend of Do­lerval, [Page] "those vile seducers who are so dangerous, are courageous with women only; against war­riors they cannot boast of being courageous and powerful! Whilst one drop of blood flows in my veins, you shall have nothing to fear from your most despicable enemies; for the very countenance of a brave man will make them turn pale!"
When he had done speaking this we were at the extremity of the shaded alley, near a small gate, which shuts on that side of the garden next the su­burb. Almost at the moment when Bovile turned around at the end of this alley, thinking we might safely return to the house, the young man, led by a strange impulse of folly, seized me in his arms, and carried me off as swiftly as the lightning. At the same moment, the gate, seemingly, opened of itself, and was suddenly shut; by which means I was separated from my defender in less time than I can write you an account of it. And, whilst Bovile was probably in amazement at my sudden disap­pearing, and by being shut in the garden could not relieve me, I was put in a post-chaise, which must have been in readiness for this purpose, and the young man placed himself by my side, while the postillion urged the horses to such a degree that we seemed to fly.
Until the moment when the carriage started with me, I experienced more astonishment than fear. "Unhappy Dolerval!" said I, "what do you mean? To what a strange degree does your passion mislead you! It is a friend whom you so much abuse! It is from the house of your Eleanor you are carrying her, whom your ever-respectful  [...] had inspired with—with esteem! What! Dolerval, are you also capable of abusing and in­  [...]ting helpless women?"
[Page]To this, he gave no answer, but kept a deaf ear and disdainful look. Then was I agitated by real fear. I loaded the young man with questions and reproaches, but he obstinately kept silence. Fear­ful apprehensions now troubled my spirits—cries of terror escaped me. Then, with one hand, he covered my mouth, and, with the other, treated me with insolent behaviour. Enraged, I resisted him with all my strength; but, at this time, the cruel struggle was interrupted by a combat, still more cruel. We heard the report of a pistol, the postillion fell, and called out, "Help!" It was now too late: for a man was at the carriage door. A second pistol was fired; by the light which the explosion produced, I perceived that the assassin was in a mask; that he who had insulted me, and now protected me▪ was Murville. Murville shielded me with his body, and received the shot which was aimed at me.
"Whoever you are," said he, "take my purse and my life, but have some respect for so much beauty."
He then searched hastily for his arms, which he could not find; and as he received the third shot, which, to appearance, did not touch him, he sprang out of the carriage, seized his enemy by his throat and threw him down, fell himself and rolled with him in the dust. "Bring my pistols!" cried he continually, "my pistols! they were put under the seat in the bottom of the carriage!"
At this moment of horror, Celina, I was en­dowed with unusual strength and courage. With all possible haste I stepped out of the carriage, and thought within myself, perhaps the hand of a wo­man may dispatch a highwayman. Imagine, however, what terror succeeded this moment of [Page] courage. At that instant, I was able to discern, not far from the combatants, a man, who stood in the attitude of grief and astonishment, and re­mained an unactive spectator of this fearful struggle. As soon as he saw me, he drew near, and looking upon me attentively, he said:
"What! Mademoiselle, is it you? Permit me," said he, snatching the pistols out of my hand, "permit him who saved your life in this very wood, to avenge you. It belongs to me to be revenged of him for the crimes he has forced me to commit. It belongs to me to punish him."
By this discourse you will know it was Lafleur, as certainly as I recognized him by his voice; and, consequently, will not need to be told who the savage is, against whom Murville sustains an un­equal combat.
The raging domestic then fired upon his master, but with a feeble, ill-directed, and trembling hand: no sooner had he done this, than he staggered and fell down, making strange distortions. He must, however, have wounded his mad accomplice; for he made a dreadful noise, and seemed to be in great anguish. But he was not in the least disheartened, and, as his wound increased his fury, so it increas­ed his strength; for he was now enabled to disen­gage himself from Murville, and ran towards me with his drawn sword in his hand. Come, barba­rian! thought I, I will not attempt to take up those arms which thy accomplice could not make use of to destroy thee; for I had a thousand times rather receive death from thy hands, than give it thee my­self.
But my final hour had not yet come. Murville, animated by a sense of my imminent danger, ran between us: "Poor girl!" said he, "what have [Page] I done! you are the one whom they most wish to destroy." Unhappy man! he both pitied and pro­tected me at the same time! He parried off several strokes of the sword by his arm, but through wea­riness, I expected every moment he would fall, and then nothing could prevent his assassin from em­bruing his hands in the blood of his sister. But heaven, in mercy, would, in such case, have pre­vented me from feeling the pangs of assassination: for all my limbs trembled with horror, my strength forsook me, and, without any sense of my situa­tion, I fell down under the wheels of the carriage.
When I recovered my senses I beheld—objects of terror! Alas! why was I called back to life? But, Celina, permit me to leave you; permit me to return to the pillow of a dying man!

LETTER LXXXVIII. Bovile to Celina.
Tours, December 12, 1782, 6 o'clock, P. M.

WORTHY sister of a woman whose un­rivalled attractions are surpassed by her goodness; unfortunate sister of the most execrable villain the earth has ever borne; 'tis Emilia, whose most tender and affectionate friend you are, and whose most ardent defender I shall always be; 'tis Emilia, overwhelmed with her own troubles, but equally distressed on account of your anxiety, who has charged me to acquaint you with her present situation! Be comforted; no danger, at present, threatens your sister. She is without wound. [Page] But, O that we could place her as far, and as se­curely, from the power of grief, as we have se­cured her from the attempts of a monster!
Dolerval, as I supposed, ran away with Emilia, whom he snatched from me in the garden. Upon this, I flew to the house, and found, to my asto­nishment, that he was seated by his sister.
"O what a prodigy!" said I; "yonder I saw you run away with Juliette, and behold you are here!"
"Heavens!" exclaimed Dolerval, "it must have been my brother. Haste! let's pursue him!"
With all possible haste we saddled our horses; I took my arms, so as to be provided against the worst, and the domestics were ordered to follow us: but Dolerval and I went full speed, before all the rest, on the way which was taken by Murville.
In a wood, at least half a league from Tours, we saw a carriage standing in the midst of the road. A woman lay by it in a swoon, near whom were two men in a violent contest. One of them had a sword, but the other was without arms. "To me direct your strokes," said the brave unarmed young man, who was smitten by his enemy and would not retreat.
"He is killing Murville!" cried Dolerval. And in a moment we came up with them, and he whom I supposed to be a highwayman, fell by the strokes of my sword. Murville, through loss of blood, was unable to support himself a moment after the danger was over. We took him and bound up his wounds as well as the small remains of light would permit. When we had taken care of him, we took Juliette, who had not yet re­covered her senses, and put her into the carriage. Bitter groans were then heard all around us; and [Page] one cried out, "I feel within me a raging fire, let somebody help me, and I will tell you the whole."
We searched around after him, and I touched a man with my foot, who was rolling in the dust, and appeared to be in dreadful convulsions. He attempted to speak, but a stronger fit seized him, so that he could make no articulate sounds. A little farther, Dolerval found a man in the agonies of death, who proved to be the postillion of Mur­ville. And, on the other hand, we heard groans, imprecations and blasphemies, which gave me to understand that the highwayman I had vanquished was not ready to expire. Our situation amongst so many persons dangerously wounded, became every moment more and more embarrassing. At this time I saw a number of persons coming with torches, and made no doubt but they were fortu­nately coming to our assistance. These persons who were coming proved to be our domestics; but they came not alone. They escorted a carriage which conveyed to us—alas! my wife herself! Being afraid, that after having joined Murville, we might not be able to persuade him to relinquish his prey, and fearing there would, in consequence of his refusal, arise a fatal strife between her brothers and husband, she came hither with an intention of trying her persuasions upon Murville, which she apparently thought would have more influence than ours. Oh, hapless woman! of what a dread­ful scene will thy ill fate soon render thee both witness and actress! What fatal explanations thou art soon to receive!
Murville was the first who recovered the use of his senses.
"In the first place," said he, in a feeble voice, [Page] "relieve my doubts. Take the mask from the face of this robber."
He was soon obeyed, and in the features of this ruffian I recognized those of a man whom I view­ed with horror.
"Cruel Varmont!" continued Murville, "you were going to sacrifice me for the sake of a wo­man! and not only so, but you also intended to sacrifice your mistress!"
"His mistress!" cried the man who had spoken before; "no, no, his sister!"
"His sister!" repeated Murville, with terror and amazement; "his sister! O matchless infamy! All is now explained. This is not the first time he has attempted to destroy her! And yet I have been the friend and companion of this monster! Great God! just and merciful God! thou hast not unjustly nor sufficiently punished me!"
"His sister!" exclaimed Eleanor with stream­ing eyes; "Mysterious heaven! If this is the bro­ther of Juliette, whose wife then am I?"
"His sister!" cried Dolerval in despair; "She is torn from me forever! She is not at liberty! His sister! O Bovile, unfortunate Bovile, you have then forever lost mine!"
"Are you Bovile?" said the elder brother of Madame Florival: "What! is that generous, beau­tiful, and respectable woman, whom I have so much offended; whose misfortunes I have so cruelly aggravated, and whose virtues I have insulted—is she yours? Is this your wife?"
"No," answered Emilia, who had just reco­vered her reason, "no;" pointing to Madame Florival, "she is his wife."
"How!" resumed Murville; "O yes! my sis­ter [Page] —was free, indeed. Bovile, who believed him­self a widower, and whom we believed was dead, is yet alive! Yes, I remember what Dolerval— O now I understand; M. Bovile is found to be the husband of two wives."
He then reached forth his hand to Madame Flo­rival, viewed her with an air of compassion, and mingled his tears with hers.
We could not too hastily quit this horrible scene. Murville proposed that we should put him in his own post-chaise; that Lafleur should be put in with him, and that some person should stay with Varmont, and watch him until we could return and fetch him. But Emilia, with her wonted ten­derness, opposed it, and would not permit her ex­ecrable brother to be thus deserted. She desired, or rather commanded (for her desires, more than ever before, had now acquired the force of com­mands); she desired that Murville and Lafleur should be placed in the back part of the berlin, while she, with Madame Florival, should occupy the fore-seat. By these means, her two persecutors might have the consoling, though painful satisfac­tion, of renewing to her the assurances of their re­pentance. By these means, my two unfortunate wives might sit together, embrace each other, and, perhaps, by confounding their sorrows, might soften them and diminish their force. By these means also, the execrable assassin of her whom we all hold dear, embrued with the blood shed by his cruel hand, was cast alone into the post-chaise, where his powerless rage breathed nothing but im­precations.
As to the postillion of Murville, I ordered his body to be placed upon a horse. Dolerval and I upon our horses, kept near the door of the berlin, [Page] by which means we often heard▪ to our grief, the sighs of the dearest objects of our affection. Being thus prepared, we set off with a slow pace, and, with our whole melancholy train, came back to the city.
We had sent a man forward to go after several surgeons, and when we came home we found them waiting for us. Murville's wounds were examined in the first place. Take courage; this brave youth, so noble and generous-hearted, even in his erro­neous and licentious career, corrected by an awful warning and dreadful stroke of fortune, will, I trust, be preserved for an example of complete amendment to his equals in age and libertine prin­ciples. The ball only glanced upon his breast, and left but a slight contusion; and, in the unequal struggle against his well armed enemy, he exer­cised so much dexterity, that he received no wounds except upon his arm. And I am happy to inform you that none of his wounds are either dangerous or mortal.
But why is capricious fortune equally favourable to the infamous Varmont? The pistol shot which he received from his own valet, did, as it were, but glance upon his shoulder; and, although I brought him to the ground by several strokes and thrusts of my sword, not one of them is thought to be mortal. The pains which Murville now feels, deprive him of rest; but Varmont has already fallen asleep! I tremble for fear he may be restored, to continue the scourge and disgrace of human nature. Should it be so, I shall repent that I did not per­form my part more effectually.
On the contrary, the miserable Lafleur, much enlightened by the questions we were obliged to ask him, and still more by the grievous pains he en­dured, [Page] soon conjectured what the physician told us in a low voice, and cried out, "I am certainly poisoned, there is no doubt of it." And, at length, when he found there was no relief for him in the remedies prescribed, and his convulsions becoming more frequent and strong, he desired Emilia, Do­lerval and myself, to draw near his bed, and hear his last confessions. And what follows is nearly all he told us with which you are unacquainted: I shall not, however, undertake to relate it exactly in the same rusticity in which it was delivered.
"When I brought the boat to my master at Brest, I was ignorant of what he intended to do on board the Centaure. But after the crime was committed, he confessed it to me, but protested that if I betrayed him, he would acknowledge the fact, and, at the same time, declare that I was his ac­complice, and would persist in the declaration till the last moment. Soon afterwards he was inform­ed that his victim was alive, and charged me to go and perform, what he called, our operation. Out of fear, lest the former crime should be discovered, and lest Varmont should conduct me to the wheel along with himself, by declaring me his accom­plice, I was resolved to do it. But I was not hardy enough for such an exploit; yet I made my master believe I had well performed his commis­sion. Varmont, as I believed, had already deter­mined my ruin, but retained me in his service; and I, poor wretch, remained in it, because his threaten­ings of pursuing me, in case of my leaving him, affrightened me: but, I confess, my greatest reasons for staying with him, was the hope of obtaining the money he had promised me. He continued to amuse me with fair promises until he might find a favourable opportunity of putting me out of the [Page] way. At length, about the first of this month, he told me that M. Murville had insulted him, and refused to give him satisfaction, and that he in­tended to give him a challenge. 'I cannot do it at Brest,' continued he, 'because he has too many friends there; but go there yourself, my dear La­fleur, and as soon as he shall be so unfortunate as to leave that city, follow him every where he goes, and do not fail to write me, and let me know where he makes any stay.' Fool that I was! this was the snare in which I was caught myself! After receiv­ing my first letter, my master came with all speed into the neighbourhood of Tours, in which city Murville had been concealed during four days. How it happened I cannot tell, but yesterday was my unlucky day. Early in the morning I gave Varmont an account of what Murville's postillion, with whom I had just been drinking, had told me; which was, that his master expected this very evening to return to his farm, with a little comrade. 'We must lie in wait for him on his passage,' cried he, with great satisfaction. And, in fact, directly after it was noon we went to keep centinel, you know where; and, when it was almost dark night, we heard the noise of a post-chaise, and I thought I heard the voice of James, who was hurrying his horses. 'Well!' said my rascally master; 'but, my dear Lafleur,' added he, taking a vial of brandy out of his pocket, which he knows I love to a rage, 'you must first take a drink. Take courage, for, perhaps, I shall want your assistance.' I swallowed it with dispatch, but did not tell him till afterwards—'M. de Varmont, I have no arms.' 'That's just as it should be, poltroon!' answered he with irony and brutality. 'Have you deceived me then, you beggarly rascal? Very well! stand still [Page] at present, and see me do it myself, and if you stir one step, I'll blow your brains out.' Then he made haste and got into the road, and as soon as he knew it was the livery servant of Murville, he ran up to poor James, clapt the pistol almost to his breast, and shot him dead. You know all the rest."
This confession, Celina, which was frequently interrupted by the sufferings of the wretch who made it, we could not collect from him in less than an hour. At length he asked pardon of his mis­tress, who was moved with pity and terror, a thou­sand times over. He also desired her blessing; and, soon after he had obtained it, happy in the ap­proaching termination of his miseries, he breathed his last.
But how shall I describe the admirable conduct of your sister, through the whole course of this long and dismal night! Behold our Emilia, anxious about the continual lethargy of her brother, not leaving us a moment but for the purpose of acquaint­ing you with a part of her late misfortunes; running to the pillow of Varmont, whom she yet calls her brother, but who does not hear her; running also to that of Murville, who is both comforted and surprised at her unmerited kindness; striving to give courage to Dolerval, who is abandoned to despair; fortifying my mind against our hard fortune; unit­ing her tears with those of Madame Florival; and sighing, alas! on the death-bed of Lafleur!
But, imagine on the other hand, notwithstand­ing her severe misfortunes, how great must be the triumph of her long-persecuted virtues, and her late acknowledged innocence. Represent to your imagination, my dear Eleanor, who, perhaps, is less afflicted with her own trials and sorrows than [Page] those of her friend; and Dolerval, bitterly re­proaching himself for the unjust jealousy he enter­tained, for the cruel and injurious suspicions he was tempted to conceive against Emilia; whilst Mur­ville, continually becoming more and more con­vinced of his errors, more and more repenting his past conduct, and more and more grieved to think he has not merited the esteem of this adorable wo­man! "Yes, Dolerval," cries he, "your senti­ments were just; she is, as you said, deserving universal homage!"
Endeavour to imagine, Celina, how much I am enchanted, and how desperately my feelings must be excited, while I behold these two women, who, if not equally beloved, are at least equally accom­plished. Strive to form an idea of the alternative horrors and charms which the different pictures around me present to my view!

LETTER LXXXIX. Bovile in continuation.
Tours, December 13, 1782, 5 o'clock evening.

WEEP, Celina, for you are bereft of a bro­ther! Congratulate yourself and your sis­ter, for the earth is delivered from a monster!
To day, till the clock struck twelve at noon, she stayed with him, sitting constantly on the side of his bed, waiting, with impatience, the termina­tion of the oppressive sleep which still held dominion over him. At this time, he awoke, and casting his eyes fiercely upon his sister, he knew her, and [Page] sprang furiously towards her. She screamed aloud with terror, and fled from him; and, as she was fly­ing him, I hastily stepped between them and stopped him. This was a seasonable movement, for had I waited a second longer, he would have caught her, and then it would have been all over with Emilia! In the mean time he was affected with a burning fever, which gave him prodigious strength; so that if every one in the room had not come to my assist­ance, he would have overpowered me. The blood-thirsty savage then turned all his rage against himself. He rolled upon the floor, tore himself, and rent to pieces the bandages which covered his wounds. At first they tried to prevent him. "No," said I, "leave him to accomplish his own fate; he had much better die here than at the place of public execution. Have not his crimes suffi­ciently distressed his family? Do you wish him, according to the inhuman prejudices of our coun­try, to dishonor it still more upon a scaffold?* And what executioner could place his hand upon this villain with sufficient horror and disgust? No, let him alone. Let the infamous monster himself execute the decree of his vindictive fate. There is none but Varmont who can suitably inflict the punishment merited by his crimes."
Out of respect to you, Celina, I will not relate the horrid imprecations which his impure mouth has uttered. Nor will I afflict you with a recital of those continual dreams in which he seemed to be surrounded by the most frightful spectres. Nor will I describe to you the fearful delirium in which he [Page] passed the five last hours of his dreadful agony. But you may be assured, that the hell in which we believe, has no torments to be compared with these.
He died but a few minutes ago. He died, deny­ing his family, his country and his God.
Not so much as his sister was present to close his eyes. Tender-hearted and credulous Emilia! She still relied on the goodness of heaven. She re­quired of all who were present, a Confessor for her brother; but finding no one ready nor speedy enough for her desires, in great confusion of mind, she ran off herself with an intention of bringing a Confessor to Varmont. Unhappy woman! she ran abroad but to find a new subject of affliction!

LETTER XC. Emilia de Varmont to Celina.
Tours, December 17, 1782.

AFTER so many fatal eclaircissements, and after the unhappy rumour of our misfor­tunes had been spread abroad, it was necessary, my sister, that Bovile and Dolerval should not remain more than twenty-four hours at the place where they could hear the sighs of the unfortunate Elea­nor and disconsolate Emilia. They departed toge­ther about three days ago; they are going to follow the seas, in order to lessen their sorrows and en­courage their hope. Yes, Celina, I say their hope: for the parting words of Bovile have raised my courage, and, in some measure, relieved me from my extreme dejection.
[Page]"The government," said he, "an enormous burden, which hangs like a dead weight upon my country, cannot be much longer supported. A reign of iron and dust dishonors the people whom it oppresses, and begins to weary its astonishing patience. In the mean time, the enemies of our nation, actuated by a spirit of inconceivable giddi­ness, instead of lightening the yoke, daily continue to render it more burdensome. Soon must this op­pression come to an end; soon must my country be ruined, or undergo a complete regeneration. Alas! I cannot but hope and pray that the great Arbiter of the universe, who governs and decides the fate of kingdoms and empires, may support France through the horrors and convulsions of that awful crisis, which alone, after some moments of an­guish, can restore the lustre of her former youth with a vigor thenceforth unalterable, and raise her again to the highest rank amongst nations. Then shall we behold the sudden fall of many prejudices, as ancient and despicable as the ignorance and su­perstition which gave them birth. Then," con­tinued he, pressing my hand in his own, "your dear Celina will no longer groan in her wretched confinement: for the cloisters, opened or rased to their foundations, will let their victims escape: then the poor and unfortunate M. Sevin, who is now so wretched, may find some consolation on earth: for celibacy, not satisfied with filling the convents, but extending even to the clergy, will no longer embrace whole generations. Then," continued he, addressing himself to Madame Florival, "we shall no longer hear our tribunals ring with those demands in case of a separation, which must be followed with such great scandal, and obtained by [Page] the price of so much disgrace; which is attended with the unhappy consequence of condemning young married people, who may be separated, but not disunited, to drag themselves along, if I may so express myself, even to the grave, between the evils of celibacy and the crimes of adultery. Then those unions, so improperly termed unions of con­venience, might be easily done away; those mar­riages, so suddenly contracted by deluded young people, who, not being mutually informed of what fortune each other is possessed, believed themselves sufficiently acquainted, and often, upon better ac­quaintance, detest themselves and one another. Then shall we behold many others, not less un­happy, desirous of becoming husbands and fathers of families, who are discouraged by the examples of present marriages, are afraid to take a wife who must eternally be theirs, and, sooner or later, are found guilty of seducing the wives of other men. How many laws are wanting in this vast empire, to insure a sudden reformation in its manners; laws, which, to millions of individuals, would be the end of their misfortunes or beginning of their happi­ness! One only, the law of Divorce; a law, which, in its effect, would infallibly prevent the necessity of having recourse to it. This would impose on every married person, an obligation of continually practising those mutual kindnesses, those delicate attentions, and those tender cares, which might daily increase their affections. As soon as this be­neficent law shall be proclaimed, a thousand mar­ried persons will break their chains, which were formed under the yoke of indissolubility; their chains continually bedewed with tears: and, under the most favourable auspices, a thousand lovers [Page] will form the desired union. Dolerval will then obtain the woman he loves, and Bovile, the fortu­nate Bovile, will again find his Eleanor."
Such were his last words and sentiments at part­ing, in which our tender credulity could easily confide, and which Eleanor recollects with the greatest delight.
However, this hope, so far removed beyond our present reach, is not sufficient to support my ex­cellent friend under her sorrows: alas! and could I say it if the unfortunate woman did not repeat­edly say it herself, against her remorse! Notwith­standing all I can say or do, she often falls into a deep melancholy, which, I fear, may, in its con­sequences, prove as dangerous to her as her tender offspring, on whose conception she often reflects with unavailing regret.
And O that the spectacle of her affliction were the only one which tortures my imagination! But another, not less painful to endure, although it has but once afflicted my sight, unceasingly torments me with its cruel remembrance. Have pity upon me, O my sister; for the portion of evils allotted me is more than I can bear!

LETTER XCI. Emilia in continuation.
Tours, January 4, 1783.

IT is six days, my dear Celina, since I received your last letter. It is owing to the distress I feel on the subject of that letter, that I have not, till the present time, had the pleasure of sending [Page] you an answer. Notwithstanding the injuries we have received from Madame de Varmont▪ I cannot but lament her untimely death: and as she was our mother, we ought to mourn for her. I believe, with you, that the news of her son's crimes, and his consequent tragical end, too soon spread abroad by the voice of the public, have has­tened her to the grave. How great must have been her sufferings in her last moments! O my God! God of all justice and goodness! have not her sufferings atoned for her crimes? Freely par­don her, O most merciful Father! as I pardon her myself.
You tell me, my sister, that nothing can hinder me any longer from retiring to your solitude, there to receive and bestow the consolations which to us are mutually necessary. Permit me, however, to delay. Madame Florival will need my atten­dance. She expects me to attend her to a certain village, whither she is going to conceal her situa­tion from her acquaintance, and stay till the time of her delivery. After this, she authorizes me to promise for her, as well as myself, to go and take refuge in your convent. M. Murville has reco­vered of his wounds, and is now at Brest. But he has given his sister encouragement to expect he will accompany her to Paris whenever she is pre­pared to establish herself there, with my sister and me. In consequence of this, I have taken all my arrangements accordingly: for I know you too well to suppose you will require me to abandon my friend when she will most require my atten­dance.
As to one particular cause or subject of afflic­tion, of which you accuse me of wishing to hide from you, I am now ready to reveal it. In the [Page] first moments of our agitation, on parting with Bovile and Dolerval, almost every circumstance of it was out of my mind; but since that time, by a strange and inevitable propensity, it con­stantly employs my thoughts.
Our brother, my dear Celina, in a fit, during his ardent fever, attempted to destroy me; and, in the anguish of his delirium, he strove in vain to destroy himself. I found there was no relief for him except in the tender mercies of God. I sup­posed the all-powerful consolations of religion would, dissipate the fearful alienation of his mind. After it was noon, I had repeatedly required a confessor, who had not arrived. At length, when the fury of the poor mortal was so great that every person in the room was employed to restrain him, I ran out myself. In the city of Tours, where I was totally unacquainted, I could not go to in­quire for a priest; but I went to the neighbouring village, fully persuaded that the curate of St. Cyr would not refuse his assistance.
I a short time I arrived at the parsonage. Rus­sel, the old domestic of Madame Florival, opened the door, and, with surprize in his countenance, asked me what I wanted.
"To speak with M. Sevin," answered I.
"With M. Sevin, Mademoiselle!"
"Why, yes."
"With M. Sevin! is the young lady sure of it?"
"What a question is this!" replied I: and, pushing him away in a gentle manner, I went in.
"Very well, young lady," said he, "I am not made to employ my strength against you: look in the garden."
Upon this I ran thither. "M. Sevin," said I, "come quick!"
[Page]"Poh!" cried he; "is it she who is there?"
"Of whom do you speak?"
"Oh! but it seems to be her! Ah! of whom should I speak?"
"But we do not understand one another! I pray you to go and visit a sick person, in order to perform your last duties to him."
"Oh! is that all," replied he, and turned around to go back again.
"But it is one of my relations who is in a dy­ing state."
"What, then! this is no urgent matter. Be­sides," said he, "why do you come to entertain me with death? let's talk of nothing but marriage."
"But my —"
"I cannot, fair lady," interrupted he. "She can­not come but while I am without! imagine—."
"But, my uncle!—"
Hearing this, he turned round; and the air with which he viewed me confirmed me in a melancholy truth, which, in the fluttering state of my mind, I did not perceive before. "Yes," said he, with much softness of expression, "it was by this title she once called me! Do you know her then?"
"My dear uncle!" At first, in an impulse of compassion and surprize, I attempted to take him by the hand.
"Don't touch my hand," cried he, drawing back: "don't touch my—. She kissed my hand! And hold: there is the place" (pointing to his hand). "O sweet and beloved girl! It was in this place she dropt a tear—My lips immediately collected it; and I felt it even to my heart. Take care! you are going to step upon this honeysuckle! I had rather any one should walk upon my body. It was she who propped it! Besides, I take great [Page] care of it myself. The others withstand the win­ter very well; but this must be exceedingly tender; and, to keep it in better safety, I have covered it with straw.—Come this way: the flowers which you see here I have put in this sort of green-house; because I must keep them to the end of my life. Only consider, it was she who has sprinkled them with water an hundred times. Don't you think, when she returns, that she will be pleased to find every thing as it was, and in the best state possi­ble?"
While he was speaking in this manner, I was far from feeling easy, and gradually withdrew from him, and advanced towards the parsonage.
"You are removing from this grove," said he, "and you do well. Love in this place is but a terrible god. It was here that an unjust jealousy tore my heart asunder: here it was that my malady commenced. My God, what a malady! I thought I should have died of it: and, had it not been for Dolerval, I should have died. I took it in my head to believe she loved me better than him. I did not consider that she could not discover her love for me until they should marry the priests. It was me she loved, and not Dolerval. This dear friend told me so himself. How then! he has done better. One day—on that day I was ready to go into the other world: I could neither eat nor sleep; foolish besides. Always complaining; striking the third and fourth parts* to no purpose. Well, Ma­dame, he came—this dear friend. He brought with him, from Paris, a large gentleman,† of good [Page] countenance and good humor. But a brave man he was! He was not afraid of me! and a learned man. This polite man could speak Latin as well as myself. Madame, he was the father of my sweet mistress. 'Do not be discouraged,' said he; 'she loves you; she will come to-morrow! To-morrow they will marry the priests!"
By this time we had come to the yard, and I hastened to get to the door. "Go into the house, one moment," said he. I endeavoured to get rid of him; but he held me by my arm. Then Rus­sel spoke to me in a low voice, and told me not to resist him, and assured me that M. Sevin would not do me the least injury. Upon this, I yielded to his entreaties. No sooner had we entered the dining room than a great number of birds came fly­ing around us, and several of them, as it were in strife, repeated, "Juliette, Juliette!" And ano­ther of them very distinctly said, "come to-mor­row!" "Yes," said my uncle, leaping for joy, "yes! because to-morrow they will marry the priests! It is true I expected her to-day," conti­nued he, pointing to a plate covered with a napkin, "but I am mistaken. It is to-morrow! because it is to-morrow they will marry the priests. Wait for her to come, that you may listen to her music."
Saving this, he led me into the next room, and seated himself by the side of the piano, took his base-viol, made a short prelude, and endeavoured to persuade me that a woman was singing, and he accompanying her voice with his instrument. In a little time his instrument fell from his trembling hands, and he listened with mute attention. At length he fell upon his knees, "Sweet mistress!" said he, "well beloved! enchanting girl! soul of [Page] my life! come! don't delay! come to-morrow; for to-morrow they will marry the priests."
And I, my sister, a witness of his senseless trans­ports, could not refrain from tears; and could not but make this indiscrete exclamation, "Poor M. Sevin!"
"Do not pity me," answered he, "I am the happiest of men. I have, in this manner, heard her all day long! All night long I seemed to see her! But to-morrow she will certainly come! To-morrow I shall really see her, for to-morrow they will marry the priests. But go now: you will wait too long; she will not sing under two long hours. You know that otherwise she would hurt her lungs. And if you should die, Juliette! if you should die! the whole world, the world which you captivate, would, at once, come to nothing."
At this time we came to the door, and I was extremely solicitous of escaping this too affecting, and too doleful spectacle. "Oh!" said he, "since you are acquainted with her, endeavour to accom­pany her this evening. Talk with her concerning him who adores her. Tell her, that for her I have preserved every sweet remembrance; that it is for her I languish; that I wait for her with the impa­tience of a lover. Oh! let her come, sweet mis­tress! Let her come to-morrow! because, to-mor­row is the day when they will marry the priests!"
How great, my dear Celina, is the frailty of human reason! In this poor unfortunate man we may behold a striking picture of its imbecility. This, alas! is the consequence of my imprudence! What stupidity in me to retire to such a place for security against human passions! In every place to which I have retired, I have conveyed misery and disorder! Wherever I turn my eyes I behold [Page] wretched persons, and those who have been render­ed miserable by my influence! Poor M. Sevin!— And the young man! Is he less to be pitied? Does he love me any less than M. Sevin? Is he not as fatally separated from me? Can I ever become his? Tell me, my sister, is not M. Dolerval as much to be pitied? No, certainly: for he is the object beloved. Heavens! Celina, what have I written? What doleful thoughts possess me? Almost under the eye of a husband! Almost at the grave of a mother! Ah, my sister, how sad is my condition!

LETTER XCII. Madame de Varmont to her Daughters.*
JUST heaven! In what an abyss of gloominess and misery do I find myself, and in which I am lost! A sudden flash of lightning casts into it a horrible gleam of light, by which I behold, almost at my side, the daughter whom I buried alive, clad in mourning vestments; and, somewhat farther— but a few steps at most, I behold a monster, born of me!—embruing his hands in his younger sister's blood! My eyes, alas! are opened—too late! and are about to be closed forever.
But you, my daughters, whom I have so cruelly immolated; who, seemingly, ought to have breathed nothing but hatred against me, may learn, perhaps, in the end, that I am deserving your pity.
My barbarous parents, also, made a sacrifice of [Page] me. I was sacrificed with, perhaps, greater inhu­manity at the marriage bed, than you, Celina, at the altars of religion. A passion, ardent in its commencement, had inflamed my heart. At this time, they proposed to me, for a husband, M. de Varmont. Alas! what did the only pleasures which nature seeks, even in her rude simplicity, avail me in my lively adolescence; of what conse­quence were the talents, the wounds and victories of a brave man to me▪ It was not the most ex­perienced, the most brave, nor the most renowned that I desired. The youngest and most sprightly were, in my fancy, the most amiable; and I had already determined my choice: nothing was want­ed to complete my wishes but the consent of my parents. But to my entreaties they turned a deaf ear. They snatched from me the object of my tenderest affections, and cast me, like a slave, into the arms of this stranger. What horror seized me when I became capable of understanding the duties they had imposed on me, in their full extent! Those ties with which they had bound me, were indissoluble! Even to my grave, without relief or without intermission, must I wear my detestable chain.
Despair took possession of my soul, a soul as im­petuous in its hatred as its love. Attend, my daugh­ters, and blush at my deep disgrace; tremble to reflect on the extreme misfortune which extorts the confession from me. My ever-oppressed sex has but one mean of obtaining revenge, and that is speedy, easy and infallible. Without delay, I en­deavoured to employ it. Poor Emilia! let her be less surprised at the cruelty of her brother. She and her cruel assassin had not the same father. This barbarous youth was not the son of M. de [Page] Varmont. He was neither the child of love nor marriage; but the fruit of a premeditated criminal intrigue.
This was not all. I did not commit this crime to hide it from my husband: for I expected he would disown and forsake me when the child of my infidelity was brought to the light. This was what I desired and intended. But, to my disap­pointment and grief, it happened quite otherwise: from my stoic of a husband I obtained nothing but the persecutions of tyrannical jealousy. This pretended hero was so weak as to persecute me with his odious love, notwithstanding my delibe­rate infidelity, and though I took pride in his dis­honor, * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *. Pardon me, O my daughters! for I detested you because I knew you to be his children!
Towards my son, I preserved a continual and fatal partiality, and brought him up in the hatred of his sisters. He was taught to view the daugh­ters of his supposed father in the light of trouble­some co-heirs of a large fortune; intruders who were born to deprive him hereafter of a great part of those immense riches, which ought to be reserv­ed for his mother, as an only and small indemnifi­cation for the miseries she endured for his sake. How well did the hard-hearted youth improve his wicked instructions! What a dreadful price he has paid me for the unnatural lessons I gave him!
Although an unfaithful and incomplete recital of his crimes may have, in some measure, extenuated their horrors, yet it has frozen my heart with ter­ror, and his cruel spirit possesses me! His soul, in­sensible to the cries of nature and kindred blood, has taken complete possession of mine! This cruel son, although he is no more, still urges me to the [Page] commission of unnatural deeds. 'Tis the phrenzy of his soul by which I am hurried along. By another crime, his mother is about to follow him to that execrable tomb, into which his enormities have thrown him!
Adieu, my daughters—your father's pistols are on the table before me while I am writing this set­ter. I have charged them without trembling, and, without trembling, shall I make use of them. I shall not leave the business of my destruction to the pains of a slow poison, nor apply for assistance to the feeble succours of art; nor, like a feeble victim, struggle several hours with death. No, let a sud­den, single and remediless stroke, cut short my destiny; and let renowned warriors, who are vainly proud of their courage, learn, that even a woman can attain to that sublime virtue.
No one, however, will support me in the hor­ror and confusion of my last moments! Not one word of comfort will be addressed to me! Nor will one of my children be present to close my eyes! Thy children! wretched woman! thou never hadst but one. He it is who stands near, waiting for thee, urging and beckoning thee away! he who is continually saying, "Cruel mother! which of thy daughters was the most worthy? Which of them hast thou rendered the most un­fortunate?" Alas! when they shall receive this vain memorial of my guilt, I shall be no more. Al­though I have been a continual cause of their un­happiness, the manner of my death may bring tears from their eyes, and pity from their tender hearts. But what dangerous thoughts are these which pur­sue my imagination, and delay my designs! Per­haps, by a longer delay, my weakness may pre­vent their execution. Hasten, hapless woman! [Page] hasten thy necessary departure. Emilia, Celina, adieu! Adieu, my daughters! And thou, my son, receive thy departing mother.

LETTER XCIII. Celina de Varmont to Emilia.
Paris, January 9, 1783.

YES, my dear and benevolent Emilia, come at some future day, and again be the con­solation of thy sister; come—but be, in the first place, the preserver of thy friend.
Tell, however, this interesting Madame Flo­rival, that, by the reception I shall give her at this place, she shall see whether I am not worthy of being the sister of Emilia.
But let us attend to a melancholy subject—let your tears flow again—tears of tender compassion. Read the enclosed letter, written entirely by the hand of Madame de Varmont, which was not found till the opening of the papers which con­tained her will. Read, my sister—you will doubt­less tremble—but you will, perhaps, see that our mother, though dying by a crime, merited the pre­sence of her daughters to close her eyes.
Adieu, my dearest Emilia; pardon the shortness of this letter, and impute its brevity to the sensa­tions I must naturally feel on the subject of the one I send you. Adieu.

[Page]
CONCLUSION.
THE author of Emilia de Varmont subjoined the following address to his readers, at the conclu­sion of the third volume:—
‘When the National Assembly shall have de­creed the marriage of the Priests and Divorce, it will then be lawful for me to give you, in a short pamphlet, which, if you please, you may call a supplement, the details of a triple marriage, that may, perhaps, be interesting to the reader: that of Bovile and Eleanor, that of Dolerval and Emilia, that of M. Sevin and —; I will tell you who—I will then tell you what woman, possessed of such charms as greatly to resemble his Juliette, has been able to restore the good Curate to reason and happiness.’
The American publisher, desirous of gratifying that curiosity which must arise in the minds of American youth, after reading the foregoing rela­tion, informs them, that as the original author has fallen a sacrifice to the guillotine, it is doubtful whether the promised pamphlet has ever been pub­lished. But as all the obstacles to their union were removed, when the desired laws were proclaimed, there is no doubt that Bovile and Eleanor, as well as Dolerval and Emilia, have long since met, and enjoyed all the endearments of conjugal affection. A gentleman from the city of Tours has informed the publisher, that the good Curate, with whom he was personally acquainted, actually tried the pleasant state of matrimony soon after the law had passed the National Assembly. Who she was I have not been able to learn. In this particular I [Page] must leave you in the wide fields of conjecture. Permit me now to remind the youth▪ of our highly favoured country, that vice will always be brought to ruin, disgrace or repentance—that persevering virtue will ever find a certain and glorious reward.



ERRATA.
	Vol. i. page 56, line 26, dele the word not.
	89, 24, read qu'il n'y a que le premier pas qui coute.
	—, last line but one, for him r. himself.
	107, line 27, for sefety r. safety.
	109, 14, for ramain r. remain.
	Vol. ii. page 9, 17, for meditation r. mediation.
	16, 6, for objection r. abjection.
	34, 32, for persecution r. prosecution.
	46, 20, for inqueitoient r. inquietoient.
	121, for vainac r. vaincu.
	24, for fuex r. feux.
	47, 4, for songer r. songes.
	85, last line but one, for verum r. virum.

FINIS.



Notes
* This amorous letter from Dolerval to Juliette is lost, and you need not much lament it; for you will find better ones in every part of this work.
 ↵
2 This was the term given to a warrant in the king's name to take and put a prisoner into the Bastile.
 ↵
* Crimes merit disgrace and punishment, but not a scaffold. This excellent maxim is from henceforth made sacred by a wise de­cree and a great example.
 ↵
* Of music.
 ↵
† This gentleman, it seems probable, was the physician Dolerval brought from Paris.
 ↵
* This was an inclosure sent from Celina to Emilia.
 ↵
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