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CHAP. 1.

The Houfe in the Waod.

EIMER had fcarcely reached his

own apartment, when he -received a
fummons to attend the Earl,

* Js the outer- door faftened ?” en-

quired the unhappy nobleman as he
entered.

“ It is, my Lord.”

% And Dorand in waiting—and
alone 1"
# He is,”
voL. it. A * Are
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“ Are you quite fure no one isin
the lobby 7™

“* Not a foul is there, except Du-
rand, my Lord.”

“ Well, then, my friend, ere we
again feparate, more than the life of
Latimore,—his fame, will be in your
cuftody.”

“ M jrfdcarcﬂ, Lord—"

" Nay, nay, nowords, nowords, I pray,
my friend. Mineisnot awound that can
be falved, I afk not{ympathy or pity,
but aid—aétive and important fervice.
Let me recolle@—1I think I mentioned
that accident led me to the difcovery of
the retreat of that moft infamons trio,
who, under mafks of more than com-
mon virtue, practifed the worft of vices.
Could it have been thought, that a

' mind
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mind like Olivia’s would become the
prey of low defires, or that a man,
preaching morality, and carrying fanc-
tity in his very looks, that old julian
would be the pander of {uch infamous
intrigue. As for that arch hypocrite,
her paramour—her Mortimer—him I
knew to be fuch,

¢ He it was who came to the cot-
tage-gate, and with matchlels impu-
dence accofted me, exclaiming in a
haughty tone—"

“ Your bufinefs here, ﬁ-ir.nd.“

" “'Do you Eknow. me, fmundrel
faid 17"

“ I know you well " replied he;
“' you are the deftroyer of the peace of
families—the murdérer of the Marchi-
onefs della Zoretta, whole' grave you

u _ Aa dug
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dug when you enclofed her levely
daughterin a living cloiftered tomb |—
Know you! youare the mighty favou-
rite of the Fates—a living Monument of
Splendid Mifery. Away, away, man,
leave this peaceful cot, where love and
tnnocence, fheltered from the fhafts of
malice and revenge, repole on peaceful
pillows, and wake to mornings gilded
by the rays of hope. You can have no
bufinefs here.”

“ Ashe fpoke he opened the gate,
came out upos the lawn, and fhutting
the gate agam, placed his back againit
it, in an attitude, that feemed to fay,
“ You fhall not enter here.” ** 1 de-
mand to fee the daughr of she Mar
quis della Zoretta,” faid I.

* The Marquis deHa Zoretta has ne
‘daughter : his cruelty diflolved the
bonds of duty and the ties of pature.
She,
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She, who was his daughter, is now the
wife of one who will not yield her to
any autherity on earth.”

* Unparalleled impudence!” ex-
claimed 1. * Unblufbingly you owa
then, that you have dared to violate
the holy cloifters, and facrilegioufly
ravifh from the altar of her God,"— °

“ Hold, Sir, if you pleafe,” cried
he, * Ihave not thus faid, nor fhall
you infinvate as much with impunity.
The viftim of power, which fhe could
not refift, Olivia della Zoretta was
compelled awhile to fubmit to fuperfii-
tious horrors, at which the enlightened
mind revolts: her releafe trom fuch
bafe thraldom was a work in which I
glory. The proteflant faith, which,
from deep conviélion, the hasembraced,
admits not of [uchhorrid immolations.”

Y

Ag " Poor



