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because the sight would have torn my bosom ; because I

fe ired to appear tuo Ixirbarous in refusing what he re-

quired, and that I sinuld bi' tno unhappy if I granted it.

These, Madam'?, wvre the motives of my conduct ; and
I flatter myself that I sliall not incur blame for what I

have done."

" To blame you," the lady replied, " would be an in-

justice : a sacntice could only be e\pertt<l from oaths,

from ties of blood, or from ubligaticnis ; and on this

latter point it is not you, I know, who stand in this

situaliun. I can assure you that his soul was penetrated

with what he owed to you ; but his passion consumed
him, and your last refus.d hastened his tleath. He
counted every minute, when, at half-past ten, his servant

came to announce decidedly that you would not come.

After a few moments' silence, he t'.nk my hand, and,

with a force of despair which t( rrilied me. ' The bar-

barian !
' he exclaimed, ' she shall gain notlung by her

cruelty ; I will pursue her even after my death, as I have
persecuted her during my life !

' I attempted to calm
him ;—but he was no more."

After Mademoiselle Clairon had found that all her en-

deavours to undermine mr in the alTf(t:-ns <<{ the Mar-

grave were ineffectual, and that her object had been

totally defeated, she determined to make a merit of

necessity,- to arm lierseli, as she said, with reason, and
to conscilo hersilf lor h. r sufferings bv < illing to her mind
those comforts whicli she still possessed.


