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CHAPTER Xilt— Continued.

¢I think it better, madam, that the ftruth
should be concealed from Maria,” said Von Sul-
_per, risiog as the door closed on the retreating
form of her husband, ¢at least whilst the wound,
caused by this public exposure, is so great.—
Leave your case in my hands, and if I see that
any good may accrue, by avowing your rela-
tionsbip, to Mara, believe me, I will not fail to
do se.’ ‘

¢ Will you, will you? she exclaimad, sinking

" on her Lnees, as she spoke. ¢ Then, with my
last breath, will I, who bave not prayed for
many years, petitton Heaven for you. Let me
but krow that she, even unconscious that she is
my child, prays tor, and forgives me, for oh, I
bave been very guilty, hard, and severe, to all
who bave served me. And God, to punish me,
has, at last, seat my own child on whom to ex-
ercise my tyranny.’

¢ Be calm, Catherine,’ said Von Sulper, rais-
ing her from her kneas; ‘be calm, and I will
not forget your request. And I would counsel
you to thank Heaven, unceasingly, that the veil
has been thus drawn from belore your eyes; and
time yet allowed you for mercy and forgiveness.
I could not have returned to Germany, and have
left you n ignorance of the truth.

That one  word, ¢ Catherine,” had touched a
chord in the heart of that bard woman; it told
her that that severe countenance, that pitiless
voice, masked a vein of gentle feeling ; that Von
Sulper, whilst he hated the sin, would spare the
penitent sinner.

¢ Heaven bless you ; Heaven bless you, Von
Sulper,’ she repeated, pressing the hand which
pow was placed withm her own ; ¢ and, as you
hope for mercy, be merciful to me, manifold as
have been my offences.’

Von Sulper rephed not, but hurried from the
toom, daring not to look on that crouchicg form
winch sunk again beside. the couch, ané, with
face buried in the cusluons, sobbed so bitterly. -

Bat the closing of the hall door, and each re-
treating footstep that had preceded 1t, sourded
like a death kuell, to the wreiched woman, who,
rising from her kuees, now listened, lest any per-
son should be at band, her greatest fear being,
lest che should encounter her children ; and thea,
when all around was still, she hurried uvp the
wide staircase, crossed the gallery, and was
abeut to eater her own room, when she beheld
ber husband. She sprang towards him, and,
falling on ber koees, regardless of the chance she
ncurred of bewg observed, she exclaimed,—

Oh ! George ! say that you forgive me.’

<[ do forgive you, Catherine,’ he said : and
tears rushed to the eyes of the strong man, as he
raised his wretched wife from her supplant pos-
ture. ‘I do forgive you, but I cannot banish
from my mind’s eye the form of the wvohappy
girl, whom we have so foully injured. Hence-
forth, Catherine, banish deceit from your char-
acter ; see you not that you have sinned without
a cause, for to know Maria was your ciuld, was
to ensure a bappy home, as far as I could have

tven her one. Sut controi these feelings,” he
added, ¢ equally hurtful to yourself and to me,
whem they quit unman. I caonot suffer the girls
to see you in this state, and am about now to
secd thet from-bome for the next three days ;—
on thew retura, you will have left London for
+ Fairview, and, I trust, will Lave become caim
and tranquil, when next we meet. Now, to
gour own room, my dear wife, he added, ¢ for 1
hear some one coming, and would net kave you
seen with thase swollen eyes.’

Not sorry, indeed, was Mr. DMontaghue, to
have a plausible pretext for hurrying from her
presence, and with a mind somewhat less dis-
tressed, the unbappy womas entered fher room,
and abandoned herself to her own "melanchely
GUSINGS.

But sb2 wust have been more than flesh and
blood, had she not felt cut to the quick, at her
past misconduct. The knowledge that her bus-
band xnew, and was shocked to the heart’s core,
at the way she had behaved: the remembrance
of the manner in wiich she had treated the un-

- happy.gwl, who, dwelling beneath her roof, as
the governess of her other children, was yet her
own daughter; the scene at the Old Bailey : the
agonized, and pale face of Maria. standing o a
felon’s dock, was ever present Lo her sight, and
ere mauy hours were over, she felt the effects of
her mental anxiety w a violent attack ot illness,
preceded by heavy swoons, recovery f{rom oue
being but the prelude to relapsing into another.
At length she suffered berself to be prevailed
upon to call m medical advice § the result of
which was, that she was ordered perfect quiet
and confiement to her room for the next few
days ; and when the doctor met Mr. Moniague,
he bluntly expressed his opiion tuat some great
mental anxiety .was pressing..ca the mind of
bis wife. . ‘ »

To avoid any disclosure of the pamful secret,
Nir. Montague simply stated the affair of the
robbery ; the doctor immediately attributing the

‘| sudder and alarmmg dlness of his patient to the

apguish of ap uprigst and feeling mund on per-
ceiving that it had wrongfully accused snother,
and to the excilement consequent on attendance
in a criminal court.

CHAPTER XIV.—THE SUMMONS TO HARLEY
: STREET—THE CONFESSION.

It nas a happy party which Herr Von Sulper
beheld assemble on that evening following the
day of the trial in the mansion of M. Mainwar-
ing ; and perbaps, Von Sulper was the only per-
son whose joy was linged with sadness : he could
not forget the cruelty of Dlrs, Montague's de-
sertion of her daughter, and when he looked at
Maria, though a fervent thanksgiving escaped
his lips, for her all but miraculous escape, he
could not but thwmk with horror of the unhappy
woman, who had so deeply wronged her.

As to Maria, berself, it was with difficulty she
could meet her {riend, at dinner, to such a pitck
of mental excitement had ber mind been wrought
ap ; first, by intense fear, lest sentence should be
passed agaist her ; secondly, by an overwbelm-
ing joy, at the sudden appearance of her father
and Von Sulper ; and then, by her acquittal and
Celiverance from the shameful position mte which
the wickedness of others Lad cast her.

The affectionate daughters of the good Squire
with Mary, never left her, and we may safely
say, whea she looked around on the faces of her
kind friends, the dear old Flobrberg amongst
them, that an excess of happiness followed the
excess of misery into which she had been
plunged.

The servants having withdrawn, conversation
became more free, and Von Sulper found it hard
to parry the remarks of the Squire, on the sud-
dea illness of ¢ that wicked woman,® as he termed
Mrs. Montague ; he, howerver, succeeded, and
ther addressing Flobrberg, said :— -

¢ You have not,1 am sure, Mein Herr, be-
trayed my secret, but bave left ne, as I request-
ed, the pleasure of divulging it myselt.” Then,
turning to Maria, he sa1d,

¢ You see, my dear child, I claim a greater -
terest in you than you can possibly imagine.—
Ashe young protegee of General O’Donrell,
well, I felt interested in you, and would have has-
tened to London, to reclaim you from your peril-
ous position ; but, as your uncle, Maria, as the
brother of the Frau Flohrberg, I claim a live-
lier interest stili.”

¢ My uncle !’ ejaculated Marta, in astonish-
ment, better conceived than described ; but she
saw the good Flohrberg smile; aod yet but
scarcely realising the truth of what she ieard,
received, on her forehead, the affectionate salute
of her new relative,

Euquiries poured thick and fast upon Von Sul-
per, oot only from the ladies of the company,
bui-even from the generally sient and tacitura
barrister, who bad so ably carried on Fraulein’s
case ; and as our readers know already, all that
Von Sulper has to say, we shall leave bim to tell
s own story in his own fashioa.

- It was very late are the happy party broke
up, and would have been much later, but that
Maria now showed symptoms of positive illness,
g0 that she was enjoined late bours the following
day, by all kind friends, Von Sulper and Flolir-
berg, telling her that they should pot see ker
probably before the foifowing evening.

Mariza no locger had visions in disturbed
dreams of courts of justice, prisons, aud all the
unutterable horrars which of late hid been
crowdiag so thickly upon ber; her repose was
calm and tranquil, and when she awoke, the morn-
ing beirg advanced, it was to the unspeakable
happiness and consciousness of perfect security
and to the jojful remembrance that Herr Voo
Salper was allied to her by the ties of kinkred
and alse, that he had whispered in her ear, the
previous might, a bit of inlelligence, making
known to her, that she would never Lave to seek
a strange boime agaip, for that the good Von
Sulper intended to devole part of his large for-
tune, for the benefit of Lus sister’s family.

Though much recruited by her night’s rest,
Mara had fathfufly intended to carry out the in-
junctions of Mrs. Mainwariog, .aud devole this
following day exclusively to rest botb of mind
and body. Sucl, howerver, was not to be the
case. :

A delicate and tempting breaklast was brought
by a maid iuto Fraulein’s chamber, on the tray ;
beside it, lay a letter, ia the well-keown hand-
writing of Mrs. Montague.

A deadly faintness crept over Maria’s already
weakened frame ; all the horrors of the past
Tusbed agan before her mind, and ber hand shook
violently, as she opened the carefully sealed, and
damty note, written on the perfumed paper the
lady generally used. ‘Tt was couched in the fol-
lowing woras: . o
"¢ Will the® Fraulein Flohrberg grant a few

moments’ conversation to Mits. Montague?

JIa!

doing so she may rest assured, that she will meet
one who is deeply penitent and grieved for the
injury she bas inflicted, and who can know no
rest till she has received the forgiveness of the
injured Mara Flohrberg. :

I can never meet this womar, was her first
thought. But her surprise was great, or repe-
rusing this letter. She had never expected such
an act, deeply as she had been injured at the
hands of Mrs. Montague, and many were Lhe
tears she shed over it, for her aftectionate heart
could not fong bear malice to a hiving thing. If
the first thought was ¢ I cannot see her, the next
was, ‘I will go and be reconciled.’ She par-
took hastily of her breakfast; she could thk
but of one thmg, and that was, to meet ber,
who lad been bher deadly foe, wilh the kiss of
peace.

She dressed herself hurriediy, but, befer.
leaving the house, carried mer letter to Mrs
Matnwaring and Margaret. ’

The two ladies perused 1t ; then Brs Main-
waring looked at Maria’s pale face, gravely
shock her bead, and said,—

¢ I question, were the gentlemen here, Marie,
wlether they would give you permission to ap-
proach that womaun’s house, so enraged are they
all at the parrow escape you have met with, set-
ting quite asmide the public exposure and stain
cast upon your oame and character ; were it not
well to defer your journey, love, till my Lusband
retorns home, which will be shortly; or, till
your father and uncle call, 1 the evering 7—
Meanwhile you can wnite, and assure ber of your
forgiveness.’

<[ think I would ltke to go now, if you, dear
Mrs. Mainwaring, bave no decided objection;’
replied Maria. ¢ Dirines would not scald me,
would they, for strictly carrying out the Gospel
precept?  Let me meet her half way. .I know
it bas cost her much to make this advance.’

¢ Go, love,” said Mrs. Mainwaring ; ¢ and you
will take God’s blessing witk you ; bot T am not

“quite sure; though I know you dre right, whe-

tber our Irascible gentlemen will hold me excus-
ed, for giving my consent, especially Herbert.”

¢ Well, Maria,” said Margeret, ¢I would
never agaw: see that wicked woman, who has
worked you such deadly wrong, whatever was
the consequence. Forgive, indeed ; I wouldn’t
forgive her in 2 burry.

+ Ah Margaret, Margaret, there is a  reat
deal of hay and stubble in that olberwise fine
character of yours.

¢ Ah, bush, dearest,” said Mava, placing ber
finger oa her lips; ¢ there is this Gospel precept,
you know, ard 1t must be obeyed, though fiesh
and blood may rebel ; so, adieu. In an hour I
will be back agun, and the gentlemen need not
know I have seen Mrs. Montague, unless we
like to tell them ourselves.

A few moments more, and Mara was oo her
way to Harley Sireet; and a very little later
Mr. Mainwaring returned bome.

¢ ITas Maria left her room? I wish to see
ber, was the first question he asked his wife.

¢ She has had a letter from DMirs. Montague,
begging her ta come to Harley Street, at once,’
rejoined the wife.

¢ She has not gone 7 he rephed. ¢ At least,
I trast not.  What will Herr Von Salper thiok
of this. ’

There was such an expression of alarm on the
usually good humored countevance of the Squire
that his wife gazed in blavk astonishment. 1t
was tarned into horror, when Squire Mainwar-~
ing, approaching her, said, ¢ Wounder not at
the pain I feel that Maria bas gonme to Harley
Street ; her bitterest fve has proved to be her
own mother I

€ . - * - LY

With a trembling heart Maria knocked at the
dooor of the bouse from wiich she had been so
ignominiously expelled, and was met i the ball
by Mrs. Somers; a sonle of recognition, and a
warm pressure of the hand, was all that passed
between them, save Lbal when her hand was

‘ou the chamber door, she whispered the words,

¢ she is very ill ; you are so very good te come
here.”” .

Everything seered desolate and cheerless.—
No one was moviag about, and Maria felt con-
vinced that her formner pupils, and thei father,
were absest from home, [t was painful enough
to Meria to ceme at all to this house, every step
she took being marked by some painful recollec-
tion. The moment, however bad arnived when
agamn she must face tbhe woman, who had well
nigh been her destruction, and she approached
the bed, the heavy draperies of which were
closely drawa, with a trembling step.

Little prepared, however, was Fraulein for the
startling change 'which had taken place. Mrs.
Montague’s eyes were closed in sleep, but the
dark lines bepeath ‘hem, the baggard expression
of the face, the convulsive twitching of the mus-
cles around the mouth, all told a.tale of terrible
mental ageny.’ : o oo

¢ Hark ¥ she murmurs ic ber sleep ; and Mrs.
Somers’s benevolent countenauce becomes dis- |
, e B

s

tressed, as disjoisted words ever and aoon fall
upon their ears, such as people utter in their de-
liriam, and which are but too often not merely
the expressions of a disordered fancy, but mani-
festations of the hopes and fears of their more
rational momerts. ¢ Nay, it is not true,” she
says, ¢ I cannot, will not heheve 1t.
me see that man ; he will destroy me with the
tale he has to tell.” But she turns in her uneasy
slumbers ; the eyes, so preternaturally glassy,
open, and are fixed o the pale face beside ber,
already bending over with a kindly svothing ex-
pression ; and Mrs. Somers, as 1f agreeably to
structions already received, leaves the room,
and Maria is now alone with the woman,
who, but one short day since, looked so
pitdessly upon her, as she stood in that shamelul
dock.

She covered ker fuce with her thin wlite
hands, snd Mariz could see the g tears stealing
through the loug fingers, while convulsive sobs
shook the bed whereon she lay,

This was a show of feeling for which Mana
was ill prepared ; i disiressed her, and she ex-
claimed,

¢ Mrs. Montague; I am here, as you did re-
quest me ; but do not, I beg of yau, give way
like this. Ab, see, liebe Frau, Maria Flobrberg
forgets the past, as she does hope God will for-
give Ler)’

The thia bands were removed from the face
as Fraulem thus spoke. The invalid strove to
raise herself ia the bed, and Maria passed her
arm round the waist, and adjusted the pllows,
thinking that all slie desired was to rest more
easily ; but, as she supported the sufferer’s form
and whilst the liead recimed upon bLer shoulder,
the face of poor Frouleln was drawn down
to hers, and a passionate kiss imprinted on her
cheek,

Fraulein returned the embrace, and returned
it with her whole beart, but she Lttle dreamed
the lips of a mother had pressed her own.

Then the hand was placed upon the heart, and
she signed to Fravlein to bring her a restorative
ske had at haod ; thea motioned her to be seat-
ed, ard said, or rather whispered, for the words
came very slowly and feebly too,

¢ Dear Maria, [ wag reared, like you, a Ca-
tholic, but, since I ieft the hills and dales of my
tnountain home, iv Ireland, I Lave never sub-
mitted to that part of our church’s rule which
enjoins confefston.  You, Maria Flobrberg,
must listen, first to thie history of my lite, I owe
vou reparation ; theu I will carry my burthen to
the feet of the minister of Christ, for my recon-
ciliation must be entire.

Maria would have interrupted her, {or she felt
some strange avowal was about to come forth,
though dreamed not it concered herself, and she
replied.

¢ Dear Mrs. Montague, do not distress your-
self thus ; to your husband or your children, but
not, ok, 0ot 10 me reveal Lhe past.)

¢ Yes, to you, and you alone, was the reply.
¢ Now, listen carefuily to all that I shail tell you.
Thirty years smce, whes twen'y summers had
scarce passed over my head, I left my home, m
Ireland, as companion to an Englisk lady; my
head was turned with foolish vamity ; my beauty
had been praised when in my Irish home, and I
panted with desire to raise mysell above my
pumble fot, as the duugbter of a small Insh
{armer, and be known and admired in the great
world. Without a tear I bade farewell ta the
pastor who had insiructed me ; to the widowed
mother, who had loved me, and borne with my
many failings; and to the little sister, Ailey,
whom I mught pever more behold. The lady
with whom I travelled, made the tour of Turope,
and finally setied for mapy months m a village
1w Bavaria. There I met with the broiher of
the Herr Von Alstein, or, Von Sulper, as be
calls imselt.

Here Maria started ; bad then Mrs. Mon-
tague knowd her uncie, when iv Germany.

¢ We married, and resided for some time in a
litle cottage, from which the Alps might be
dimly seen in the distance.)’

Here a shudder crept over Maria’s frame.—
What was the meaning of the vision that seem-
ed to pass before her eyes? in which there was
a dim reccllection of grey mountains, clad with
snow, rising ope above the other; of another
face than that of 1da Flobrberg; yet, along with
the fancy, if such 1t was, ever, ever came the
idea, that the features of Mrs. Montague had
been seen before ; and she then remembered the
painful, unpleasant 1mpression she received on
the night of her first meeting.

¢ My uaion was an unhappy one ;- my busband
was violent in temper, and but lttle inclined to
bear with the failings of the woman who bad be-
come bis wife. I repented of the choice I had
made; and even the birth of a child failed to
knit closer the bond ‘that subsisted between us:
In an ewil hour T “exasperated 'bim, as only our
sex can exasperate, if they choose lo yield to
their own misgoverned tempers.. He struck mey
acd the blow felljalso, on the innocent babe ‘at

Do not bid |

wy breast. I iaid my child mn the cradle, and
vowed, that ere eight-and-forly hours had passed
I would separate trom hun for ever. Ere the
sun had set F'ritz was takea alarmingly ill; his
life was despaired of ; he received the last rites
of the church ; called me to his side, and beg-
ged me to forgive lnm. I feigned a reconcilia~
tion, for in the interim swce our quarrel, I had
stolen away to the lady whose companion I had
been. She was, that night, to return to Eng-
land. Now, listen, Maria Flohrberg. I was to
go with ber; to break forever, before death
should break them, the bonds {hat bound me to
Von Alstein. He was better, but stll in dan-
ger ; yet, when mght had cast its shadows over
the purple mountarns, I stole from lus sick room,
raised my little girl from the cradle, kissed it
again and again, then replaced my wading child,
and stole ke a thief from my husband’s home ;
and ere the aoon-day sun ghstbued the mountain
tops, I was far from my fawmily, never, never to
return,  Arrived in England, I pasced the next
year in uncertainty, as to the fate of my hus-
hand and child. Then I heard (hat I wasa
widow, and that my child bad been adopted by
iy husband’s family. T steeled my heart agamst
parental feeling ; never betrayed the place of my
abode ; and, accepling the band of my present
lsbard, raised myself, at once, to opulence and
wealth,

¢ Now, listen, Fraulein,” continued Mrs, Mon-
iague, and ber voice trembled as she spoke.—
Fritz, my husband, and this ITeiorich Von Al-
stein were twin brothers, and stnkingly alike;
judge of my horror, when his still well remem-
bered features met wme yesterday. I thought [
bad been misinformed, avd that Frilz pet lived,
to confront me in a court of justice, and then
before my husband ; then T was borne sensible
from the court. But Fritz, mdeed, is dead;
Von Sulper, as be now is called, came to tell
me this, DBut, ob, horror of horrors! Traulein
Maria, Iisten, the wailing babe, whom I deserted
lives, hives!—Oh, just Heavens, what 1 retrnbu-

tion! Sbhe lives in the person of her whom 1
bave persecuted, of her whom I drove forth to
mfagjy; in the person of yourself, my daugh-
ter !

A mist passed before the eyes of Mama, a
tremor seized ber whole frame, scarce less in-
animate ihan the insepsible form she now
stretched forth her arms to support ; she reached
a shmulant from the table which she forced be-
neath the closed lips of her unhappy mother.

€Oh, fearful revelation ! This my mother!
Not the gentle Fran Flobrberg! = Ab dear
Frau Flobrberg, ah, dear Frau; how deep a
debt of love and gralitude do I then owe to you.
This my mother! Her whom I have feared
to see, when Lhe governess of my own sisters,—

ius my mether!  'Who has persecuted me for
theft. Dut yet, nature will speak out. She
is my mother, and my heart yearus for her em-
brace.’ .

And so it was, that when those eyes re-opened
once so cold to Maria, they met her own gazing
on her with a leok all of love and lenderness,
and the head reclined on that gentie bosom, and
the words, ‘my child, my chld, yet again,
yet again, fall on her ear, as she embraces,
once mere, once more, that daugkter found too
late.

It was pot then an idle fancy, that vision that
had passed before her eyes; no, infant as ske
was, Maria bad retained a vague, mdistinct re-
collection of the cottage home, with the Alpine
mountaies looming inthe distance, and of the fea-
tures ot ber motber.

But ever, ever, even in the midst of loving
converse, comes back the memory, aot only of

the deadly wrong and of past little uakindly acts,
and officious supervision, on her part, which cut
her to the heart, for she remembered how gently
the stranger, as she deemed her, bad borne with
want of courtesy ; nay, with sometimes studied
affront, but the soft eyes look lovingly down, and
wipe away the tears ; and then Maria leads her
to talk not of the sad and unrecallable past, but
of the present, of the future, of her next meetine
with Alice, and Millicent, though small afection
can the gentle Fraulein ever owe the latter ;
¢and Mr. Montague, too, she artlessly enquires,
¢ does he know who I am #

¢ Yes, and he could not meet you, my child,
for Lis great sorrow at your sufferings; but
bappy days we shall pass at Faicview, yet, shall
we not, Maria 7 .

And Maria answers with another embrace.—
And after a good twohours, spent beside ber
sick couch, binted at t‘}lﬁ necessary return to -
Cavendish Square, adding, that she would cal!
again in the evening, and would spend the whole -
of the morrow with Ler. o ,

‘She then cailed Mrs. Somers, who, with much
surprise, stood by and . failed-not to notice the
warmth of the parting between the two ladies ;
her curiosity was'. excited, : but. she; was g .well-
bred.person, who knew .better..thag.: t
any remark unle: r

is her: mistress. were, the.first to~ -
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