XIIL
THE PARVENUE.

Way do [ write my melancholy story} Is it as a lesson,
to prevent any other from wishing to rise to rank superior
to that in which they are born? No! miserable as I am,
others might have been happy, I doubt not, in my
position : the chalice has been poisoned for me alone!
Am I evil-minded—am I wicked? What have been my
errors, that I am now an outcast and wretched? I will
tell my story—let others judge me; my mind is be-
wildered, I cannot judge myself.

My father was land steward to a wealthy nobleman.
He married young, and had several children. He then
lost his wife, and remained fifteen years a widower, when
he married again a young girl, the daughter of a clergy-
man, who died, leaving a numerous offspring in extreme
poverty. My maternal grandfather had been a man of
sensibility and genius; my mother inherited many of
his endowments. She was an angel on earth; all her
works were charity, all her thoughts were love.

Within a year after her marriage, she gave birth to
twins—I and my sister; soon after she fell into ill-health,
and from that time was always weakly. She could endure
no fatigue, and seldom moved from her chair. I see her
now ;—her white, delicate hands employed in necedlework,
her soft, love-lighted eyes fixed on me. I was still a

child when my father fell into trouble, and we removed
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from the part of the country where we had hitherto lived,
and went to a distant village, where we rented a cottage,
with a little land adjoining. We were poor, and all the
family assisted each other. My elder half-sisters were
strong, industrious, rustic young women, and submitted
to a life of labour with great cheerfulness. My father
held the plough, my half-brothers worked in the barns;
all was toil, yet all seemed enjoyment.

How happy my childhood was! Hand in hand with
my dear twin-sister, I plucked the spring flowers in the
hedges, turned the hay in the summer meadows, shook
the apples from the trees in the autumn, and at all
seasons, gambolled in delicious liberty beneath the free
air of heaven; or at my mother's feet, caressed by her,
I was taught the sweetest lessons of charity and love.
My elder siaters were kind ; we were all linked by strong
offection, The delicate, fragile existence of my mother
gave an interest to our monotony, while her virtues and
her refinement threw a grace over our homely household.

I and my sister did not seem twins, we were so unlike.
She was robust, chubby, full of life and spirits; I, tall,
glim, fair, and even pale. I loved to play with her, but
soon grew tired, and then I crept to my mother's side,
and she sang me to sleep, and nursed me in her bosom,
and looked on me with her own angelic smile. She took
pains to instruct me, not in accomplishments, but in all
real knowledge. She unfolded to me the wonders of the
visible creation, and to each tale of bird and beast, of
fiery mountain or vast river, was appended some moral,
derived from her warm heart and ardent imagination.
Above all, she impressed upon me the precepls of the
gospel, charity to overy fellow-creature, the brotherhood
of mankind, the rights that every sentient creature pos-
sesses to our services. I was her almoner; for, poor as
she was, she was the benefactress of those who were
poorer. Being delicate, I helped her in her task of
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needlework, while my sister aided the rest in their house-
hold or rustic labours.

‘When I was seventeen, a miserable accident happened.
A hayrick caught fire ; it communicated to our outhouses,
and at last to the cottage. We were roused from our
bede at midnight, and escaped barcly with our lives. My
father bore out my mother in his arms, and then tried to
save a portion of his property. The roof of the cottage
fell in on him. Hoe was dug out after an hour, scorched,
maimed, crippled for life.

‘We were all saved, but by a miracle only was I
preserved. I and my sister were awoke by cries of fire.
The cottage was already enveloped in flames. Susan,
with her accustomed intrepidity, rushed through the
flames, and escaped ; I thought only of my mother, and
hurried to her room. The fire raged around me; it
encircled—hemmed me in. I believed that I must die,
when suddenly T felt myself seized upon and borne away.
I looked on iy preserver—it was Lord Reginald Des-
borough.

For many Sundays past, when at church, I knew that
Lord Reginald’s eyes were fixed on me. He had met me
and Susan in our walks; he had called at our cottage.
There was fascination in his eye, in his soft voice and
earncst gaze, and my heart throbbed with gladness, as
I thought that he surely loved me. To have been
saved by him was to make the boon of life doubly
precious.

There is to me much obscurity in this pert of my story.
Lord Reginald loved me, it is true; why he loved me, so
far as to forget pride of rank and ambition for my sake,
he who afterwards showed no tendency to disregard the
prejudices and habits of rank and wealth, I cannot tell;
it secms strange. He had loved me before, but from the
hour that he saved my life, love grew into an overpower-
ing passion. He offered us a lodge on his estate to take



THE PARVENUE. 2656

refuge in; and while there, he sent us presents of game,
and still more kindly, fruits and flowers to my mother,
and came himself, especially when all were out except
my mother and myself, and sat by us and conversed.
Soon I learnt to expect the soft asking look of his eyes,
and almost dared answer it. My mother once perceived
these glances, and took an opportunity to appeal to Lord
Reginald’s good feelings, not to make me miserable for
life, by implanting an attechment that could only be
productive of unhappiness. His answer was to ask me in
marriage.

I need not say that my mother gratefully consented ;
that my father, confined to his bed since the fire, thanked
God with rapture; that my sisters were transported by
delight : I was the least surprised then, though the most
happy. Now, I wonder much, what could he see in mo {
So many girls of rank and fortune were prettier. I was
an untaught, low-born, portionless girl. It was very
strange.

Then I only thought of the happiness of marrying him,
of being loved, of passing my life with him. My wedding
day was fixed. Lord Reginald had neither father mnor
mother to interfere with his arrangements. He told no
relation ; he became one of our family during the interval.
He saw no deficiencies in our mode of life—in my dress;
he was satisfied with all ; he was tender, assiduous, and
kind, even to my elder sisters; he seemed to adore
my mother, and became a brother to my sister Susan.
She was in love, and asked him to intercede to gain her
parents’ consent for her choice. He did so; and though
before, Lawrence Cooper, the carpenter of the place, had
been disdained, supported by him, he was accepted.
Lawrence Cooper was young, well-looking, well disposed,
and fondly atlached to Susan.

My wedding day came. My mother kissed me fondly,
my father blessed me with pride and joy, my sisters stood
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round, radiant with delight. There was but one draw-
back to the universal happiness—that immediately on my
marriage I was to go abroad.

From the church door I stepped into the carriage.
Having once and again been folded in my dear mother’s
embrace, the wheels were in motion, and we were away.
I looked out from the window ; there was the dear group:
my old father, white-headed and aged, in his large chair;
my mother, smiling through her tears, with folded hands
and upraised looks of gratitude, anticipating long years of
happiness for her child; Susan and Lawrence standing
side by side, unenvious of my greatness, happy in them-
selves ; my sisters conning over with pride and joy the
presents made to them, and the prosperity that flowed in
from my husbend’s generosity. All looked happy, and it
seemed as if I were the cause of all this happiness. Wae
had been indeed saved from dreadful evils; ruin had
ensued from the fire, and we had been sunk in adversity
through that very event from which our good fortune
took its rise. I felt proud and glad. I loved them all
I thought, I make them happy—they are prosperous
through me! And my heart warmed with gratitude
towards my husband at the idea.

‘We spent two years abroad. It was rather lonely for
me, who had always been surrounded, as it wers, by a
populous world of my own, to find myself cast upon
foreigners and strangers ; the habits of the different sexes
in the higher ranks so separete them from each other,
that, after & few months, I spent much of my time in
solitude. I did not repine; I had been brought up to
look upon the hard visage of life, if not unflinchingly, at
least with resignation. I did not expect perfect happiness.
Marriages in humble life are attended with so much care.
I had none of this: my husband loved me ; and though I
often longed to see the dear familiar faces that thronged
my childhood’s home, and, above all, pined for my
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mother’s caresses and her wise maternal lessons, yet for
a time I was content to think of them, and hope for a
reunion.

Still many things pained me. I had, poor myself, been
brought up among the poor, and nothing, since I can
remember forming an idea, so much astonished and jarred
with my feelings as the thought of how the rich could
spend so much on themselves, while any of their fellow-
creatures were in destitution. I had none of the patrician
charity (though such is praiseworthy), which consists in
distributing thin soup and coarse flannel petticoats—a sort
of instinet or sentiment of justice, the offspring of my
lowly paternal hearth, and my mother’s enlightened piety,
was deeply implanted in my mind, that all had as good a
right to the comforts of life as myself, or even as my
husband, My charities, they were called—they seemed
to me the payment of my debts to my fellow-creatures
—were abundant. TLord Reginald peremptorily checked
them; but as I had a large allowance for my own
expenses, I denied myself a thousand luxuries, for the
sake of feeding the hungry. Nor was it only that charity
impelled me, but that I could not acquire a taste for
spending money on myself—I disliked the apparatus of
wealth., My husband called my ideas sordid, end reproved
me severely, when, instead of outshining all competitors
at o féte, I appeared dowdily dressed, and declared warmly
that I could not, I would not, spend twenty guineas on a
gown, while I could dress many sad faces in smiles, and
bring much joy to many drooping hearts, by the same
sum.

Was I right? I firmly believe that there is not one
among the rich who will not affirm that I did wrong;
that to please my husband, and do honour to his rank,
was my first duty. Yet, shall I confess it1 even now,
rendered miserable by this fault—I cannot give it that
name—1I can call it & misfortune—I have wasted at the



268 MWARY W. BHELLEY.

slow fire of kmowing that I lost my husband’s affections
becaunse I performed what I believed to be a duty.

But I am not come to that yet. It was not till my
return to England that the full disaster crushed me. We
had often been applied to for money by my family, and
Lord Reginald bad acceded to nearly all their requests.
When we reached London, after two years’ absence, my
first wish was to see my dear mother. She was at Margate
for her health. It was agreed that I should go there
alone, and pay a short visit. Before I went, Lord
Reginald told me what I did not know before, that my
fanily had often made exorbitant demands on him, with
which he was resolved not to comply. He told me that
he had no wish to raise my relatives from their station in
society ; and that, indeed, there were only two among
them whom he conceived had any claims upon me—my
mother and my twin-sister : that the former was incapable
of any improper request, and the latter, by marrying
Cooper, had fixed her own position, and could in no way
be raised from the rank of ber chosen husband. I agreed
to much that he said. I replied that he well knew that
my own taste led me to consider mediocrity the best and
happiest situation ; that I had no wish, and would nover
consent, to supply any extravagant demands on the part
of persons, however dear to me, whose circumstances he
had rendered casy.

Satisfied with my reply, we parted most affectionately,
and I went on my way to Margate with a light and glad
heart ; and the cordial reception I received from my whole
family collected together to receive me, was calculated to
add to my satisfaction. The only drawback to my content
was my mother's state; she was wasted to a shadow.
They all talked and laughed around her, but it was
evident to me that she had not long to live,

There was no room for me in the small furnished house
in which they were all crowded, so I remained at the
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hotel. Iarly in the morning, before I was up, my father
visited me. He begged me to intercede with my husband ;
that on the strength of his support he had embarked in a
speculation which required a large capital; that many
families would be ruined, and himself dishonoured, if a
few hundreds were not advenced. I promised to do what
I could, resolving to ask my mother’s advice, and make
her my guide. My father kissed me with an effusion of
gratitude, and left me,

I cannot enter into the whole of these sad details ; all
my half brothers and sisters had married, and trusted to
their success in life to Lord Reginald’s assistance. Each
evidently thought that they asked little in not demanding
an equal share of my luxuries and fortune ; but they were
all in difficulty—all needed large assistance—all depended
on me.

Lastly, my own sister Susan appealed to me—but hers
was the most moderate request of all—she only wished
for twenty pounds. I gave it her at once from my own
purse.

As soon as I saw my mother 1 explained to her my
difficulties. She told me that she expected this, and that
it broke her heart: I must summon courage and resist
these demands. That my father's imprudence had ruined
him, and that he must encounter the evil he had brought
on himself ; that my numerous relatives were absolutely
mad with the notion of what I ought to do for them. I
listened with grief—I saw the torments in store for me—
I felt my own weakness, and knew that I could not meet
the rapacity of those about me with any courage or firm-
ness, That same night my mother fell into convulsions;
her life was saved with difficulty. From Susan I leained
the cause of her attack. She had had a violent altercation
with my father : she insisted that I should not be appealed
to; while he reproached her for rendering me undutiful,
and bringing ruin and disgrace on his grey hairs, When
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I saw my pale mother trembling, fainting, dying—when 1
way agein and again assured that she must be my father's
victin unless I yielded, what wonder that, in the agony
of my distress, I wrote to my husband to implore his
assistance,

Ob, what thick clouds now obscured my destiny! how
do I remember, with a sort of thrilling horror, the bound-
less sea, white cliffs, and wide sands of Margate! The
summer day that had welcomed my arrival changed to
bleak wintry weather during this interval —while I waited
with anguish for my husband’s answer. Well do 1
remember the evening on which it came: the waves of
the seca showed thcir white crests, no vessel ventured
to meet the gale with any canvas except a topsail, the
sky was bared clear by the wind, the sun was going
down fiery red. I looked upon the troubled waters—I
longed to be borne away upon them, away from care and
misery. At this moment a servant followed me to the
sands with my husband’s answer—it contained a refusal.
I dared not communicate it. The menaces of bankruptey ;
the knowledge that he had instilled false hopes into so
many ; the fears of disgrace, rendered my father, always
rough, ebsolutely ferocious. Life flickered in my dear
mother’s framo, it seemed on the point of expiring when
she heard my father's step; if he came in with a smooth
brow, her pale lips wreathed into her own sweet emile,
and o delicate pink tinged her fallen cheeks; if he
scowled, and his voice was high, every limb shivered, she
turned her face to her pillow, while convulsive tears shook
her frame, and threatened instant dissolution. My father
sought me alone one day, as I was walking in melancholy
guise upon the sands ; he swore that he would not survive
his disgrace. ‘““And do you think, Fanuy,” he added
“that your mother will survive the knowledge of my
miserable end1” I saw the resolution of despair in his
face as he spoke.—I asked the sum ueeded, the time
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when it must be given.—A thousand pounds in two days
was all that was asked. I set off to London to implore
my husband to give this sum.

No ! no! I cannot step by step record my wretchedness
—the money was given—I extorted it from Lord Regi-
nald, though I saw his very heart closed on me as he
wrote the cheque. Worse had happened since I had left
him. Susan bad used the twenty pounds I gave her to
reach town, to throw herself at my husband’s feet, and
implore his compassion. Rendered dbsolutely insane by
the idea of having a lord for & brother-in-law, Cooper had
launched into a system of extravagance, incredible as it
was wicked. He was many thousand pounds in debt,
and when at last Lord Reginald wrote to refuse all
further supply, the miserable man committed forgery.
Two hundred pounds prevented exposure, and preserved
him from an ignominious end. Five bundred more were
advanced to send him and his wife to America, to settle
there, out of the way of temptation. I parted from my
dear sister—I loved her fondly ; she had no part in her
husband’s guilt, yet she was still attached to him, and
her child bound thewn together; they went into solitary,
miserable exile. “Ah! had we remained in virtuous
poverty,” cried my broken-hearted sister, “I had not
becn forced to leave my dying mother.”

Tho thousand pounds given to my father was but
a drop of water in the ocean. Again I was appealed
to; again I felt the slender thread of my mother's
life depended on my getting a supply. Again, trem-
bling and miserable, I implored the charity of my
husband. :

“I am content,” he said, ‘““to do what you ask, to do
more than you ask ; but remember the price you pay—
cither give up your parents and your family, whose
rapacity and crimes deserve no mercy, or we part for
ever. You shall have a proper allowance; you can
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maintain all your family on it if you please; but their
names must never be mentioned to me again. Choose
between us—you never see them more, or we part for
ever.”

Did I do right—1I cannot tell—misery is the result—
misery frightful, endless, unredeemed. My mother was
deaver to me than all the world, I did not reply-—I
rushed to my room, and that night, in a delirium of grief
and horror, I set out for Margate—such was my reply to
my husband.

Three years have passed since then; and during all
this time I was grateful to Heaven for being permitted to
do my duty by my mother ; and though I wept over the
alienation of my husband, I did not repent. But she,
my angelic support, is no more. My father survived my
mother but two months; remorse for all he had done,
and made me suffer, cut short his life. His family by
his first wife are gathered round me; they importune,
they rob, they destroy me. Last week I wrote to Lord
Reginald. I communicated the death of my parents; I
represented that my position was altered; and that if
he still cared for his unhappy wife all might be well.
Yesterday his answer came.—It was too late, he said ;—
I had myself torn asunder the ties that united us—they
never could be knit together again,

By the same post came a letter from Susan. She is
happy. Cooper, awakened to a manly sense of the duties
of life, is thoroughly reformed. He is industrious and
prosperous. Susan asks me to join her. I am resolved
to go. Oh! my home, and recollections of my youtl,
where are ye now 1 envenomed by serpents’ stings, I long
to close my eyes on every scene I have ever viewed. Let
me seek a strange land, a land where a grave will soon be
opened for me. I desire to die. I am told that Lord
Reginald loves another, a high-born girl ; that he openly
curses our union as the obstacle to his happiness. The
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memory of this will poison the oblivion I go to seck.
He will soon be free. Soon will the hand he once so
fondly took in his and made his own, which, now flung
away, trembles with misery as it traces these lines,
moulder in its last decay.



