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first received life; and was this his first crime? Alas! I had turned
loose into the world a depraved wretch, whose delight was in car-
nage and misery; had he not murdered my brother?

No one can conceive the anguish I suffered during the remainder
of the night, which I spent, cold and wet, in the open air. But I did
not feel the inconvenience of the weather; my imagination was busy
in scenes of evil and despair. I considered the being whom I had cast
among mankind, and endowed with the will and power to effect pur-
poses of horror, such as the deed which he had now done, nearly in
the light of my own vampire,® my own spirit let loose from the grave,
and forced to destroy all that was dear to me.

Day dawned; and I directed my steps towards the town. The
gates were open; and I hastened to my father’s house. My first
thought was to discover what I knew of the murderer, and cause in-
stant pursuit to be made. But I paused when I reflected on the story
that I had to tell. A being whom I myself had formed, and endued
with life, had met me at midnight among the precipices of an inac-
cessible mountain. I remembered also the nervous fever with which I
had been seized just at the time that I dated my creation, and which
would give an air of delirium to a tale otherwise so utterly improba-
ble. I well knew that if any other had communicated such a relation
to me, I should have looked upon it as the ravings of insanity.
Besides, the strange nature of the animal would elude all pursuit,
even if 1 were so far credited as to persuade my relatives to com-
mence it. Besides, of what use would be pursuit?> Who could arrest a
creature capable of scaling the overhanging sides of Mont Saléve?
These reflections determined me, and I resolved to remain silent.

It was about five in the morning when I entered my father’s
house. I told the servants not to disturb the family, and went into the
library to attend their usual hour of rising.

Six years had elapsed, passed as a dream but for one indelible
trace, and I stood in the same place where I had last embraced my fa-
ther before my departure for Ingolstadt. Beloved and respectable par-
ent! He still remained to me. I gazed on the picture of my mother,

*‘B}rrdw_n recounts this legendary specter in his popular poem The Giaonr (1813): the
hero is cursed with a dire fate: “on carth as vampire sent, / Thy corse shall from its
tomb be rent: / Then ghastly haunt thy native place, / And suck the blood of all thy
races /... / Yet loathe the banquet which perforce / Must feed thy living livid corse: /
Thy victims ere they vet expire / Shall know the demon for their sire” (755-64), .
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which stood over the mantle-piece. It was an historical subject,
painted at my father’s desire, and represented Caroline Beaufort in an
agony of despair, kneeling by the coffin of her dead father. Her garb
was rustic, and her cheek pale; but there was an air of dignity and
beauty, that hardly permitted the sentiment of pity. Below this picture
was a miniature of William; and my tears flowed when I looked upon
it. While I was thus engaged, Ernest entered: he had heard me arrive,
and hastened to welcome me. He expressed a sorrowful delight to see
me: “Welcome, my dearest Victor,” said he. “Ah! I wish you had
come three months ago, and then you would have found us all joy-
ous and delighted. But we are now unhappy; and, I am afraid, tears
instead of smiles will be your welcome. Our father looks so sorrow-
ful: this dreadful event seems to have revived in his mind his grief on
the death of Mamma. Poor Elizabeth also is quite inconsolable.”
Ernest began to weep as he said these words.

“Do not,” said I, “welcome me thus; try to be more calm, that I
may not be absolutely miserable the moment I enter my father’s
house after so long an absence. But, tell me, how does my father sup-
port his misfortunes? and how is my poor Elizabeth?”

“She indeed requires consolation; she accused herself of having
caused the death of my brother, and that made her very wretched.
But since the murderer has been discovered.”

“The murderer discovered! Good God! how can that be? who
could attempt to pursue him? It is impossible; one might as well try
to overtake the winds, or confine a mountain-stream with a straw.”

“] do not know what you mean; but we were all very unhappy
when she was discovered. No one would believe it at first; and even
now Elizabeth will not be convinced, notwithstanding all the evidence.
Indeed, who would credit that Justine Moritz, who was so amiable, and
fond of all the family, could all at once become so extremely wicked?”

“Justine Moritz! Poor, poor girl, is she the accused? But it is
wrongfully; every one knows that; no one believes it, surely, Ernest?”

“No one did at first; but several circumstances came out, that
have almost forced conviction upon us: and her own behaviour has
been so confused, as to add to the evidence of facts a weight that, I
fear, leaves no hope for doubt. But she will be tried to-day, and you
will then hear all.”

He related that, the morning on which the murder of poor William
had been discovered, Justine had been taken ill, and confined to her
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bed; and, after several days, one of the servants, happening to examine
the apparel she had worn on the night of the murder, had discovered in
her pocket the picture of my mother, which had been judged to be the
temptation of the murderer. The servant instantly shewed it to one of
the others, who, without saying a word to any of the family, went to a
magistrate; and, upon their deposition, Justine was apprehended. On
being charged with the fact, the poor girl confirmed the suspicion in a
great measure by her extreme confusion of manner.

This was a strange tale, but it did not shake my faith; and I
replied earnestly, “You are all mistaken; I know the murderer.
Justine, poor, good Justine, is innocent.”

At that instant my father entered. I saw unhappiness deeply im-
pressed on his countenance, but he endeavoured to welcome me
cheerfully; and, after we had exchanged our mournful greeting,
would have introduced some other topic than that of our disaster,
had not Ernest exclaimed, “Good God, Papa! Victor says that he
knows who was the murderer of poor William.”

“We do also, unfortunately,” replied my father; “for indeed I had
rather have been for ever ignorant than have discovered so much de-
pravity and ingratitude in one I valued so highly.”

“My dear father, you are mistaken; Justine is innocent.”

“If she is, God forbid that she should suffer as guilty. She is to be
tried to-day, and I hope, I sincerely hope, that she will be acquitted.”

This speech calmed me. I was firmly convinced in my own mind
that Justine, and indeed every human being, was guiltless of this mur-
der. I had no fear, therefore, that any circumstantial evidence could
be brought forward strong enough to convict her;’ and, in this assur-
ance, I calmed myself, expecting the trial with eagerness, but without
prognosticating an evil result.

We were soon joined by Elizabeth. Time had made great alterations
in her form since I had last beheld her. Six years before she had been a
pretty, good-humoured girl, whom every one loved and caressed. She
was now a woman in stature and expression of countenance, which
was uncommonly lovely. An open and capacious forehead gave indica-
tions of a good understanding, joined to great frankness of disposition.
Her eyes were hazel, and expressive of mildness, now through recent

9For the 1831 text for the rest of this paragraph, see p. 203. In 1831, Victor is far more
self-incriminating.

RENS

Volume I, Chapter VII = 57

affliction allied to sadness. Her hair was of a rich dark auburn, her
complexion fair, and her figure slight and graceful. She welcomed me
with the greatest affection. “Your arrival, my dear cousin,” said she,
“fills me with hope. You perhaps will find some means to justify my
poor guiltless Justine. Alas! who is safe, if she be convicted of crime? I
rely on her innocence as certainly as I do upon my own. Our misfor-
tune is doubly hard to us; we have not only lost that lovely darling
boy, but this poor girl, whom I sincerely love, is to be torn away by
even a worse fate. If she is condemned, I never’shall know joy more.
But she will not, I am sure she will not; and then 1 shall be happy
again, even after the sad death of my little William.”

“She is innocent, my Elizabeth,” said I, “and that shall be
proved; fear nothing, but let your spirits be cheered by the assurance
of her acquittal.”

“How kind you are! every one else believes in her guilt, and that
made me wretched; for I knew that it was impossible: and to see
every one else prejudiced in so deadly a manner, rendered me hope-
less and despairing.” She wept.

“Sweet niece,” said my father, “dry your tears. If she is, as you
believe, innocent, rely on the justice of our judges, and the activity
with which I shall prevent the slightest shadow of partiality.”

Chapter VII

We passed a few sad hours, until eleven o’clock, when the trial was to
commence. My father and the rest of the family being obliged to at-
tend as witnesses, I accompanied them to the court. During the whole
of this wretched mockery of justice, I suffered living torture. It was to
be decided, whether the result of my curiosity and lawless devices
would cause the death of two of my fellow-beings: one a smiling
babe, full of innocence and joy; the other far more dreadfully mur-
dered, with every aggravation of infamy that could make the murder
memorable in horror. Justine also was a girl of merit, and possessed
qualities which promised to render her life happy: now all was to be
obliterated in an ignominious grave; and I the cause! A thousand
times rather would I have confessed myself guilty of the crime as-
cribed to Justine; but I was absent when it was committed, and such a
declaration would have been considered as the ravings of a madman,
and would not have exculpated her who suffered through me.





