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Beaufort

My dear, sweet, Caroline. I cannot convey unto words the sorrow and regret I hold in my heart, in my failings as a father to you. You deserve a better life than this. It was my poor choices and mischances that have led me to ruin, but it is you who bear the burden. 
     Laying in this cot, I cannot help but weep as you care for me, knowing that I do not deserve this kindness.
     Every night I watch as you come home, tired and beaten. Day by day, your beautiful eyes become dulled, your once cheerful spirit dimmed by the hardships of life. Where has my little girl gone? Who is this woman that wears her face? 
     It’s all my fault.
     I should be the one out there trying to sustain us, not you. I should have tried harder to support us, not you. I should be the protector. Not you.
     When your mother died, I vowed to protect and care for you, to be the cornerstone of your sanctuary. I have failed both of you.
     Alas, wallowing in self-pity will not alter things, nor can it change the mistakes of the past. My mistakes. All I can do now is to try and bring you some ease as my body begins to fail. How could I care for you, if I could not even care for myself.
     What money we had when we came to Lucerne, is now spent, and my pride prohibits me from seeking charity, for while I have failed you, I cannot fall further by beg like some street rat. Yet am I doing the right thing? 
     Each day I resist the temptation to write to Alphonse, whom I am certain would not hesitate to take you in and care for you if I were to ask. However, I cannot bear to bring this shame on you. Better would it be if I were to orphan you, than to send you away as a beggars daughter. 
     Instead, I lie here, awaiting death with open arms.
     I have already made my peace with God, but I pray that you can make your peace with me.
     Please forgive me, Caroline.

Commentary 

For this assignment I have chosen to write a first-person point of view of Beaufort from the novel. I have chosen this character because he was the one that I had forgotten had existed by the end of the novel, and I feel as if he is the least significant character in the story with the smallest part to play.
I have decided to make this short story based after his socio-economic fall, when he is bedridden and overcome by grief and depression, as I believed that this may provide a deeper insight into the characters mental state and may symbolise the deepest moment of his and his daughter’s depravity. 
I have attempted to create an intense tone of depression and regret by the use of repetition, in order to emphasis the state of grief the character is in as he continuously reflects on his regrets and failings in life. His greatest, being his failure as a father to support his daughter and provide her with a good life, as I have decided to depict him as having a close relationship with her because this is the interpretation I gained from their relationship in the novel.
I have also depicted this character to have a twisted sense of pride as this is also an interpretation gained from the novel from his decision to isolate himself from society out of apparent shame. However, I have suggested that this character may have some doubts about his decision to isolate and not rely on charity, as this may conflict with having Caroline’s best interests at heart. It could also be argued that this twisted sense of pride also makes him come across as selfish.

