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BOOK IV

 
 

FROM MRS. ST.JOHN TO
ERASMUS FALKLAND, ESQ

 
At last I can give a more favourable answer to your

letters. Emily is now quite out of danger. Since the day you
forced yourself, with such a disinterested regard for her health
and reputation, into her room, she grew (no thanks to your
forbearance) gradually better. I trust that she will be able to see
you in a few days. I hope this the more, because she now feels
and decides that it will be for the last time. You have, it is true,
injured her happiness for life her virtue, thank Heaven, is yet
spared; and though you have made her wretched, you will never,
I trust, succeed in making her despised.

You ask me, with some menacing and more complaint, why
I am so bitter against you. I will tell you. I not only know
Emily, and feel confident, from that knowledge, that nothing can
recompense her for the reproaches of conscience, but I know



 
 
 

you, and am convinced that you are the last man to render her
happy. I set aside, for the moment, all rules of religion and
morality in general, and speak to you (to use the cant and abused
phrase) "without prejudice" as to the particular instance. Emily's
nature is soft and susceptible, yours fickle and wayward in the
extreme. The smallest change or caprice in you, which would not
be noticed by a mind less delicate, would wound her to the heart.
You know that the very softness of her character arises from its
want of strength. Consider, for a moment, if she could bear the
humiliation and disgrace which visit so heavily the offences of an
English wife? She has been brought up in the strictest notions of
morality; and, in a mind, not naturally strong, nothing can efface
the first impressions of education. She is not—indeed she is not
—fit for a life of sorrow or degradation. In another character,
another line of conduct might be desirable; but with regard to
her, pause, Falkland, I beseech you, before you attempt again to
destroy her for ever. I have said all. Farewell.

Your, and above all, Emily's friend.



 
 
 

 
FROM ERASMUS FALKLAND, ESQ.,

TO LADY EMILY MANDEVILLE
 

You will see me, Emily, now that you are recovered
sufficiently to do so without danger. I do not ask this as a
favour. If my love has deserved, anything from yours, if past
recollections give me any claim over you, if my nature has not
forfeited the spell which it formerly possessed upon your own, I
demand it as a right.

The bearer waits for your answer.



 
 
 

 
FROM LADY EMILY MANDEVILLE

TO ERASMUS FALKLAND, ESQ
 

See you, Falkland! Can you doubt it? Can you think for a
moment that your commands can ever cease to become a law to
me? Come here whenever you please. If, during my illness, they
have prevented it, it was without my knowledge. I await you; but
I own that this interview will be the last, if I can claim anything
from your mercy.



 
 
 

 
FROM ERASMUS FALKLAND, ESQ.,

TO LADY EMILY MANDEVILLE
 

I have seen you, Emily, and for the last time! My eyes are dry
—my hand does not tremble. I live, move, breathe, as before—
and yet I have seen you for the last time! You told me—even
while you leaned on my bosom, even while your lip pressed mine
—you told me (and I saw your sincerity) to spare you, and to
see you no more. You told me you had no longer any will, any
fate of your own; that you would, if I still continued to desire
it, leave friends, home, honour, for me; but you did not disguise
from me that you would, in so doing, leave happiness also. You
did not conceal from me that I was not sufficient to constitute
all your world: you threw yourself, as you had done once before,
upon what you called my generosity: you did not deceive yourself
then; you have not deceived yourself now. In two weeks I shall
leave England, probably for ever. I have another country still
more dear to me, from its afflictions and humiliation. Public ties
differ but little in their nature from private; and this confession
of preference of what is debased to what is exalted, will be
an answer to Mrs. St. John's assertion, that we cannot love in
disgrace as we can in honour. Enough of this. In the choice, my
poor Emily, that you have made, I cannot reproach you. You
have done wisely, rightly, virtuously. You said that this separation
must rest rather with me than with yourself; that you would be



 
 
 

mine the moment I demanded it. I will not now or ever accept
this promise. No one, much less one whom I love so intensely, so
truly as I do you, shall ever receive disgrace at my hands, unless
she can feel that that disgrace would be dearer to her than glory
elsewhere; that the simple fate of being mine was not so much a
recompense as a reward; and that, in spite of worldly depreciation
and shame, it would constitute and concentrate all her visions of
happiness and pride. I am now going to bid you farewell. May
you—I say this disinterestedly, and from my very heart—may
you soon forget how much you have loved and yet love me! For
this purpose, you cannot have a better companion than Mrs. St.
John. Her opinion of me is loudly expressed, and probably true;
at all events, you will do wisely to believe it. You will hear me
attacked and reproached by many. I do not deny the charges; you
know best what I have deserved from you. God bless you, Emily.
Wherever I go, I shall never cease to love you as I do now. May
you be happy in your child and in your conscience! Once more,
God bless you, and farewell!



 
 
 

 
FROM LADY EMILY MANDEVILLE

TO ERASMUS FALKLAND, ESQ
 

O Falkland! You have conquered! I am yours—yours only—
Wholly and forever. When your letter came, my hand trembled
so, that I could not open it for several minutes; and when I did, I
felt as if the very earth had passed from my feet. You were going
from your country; you were about to be lost to me for ever. I
could restrain myself no longer; all my virtue, my pride, forsook
me at once. Yes, yes, you are indeed my world. I will fly with
you anywhere—everywhere. Nothing can be dreadful, but not
seeing you; I would be a servant—a slave—a dog, as long as I
could be with you; hear one tone of your voice, catch one glance
of your eye. I scarcely see the paper before me, my thoughts are
so straggling and confused. Write to me one word, Falkland; one
word, and I will lay it to my heart, and be happy.



 
 
 

 
FROM ERASMUS FALKLAND

TO LADY EMILY MANDEVILLE
 

—– Hotel, London.
I hasten to you, Emily—my own and only love. Your letter has

restored me to life. To-morrow we shall meet.
It was with mingled feelings, alloyed and embittered, in spite

of the burning hope which predominated over all, that Falkland
returned to E–. He knew that he was near the completion of
his most ardent wishes; that he was within the grasp of a prize
which included all the thousand objects of ambition, into which,
among other men, the desires are divided; the only dreams he had
ventured to form for years were about to kindle into life. He had
every reason to be happy;—such is the inconsistency of human
nature, that he was almost wretched. The morbid melancholy,
habitual to him, threw its colourings over every emotion and idea.
He knew the character of the woman whose affections he had
seduced; and he trembled to think of the doom to which he was
about to condemn her. With this, there came over his mind a
long train of dark and remorseful recollections. Emily was not the
only one whose destruction he had prepared. All who had loved
him, he had repaid with ruin; and one—the first—the fairest—
and the most loved, with death.

That last remembrance, more bitterly than all, possessed him.
It will be recollected that Falkland, in the letters which begin this



 
 
 

work, speaking of the ties he had formed after the loss of his
first love, says, that it was the senses, not the affections, that were
engaged. Never, indeed, since her death, till he met Emily, had
his heart been unfaithful to her memory. Alas! none but those
who have cherished in their souls an image of the death; who
have watched over it for long and bitter years in secrecy and
gloom; who have felt that it was to them as a holy and fairy spot
which no eye but theirs could profane; who have filled all things
with recollections as with a spell, and made the universe one
wide mausoleum of the lost;—none but those can understand the
mysteries of that regret which is shed over every after passion,
though it be more burning and intense; that sense of sacrilege
with which we fill up the haunted recesses of the spirit with a new
and a living idol and perpetrate the last act of infidelity to that
buried love, which the heavens that now receive her, the earth
where we beheld her, tell us, with, the unnumbered voices of
Nature, to worship with the incense of our faith.

His carriage stopped at the lodge. The woman who opened the
gates gave him the following note

"Mr. Mandeville is returned; I almost fear that he suspects
our attachment. Julia says, that if you come again to E–, she will
inform him. I dare not, dearest Falkland, see you here. What is
to be done? I am very ill and feverish: my brain burns so, that I
can think, feel, remember nothing, but the one thought, feeling,
and remembrance— that through shame, and despite of guilt, in
life, and till death, I am yours. E. M."



 
 
 

As Falkland read this note, his extreme and engrossing love
for Emily doubled with each word: an instant before, and the
certainty of seeing her had suffered his mind to be divided into
a thousand objects; now, doubt united them once more into one.

He altered his route to L–, and despatched from thence a short
note to Emily, imploring her to meet him that evening by the
lake, in order to arrange their ultimate flight. Her answer was
brief, and blotted with her tears; but it was assent.

During the whole of that day, at least from the moment she
received Falkland's letter, Emily was scarcely sensible of a single
idea: she sat still and motionless, gazing on vacancy, and seeing
nothing within her mind, or in the objects which surrounded her,
but one dreary blank. Sense, thought, feeling, even remorse, were
congealed and frozen; and the tides of emotion were still, bid
they were ice!

As Falkland's servant had waited without to deliver the note to
Emily, Mrs. St. John had observed him: her alarm and surprise
only served to quicken her presence of mind. She intercepted
Emily's answer under pretence of giving it herself to Falkland's
servant. She read it, and her resolution was formed. After
carefully resealing and delivering it to the servant, she went at
once to Mr. Mandeville, and revealed Lady Emily's attachment
to Falkland. In this act of treachery, she was solely instigated
by her passions; and when Mandeville, roused from his wonted
apathy to a paroxysm of indignation, thanked her again and
again for the generosity of friendship which he imagined was



 
 
 

all that actuated her communication, he dreamed not of the
fierce and ungovernable jealousy which envied the very disgrace
which her confession was intended to award. Well said the
French enthusiast, "that the heart, the most serene to appearance,
resembles that calm and glassy fountain which cherishes the
monster of the Nile in the bosom of its waters." Whatever reward
Mrs. St. John proposed to herself in this action, verily she has
had the recompense that was her due. Those consequences of her
treachery, which I hasten to relate, have ceased to others—to her
they remain. Amidst the pleasures of dissipation, one reflection
has rankled at her mind; one dark cloud has rested between the
sunshine and her soul; like the murderer in Shakespeare, the
revel where she fled for forgetfulness has teemed to her with the
spectres of remembrance. O thou untameable conscience! thou
that never flatterest—thou that watchest over the human heart
never to slumber or to sleep—it is thou that takest from us the
present, barrest to us the future, and knittest the eternal chain
that binds us to the rock and the vulture of the past!

The evening came on still and dark; a breathless and heavy
apprehension seemed gathered over the air: the full large clouds
lay without motion in the dull sky, from between which, at
long and scattered intervals, the wan stars looked out; a double
shadow seemed to invest the grouped and gloomy trees that stood
unwaving in the melancholy horizon. The waters of the lake
lay heavy and unagitated as the sleep of death; and the broken
reflections of the abrupt and winding banks rested upon their



 
 
 

bosoms, like the dreamlike remembrance of a former existence.
The hour of the appointment was arrived: Falkland stood by

the spot, gazing upon the lake before him; his cheek was flushed,
his hand was parched and dry with the consuming fire within
him. His pulse beat thick and rapidly; the demon of evil passions
was upon his soul. He stood so lost in his own reflections, that
he did not for some moments perceive the fond and tearful eye
which was fixed upon him on that brow and lip, thought seemed
always so beautiful, so divine, that to disturb its repose was like a
profanation of something holy; and though Emily came towards
him with a light and hurried step, she paused involuntarily to
gaze upon that noble countenance which realised her earliest
visions of the beauty and majesty of love. He turned slowly,
and perceived her; he came to her with his own peculiar smile;
he drew her to his bosom in silence; he pressed his lips to her
forehead: she leaned upon his bosom, and forgot all but him. Oh!
if there be one feeling which makes Love, even guilty Love, a
god, it is the knowledge that in the midst of this breathing world
he reigns aloof and alone; and that those who are occupied with
his worship know nothing of the pettiness, the strife, the bustle
which, pollute and agitate the ordinary inhabitants of earth!
What was now to them, as they stood alone in the deep stillness
of Nature, everything that had engrossed them before they had
met and loved? Even in her, the recollections of guilt and grief
subsided: she was only sensible of one thought—the presence of
the being who stood beside her,
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