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It is dangerous for women, however wise it be for men, "to
commune with their own hearts, and to be still!" Continuing to
pursue the follies of the world had been to Emily more prudent
than to fly them; to pause, to separate herself from the herd, was
to discover, to feel, to murmur at the vacuum of her being; and
to occupy it with the feelings which it craved, could in her be but
the hoarding a provision for despair.

Married, before she had begun the bitter knowledge of
herself, to a man whom it was impossible to love, yet deriving
from nature a tenderness of soul, which shed itself over
everything around, her only escape from misery had been in the
dormancy of feeling. The birth of her son had opened to her a
new field of sensations, and she drew the best charm of her own
existence from the life she had given to another. Had she not met
Falkland, all the deeper sources of affection would have flowed
into one only and legitimate channel; but those whom he wished
to fascinate had never resisted his power, and the attachment he
inspired was in proportion to the strength and ardour of his own
nature.



It was not for Emily Mandeville to love such as Falkland
without feeling that from that moment a separate and selfish
existence had ceased to be. Our senses may captivate us with
beauty; but in absence we forget, or by reason we can conquer,
so superficial an impression. Our vanity may enamour us with
rank; but the affections of vanity are traced in sand; but who can
love Genius, and not feel that the sentiments it excites partake
of its own intenseness and its own immortality? It arouses,
concentrates, engrosses all our emotions, even to the most subtle
and concealed. Love what is common, and ordinary objects
can replace or destroy a sentiment which an ordinary object
has awakened. Love what we shall not meet again amidst the
littleness and insipidity which surround us, and where can we turn
for a new object to replace that which has no parallel upon earth?
The recovery from such a delirium is like return from a fairy
land; and still fresh in the recollections of a bright and immortal
clime, how can we endure the dulness of that human existence
to which for the future we are condemned?

It was some weeks since Emily had written to Mrs. St.
John; and her last letter, in mentioning Falkland, had spoken
of him with a reserve which rather alarmed than deceived her
friend. Mrs. St. John had indeed a strong and secret reason for
fear. Falkland had been the object of her own and her earliest
attachment, and she knew well the singular and mysterious
power which he exercised at will over the mind. He had, it is
true, never returned, nor even known of, her feelings towards



him; and during the years which had elapsed since she last
saw him, and in the new scenes which her marriage with
Mr. St. John had opened, she had almost forgotten her early
attachment, when Lady Emily's letter renewed its remembrance.
She wrote in answer an impassioned and affectionate caution to
her friend. She spoke much (after complaining of Emily's late
silence) in condemnation of the character of Falkland, and in
warning of its fascinations; and she attempted to arouse alike the
virtue and the pride which so often triumph in alliance, when
separately they would so easily fail. In this Mrs. St. John probably
imagined she was actuated solely by friendship; but in the best
actions there is always some latent evil in the motive; and the
selfishness of a jealousy, though hopeless not conquered, perhaps
predominated over the less interested feelings which were all that
she acknowledged to herself.

In this work it has been my object to portray the progress of
the passions; to chronicle a history rather by thoughts and feelings
than by incidents and events; and to lay open those minuter and
more subtle mazes and secrets of the human heart, which in
modern writings have been so sparingly exposed. It is with this
view that I have from time to time broken the thread of narration,
in order to bring forward more vividly the characters it contains;
and 1n laying no claim to the ordinary ambition of tale-writers,
I have deemed myself at liberty to deviate from the ordinary
courses they pursue. Hence the motive and the excuse for the
insertion of the following extracts, and of occasional letters. They



portray the interior struggle when Narration would look only to
the external event, and trace the lightning "home to its cloud,"
when History would only mark the spot where it scorched or
destroyed.



EXTRACTS FROM THE JOURNAL
OF LADY EMILY MANDEVILLE

Tuesday.—More than seven years have passed since I
began this journal! I have just been looking over it from the
commencement. Many and various are the feelings which it
attempts to describe—anger, pique, joy, sorrow, hope, pleasure,
weariness, ennui; but never, never once, humiliation or remorse!
—these were not doomed to be my portion in the bright years
of my earliest youth. How shall I describe them now? I have
received—I have read, as well as my tears would let me, a long
letter from Julia. It is true that I have not dared to write to her:
when shall I answer this? She has showed me the state of my
heart; I more than suspected it before. Could I have dreamed two
months—six weeks—since that I should have a single feeling of
which I could be ashamed? He has just been here He—the only
one in the world, for all the world seems concentred in him. He
observed my distress, for I looked on him; and my lips quivered
and my eyes were full of tears. He came to me—he sat next to me
—he whispered his interest, his anxiety—and was this all? Have
I'loved before I even knew that I was beloved? No, no; the tongue
was silent, but the eye, the cheek, the manner—alas! these have
been but too eloquent!

Wednesday.—It was so sweet to listen to his low and tender
voice; to watch the expression of his countenance—even to



breathe the air that he inhaled. But now that I know its cause, I
feel that this pleasure is a crime, and I am miserable even when
he is with me. He has not been here to-day. It is past three. Will
he come? I rise from my seat—I go to the window for breath—I
am restless, agitated, disturbed. Lady Margaret speaks to me—I
scarcely answer her. My boy—yes, my dear, dear Henry comes,
and I feel that I am again a mother. Never will I betray that duty,
though I have forgotten one as sacred though less dear! Never
shall my son have cause to blush for his parent! I will fly hence
— I will see him no more!



FROM ERASMUS FALKLAND,
ESQ., TO THE HON.
FREDERICK MONKTON

Write to me, Monkton—exhort me, admonish me, or forsake
me for ever. I am happy yet wretched: I wander in the delirium
of a fatal fever, in which I see dreams of a brighter life, but every
one of them only brings me nearer to death. Day after day I have
lingered here, until weeks have flown—and for what? Emily is
not like the women of the world—uvirtue, honour, faith, are not
to her the mere convenances of society. "There is no crime,"
said Lady A., "where there is concealment." Such can never be
the creed of Emily Mandeville. She will not disguise guilt either
in the levity of the world, or in the affectations of sentiment.
She will be wretched, and for ever. I hold the destinies of her
future life, and yet I am base enough to hesitate whether to save
or destroy her. Oh, how fearful, how selfish, how degrading, is
unlawful love!

You know my theoretical benevolence for everything that
lives; you have often smiled at its vanity. I see now that you were
right; for it seems to me almost superhuman virtue not to destroy
the person who is dearest to me on earth.

I remember writing to you some weeks since that I would
come to London Little did I know of the weakness of my own



mind. I told her that I intended to depart. She turned pale—she
trembled—but she did not speak. Those signs which should have
hastened my departure have taken away the strength even to think
of it.

I am here still! I go to E- every day. Sometimes we sit in
silence; I dare not trust myself to speak. How dangerous are such
moments! Ammutiscon lingue parlen l'alme.

Yesterday they left us alone. We had been conversing with
Lady Margaret on indifferent subjects. There was a pause for
some minutes. | looked up; Lady Margaret had left the room.
The blood rushed into my cheek—my eyes met Emily's; I would
have given worlds to have repeated with my lips what those eyes
expressed. I could not even speak—I felt choked with contending
emotions. There was not a breath stirring; I heard my very heart
beat. A thunderbolt would have been a relief. Oh God! if there
be a curse, it is to burn, swell, madden with feelings which you
are doomed to conceal! This is, indeed, to be "a cannibal of one's
own heart." [Bacon]

It was sunset. Emily was alone upon the lawn which sloped
towards the lake, and the blue still waters beneath broke, at bright
intervals, through the scattered and illuminated trees. She stood
watching the sun sink with wistful and tearful eyes. Her soul
was sad within her. The ivy which love first wreathes around
his work had already faded away, and she now only saw the
desolation of the ruin it concealed. Never more for her was that
freshness of unwakened feeling which invests all things with



a perpetual daybreak of sunshine, and incense, and dew. The
heart may survive the decay or rupture of an innocent and lawful
affection— "la marque reste, mais la blessure guerit"—but the
love of darkness and guilt is branded in a character ineffaceable
—eternal! The one is, like lightning, more likely to dazzle than
to destroy, and, divine even in its danger, it makes holy what it
sears; but the other is like that sure and deadly fire which fell
upon the cities of old, graving in the barrenness of the desert
it had wrought the record and perpetuation of a curse. A low
and thrilling voice stole upon Emily's ear. She turned—Falkland
stood beside her. "I felt restless and unhappy," he said, "and I
came to seek you. If (writes one of the fathers) a guilty and
wretched man could behold, though only for a few minutes, the
countenance of an angel, the calm and glory which it wears would
so sink into his heart, that he would pass at once over the gulf
of gone years into his first unsullied state of purity and hope;
perhaps I thought of that sentence when I came to you." "I know
not," said Emily, with a deep blush at this address, which formed
her only answer to the compliment it conveyed; "I know not why
it is, but to me there is always something melancholy in this hour
— something mournful in seeing the beautiful day die with all
its pomp and music, its sunshine, and songs of birds."

"And yet," replied Falkland, "if I remember the time when my
feelings were more in unison with yours (for at present external
objects have lost for me much of their influence and attraction),
the melancholy you perceive has in it a vague and ineffable



sweetness not to be exchanged for more exhilarated spirits.
The melancholy which arises from no cause within ourselves
is like music—it enchants us in proportion to its effect upon
our feelings. Perhaps its chief charm (though this it requires the
contamination of after years before we can fathom and define)
is in the purity of the sources it springs from. Our feelings can
be but little sullied and worn while they can yet respond to the
passionless and primal sympathies of Nature; and the sadness
you speak of is so void of bitterness, so allied to the best and
most delicious sensations we enjoy, that I should imagine the very
happiness of Heaven partook rather of melancholy than mirth."

There was a pause of some moments. It was rarely that
Falkland alluded even so slightly to the futurity of another world;
and when he did, it was never in a careless and commonplace
manner, but in a tone which sank deep into Emily's heart.
"Look," she said, at length, "at that beautiful star! the first
and brightest! I have often thought it was like the promise
of life beyond the tomb—a pledge to us that, even in the
depths of midnight, the earth shall have a light, unquenched and
unquenchable, from Heaven!"



Konen 03HaKOMUTEJLHOI'O
¢dparmenra.

Tekct npenocraBieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe STy KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIIUB TOJIHYIO JIETATbHYIO
Bepcuio Ha JIutPec.

Be3ormacHo oriaTuTh KHATY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOH KapToit Visa,
MasterCard, Maestro, co cuyera MOOMJIBHOTO TesiehOHa, C TiIa-
Te)KHOro TepMmuHaia, B cajoHe MTC wmm Cesa3HoOHM, uepe3
PayPal, WebMoney, Aunexc./lensru, QIWI Komenek, 60Hyc-
HBIMU KapTaMu WK APYTUM YI0OHBIM Bam crioco6om.



https://www.litres.ru/edvard-bulver-litton/falkland-book-2/
https://www.litres.ru/edvard-bulver-litton/falkland-book-2/

	BOOK II
	EXTRACTS FROM THE JOURNAL OF LADY EMILY MANDEVILLE
	FROM ERASMUS FALKLAND, ESQ., TO THE HON. FREDERICK MONKTON

	Конец ознакомительного фрагмента.

