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A WORD TO THE READER.

Trou must not, my old and partial friend, look into this
work for that species of interest which is drawn from stirring
adventures and a perpetual variety of incident. To a Novel of the
present day are necessarily forbidden the animation, the excite-
ment, the bustle, the pomp, and the stage-effect which History
affords to Romance. Whatever merits, in thy gentle eyes,
“Rienzi,” or ‘“The Last Days of Pompeii,” may have possessed,
this Tale, if it please thee at all, must owe that happy fortune to
qualities widely different from those which won thy favour to pic-
tures of the Past. Thou must sober down thine imagination, and
prepare thyself for a story not dedicated to the narrative of extra-
ordinary events—nor the elucidation of the characters of great
men. Though there is scarcely a page in this work episodical to
the main design, there may be much that may seem to thee
wearisome and prolix, if thou wilt not lend thyself, in a kindly
spirit and with a generous trust, to the guidance of the Author.
In the hero of this tale thou wilt find neither a majestic demigod,
nor a fascinating demon. He is a man with the weaknesses
derived from humanity, with the strength that we inherit from
the soul; not often obstinate in error, more often irresolute in
virtue; sometimes too aspiring, sometimes too despondent; in-
fluenced by the circumstances to which he yet struggles to be
superior, and changing in character with the changes of time
and fate; but never wantonly rejecting those great principles by
which alone we can work out the Science of Life — a desire for
the Good, a passion for the Honest, a yearning after the True.
From such principles, Experience, that severe teacher, learns us
at length, the safe and practical philosophy which consists of For-
titude to bear, Serenity to enjoy, and Faith to look beyond!



4 A WORD TO THE READER.

It would have led, perhaps, to more striking incidents and have
furnished an interest more intense, 1f I had cast Maltravers, the
Man of Genius, amidst those fierce but ennobling struggles with
poverty and want to which genius is so often condemned. But
wealth and lassitude have their temptations as well as penury and
toil. And for the rest—1 have taken much of my tale and many
of my characters from real life, and would not unnecessarily seek
other fountains when the Well of Truth was in my reach.

The author has said his say, he retreats once more into silence
and into shade; he leaves you alone with the creations he has
called to life—the representatives of his emotions and his thoughts
—the intermediators between the individual and the crowd : —
Children not of the clay, but of the spirit, may they be faithful
to their origin! — so should they be monitors, not loud but deep,
of the world into which they are cast, struggling against the
obstacles that will beset them, for the heritage of their parent—
the right to survive the grave!

London, August 12, 1837.
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‘‘ Youth pastures in a valley of its own : .
The glare of noon — the rains and winds of heaven
Mar not the calm yet virgin of all care :

But ever with sweet joys it buildeth up

The airy balls of life.”






ERNEST MALTRAVERS.

CHAPTER 1.

** My meaning in’t, I protest, was very honest in the behalf of the maid....
yet, who would have suspected an ambush where T was taken? ”
All's Well that Ends Well. Act iv. Scene 3,

SomE four miles distant from one of our northern manufac-
turing towns, in the year 18—, was a wide and desolate com-
mon ; — a more dreary spot it is impossible to conceive — the
herbage grew up in sickly patches from the midst of a black and
stony soil. Not a tree was to be seen in the whole of the com-
fortless expanse. Nature herself had seemed to desert the soli-
tude, as if scared by the ceaseless din of the neighbouring forges,
and even Art, which presses all things into service, had dis-
dained to cull use or beauty from these unpromising demesnes.
There was something weird and primeval in the aspect of the
place. Especially when in the long nights of winter you beheld
the distant fires and lights, which give to the vicinily of certain
manufactories so preternatural an appearance, streaming red
and wild over the waste. So abandoned by man appeared the
spot, that you found it difficult to imagine that it was only from
human fires that its bleak and barren desolation was illumined.
I'or miles along (the moor you detected no vestige of any habita-
tion 3 but as you approached the verge nearest to the town, you
could just perceive at a liltle distance from the main road, by
which the common was intersected , a small, solitary, and miser-
able hovel.

Within this lone abode, at the time in which my story opens,
were seated two persons. The one was a man of about fifty years
of age , and in a squalid and wretched garb which was yet re-
lieved by an affectation of ill-sorted finery : a silk handkerchief,
which boasted the ornament of a large brooch of falsc¢ stones,
was twisted jauntily round a muscular but meagre throat. His
tattered breeches were also decorated hy buckles, one of pinch-
beck, and one of steel. His frame was thin. but broad and
sinewy, indicative of considerable strength. His countenance
was prematurely marked by deep furrows, and his grizzled hair
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waved over a low, rugged, and forbidding brow, on which there
hung an everlasting frown that no smile from the lips (and the
man smiled often) could chase away. It was a face that spoke
of long-continued and hardened vice—it was one on which the
Past had written indelible characters. The brand of the hang-
man could not have stamped it more plainly, nor have more
unequivocally warned the suspicion of honest or timid men.

He was employed in counting some few and paltry coins ,
which, though an easy enough matter to ascertain their value
he told and retold, as if the act could increase the amount
‘“ There must be some mistake here, Alice,” he said, in a low
and muttered tone; ‘‘ we can’t be so low — you know I had two
pounds in the drawer but Monday, and now—— Alice, you
must have stolen some of the money — curse you!”

The person thus addressed sate at the opposite side of the
smouldering and sullen fire : she now looked quietly up ,—and
her face singularly contrasted that of the man.

She seemed about fifteen years of age, and her complexion
was remarkably pure and delicate, even despite the sunburnt
tinge which her habits of toil had brought it. Her auburn hair
hung in loose and natural curls over her forehead , and its luxu-
riance was remarkable even in one so young. Her countenance
was beautiful , nay, even fauitless, in its small and childlike fea-
tures, but the expression pamed you—lt was so vacant. In repose
it was almost the expression of an idiot — but when she spoke ,
or smiled, or even moved a muscle, the eyes, colour, lips, kin-
dled into a life which proved that the intellect was still there ,
though but imperfectly awakened.....

- ¢« 1 did not steal any, father,” she said , in a quiet voice, ‘‘ but
1 should like to have taken some, only I knew you would beat
me if I did.”

*“ And what do you want money for?”

““ To get food when I’m hungered.”

¢ Nothing else?”

“1 don’f know.”

The girl paused— ¢ Why don’t you let me,” she said after a
while, ‘“ why don’t you let me go and work with the other girls
at the factory? I should make money there for you and me both.”

The man smiled — such a smile— it seemed to bring into
sudden play all the revolting characteristics of his countenance.
“ Child ,” he said, ¢ you are just fifteen, and a sad fool you are :
perhaps if you went to the factory, you would get away from
me ; and what should I do without you? No, I think, as you
are so pretty, you might get more money another way.”

The girl did not seem to understand this allusion ; but repeat-
ed, vacantly, ““ I sheuld like to go to the factory.”



ERNEST MALTRAVERS. 9

¢ Stuff! ” said the man, angrily; ‘‘ I have three minds to——"

Here he was interrupted by a loud knock at the door of the
hovel.

The man grew pale. * What can that be?” he muttered.
“The hour is late— pear eleven. Again—again! Ask who
knocks, Alice.”

The girl stood spell-bound a moment at the door; and as she
stood , her form, rounded yet slight, her earnest look, her
varying colour, her tender youth, and a singular grace of atti-
tude and gesture, would have inspired an artist with the very
ideal of rustic beauty.

After a pause , she placed her lips to a chink in the door, and
repeated her falther’s question.

“Pray pardon me,” said a clear, loud, yet courteous voice,
¢ but seeing a light at your window, I have ventured to ask if any
one within will conduct me to****; I will pay the service hand-
somely.”

¢ Open the door, Alley,” said the owner of the hut.

The girl drew a large wooden bolt from the door; and a tall
figure crossed the threshold.

The new-comer was in the first bloom of youth, perhaps
about eighteen years of age, and his air and appearance surprised
both sire and daughter. Alone, on foot, at such an hour, it was
impossible for any one to mistake him for other than a gentleman;
yet his dress was plain, and somewhat soiled by dust, and he
carried a small knapsack on his shoulder. As he entered, he
lifted his hat with something of foreign urbanity, and a profusion
of fair brown hair fell partially over a high and commanding
forehead. His features were handsome, without being eminently
so, and his aspect at once bold and prepossessing.

“1 am much obliged by your civility,” he said, advancing
carelessly, and addressing the man, who surveyed him with a
scrutinising eye; ‘‘ and trust, my good fellow, that you will in-
crease the obligaticn by accompanying me to ****.”

““You can’t miss your way well ,” said the man, surlily : ¢ the
lights will direct you.”

‘“ They have rather misled me, for they seem to surround the
whole common, and there is no path across itthat I can discern;
however, if you will put me in the right way, I will not trouble
you further.”

‘It 1s very late,” replied the churlish landlord, equivocally.

‘“'The better reason why I should be at****, Come, my good
friend, put on your hat, and I'll give you half-a-guinea for your
trouble.”

The man advanced ; then halted; again surveyed his guest,
and said, ¢“ Are you quite alone, sir?”
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“ Quite.”

‘“ Probably you are known at ****?”’

““Not I. But what matters that to you? I am a stranger in
these parts.”

““1t is full four miles.” :

““So far, and I am fearfully tired already!” exclaimed the
young man, with impatience. As he spoke, he drew out his
watch. ‘¢ Past eleven, too!”

The watch caught the eye of the cottager; that evil eye spar-
kled. He passed his hand over his brow. ¢ 1 am thinking, sir,”
he said, in a more civil tone than he had yet assumed, ‘¢ that if
you are so tired, and the hour is so late, you might almost as
well—"

““ What? ” exclaimed the stranger, half stamping petulantly.

“1 don’t like to mention it; but my poor roof is at your ser-
vice, and I would go with you to**** at day-break to-morrow.”

The stranger stared at the cottager, and then at the dingy walls
of the hut. He was ahout, very abruptly, to reject the hospitable
proposal, when his eye rested suddenly on the form of Alice,
who stood, eager-eyed , and open-mouthed, gazing on the hand-
some intruder. As she caught his eye , she blushed deeply, and
turned aside. The view seemed to change the intentions of the
stranger. He besitated a moment; then muttered between his
teeth : and sinking his knapsack to the ground, he cast himself
into a chair beside the fire, stretched his limbs, and cried gaily,
¢So be it, my host : shut up your house again. Bring me a cup
of beer, and a crust of bread, and so much for supper! As for
bed, this chair will do vastly well.”

“Perhaps we can manage better for you than that chair,”
answered the host. ‘“ But our best accommodation must seem
bad enough to a gentleman : we are very poor people — hard-
working , but very poor.”

““ Never mind me,” answered the stranger, busying himself
in stirring the fire; ‘I am tolerably well accustomed to greater
hardships than sleeping on a chair, in an honest man’s house ;
and though you are poor, I will take it for granted you are
honest.”

The man grinned ; and turning to Alice, bade her spread what
their larder would afford. Some crusts of bread , some cold po-
tatoes, and some tolerably strong beer, composed all the fare set
before the traveller.

Despite his previous hoasts , the young man made rather a wry
face at these Socratic prepalauons while he drew his chair to
the board. But his look grew more gay as he caught Alice’s eye;
and as she lingered by the table, and faltered out some hesitat-
ing words of apology, he seized her hand, and squeezing it ten-
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derly— ¢ Prettiest of lasses,” said he; and while he spoke he
gazed on her with undisguised admiration —¢‘a man who has
travelled on foot all day, through the ugliest country within the
three seas, is sufficiently refreshed at night by the sight of so
fair a face.”

Alice hastily withdrew her hand, and went and seated herself
in a corner of the room, whence she continued to look at the
stranger with her usual vacant gaze , but with a half smile upon
her rosy lips.

Alice’s father looked hard at the young people.

““Eat, sir,” said he, with a sort of chuckle, ‘and no fine
words ; poor Alice is honest , as you said just now.”

““T'o be sure,” answered the traveller, employing with great
zeal a set of strong , even , and dazzling teeth at the tough crusts;
‘“ to be sure she is. T did not mean to offend you; but the fact
is, that I am half a foreigner, and abroad, you know, one may
say a civil thing to a pretty girl, without hurting her feelings, or
her father’s either.” .

‘“ Half a foreigner! why you talk English as well as I do,” said
the host, whose intonation and words were , on the whole, a
little above his station.

The stranger smiled. ‘‘'Thank you for the compliment,” said
he. ‘“ What I meant was, that I have been a great deal abroad ;
in fact, I have just returned from Germany. ButI am English-
born.”

¢ And going home?”

“Yes.”

““ I'ar from hence?”

‘¢ About thirty miles, I believe.”

““You areyoung, sir,to be alone? ”

The traveller made no answer, but finished his uninviting re-
past, and drew his chair again to the fire. He then thought he
had sufficiently ministered to his host’s curiosity to allow him to
attend to his own.

*“ You work at the factories , I suppose? "’ said he.

“1 do, sir — bad times.”

¢“ And your pretty daughter?”

“ Minds the house.”

‘“ Have you no other children?”

““No ; one mouth besides my own is as much asI can feed,
and that scarcely. But you would like to rest now ; you can have
my bed, sir,—1I can sleep here.”

““ By no means,” said the stranger, quickly; ‘“just put a few
more coals on the fire, and leave me to make myself comfortahle.”

The man rose, and did not press his offer, but left the room
for a supply of fuel. Alice remained in her corner.
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«“ Sweethart,” said the traveller, looking round, and satisfying
himself that they were alone ; *“ I should sleep well if I could get
one kiss from those coral lips.”

Alice hid her face with her hands.

““ Do 1vex you?”

¢¢ Oh no, sir.”

At this assurance the traveller rose, and approached Alice
softly. He drew away her hands from her face, when she said
gently, ‘“ Have you much money about you?”

““O the mercenary baggage!” said the traveller to himself;
and then replied aloud, ‘ Why, pretty one? — Do you sell your
kisses so high then?”

Alice frowned, and tossed the hair from her brow. ‘¢ If you
have money,” she said, in a whisper, ‘“ don’t say so to father.
Don’t sleep if you can help it. 'm afraid — hush — he comes!”

The young man returned to his seat with an altered manner.
And as his host entered, he for the first time surveyed him close-
ly. The imperfect glimmer of the half-dying and single candle,
threw into strong lights and shades the marked, rugged, and
ferocious features of the cottager; and the eye of the traveller,
glancing from the face to the limbs and frame, saw that whatever
the mind might design of evil, the body might well execute.

The traveller sank into a gloomy reverie. The wind howled—
the rain beat — through the casement shone no solitary star —
all was dark and sombre ; — should he proceed alone — might
he not saffer a greater danger upon that wide and desert moor
—might not the host follow — assault him in the dark? He had
no weapon, save a stick. But within, he had at least a rude re-
source in the large kitchen-poker that was beside him. At all
events, it would be better to wait for the present. He might at
any time , when alone, withdraw the bolt from the door, and slip
out unobserved

Such was the fruit of his medltatlons while his host plyed
the fire. .

““ You will sleep sound to-night,” said his entertainer, smiling.

“ Humph! Why I am over-fatigued ; I dare say it will be an
hour or two before I fall asleep ; but when I once am asleep, I
sleep like a rock!”

‘““ Come, Alice,” said her father, ¢ let us leave the gentleman.
Good night, sir.”

‘“ Good night — good night,” returned the traveller, yawning.

The father and daughter disappeared through a door in the
corner of the room. The guest heard them ascend the creakmg
stairs — all was still.

““Fool that I am!” said the traveller to himself; ¢ will no-
thing teach me that T am no longer astudent at Gottmgen or cure
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me of these pedestrian adventures? Had it not been for that
girl’s big blue eyes, I should be safe at **** by this time ; if, in-
deed , the grim father had not murdered me by the road. How-
ever, we'll balk him yet; another half-hour, and I am on the
moor : we must give him time. And in the meanwhile here is
the poker. At the worst it is but one to one; but the churl is
strongly built.”

Although the traveller thus endeavoured to cheer his cour-
age, his heart beat more loudly than its wont. He kept his eyes
stationed on the door by which the cottagers had vanished , and
his hand on the massive poker.

While the stranger was thus employed below, Alice, instead
of turning to hér own narrow cell, went into her father’s room.

The cottager was seated at the foot of his bed, muttering to
himself, and with eyes fixed on the ground.

The girl stood before him, gazing on his face , and with her
arms lightly crossed above her bosom.

“It must be worth twenty guineas ,” said the host abruptly to
himself.

“ What is it to you, father, what the gentleman’s watch is
worth?”’

The man started.

‘“You mean,” continued Alice, quietly, ‘ you mean to do
some injury to that young man; but you shall not.”

The cottager’s face grew black as night. ‘“ How,” he began,
in a loud voice, but suddenly dropped the tone into a deep
growl—¢‘ how dare you talk to me so? —go to bed—go to bed.”

“No, father.” c

“No?”

¢ 1 will not stir from this room until day-break.”

““ We will soon see that ,” said the man with an oath.

¢ Touch me, and I will alarm the gentleman, and tell him
that —”

“What?”

The girl approached her father, placed her lips to his ear, and
whispered , ¢‘ That you intend to murder him.”

The cottager’s frame trembled from head to foot; he shut his
eyes and gasped painfully for breath; ‘ Alice,” said he gently,
after a pause — ‘ Alice , we are often nearly starving.”

¢ I am—you never!”

““ Wretch, yes! ifI do drink too much one day, I pinch for
it the next. But go to bed , I say—I mean no harm to the young
man. Think you I would twist myself a rope? —no,no; — go
along, go along.”

Alice’s face, which had before been earnest, and almost in-
telligent , now relapsed into its wonted vacant stare.
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“To be sure, father, they would hang you if you cul his
throat. Don’t forget that ; —good night ; ’— and so saying, she
walked to her own opposite chamber.

Left alone , the host pressed his hand tightly to his forehead
and remained motionless for nearly half-an-hour. ¢ If that
cursed girl would but sleep,” he muttered at last, turning
round, ‘it might be done at once. And there’s the pond
behind, as deep as a well; and 1 might say at day-break that
the boy had bolted. He seems quite a stranger here—nobody ’ll
miss him. He must have plenty of blunt to give half-a-guinea
for a companion for four miles! I want money, and I won’t
work — if I can help it, at least.”

While he thus soliloquised, the air scemed to oppress him ; he
opened the window, he leant cut—the rain beat upon him. He
closed the window with an oath ; took off his shoes, stole to the
threshold , and, by the candle which he shaded with his hand,
surveyed the opposite door. It was closed. He then bent
anxiously forward and listened.

‘“ Al’s quiet,” thought he; ¢ perhaps he sleeps already. 1
will steal down. IfJack Walters would but come to night , the
job could be done charmingly.”

With that he crept gently down the stairs. In a corner, at
the foot of the staircase, lay sundry matters, a few faggots, and
a cleaver. He caught up the last. ‘“ Aha,” he muttered, ‘‘ and
there’s the sledge-hammer somewhere for Walters.” Leaning
himself against the door, he then applied his eye to a chink which
admitted a dim view of the room within lighted fitfully by the
fire.

CHAPTER 11

...... ““ What have we here?
A carrion death!”

Merchant of Venice, Actii. Scene 7.

IT was about this time that the stranger deemed it advisable
to commence his retreat. The slight and suppressed sound of
voices , which at first he had heard above in the conversation of
the father and child, had died away. The stillness at once en-
couraged and warned him. He stole to the front-door, softly
undid the bolt, and found the door locked and the key missing.
He had not observed that during his repast, and ere his suspicions
had been aroused , his host , in replacing the bar and relocking
the entrance , had abstracted the key. His fears were now con-
firmed. His next thought was the window — the shutter only
protected it half way, and was easily removed ; but the aperture
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of the lattice, which only opened in part, like most cottage
casements, was far too small tc admit his person. His only
means of escape was in breaking the whole window; a matter
not to be effected without noise and consequent risk.

He paused in despair. He was naturally of a strong-nerved
and gallant temperament , nor unaccustomed to those perils of
life and limb which German students delight to brave; but his
heart well nigh failed him at that moment. The silence became
distinct and burthensome to him, and a chill moisture gathered
to his brow. While he stood irresolute and in suspense, striv-
ing to collect his thoughts, his ear, preternaturally sharpened
by fear, caught the faint muffled sound of creeping footsteps —
he heard the stairs creak. The sound broke the spell. The
previous vague apprehension gave way, when the danger be-
came actually at hand. His presence of mind returned at once.
He went back quickly to the fire-place, seized the poker, and
began stirring the fire, and coughing loud, and indicating as
vigorously as possible that he was wide awake.

He felt that he was watched — he felt that he was in momently
peril. He felt that the appearance of slumber would be the signal
for a mortal conflict. Time passed, all remained silent; nearly
half-an-hour had elapsed since he had heard the steps upon the
stairs. His situation began to prey upon his nerves, it irritated
them—it became intolerable. It was not now fear that he expe-
rienced , it was the overwrought sense of mortal enmity — the
consciousness that a man may feel who knows that the eye of a
tiger is on him, and who, while in suspense he has regained
his courage, foresees that sooner or later the spring must come.
The suspense itself becomes an agony, and he desires to expedite
the deadly struggle he cannot shun.

Utterly incapable any longer to bear his own sensations, the
traveller rose at last, fixed his eyes upon the fatal door, and was
about to cry aloud to the listener to enter, when he heard a low
tap at the window it was twice repeated; and at the third time
a low voice pronounced the name of Darvil. It was clear, then,
that accomplices had arrived; it was no longer against one man
he should have to contend. He drew his breath hard, and
listened with throbbing ears. He heard steps without upon the
plashing soil ; they retired , — all was still.

He paused a few minutes, and walked deliberately and firmly
to the inner door at which he fancied his host stationed; with
a steady hand he attempted to undo the bolt; it was fastened on
the opposite side. ‘“So!”” said he, bitterly, and grinding his
teeth; < I must die like a rat in a cage. Well, I’ll die biting.”

He returned to his former post, drew himself up to his full
height, and stood grasping his homely weapon, prepared for
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the worst, and not altogether unelated with a proud conscious-
ness of hlS own natural advantages of activity, stature, strength ,
and daring. Minutes rolled on; the silence was broken by some
one at the inner door; he heard the bolt gently withdrawn. He
raised his weapon with both hands; and started to find the
intruder was only Alice. She came in with bare feet, and pale
as marble, her finger on her lips.

She approached — she touched him.

*“They are in the shed behind ,” she whispered, ‘ looking for
the sledge-hammer — they mean to murder you; get you gone
— quick.”

“ How ?—the door is locked.”

¢ Stay. I have taken the key from his room.”

She gained the door, applied the key—the door yielded. The
traveller threw his knapsack once more over his shoulder and
made but one stride to the threshold. The girl stopped him.
“ Don’t say anything about it; he is my father— they would
hang him.”

““No, no. But you?—are safe, I trust; depend on my gra-
titade. I shall be at***** to-morrow — the best inn — seek me
if you can! Which way now?”

‘“ Keep to the left.”

The stranger was already several paces distant ; through the
darkness, and in the midst ot the rain, he fled on with the
speed of youth. The girl lingered an instant, sighed, then laughed
aloud ; closed and re-barred the door, and was creeping back ,
when from the inner entrance advanced the grim father, and
another man, of broad , short, sinewy frame, his arms bare, and
wielding a large hammer.

¢ How!” asked the host; ¢ Alice here, and—hell and the
devil, have you let him go?”

‘1 told you that you should not harm him.”

With a violent oath, the ruffian struck his daughter to the
ground , sprang over her body, unbarred the door, and, accom-
panied by his comrade, set off in vague pursuit of his intended
victim.

CHAPTER III.

“ You knew —none so well, of my daughter’s flight.”
Merchant of Venice, Act iii. Scene 1.

THE day dawned; it was a mild, damp, hazy morning; the
sod sank deep beneath the foot, the roads were heavy with
mire , and the rain of the past night lay here and there in broad
shallow pools. Towards the town, waggons , carts , pedestrian
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groups were already moving ; and , now and then, you caught
the sharp horn of some carly coach, wheeling its be-cloaked
outside and be-night-capped inside passengers along the north-
ern thoroughfare.

A young man bounded over a stile into the road just opposite
to the mile-stone, that declared him to be one mile from *****,

‘“ Thank heaven!” he said, almost aloud. ‘ After spending
the night wandering about morasses like a will-o’-the-wisp, I ap-
proach a town at last. Thank heaven again and for all its mer-
cies this night! I breathe freely. I AM SAFE.”

He walked on somewhat rapidly ; he passed 8 slow waggon—
he passed a group of mechanics—he passed a drove of sheep, and
now he saw walking leisurely before him a single figure. It was
a girl, in a worn and humble dress; who seemed to seek her
weary way with pain and languor. He was about also to pass her,
when he heard a low cry. He turned, and beheld in the way-
farer his preserver of the previous night.

‘¢ Heavens! is it indeed you? can I believe my eyes?”

¢ 1 was coming to seek you, sir,” said the girl, faintly. 1
too have escaped ; I shall never go back to father, I have no roof
to cover my head now.”

* Poor child! but how is this? Did they ill-use you for releas-
ing me?”’

¢ Father knocked me down, and beat me again when he came
back ; but that is not all,” she added , in a very low tone.

“ What else?”

The girl grew red and white by turns. She set her teeth rigid-
ly,. stopped short, and then walking on quicker than before ,
replied ,— ¢ It don’t matter ; I will never go back—1’m alone
now. What, what shall I do?”” and she wrung her hands.

'The traveller’s pity was deeply moved. ‘ My good girl ,” said
he earnestly, ¢ you have saved my life, and I am not ungrateful.
Here ,” (and he placed some gold in her hand,)  get yourself a
lodging , food and rest ; you look as if you wanted them ; and see
me again this evening when it is dark, and we can talk unob-
served.”

The girl took the money passively, and looked up in his face
while he spoke; the look was so unsuspecting, and the whole
countenance was so beautifully modest and virgin-like, that
had any evil passion prompted the traveller’s last words—it must
have fled scared and abashed as he met the gaze.

¢ My poor girl,” said he, embarrassed, and after a short
pause ;— ‘“ you are very young, and very, very pretty. In this
town you will be exposed to many temptations : take care where
you lodge ; you have, no doubt, friends here?”

¢ Friends — what are friends?” answered Alice.
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¢ Have you no relations ; no mother’s kin?"’

“ None.”

¢“ Do you know where to ask shelter?”

¢ No, sir; for I can’t go where father goes, lest he should find
me owf.”

“Well, then, seek some quiet inn, and meet me this evening,
just here, half-a-mile from the town, at seven. 1 will try and
think of something for you in the meanwhile ; but you seem tir-
ed, you walk with pain ; perhaps it will fatigue you to come —1I
mean, you had rather perhaps rest another day.”

“ Oh! no;no! it will do me good to see you again, sir.”

The young man’s eyes met hers, and hers were not withdrawn;
their soft blue was suffused with tears —they penetrated his
soul.

He turned away hastily, and saw that they were already the
subject of curious observation to the various passengers that
overtook them. ¢ Don’t forget!” he whispered, and strode on
with a pace that soon brought him to the town.

He inquired for the principal hotel —entered it with an air
that bespoke that nameless consciousness of superiority which
belongs to those accustomed to purchase welcome, wherever
welcome is bought and sold —and before a blazing fire and no
unsubstantial breakfast , forgot all the terrors of the past night,
or rather felt rejoiced to think he had added a new and strange
hazard to the catalogue of adventures, already expenenced by
Ernest Maltravers.

CHAPTER 1IV.

Con una Dama tenia
Un galan conversacion.
MoraTin; El Téatro Espanol. — Num, 5.

MaLTRAVERS was first at the appointed place. His character
was in most respects singularly energetic, decided, and pre-
mature in its developement ; but not so in regard to women :
with them he was the creature of the moment ; and, driven (o
and fro by whatever impulse, or whatever passion, caught the
caprice of a wild, roving, and all-poetical imagination, Mal-
travers was , half unconsciously, a poet—a poet of action, and
woman was his muse.

He had formed no plan of conduct towards the poor girl he
was to meet. He meant ne harm to her. If she had heen less
handsome, he would have been equally grateful ; and her dress,
and youth', and condition, would equally have compelled him to
select the hour of dusk for an interview.
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He arrived at the spot. The winter night had alrcady descend-
ed ; but a sharp frost had set in : the air was clear, the stars were
bright, and the long shadows slept still and calm along the broad
road, and the whitened fields beyond. ,

He walked briskly to and fro, without much thought of the
interview, or its object, half chaunting old verses, German and
English, to himself, and stopping to gaze every moment at the
silent stars.

At length he saw Alice approach : she came up to him timidly
and gently. His heart beat more quickly; he felt that he was
young, and alone with beauty. ¢ Sweet girl,” he said, with in-
voluntary and mechanical compliment, ¢ how well this light
becomes you! How shall I thank you for not forgetting me?”

Alice surrendered her hand to his without a struggle.

“ What is your name?” said he, bending his face down to
hers.

¢ Alice Darvil.” .

¢ And your terrible father, is he, in truth, your father?”

¢¢ Indeed he is father and mother too!”

‘¢ What made you suspect his intention to murder me? Has
he ever attempted the like crime?”

““ No; but lately he has often talked of robbery. He is very
poor, sir. And when I saw his eye, and when afterwards , while
your back was turned, he took the key from the door, I felt
that—that you were in danger.”

“ Good girl —go on.” /

¢ T told him so when we went up stairs. I-did not know what
to believe , when he said he would not hurt you ; but I stole the
key of the front door, which he had thrown on the table, and
went to my room. I listened at my door; I heard him go down
the stairs : he stopped there for some time; and I watched him
from above. The place where he was , opened to the field by the
backway. After some time, 1 heard a voice whisper him : I knew
the voice, and then they both went out by the backway ; so I
stole down, and went out and listened ; and I knew the other
man was John Walters. I'm afraid of him, sir. And then Wal-
ters said, says he, ¢ 1 will get the hammer, and, sleep or wake,
will do it.” And father said, ¢ It’s in the shed.” So I saw there
was no time to be lost, sir, and —and —but you know all the
rest.”

‘““ But how did you escape?”

** Oh, my father, after talking to Walters, came to my room,
and beat and frightened me ; and when he was gone to-bed, 1
put on my clothes, and stole out; it was just light; and 1 walked
on till I met you.”

‘“ Poor child, in what a den of vice you have been brought up!”
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¢ Anan, sir.”

¢ She don’t understand me. Have you been taught to read
and write?”

“QOno!l”

‘“ But I suppose you have been taught, at least, to say your
catechism— and you pray sometimes?”

¢« I have prayed to father not to beat me.”

“ But to God?”

“ God, sir, what is that *?”

Maltravers drew back , shocked and appalled. Premature phi-
losopher as he was, this depth of ignorance perplexed his wis-
dom. He had read all the disputes of school-men, whether or
not the notion of a Supreme Being is innate ; but he had never
before been brought face to face with a living creature, who was
unconscious of a God.

After a pause, he said — ‘¢ My poor girl, we misunderstand
each other. You know that there is a God?”

¢ No, sir.”

¢ Did no one ever tell you who made the stars you now sur-
vey—the earth on which you tread?”

“ No.”

¢ And have you never thought about it yourself?”

“ Why should I? What has that to do with being cold and
hungry?”

Maltravers looked incredulous. ‘¢ You see that great building,
with the spire rising in the starlight?”

“Yes, sir, sure.”

“ What is it called?”

““ Why, a church.”

““ Did you never go into it?”

¢“No.”

¢ What do people do there?”

¢ Father says one man talks nonsense, and the other folk
listen to him.”

“Your father is——no matter. Good heavens, what shall I
do with this unhappy child?”

“Yes, sir, I am very unhappy,” said Alice, catching at the
last words; and the tears rolled silently down her cheeks.

Maltravers never was more touched in his life. Whatever
thoughts of gallantry might have entered his young head, had

! This ignorance —indeed the whole sketch of Alice —is from the life; nor is such
ignorance , accompanied by what almost seems an instinctive or intuiiive notion of right
or wrong, very uncommon, as our police reports can testify. In the * Examiner,” for, ¥
think , the year 1833 (I am not able, where I now write, to consult the files of that jour-
nal and ascertain the precise date), will be found the case of a young girl ill-treated by
her father, whose answers to the interrogatories of the magistrate are very similar to’
those of Alice, ’
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he found Alice such as he might reasonahly have expected, he
now felt there was a kind of sanctity in her ignorance; and his
gratitude and kindly sentiment towards her took almost a bro-
therly aspect.— ‘“ You know, at least, what school is?”” he asked.

‘“Yes, I have talked with girls who go to school.”

“ Would you like to go there too?”

“ O no, sir—pray not!”

¢ What should you like to do, then? —speak out, child. I
owe you so much , that I should be too happy to make you com-
fortable and contented in your own way.”

<< 1 should like to live with you, sir.”

Maltravers started , and half smiled , and coloured... .. But
looking on her eyes, which were fixed earnestly on his, there was
so much artlessness in their soft unconscious gaze , that he saw
she was wholly ignorant of the interpretation that might be put
upon so candid a confession.

I have said that Maltravers was a wild, enthusiastic, odd
being—he was, in fact, full of strange German romance and
metaphysical speculations. He had once shut himself up for
months to study astrology — and been even suspected of a se-
rious hunt after the philosopher’s stone—another time he had
narrowly escaped with life and liberty from a frantic conspiracy
of the young republicans of his university, in which, being bolder
and madder than most of them, he had been an active ringleader;
‘it was, indeed , some such folly that had compelled him to quit
Germany sooner than himself or his parents desired. He had
nothing of the sober Englishman about him. Whatever was
strange and eccentric had an irresistible charm for Ernest Mal-
travers. And agreeably to this disposition he now revolved anidea
that enchanted his mobile and fantastic philosophy. He himself
would educate this charming girl—he would write fair and
heavenly characters upon ‘this blank page—he would act the
Saint-Preux to this Julie of Nature. Alas, he did not think of the
result which the parallel should have suggested! At that age,
Ernest Maltravers never damped the ardour of an experiment by
the anticipation of consequences.

““So,” he said, after a short reverie, “‘so you would like to
live with me. But, Alice, we must not fall in love with each
other.” :

‘““I don’t understand, sir.”

‘“ Never ‘mind ,” said Maltravers , a little disconcerted.

‘I always wished to go into service.”

“Hal” \

*‘And you would be a kind master.”

Maltravers was half-disenchanted.

- ““No very flattering preference,” thought he; ‘¢ so much the
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safer for us. Well, Alice, it shallbe as you wish. Are you com-
fortable where you are, in your new lodging?”

(43 NO 77

““ Why? they do not insult you?”

¢ ‘\To but they make a noise , and I like to be quiet to think of
you.”

The young philosopher was reconciled again to his scheme.

““Well, Alice—go back—1I will take a cottage to-morrow,
and you shall be my servant, and I will teach you to read and
write, and say your prayers,, and know that you have a Father
above, who loves you better than he below. Meet me again at
the same hour to-morrow. Why do you cry, Alice? why do you
cry?”

‘‘ Because — hecause ,” sobbed the girl, ‘I am so happy, and
I shall live with you and see you.”

“Go, child —go, child,” said Maltravers, hastily— and he
walked away with a quicker pulse than became his new charac-
ter of master and preceptor.

He looked back , and saw the girl gazing at him — he waved
his hand, and she moved on and followed him slowly back to the
town.

Maltravers , though not an elder son , was the heir of affluent
fortunes— he enjoved a munificent allowance that sufficed for
the whims of a youth , who had learned in Germany none of the
extravagant notions common to young Englishmen of similar
birth and prospects. He was a spoiled child , with no law but his
own fancy,—his return home was not expected — there was no-
thing to prevent the indulgence of his new caprice. The nextday
he hired a cottage in the neighbourhood , which was one of those
pretty thatched edifices, with verandahs and monthly roses, a
conservatory and a lawn, which justify the English proverb
about a cottage and love. It had been built by a mercantile ba-
chelor for some fair Rosamond, and did credit to his taste. An
old woman , let with the house, was to cook and do the work.
Alice was but a nominal servant. Neither the old woman nor
the landiord comprehended the platonic intentions of the young
stranger. But he paid his rent in advance , and they were not
particular. He, however, thought it prudent to conceal his
name. It was one sure to be known in a town not very distant
from the residence of his father, a wealthy and long descended
country gentleman. He adopted, therefore, the common name
of Butler, which, indeed , belonged to one of his maternal con-
nexions, and by that name alone was he known both in the
neighbourhood and to Alice. ¥rom her he would not have
sought concealment—but somehow or other no occasion ever
occurred for him to talk much to her of his parentage or birth.
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CHAPTER V.

* Thought would destroy their Paradise.”
GRaY.

MALTRAVERS found Alice as docile a pupil as any reasonable
preceptor might have desired. But still , reading and writing —
they are very uninteresting elements ! Had the groundwork been
laid , it might have been delightful to raise the fairy palace of
knowledge ; but the digging the foundations and the construct-
ing the cellars is weary labour. Perhaps he felt it so—for in a
few days Alice was handed over to the very oldest and ugliest
writing-master that the neighbouring town could afford. It is
astonishing what care Maltravers took of her morals. The poor
girl at first wept much at the exchange, but the grave remons-
trances and solemn exhortations of Maltravers reconciled her at
last , and she promised to work hard and pay every attention to
her lessons. I am not sure, however, that it was the tedium of
the work that deterred the idealist — perhaps he felt its danger—
and at the bottam of his sparkling dreams and brilliant follies, lay
a soynd, generous, and noble heart. He was fond of pleasure,
and had been already the darling of the sentimental German la-
dies. But he was too young, and too vivid, and too romantic to
be that which is called a sensualist. He could not look upon a fair
face,, and a guileless smile; and all the ineffable symmetry of a
woman’s shape , with the eye of a man buying cattle for base
uses... He very easily fell in love, or fancied he did, it is true—
byt then he could not separate desire from fancy, or calculate
the game of passion without bringing the heart or the imagina-
tion into the matter. And though Alice was very pretty and very
engaging , he was not yet in love with her, and he had no inten-
tion of becoming so. ,

He felt the evenlng somewhat long, when for the first time
Alicediscontinued her usual lessons; but Maltravers had abundant
resources in himself. He placed Shakspeare and Schiller on his
table, and lighted his German meerschaum — he read till he
became inspired, and then he wrote— and when he had com-
pos,e.d a few stanzas he was not contented till he had set them to
music and tried their melody with his voice. Ior he had all the
passion of a German for song and music —that wild Maltravers !
—and his voice was sweet, his taste consummate, his science pro-
Vfoupd. As the sun puts out a star, so the full blaze of his imagi-
“athP , fairly kindled, extinguished for the time , his fairy fancy
for his beautiful pupil.
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1t was late that night when Maltravers went to bed —and as
he passed through the narrow corridor that led to his chamber,
he heard a light step flying before him, and caught the giimpse
of a female figure escaping through a distant door. — ¢¢ The silly
child!” thought he, at once divining the cause— ¢ she has been
listening to my singing. I shall scold her.” But he forgot that
resolution.

The next day, and the next, and many days passed, and Mal-
travers saw but little of the pupil for whose sake he had shut
himself up in a country cottage, in the depth of winter. Still he
did not repent his purpose , nor was he in the least tired of his
seclusion—he would not inspect Alice’s progress, for he was
certain he should be dissatisfied with its slowness—and people,
however handsome, cannot learn to read and write in a day.
But he amused himself, notwithstanding. He was glad of an op-
portunity to be alone with his own thoughts, for he was at one
of those periodical epochs of life when we like to pause and
breathe awhile, from that methodical race in which we run to
the grave. He wished to re-collect the stores of his past expe-
rience and repose on his own mind, before he started afresh
upon the active world. The weather was cold and inclement ;
but Ernest Maltravers was a hardy lover of nature, and neither
snow nor frost could detain him from his daily rambles. So
about noon, he regularly threw aside books and papers, took his
hat and staff, and went, whistling or humming his favourite
airs, through the dreary streets , or along the bleak waters, or
amidst the leafless woods , just as the humour seized him ; for he
was not an Edwin or Harold, who reserved speculation only for
lonely brooks and pastoral hills. Maltravers delighted to con-
template nature in men as well as in sheep or trees. The hum-
blest alley in a crowded town had something poetical for him;
he was ever ready to mix in a crowd , if it were only gathered
round a barrel-organ, or a dog-fight, and listen to all that was
said , and notice all that was done. And this I take to be the true
poetical temperament essential to every artist who aspires to be
something more than a scene-painter. But above all things he
was most interested in any display of human passions or affec-
tions ; he loved to see the true colours of the heart, where they
are most transparent—in the uneducated and poor. —For he
was something of an optimist, and had a hearty faith in the love-
liness of our nature. Perbhaps, indeed, he owed much of the
insight into and mastery over character that he was afterwards
considered to display, to his disbelief that there is any wicked-
ness so dark as not to be susceptible of the light in some place or
another. But Maltravers had his fits of unsociability, and then
nothing but the most sclitary scencs delighted him. Winter or
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summer, barren waste , or prodigal verdure, all had beauty in
his eyes ; for their beauty lay in his own soul, through which he
beheld them. From these walks he would return home at dusk,
take his simple meal—rhyme or read away the long evenings
with such alternation as music or the dreamy thoughts of a young
man with gay life before him could afford. Happy Maltravers !
—youth and genius have luxuries all the Rothschilds cannot
purchase ! And yet , Maltravers , you are ambitious ! —life moves
too slowly for you!—you would push on the wheels of the
clock ! — Fool — brilliant fool ! —you are eighteen and a poet!
-~ What more can you desire ?—Bid time stop for ever !

One morning, Ernest rose earlier than his wont, and sauntered
carelessly through the conservatory which adjoined his sitting-
room ; observing the plants with placid curiosity, (for besides
being a little of a botanist, he had odd visionary notions about
the life of plants, and he saw in them a hundred mysteries which
the herbalists do not teach us, ) when he heard a low, and very
musical voice singing at a little distance. He listened and reco-
gnised with surprise words of his own, which he had lately set
to music, and was sufficiently pleased with, to sing nightly.

When the song ended , Maltravers stole softly through the
conservatory, and as he opened the door which led into the
garden , he saw at the open window of a little room which was
apportioned to Alice, and jutted out from the building in the
fanciful irregularity common to ornamental cottages, the form of
his discarded pupil. She did not observe him, and it was not till
he twice called her by name that she started from her thoughtful
and melancholy posture. '

¢ Alice,” said he gently, “ put on your bonnet, and walk
with me in the garden : you look pale, child; the fresh air will
do you good.”

Alice coloured and smiled , and in a few moments was by his
side. Maltravers, meanwhile, had gone in, and lighted his
meerschaum, for it was his great inspirer whenever his thoughts
were perplexed, or he felt his usual fluency likely to fail him,
and such was the case now. With this faithful ally he awaited
Alice in the little walk that circled the lawn , amidst shrubs and
evergreens.

““ Alice,” said he, after a pause; but he stopped short.

Alice looked up at him with grave respect.

*Tush!” said Maltravers,—*¢ perhaps the smoke is unpleasant
to you. It is a bad habit of mine.”

*“ No, sir,” answered Alice, and she seemed disappointed.
Maltl‘.avers paused and picked up a snowdrop. ¢ It is pretty,”
he said ; “ do you love flowers? " '
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“ Oh, dearly,” answered Alice, with some enthusiasm; < T
never saw many till I came here.”

« Now then, I can go on,” thought Maltravers : why I can-
not say, for I do not see the sequitur; but on he went in medias
res. ‘¢ Alice, you sing charmingly.”

‘* Ah!'sir, you—you —”” she stopped abruptly and trembled
visibly.

“Yes, I overheard you, Alice.”

“ And you are angry?”

‘‘ I—Heaven forbid! Itis a talent, but you don’t know what
that is; I mean it is an excellent thing to have an ear, and a
voice , and a heart for music; and you have all three.”

He paused, for he felt his hand touched ; Alice suddenly clasp-
ed and kissed it. Maltravers thrilled through his whole frame ;
but there was something in the girl’s look that showed she was
wholly unaware that she had committed an unmaidenly or
forward action.

¢ I was so afraid you would be angry,” she said , wiping her
eyes as she dropped his hand ; “ and now, I suppose you know
all.” \

“ ANl

““Yes; how I listened to you every evening , and lay awake
the whole night with the music ringing in my ears, till I tried to
go over it myself; and so atlast I ventured to sing aloud. I like
that much better than learning to read.”

All this was delightful to Maltravers; the girl had touched
upon one of his weak points : however, he remained silent.
Alice continued.

““ And now, sir, I hope you will let me come and sit outside
the door every evening and hear you; I will make no noise —1I
will be so quiet!”

““ What, in that cold corridor, these bitter nights!”

T am used to cold, sir. Father would not let me have a fire
when he was not at home.”

“ No, Alice, but you shall come into the room while I play,
and I will give you a lesson or two. I am glad you have so good
an ear; it may be a means of your earning your own honest
llvellhood when you leave me.’

“ When I ——— but I never intend to leave you, sir!” sald
Alice, beginning fearfully and ending calmly.

Maltravers had recourse to the meerschaum.

Luckily, perhaps, at this time they were joined by Mr. Simcox,
the old writing-master. Alice went in to prepare her books; but
Maltravers laid his hand upon the preceptor’s shoulder.

‘“ You have a quick pupil, I hope, sir,” said he.
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« O very, very, Mr. Butler. She comes on famously. She
practises a great deal when I am away, and I do my best.”

«« And,” asked Maltravers, in a grave tone, ‘‘ have you suc-
ceeded in instilling into the poor child’s mind some of those more
sacred notions, of which I spoke to you in our first meeting?”

¢ Why, sir, she was indeed quite a heathen, quite a Maho-
metan, I may say ; but she is a little better now.”

¢ What have you taught her?”

¢ That God made her.”

‘' That is a great step.”

* And that he loves good girls, and will watch over them.”

¢ Bravo! You beat Plato.”

¢« No, sir, I never beat any one, except little Jack Turner;
but he’s a dunce.”

““Bah! What else do you teach her?”*

¢ That the devil runs away with bad girls, and——"

¢ Stop there, M. Simcox. Never mind the devil yet awhile.
Let her first learn to do good, that God may love her; the rest
will follow. I would rather make people religious through their
best feelings than their worst ,—through their gratitude and af-
fections, rather than their fears and calculations of risk and
punishment. We can do without the devil at present : that is a
great mystery, and to be approached cautiously,” muttered
Maltravers.

Mr. Simcox stared.

‘¢ Does she say her prayers?”

‘1 have taught her a short one.”

¢¢ Did she learn it readily?”

* Lord love her, yes. When I told her she ought to pray God
to bless her benefactor, she would not rest till I had repeated one
out of our Sunday-school book , and she got it by heart at once.”

‘“ Enough, Mr. Simcox. I will not detain you longer.”

Forgetful of his untasted breakfast , Maltravers continued his
meer§chaum and his reflections : he dit not cease, till he had
convxpced himself that he was but doing his duty to Alice, by
teaching her to cultivate the charming talent she evidently pos-
sessed, and through which she might secure her own indepen-
dence. He fancied that he should thus relieve himself of a
charge and responsibility, which often perplexed him. Alice
would leave him , enabled to walk the world in an honest profes-
sional path. It was an excellent idea. * But there is danger,”
Whispered conscience.  Ay,” answered philosophy and pride,
@hose wise dupes that are always so solemn, and always so taken
n; “ but what is virtue without trial?” )

h ;\gg n?l:v l;avery evening, when the windows were closed, and
arih burnt clear, while the winds stormed, and the rain
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beat without, a lithe and Tovely shape hovered about the stu-
dent’s chamber ; and his wild songs were sung by a voice, which
Nature had made even sweeter than his own.

Alice’s talent for music was indeed surprising; enthusiastic
and quick, as he himself was in all he undertook , Maltravers
was amazed at her rapid progress. He soon taught her to play
by ear; and Maltravers could not but notice that her hand,
always delicate in shape , had lost the rude colour and roughness
of labour. He thought of that pretty hand more often than he
ought to have done, and guided it over the keys, when it could
have found its way very well without him.

On coming to the cottage, he had directed the old servant to
provide suitable and proper clothes for Alice ; but now that she
was admitted ¢ to sit with the gentleman,” the crone had the
sense, without waiting for new orders, to buy the ¢ pretty
young woman ”’ garments, still indeed simple, but of better ma-
terials, and less rustic fashion; and Alice’s redundant tresses
were now carefully arranged into orderly and glossy curls, and
even the texture was no longer the same ; and happiness and
health bloomed on her downy cheeks, and smiled from the dewy
lips, which never quite closed over the fresh white teeth, except
when she was sad ;—but that seemed never, now she was not
banished from Maltravers.

To say nothing of the unusual grace and delicacy of Alice’s
form and features , there is nearly always something of Nature’s
own gentility in very young women , (except indeed when they
get together and fall a-giggling ;) it shames us men to see how
much sooner they are polished into conventional shape, than
our rough, masculine angles. A vulgar boy requires, Heaven
knows what assiduity, to move three steps—I do not say like a
gentleman, but like a body that has a soul in it 5 but give the least
advantage of society or tuition to a peasant girl, and a hundred
to one but she will glide inlo refinement, before the boy can make
a bow without upsetting the table. Tliere is sentiment in all
women, and sentiment gives delicacy to thought, and tact to
manner. But sentiment with men is generally acquired, an off-
spring of the intellectual quality, not, as with the other sex, of
the moral. :

In the course of his musical and vocal lessons, Maltravers
gently took the occasion to correct poor Alice’s frequent offences
against grammar and accent ; and her memory was prodigiously
quick and retentive. The very tones of her voice seemed altered
in the ear of Maltravers; and , somehow or other, the time came
when he was no longer sensible to the difference in their rank.

The old woman-servant , when she had seen how it would be
from the first, and taken a pride in her own prophecy, as she
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ordered Alice’s new dresses, was a much better philosppher
than Maltravers; though he was already up to his ears in the
moon-lit abyss of Plato; and had filled a dozen common-place
books with eriticisms on Kant.

CHAPTER VI.

* Young man, ¥ fear thy blood is rosy red,
Thy heart is soft.”

D’ Aguilar’s Fiesco, Act iii. Scene 1,

As education does not consist in reading and writing only, so
Alice, while still very backward in those elementary arts, fore-
stalled some of their maturest results in her intercourse with
Maltravers. Before the inoculation took effect, she caught know-
ledge in the natural way. For the refinement of a graceful mind
and a happy manner is very contagious. And Maltyavers was
encouraged by her quickness in music to attempt such instruction
in other studies as conversation could afford. It is a better school
than parents and masters think for : there was a time when all
information was given orally ; and probably the Athenians learnt
more from hearing Aristotle, than we do from reading him. It
was. a delicious revival of Academe—in the walks, or beneath
the rustic porticos of that little cottage, the romantic philosopher
and the beautiful disciple ! And his talk was much like that of a
sage of the early world, with some wistful and earnest savage
for.a listener ;—of the stars and their courses—of beasts and birds
and fishes, and plants and flowers—the wide FFamily of Nature
—of the beneficence and power of God—of the mystic and spiri-
tual History of Man.

Charmed by her attention and docility, Maltravers at length
diverged from lore into poetry; he would repeat to her the sim-
plest and most natural passages he could remember in hisfavourite
poets ; he would himself compose verses claborately adapted
to her understanding : she liked the last the best, and learned
them the easiest. Never had young poet a more gracious inspira-
tion, and never did this inharmonious world more complacently
resolve itself into soft dreams , as if to humour the novitiate of
the victims it must speedily take into its joyless priesthood. And
Alice had now quietly and insensibly carved out her own avoca-
tiogs—the tenor of her service. The plants in the conservatory
had passed under her care, and no one else was privileged to
touch Maltravers’ books, or arrange the sacred litter of a stu-
dent’s apartment. When he came down in the morning, or return-
£d from his walks, everything was in order, yet by a kind of
magic, just as he wished it ; the flowers he loved best, bloomed,



30 ERNEST MALTRAVERS.

fresh-gathered, on his table ; the very position of the large chair,
just in that corner by the fire-place, whence, on entering the
room, its hospitable arms opened with the most cordial air of
welcome , bespoke the presiding genius of a woman; and then,
precisely as the clock struck eight, Alice entered, so pretty and
smiling , and happy looking , that it was no wonder the single
hour at first allotted to her extended into three.

Was Alice in love with Maltravers? — she certainly did not
exhibit the symptoms in the ordinary way — she did not grow
more reserved , and agitated, and timid -—— there was no worm
in the bud of her damask cheek; nay, though from the first she
had been tolerably bold, she was more free and confidential ,
more at her ease every day; in fact, she never for a moment
suspected that she ought to be otherwise; she had not the con-
ventional and sensitive delicacy of girls who, whatever their rank
of life, have been taught that there is a mystery and a peril in
love; she had a vague idea about girls going wrong, but she did
not know that love had anything to do with it; on the contrary,
according to her father, it had connexion with money, not love;
all that she felt was so natural, and so very sinless. Could she
help being so delighted to listen to him, and so grieved to de-
part? What thus she felt she expressed , no less simply and no
less guilelessly : and the candour sometimes completely blinded
and misled him. No, she could not be in love, or she could not
so frankly own that she loved him — it was a sisterly and grate-
ful sentiment.

*“ The dear girl — 1 am rejoiced to think so, ”” said Maltravers
to himself; ‘I knew there would be no danger.”

Was he not in love himself? — the reader must decide.

“ Alice,” said Maltravers, one evening, after a long pause of
thought and abstraction on his side, while she was unconsciously
practising her last acquisition on the piano — *¢ Alice, —no,
don’t turn round —sit where you are, but listen to me. We
cannot live alwavs in this way.”

Alice was instantly disobedient— she did turn round, and
those great blue eyes were fixed on his own with such anxiety
and alarm, that he had no resource but to get up and look round
for the meerschaum. But Alice, vho divined by an instinct his
lightest wish , brought it to him, while he was yet hunting,
amidst the farther corners of the room, in places where it was
certain not to be. There it was, already filled with the fragrant
Salonica, glittering with the gilt pastile which, not too health-
fully, adulterates the seductive weed , with odours that pacify the
repugnant censure of the fastidious — for Maltravers was an
epicurean even in his worst habits ; — there it was, I say, in that
pretty hand which he had to touch as he took it; and while he
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lit the weed, be had again to blush and shrink beneath those
at blue eyes. ]

gr?‘ Thank grou, Alice ,” he said ; ¢ thank you. Do sit dpwn —
there — out of the draught. I am going to open the window,
the night is so lovely.” .
- He opened the casement, overgrown with creepers, and the
moonlight lay fair and breathless upon the smooth lawn. The
calm and holiness of the night soothed and elevated his thoughts,
he had cut himself off from the eyes of Alice, and he proceeded
with a firm, though gentle, voice : — - .

“ My dear Alice, we cannot always live together in this way;
you are now wise enough to understand me, so listen patiently.
A young woman never wants a fortune so long as she has a good
character; she is always poor and despised w1thopt one. Now,
a good character in this world is lost as much by 1mprudence as
guilt; and if you were to live with me much longer, it would be
imprudent, and your character would suffer so much that you
would not be able to make your own way in the world; far,
then, from doing you a service, I should have done you a deadly
injury, which I could not atone for : besides, Heaven knows
what may happen worse than imprudence; for, I am very sorry
to say,” added Maltravers, with great gravity, *that you are
thach too pretty and engaging to — to—in short, it wont do!
I must go home; my friends will have a right to complain of
me, if I remain thus lost to them many weeks longer. And you,
mwy dear Alice,; are now sufficiently advanced to receive better
instruction than I or Mr: Simcox can give you. I therefore pro-
pese to plice you in some respectable family, where you will
have more comfort, and a higher station than you have here.
You can finish your education , and instead of being taught, you
will be thus enabled to become a teacher to others. With your
beauty, Alice,” (and Maltravers sighed,) ¢ and natural talents,
and amiable temper, you have only to act well and prudently,
to secure at last a worthy husband and a happy home. Have
you heard me, Alice? Such is the plan I have formed for you. ”

The young man thought as he spoke, with honest kindness
and upright honour; it was a bitterer sacrifice than perhaps the
reader thinks for. But Maltravers, if he had an impassioned ,
had not a selfish, heart ; and he felt, to use his own expression,
more emphatic than eloquent, that it would not do,” to live
any longer alone with this beautiful girl, like the two children,
whom the good Fairy kept safe from sin and the world, in the
Pavilion of Roses.

But it is observable, that a woman is never so sure of going
to the deuce, as when her lover atternpts to save her from it. She
is comparatively safe if she is persecuted and pressed, by an
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ardour evidently selfish. But whether it is that her pride is alarm-
ed, or her affection wounded, or her generosity appealed to,
she certainly never can bear that her lover should have any
feeling , however high-minded, so strong as his passion for her.
And thus, directly the friendly hand is extended to warn her
from the precipice, she shuts her eyes and down she goes. Cer-
tainly Alice was unconscious of this perversity of her sex, for
she comprehended neither her own danger nor Ernest’s motives,
but she took precisely the way to upset the virtue of an anchorite.
She rose , pale and trembling— approached Maltravers, and laid
her hand gently on his arm.

“T will go away, when and where you wish — the sooner the
better — to-morrow — yes , to-morrow ; you are ashamed of poor
Alice : and it has been very silly in me to be so happy.” (She
struggled with her emotion for a moment, and went on.) ¢ You
know God can hear me, even when I am away from you, and
when 1 know more I can pray better; and God will bless you,
sir, and make you happy, for I never can pray for anything
else. ”

With these words she turned away, and walked proudly
towards the door. But when she reached the threshold, she
stopped and looked round, as if to take a-last farewell. All the
associations and memories of that beloved spot rushed upon
her— she gasped for breath , — tottered ,— and fell to the ground
msensible.

Maltravers was already by her side ; he lifted her light weight
in his arms; he uttered wild and impassioned exclamations—
¢ Alice , beloved Alice— forgive me; we will never part!” He
chafed her hands in his own, while her head lay on his bosom.
He could not resist the temptation, and he kissed again and
again those beautiful eyelids, till they opened slowly upon him,
and the tender arms tightened round him involuntarily.

‘¢ Alice,” he whispered — ¢ Alice, dear Alice, I love thee;"”
and he kissed no longer the eyelids, but the lips themselves, as
they half-sighed and half-smiled an answer. The kiss lingered —
was it returned? he thought so. Maltravers lost his head, and,
all things considered , Zeno himself would have done the same,
— at the age of cighteen!
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CHAPTER VIL

How like a younker or a prodigal ,
The scarfed bark puts from her native Bay !

fMerchant of Venice.

WE are apt to connect the voice of Consci_ence wit_h the
stillness of midnight. But I think we wrong that innocent hour.
It is that terrible ‘‘ NEXT MORNING, ”.when reason is wide
awake, upon which remorse fasteng its fangs. Has a man
gambled away his all, or shot his friend in a duel— has he
committed a crime, or incurred alaugh—1t is the next morning,
when the irretrievable Past rises before him like a spectre — then
deth the churchyard of memory yield up its grisly dead—then
is the witching hour when the foul ﬁepd within us can le;ast
témpt perhaps, but most torment. At n!g!]t we have one thing
to.hope for, one refuge to fly to—oblivion and sleep! But at
morning, sleep is over, and we are called upon coldly to review,
and re-act, and live again the waking bitterness of self-reproach.
Maltravers rose a penitent and unhappy mran—remorse was new
to him, and he felt as if he had committed a treacherous and
frandulent as well as guilty deed. This poor girl, she was so
innocent , so confiding , so unprotected, even by her own sense
of right. He went down stairs listless and dispirited. He longed
yet dreaded fo encounter Alice.... He heard her step in the
cohserva_tory——paused, irresolute, and at length joined her.
For the first time she blushed and trembled, and her eyes
shunned his. But when he kissed her hand in silence, she
whispered , ‘‘ And am I now to leave you?” And Maltravers
answered fervently , ¢‘ Never! ” and then her face grew so ra-
diant with joy, that Maltravers was comforted despite himself.
Alice knew no remorse, though she felt agitated and ashamed;
she did not comprehend that she had lost caste for ever in the
eyes of her sex. In fact, she never thought of herself. Her
whole soul was with him ; she gave him back in love the spirit
she had caught from him in knowledge. ... And they strolled
together through the garden all that day, and Maltravers grew
reconciled to himself. He had done wrong, it is true, but then
perhaps Alice had already suffered as much as she could in the
world’s opinion, by living with him alone , though innocent, so
long. And now she had an everlasting claim to his protection —
she should never know shame or want. And the love that had
led to the wrong, should , by fidelity and devotion, take from it
the character of sin.

3
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Natural and common-place sophistries! L’homime se pique!
as old Montaigne said , man Is his own sharper! The conscience
is the most elastic material in the world. To-day you cannot
stretch it over a mole hill, to-morrow it hides a mountain.

O how happyv they were now— that young pair! How the
days flew like dreams! No doubt we blame them, and women
very properly; but men, at least, cannot blame them very
justly. For all of us male-animals have either been as happy
once in our lives, or wished we were so. Time went on, winter
passed away, and the early spring, with its flowers and sunshine,
was like a mirror to their own youth. Alice never accompanied
Maltravers in his walks abroad, partly because she feared to
meet her father, and partly because Maltravers himself was
fastidiously averse to all publicity. But then they had all that
little world of three acres —lawn and fountain, shrubbery and
terrace—to themselves , and Alice never asked if there was any
other world without. She was now quite a scholar, as Mr. Sim-
cox himself averred. She could read aloud and fluently to
Maltravers, and copied out his poetry in a smal fluctuating
hand, and he had no longer to chase throughout his vocabulary
for short Saxon monosyllables to make the bridge of intercourse
between their ideas.... Krcs and Psyche are ever united, and
love opens all the petals of the soul. On one subject alone,
Maltravers was less eloquent than of yore. He had not sue-
ceeded as a moralist, and the thought it hypocritical to preach
what he did not practise. But Alice was gentler and purer, and
as far as she knew, sweet fool, better than ever — she had in-
vented a new prayer for herself.... and she prayed as regularly
and as fervently as if she were doing nothing amiss. But the
code of heaven is gentler than that of earth, and does not de-
clare that ignorance excuseth not the crime.... If a jury of
Cherubim had tried Alice’s offence, they would hardly have
allowed the heart to bear witness against the soul!

CHAPTER VIII.

Some clouds sweep on as vultures for their prey.

* * * * »* * * * * * *

No azure more shall robe the firmament,
Nor spangled stars be glorious,

Byron.—Heaven and Earth,

It was a lovely evening in April, the weather was unusually
mild and serene for that time of year, in the northern districts
of our isle, and the bright drops of a recent shower sparkled
upon the buds of the lilac and laburnum that clustered round
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the cottage of Maltravers. The little fountain that played in the
centre of a circular basin, on whose clear surface the broad-
Jeaved water-lily cast its fairy shadow — added to the fresh green
of the lawn; —

¢ And softé as velvét the yongé grass,”

on which the rare and early flowers were closing their heavy
lids. That twilight shower had given a racy and vigorous
sweetness to the air which stole over many a bank of violets,
and slightly stirred the golden ringlets of Alice, as she sate by
the side of her entranced and silent lover. They were seated on
a rustic bench just without the cottage—and the open windows
behind them admitted the view of that happy room —with its
litter of books and musical instruments — eloquent of the PoE-
TRY of HOME.

Maltravers was silent, for his flexile and excitable fancy was
conjuring up a thousand shapes along that transparent air, or
upon those shadowy violet banks. He was not thinking, he was
imagining. His genius reposed dreamily upon the calm, but
exquisite sense of his happiness. Alice was not absolutely in
his thoughts, but unconsciously she coloured them all — if she
had left his side, the whole charm would have been broken.
But Alice, who was not a poet or a genius, was thinking, and
thinking only of Maltravers..... His image was ‘“ the broken
‘mirror ” multiplied, in a thousand faithful fragments, over every-
thing fair and soft in that lovely microcosm before her. But they
were both alike in one thing —they were not with the Future,
they were sensible of the Present ;— the sense of the actual life,

-the enjoyment of the breathing time, was strong within them.
Such is the privilege of the extremes of our existence — Youth
and Age. Middle life is never with to-day, its home is in to-
MOTTOW..... anxious, and scheming , and desiring , and wishing
this plot ripened and that hope fulfilled , while every wave of
the forgotten Time brings it near and nearer to the end of all
things. Half our life is consumed in longing to be nearer death.

¢ Alice,” said Maltravers , waking at last from his reverie
and drawing that light, childlike form, nearer to him, ¢ you
enjoy this hour as much as I do.”

¢ Oh, much more!”

““ More! and why s0?”

““Because I am thinking of you, and perhaps you are not
thinking of yourself.” ’ e

Maltravers smiled, and stroked those beautiful ringlets and
kissed that smooth innocent forehead , and Alice nestled herself



36 ERNEST MALTRAVERS.

in his breast. ‘‘ How young you look by this light, Alice ! said
he, tenderly look