MY ONLY LOVE; A
NOVEL, IN THREE
VOLUMES, VOL. |



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649376940

My only love; a novel, in three volumes, vol. I by Emilia Aylmer Blake

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



EMILIA AYLMER BLAKE

MY ONLY LOVE; A
NOVEL, IN THREE
VOLUMES, VOL. |

ﬁTrieste






MY ONLY LOVE.

A flobel,

BY

EMILIA AYLMER BLAKL.

AUTHOR OF YA CROWN YO LOVE," ® ¥ELSON, LTI

IN THEEE VOLUMES,
VOL. T,

oux bor fpmdrng borip un il Ziha
Eunirime:

© Bz chlz was taught me by the dove,
T Cie—minl koo wo semend e
This lezson ver Saih man Lo lears,
Tanaht wy the thing he dazos e ospui
The blzd that sings within the brike,
The swan that saciins upan the ke,

Ooe mazg, snd one alaoe, will ke,
(L]

Eanbon
REMINGTON AND OO
133, NEw Doxn STREET, W.

[ Reangened froim 5. Armonded Sevoce, Stvandl]

1850,
LA Kaplfr Eenerted]






MY ONLY LOVE.

T o L

CHAPTER 1.
SWEET SINTEEN,

*Uuatre tous ces discours, toules ces gentiilesses
Nu vous faisait-il point aussi quelques ceresses ?
“Oh, tant | I me prenait et tes mains et les bras,
Et de me les baiser il n'état: jamais las.'
MoLiEry, fHewde dox Fommes.

Far away in old world Cornwall 1 was bred,

though not born, under the wing of a loving,

aced foster parent, my father's mother, a

widow, who cared but for me in the world,

No two companions ever were more

opposite than we, in tastes and fashions of
YVOL 1. 1



2 MY ONLY LOVE,

heart and mind, and yet 1 loved her well,
having no other truly to love.  Our home
was a neat house of modest pretensions,
in a marine town, which I shall call Stor-
mouth, hall  fashionable in  the *secason’
and occasionally galvanised into a show of
life by varmson balls and theatricals @ but
we, my crannie and I, cared for none of
these things.,  From childhood to girlhood
[ had been acquainted with few even of
other children, but passed my time in such
solitary play as [ could, until my grannie
vot masters—the best the neighbourhood
could afford—to teach me all I was inclined
to learn; and then [ devoted mysell o
study and hard work, being possessed with
a precocious ambition to do and to be
something under the sun which my poor
father and nnknown mother closed their
Eyes Upon so early,

I was indeed an orphan, ' deprived of
light” as the Greek origin of the word de-
rives it to lve and die in the cold shadow
of the world's negleet, unless by some
means | could hift myself above it, and this
was carly made known to me through my
cranme’s frequent lament, * What will be-



SWEET SIXTELN, 3
come of my poor child #  Dread and cheese
I can give you,” she would say, * but what
is that to a girl ke you?  Connection is
everything, connection and position, and
all our people are in their graves but you
and I.  How ever are you to marry 2’

That never troubled me; but | took
pleasure to read of the fair Galricelle, how
in a similar strait, a fortune-teller promised
her higher destinies than these dues of her
birth she was deprived of ; upon me too, it
was borne in by some prophetic instinet,
that 1 should win a hero's heart, some
Henri Quatre, whom heaven should make
for me to be his wife, perhaps ; his love,
assuredly ; his mistress ! no, never !

A cruel death fair Gabrielle died by
poison,  Ah, well! that 1 micht Lave
braved. Since wishes were my anly pos-
sessions, why should T not wish, like the
wisest of the three sisters in the Eastern
tale, to be the Caliph's wife, rather than his
cook's or baker's ? and she had her wish |
Was I not, by my mather’s side, a daughter
of that wondrous land of the sun, where
miracles are common as the light of noon ?
My name, too, Leila?  Memories also 1
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4 MYODMTY TRV,

had of a stately life in London, where my
father, the tenant for life of an inheritance
entailed in the male line, used to boast of
his little Indian beauty, his only child, and
say to ather fathers, proud of their five, six,
or seven, * | have eight in one.” He was
recalled to serve in India, and slain in
battle in the prime of manhood. He left
me an infant, not able yet to realise the
tremendous loss to be felt every hour of my
future life more and more keenly, but I
wept as much as a little child could weep
when they told me papa was gone away—
dead—and 1 begued to die too, and go to
him in heaven.

The crown without the cross! To that
I was not born. Happily the spirit of a
chuld is elastic as its tread, and will not
break under one blow. At thirteen 1
began to fee]l as a woman, and often and
often would 1 walk alone by the sea,
making companions of the melancholy
waves, in mournful envy of other oirls of
my ace, whom I saw caressed and praised
by a fond father, while 1 had none to cling
to under heaven but the poor old grand-
mother, who rather reproved than en-
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couraced my too demonstrative affection,
She had lived through too much to feel in
common with the young passionate heart
that chaled under her very kindness, and
hungered for other love than hers,

About this time it happened that a
name [ had caveht from my fathers lips,
to be ever remembered with honor and

regard, rose very nigh in fame, and be-
came common in every house throushout
England. I do net repeat it bere, for
what cause will appear hereafter ; enough
that its great posscssor passed one day in
our humble town, marking an epoch in the
annals of the same as surely as he tixed
the attention of every man, woman, child
and quadruped in the place. 1 oo was
stirred by the huboub and clatter of hoofs
[ marked him rising in his saddle while a

attendant orderly jogged, reguiation wise,
with the brisk trot of his horse. 1 watched
the great man alight, measuring him with
my tyes—six feet of heroic manhood—my
father’s height, and a presence not unlike
his.  Something niuch more than a mortal,
though I felt that it would be a sin to give
way to my impulse—ito fall down and wor-



