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S O M E 

A C C O U N T 
O F T H E 

L I F E A N D W R I T I N G S 

O F 

Mr. S T E R N E . 

L A U R E N C E S T E R N E was the Son of an 
Irish officer , and born in the barracks of 
Dublin: But,though nurtured amongfoldiers, 
he was a fon of the church; and, if we may 
take the opinion of a bishop on his fermons, 
not unworthy the title. His great grandfather 
was an archbishop, and his uncle a preben
dary of one of our cathedrals. 

From fchool he puffed in due courfe to 
the univeifity, where he fpent the ufual 
number of years ; read a great deal, laugh-

. ed more, and fometimcs took the diverfton 
of puzzling his tutors. He left Cambridge 
with the character-of an odd man, who 
had no harm in him , and who had parts, 
if he would ufe them. 
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Upon leaving the univerfity, he feated 

himfelf quietly in the lap of the church, at 
Sutton in the Foreft of Galtrees, a fmall vi
carage in Yorkshire. Here he waited pa
tiently, till time and chance (which now 
guide whefe judgment once preftded ) should 
raife him to what they pleafed : and here 
an occafion offered , which made him firft 
feel himfelf, and to which, perhaps, we owe 
the origin of the hiftory of Triflram. 

There happened a difpute among fome 
o f the fnperiors of his order, in which Mr. 
Sf erne's friend, one of the beft men in the 
world , was concerned : A perfon , who filled 
a lucrative benefice, was nor fatisfied with 
enjoying it during his own life-time , but 
exerted all his intcrefr. to have it entailed 
upon his wife and fon after his deceafe. 
Mr, Sterne's friend , who expc&cd the re-
rerfion of this living, had not, however, 
fuffkicnt influence to prevent the fuccefs of 
his adverfary. At this critical period , Mr. 
Sterne attacked the monopolizer in joke, 
and wrote « The hiftory of a good warm 
JJ watch-cost, * with which the prefent pof-
» feffor is not content to cover his own 
« shoulders, unlefs hecanalfo cut out of it 
» a petticoat for his wife , and a pair of 
» breeches for his fon ». 

What all the ferious arguments in the 
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world could not have effected , Sterne's 
fatirical pen brought about. The intended 
monopolizer fent him word, that if he would 
fupprefs the publication of this farcafm, he 
would refign his pretenfions to the next can
didate. The pamphlet was fuppreffed, the 
reverfion took place, and Mr. Sttrne was 
requited, by the intereft of his patron , with 
the prebendaryship of York. 

An incident, much about the fame time, 
contributed exc.edingly to cftablish the re
putation of Mr. Sterne's wit. It was this: 
He was fitting in the coffee-houfe at York, 
when a ftranger came in, who gave much 
offence to the company, confuting chiefly of 
gentlemen of the gown, by defcanting too 
freely upon religion, and the hypocrify of 
the clergy. The young fellow at length ad-
dreffed himfelf to Mr. Sterne , asking him , 
what were his fentiments upon the fu; je&j 
when, inftead of anfweing him dire&ly , he 
told the witling, that " his dog was reckon-
« ed one of the moil beautiful pointers in 
» the whole county, was very good-natured, 
» but that he had an infernal tr'uk which 
» deftroyed all his good qualities.—He never 
» fees a clergyman," (continued Sterne) "but 
» he immediately flies at him. » « How long 
» may he have had that trick ?»—« Sir, ever 
« fince he was a puppy ». The young man 
felt the keennefs of the fatire, turned upon 
his heel, and left Sterne to triumph. 



At this time, Mr. Sterne was poffeffed of 
fome good livings, having enjoyed, fo early 
zs the year 1745, the vicarage of Sutton in 
the Forefr. of Galtrees, where he ufually 
performed divine fervice on Sunday morn
ings ; and in the afternoon he preached at 
the recfory of Stillington, which he held as 
one of the prebends of York , in which ca
pacity he alfo affifted regularly, in his turn, 
at the cathedral. Thus he decently lived a 
becoming ornament of the church, till his 
Rabelaifian fpirit , which iffued from the 
prefs, immerfed him into the gaycties and 
frivolities of the World. 

His wit and humour were already greatly 
admired within the circle of his acquain
tance ; but his genius had never yet reach
ed the capital, when his two firft volumes 
of Triflram Shandy made their appearance. 
They were printed at York, and propofed 
to ihe bookfellers there at a very moderate 
price; thofe gentlemen, however, were futh 
judges of their value , that they fcarce offer
ed the price of paper and print; and the 
work made its way into the world without 
any of the artifices which are often praftifed 
to put off an edition. A large impreffion 
being almofl inflantaneoufly fold , the book
fellers were rouzed from their lethargy, and 
every one was eager to purchafc the fecond 
edition of the copy. Mr. Sterne fold it for 
fix hundred pounds, after being rcfufed fifty 



ponmls for the firft impreflion and proprie
torship. 

The two firft- volumes of Triftram Shan
dy were now in every body's hand's. All 
rc»d , moft approved, but few underftood 
them. Thofe who had not entered into the 
ludicrous manner of Rabelais, or the poig
nant fatire of Swift, did not comprehend 
them; but they joined with the multitude, 
and pronounced Triftram Shandy very cle
ver. Even the Reviewers recommended Mr. 
Shandy as t writer infinitely more Ingenious 
and entertaining than any other of the pre-
fent race of novelifts ; adding, his charac
ters were ftriking and fingnlar , his obferva-
tions shrewd and pertinent, and , making a 
few exceptions, that his humour was eafy 
and genuine. 

The publication of thefe two volumes 
brought Mr. Sterne into great repute. He 
was confidered as the genius of the age: 
His company was equally court :d by the 
great, the literati, the witty, and the gay; 
and it was confidered as a kind of honour 
to have paffed an evening with the author 
of Triftram Shandy. Though fome of the 
over rigid clergy condemned this ludicrous 
performance , and judged it incompatible 
with that purity and morality which should 
ever accompany the writings of the gentle
men of the gown; thefe cenfures were far 
from being univerfal, even among the cler-' 
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gy; and the acquaintance he made by this 
publication, were in many refpecls advanta-

feous to him. Among others 3 the Earl 
aulconberg fo particularly patronized the 

Author of this work, that, to teftify his ap
probation , he prefented Mr. Sterne with the 
recfory of Cawood , which was an agreeable 
and convenient addition to his other livings, 
being all in the neighbourhood of York. 

His next publication confuted of two 
volumes of fermons , which the fevereft 
critics could not help applauding for the 
purity and elegance of their flyle , and the 
excellence of their moral. The manner in 
which they were ushered to public notice, 
was, by tome, feverely condemned , whilfl 
others lamented , that fuch excellent dif* 
courfes should fiand in need of fuch an in
troduction; and many were of opinion, 
that he had wrote Triftram Shandy purely 
to introduce them, as, in his preface to the 
fermons, he acquaints the reader, that 
« The fermon which gave rife to the pu-
» blication of thefe, having been offered to 
» the public as a fermon of Yorick's, he 
« hoped the moft ferious reader would find 
» nothing to offend him, in his continuing 
» thofe two volumes under the fame title: 
» Left it should be otherwife , I have added 
» a fecond title page, with the real name of 
» the author : the firft will ferve the 
» bookfellers purpofe, as Yorick's name is 



it poflibly of the two the moreknown̂ —'• 
»» and the fecond will eafe the minds of 
» thofe who fee a jeft, and the danger 
« which lurks under it, where no jeft was 
» meant ». 

When the third and fourth volumes of 
Triftram Shandy made their appearance , 
the pnblick was not quite fo eager in pur« 
chafing and applauding them , as they had 
been with refpecf to the firft two volumes. 
The novelty of the ftyle and manner no 
longer remained ; his digrefftons were by 
many confidered as tedious, and his afterisks 
tooobfcure; nay, fome invidious criticks, 
who pretended to be able to point them out, 
infuiuated, that they were too indelicate for 
the eye of chaftity. 

He had neverthelefs a great number of 
admirers ; and he was encouraged to pu
blish a fifth and fixth volume. Their fatire 
wasftill poignant, fpirited , and, in general, 
extremely juft. The characters , though 
fomewhat overcharged , were lively and in 
nature. He conftantly caught the Ridicu
lous , wherever he found it; and he never 
failed to prefent it to his readers in the moft 
agreeable point of light. His ftory of Le 
Fevre was highly finished, and truly pathe« 
tick ; and would alone refcue his name from 
oblivion , if his fermons were not confidered 
as fome of the beft moral difcourfes extant. 

The feventh, eighth, and ninth volume* 
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have nor yef completed that work; fo that 
what was fald upon the publication of" Ids 
firft volumes, has been verified : « Mr. 
» Shandy feems fo extremely fond of di-
» greffions, and of giving his hiftorieal read-
« ers-the flip upon all occafions, that we are 
v not a little appreh.-nfive he may, fome 
» time or other, give them the flip in good 
»» eameft , and leave the work before the 
» ftory be finished ». 

In the above mentioned volumes, Mr. 
Sterne carries his readers through Fiance, 
and introduces fome feenes and characters, 
which are afterwards taken up in the Sen
timental Journey , particularly that of Maria; 
fo that this may , in fome meafure , be con
fidered as a continuation of the Life and 
Opinions of Triftram Shandy. 

It is almoft needlefs to obferve, of a book 
fo un'iverfally read as Shandy, that the ftory* 
of the hero's life is the leaft part of the 
author's concern It is, in reality, nothing 
more than a vehicle for fatire on a great 
variety of fubjects. Moft of thefe fatirical 
ftrokes are introduced with little regard to 
any connexion, either with the principal 
ftory or with each other. The author ha
ving no determined end in view, runs from 
object to object , as they happen to ftrike a 
Very lively and very irregular imagination. 
In fact, the book is a perpetual feries of dif-
appointments ; yet with thh and other* blc-
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ntishes, the life of Triftram Shandy has un
common merit, and the freedom and fince'ri-
ty of its author, perhaps, cannot be equal
led by any other writer betide the incom
parable Monraigne. The faults of an ori
ginal work are always pardoned; and it is 
not furprifing , that, at a time , when a tame 
imitation makes almoft the whole merit of 
fo many books, fo happy an attempt at no
velty should have been fo well received. 
Hislaft work, however , may be confidered 
as his greateft , fince it contains a variety of 
agreeable pathetick descriptions, in an eafy 
Ample ityle, cleared from much of the ob-
feurity and levity which degrade the for
mer volumes. 

As Mr. Sterne advanced in literary fame, 
he left his livings to the care of his curates; 
and though he acquired fome thoufands by 
his productions, being a character very di
stant from an ceconomiff, his favings werA 
no greater at the end of the year, than when 
he had no other fupport but the angle vi
carage of Sutton. Indeed his travelling ex* 
pences abroad, and the luxurious manner in 
which he lived with the gay and polite at 
home, greatly promoted the diffipation of a 
very confiderable Aim which his writings 
had produced, and which might have been 
a future afliftance to his family. This be
ing the cafe , at his death-, his widrtw and 
daughter, an agreeable young lady, abeut 



fixteen, who had both rcfided for fome years 
in a convent in France * , having feparated 
from Mr. Sterne through fome pique, which 
was differently accounted for by the parties, 
finding that their penfions muft difcontinue, 
returned to England , in order to publish his 
pofthumous works. Being at York , during 
the laft races , fome humane gentlemen, 
friends and admirers of the late Prebend , 
took into confidcration their difagreeable fi-
tuation , and made them a prefent of a purfe 
containing a thoufand pounds. This unex
pected and generous fupply, added to a very 
extenfive fubfeription of the nobility and 
gentry to three additional volumes of fer
mons, has afforded a fufficient provifion to 
enable them to fupport themfelves in their 
late reclufe manner of life, to which they 
have determined to return. 

As Mr. Sterne hath drawn his own cha
racter ( under the name of Yorick ) with 
great happinefs and skill, we will take the 
liberty of introducing it here, the better to 
complete our account of the author and his 
works : 

— « This is all that ever ftagger'd my 

* A particular and ingenious account of this ab+ 
furd practice of the English , is given in « Col. Thick-
nejfc's ohfervations on the cufioms and manners of 
the French nation , »» in which many ufeful hints and 
informations to travellers making the tour of Franct 
may be found* 



» faith in regard to Yorick's extraction , 
« who, by what I can remember of him, 
« and by all the accounts I could ever get 
» of him, feem'd not to have had one iin-
» gle drop of Danish blood in his whole 
J> crafts; in nine hundred years it might 
» poffibly have all run out:—I will not 
» philofophife one moment with you about 
» it; for , happen how it would, the fact 
» was this:—That inftead of that cold phlegm 
» and exact regularity of fenfe and humourst 

» you would have look'd for, in one fo 
» extracted ;—he was , on the contrary, as 
« mercurial and fublimated a compofition, 
» —as heteroclite a creature in all his declen-
» fions—with as much life and whim , and 
» gaite de caur about him, as the ktndlieff. 
» climate could have engendered and put 
» together. With all this fail, poor Yorick 
n carried not one ounce of ballaft; he was 
» utterly unpractifed in the world; and at 
» the age of twenty-fix , knew juft about 
" as well how to fteer his courfe in it,as a 
» romping unfufpicious girl of thirteen : 
» So that, upon his firfk fetting out, the 
» brisk gale of his fpirits, as you will ima-
» gine , ran him foul ten times in a day of 
» fome body's tackling ; and as the grave 
» and more flow-paced were ofteneft in his 
» way , you may likewife imagine , 
» 'twas with fuch he generally had the ill 
* luck to get the moft entangled. For 



» aught I know , there might be fome mix-
si ture of unlucky wit at the bottom of 
w fuch fracas For,to fpeak the truth, 
»> Yorick had an invincible diflike and op-
» pofition in his nature to gravity;—not 
» to gravity as fuch—for, where gravity 
» Was wanted, he would be the moft grave 
» and ferious of mortal men for days and 
» weeks together;—but he was an enemy 
n to the affectation of it, and declared open 
n war againft it, only as it appeared a cloak 
V for ignorance , or for folly; and then , 
>J whenever it fell in his way, however 
« sheltered and protected, he feldom gave 
» it much quarter. 

» Sometimes , in his wild way of talk-
» ing, he wotdd fay that gravity was an ar-
j) rant fco.undrel; and he would add,—. 
» of the moft dangerous kind too ,—be-
» caufe a fly one , and that he verily be-
» lieved, morehoneft, well-meaning people 
v were bubbled out of their goods and 
p money by it in one twelvemonth, than 
» by pocket picking and shop-lifting in fe-
»> ven. In the naked temper which a 
u merry heart difcovered, he would fay, 
» There was no danger—but to kfelf 
j) whereas the very e (fence of gravity was 
v defign, and confequently deceit;—'twas 
» a taught trick to gain credit of the world 
» for more fenfe and knowledge than a man 
» was worth ; and that , with all its pre-
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» tendons,—it was no better, but often worfe, 
7> than what a French wit had Jong ago 
» defined it—vî . A my.fterious carriage-of 
» the body to cover ti>e defects ofthfimind-fr 
» —which definition of gravity , Ypridc t 

w with great imprudence , would fay ,de* 
w fervect to be wrote in letters of gold* 

n But in plain truth, he was a .man un* 
» hackneyed and unpractifed in the world, 
» and was altogether as indifereet and 
« foolish on every other fubjeet of dif-
w courfe , where policy is wont to imprefs 
» reftraint. Yorick had no impreffion but 
j> one, and chat was what arofe from the 
» nature of the deed fpoken of; which im* 
v predion he would ufually translate into 
u plain English without any pcriphrafis , 
» —and too oft without much distinction 
u of either pertouage, time , or place ;r-? 
»» 'fothat when.mcnti.on was made of a pitiful 
» or an ungenerous proceeding,—he never 
» gave himfelf a moment's time to inflect 
>> who was the Hero of the piece—what 
» his ftation—or how far he had power to 
» hurt him beieafter;—but if it was a dirty 
»" action ,—without more ado ,—The man 
j> was a dirty fellow—and fo on:—And as 
r> his comments had ufually the ill fate to 
» be terminated either in a ban mot, or 
» to be enlivened throughout with fome 
» drollery or humour of expreffion , it gave 
>> wings to Yorick's indifcretion. In a word , 
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w though he never fought, yet,at the fame 
» time, as he feldom shunn'd occafions of 
»> faying what came upperm oft, and without 
» much ceremony,—he had but too many 
» temptations in life4 of feathering his wit 
« and his humour,—his gibes and his jefts 
» about him.—They were not loft for want 
» of gathering ». 

Mr. Sterne died as he lived, the fame 
indifferent , carelefs creature; as a day or 
two before, he feemed not in the leaft af
fected with his approaching diifolution. He 
was buried privately in a new burying 
ground belonging to the parish of St. George's, 
Hanover-l"quare,at twelve o'clock at noon , 
attended only by two gentlemen in a mourn
ing coach , no bell tolling. His death was an
nounced in the news papers of March aid 
1768, by the following paragraph: 

Died at his lodgings in Bond-Street, the 
Rev. Mr. Sterne. 

Alas , poor Yorick! I knew him well; 
a Fellow of infinite Jeft, moft excellent 
Fancy , &c. 
"Wit, Humour, Genius hadft thou, all agreej 
One grain of W I S D O M had been worth the Three ! 
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SENTIMENTAL J O U R N E Y 

T H R O U G H 

F R A N C E A N D I T A L Y . 

— JL H E Y order, faid I, this matter better in 
France— 

—You have been in France ? faid my gent
leman, turning quick upon me with the moil 
civil triumph in the world.—Strange! quoth I , 
debating the matter with myfclf, that one-
and-twenty miles failing, for 'tis abfolutely 
no further from Dover to Calais, should give 
a man tbefe rights.—I'll look into them : fo 
giving xip the argument—I wentflraight to my 
lodgings, put up half a dozen shirts and a black 
pair of ft Ik breeches—« the coat 1 have on , 
» faid I , looking at the fleeve, will do »—« 
took a place in the Dover ftage; and the pac-

three 1 had got fat down to my dinner upon a 
fricafTee'd chicken fo inconteitibly in France, 
that, had I died that night of an indigeftion, 
the whole world could not have fufpended 

A 

next morning—by 
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the effects of the* droits d'aubairu—my shirrs, 
antl black pair of filk breeches—portmanteau 
and all mull have gone to the king of France 
—even the little picture which T have fo long 
worn, and fo often have I told Lhee, Eliza, 1 
would carry with me into my grave, would 
have been torn from my neck.—Ungenerous I 
—to feize upon the wreck of an unwary paf-
fenger, whom your (objects bad beckon'd to 
their coaft—by heaven! S I R E , it is not 
well done; and much does it grieve me, 'tis 
the monarch of a people fo civilized and, 
courteous, and fo renown'd for fentiment and 
fine feelings, that 1 have to reafon witli— 

But 1 have fcarce fet a foot in your do
minions.— 

C A LA IS. 

H E N I had fmish'd my dinner, and drank 
the king of France's health, to fatisfy my 
mind that I bore him no fpleen, but, on the 
contrary, high honour for the humanity of 
his temper—X rofe up an inch taller for the 
accommodation. 

— No—faid I—the Bourbon is by no 
means a cruel race! they may be milled like 
other people; but there is a mildnefs in their 
blood. As I acknowledged this, I felt a fuffu-

+ All the effects of firangers (Swifs and Scotch 
excepted) dying in France, arc fcized by virtue of this 
law, though the heir be upon the J pot—the profit of theft 
contingencies being farm'd, there is no redrefs. 



fion of a finer kind upon my cheek—more 
warm and friendly to man, than what Bur
gundy ( at leaft of two livres a bottle , which 
was fuch as I had been drinking) could have 
produced. 

—Juft God! faid I , kicking my portman
teau afide, what is there in this world's goods 
which should sharpen our fpirits, and make 
fo many kindhearted brethren of us, fall out 
fo cruelly as we do by the way ? 

When man is at peace with man, how much 
lighter than a feather is the heavieft of metals 
in his hand ! he pulls out his purfe, and hot-
ding it airily and uncomprefs'd, looks round 
him, as if he fought for an objett to share it 
with.—In doing this, I felt every veffel in my 
frame dilate—the arteries beat all chearily 
together, and every power which fuftained 
life, perform'd it with fo little friction, that 
'twould have confounded the moft Phyfical 
precieufe in France: with all her materialism, 
she could fcarce have called me a machine.— 

I'm confident, faid I to myfelf, I should 
have overfet her creed. 

The accefiion of that idea, carried nature , 
at that time, as high as she could go—I was 
at peace with the world before, and this fi-
nish'd the treaty with myfelf— 

—Now, was I a King of France, cried I— 
what a moment for an orphan to have begg'd 
his father's portmanteau of me 1 

A * 
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THE MONK. 
CALAIS. 

I H A D fcarce utter'd the words, when a poor 
monk of the order of St. Francis came into the 
room, to beg fomething for his convent. No 
man cares to have his virtues the fport of con
tingencies—or one man may be generous, as 
another man is pu'dfant—fed non, quo ad hanc 
—or be it as it may—for there is no regular 
reafoning upon the ebbs and flows of our 
humours; they may depend upon the fame 
caufes, for aught I know, which influence 
the tides themfelves—'twould be oft no dif-
credk to us, to fuppofe it was fo: I'm fure, 
at leaft for myfelf, that in many a cafe I 
should be more highly fatisfied, to have it 
faid by the world, « I had had an affair with 
the moon, in which there was neither fin nor 
shame, » than have it pafs altogether as my 
own a£t and deed, wherein there was fo much 
of both. 

—But be this as it may. The moment I caft 
my eyes upon him , I was predetermined not 
to give him a fingle fous, and accordingly I 
put my purfe in my pocket—button'd it up 
—fet myfelf a little more upon my centre, 
and advanced up gravely to him: there was 
fomething, I fear, forbidding, in my look: 
1 have his figure this moment before my 
eyes, and think there was that in it which 
deferved better. 



The monk, as I judged from the break in 
fiis tonfure, a few fcatter'd white hairs upon 
his temples, being all that remained of i t , 
might be about feventy—but from his eyes , 
and that fort of fire which was in them, which 
feemed more temper'd by courtefy than 
years, could be no more than fixty—Truth 
might lie between—He was certainly fixty-
five; and the general air of his countenance, 
notwithftanding fomething feem'cl to have 
been planting wrinkles in it before their time, 
agreed to the account. 

It was one of thofe heads, which Guido has 
often painted—mild, pale—penetrating, free 
from all common-place ideas of fat contented 
ignorance looking downwards upon the earth 
—it look'd forwards; but look'd, as if it look'd 
at fomething beyond this world. How one of 
his order came by it, heaven above, who let it 
fall upon a monk's shoulders, belt knows; but 
it would have fuited a Bramin, and had I met it 
upon th e plains of Indoftan, I had reverenced it. 

The reft of his outline may be given in a 
few ftrokes; one might put it into the hands 
of any one todefign, for 'twas neither elegant 
or othcrwife, but as character and expreffion 
made it fo: it was a thin , fpare form, fome
thing above the common fize, if it loft not the 
distinction by a bend forwards in the figure , 
but it was the attitude of Intreaty; and as it 
now ftands prefent to my imagination , it 
gain'd more than it loft by it. 
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When he had enter'd the room three paces J 

he flood iVdl; and laying his left hand upon his 
hreaft, ( a flender white ftaff with which he 
journey* d being in his right)—when I had 
got clofe up to him , he introduced himfelf 
with the little flory of the wants of his con
vent, and the poverty of his order—and did 
it with fo fimple a grace—and fuch an air of 
deprecation was there in the whole call of his 
look and figure—I was bewitch'd not to have 
been firuck with it.— 

— A better reafon was , I had predeter
mined not to give him a fingle fous. 

•>— l i s very true, faid I , replying to a cart 
upwards with his eyes, with which he had 
concluded his addreft—'tis very true—and 
heaven be their refource who have no other 
but the charity of the world J the flock of 
which, I fear, is no way fufheient for the 
many great claims which are hourly made 
upon it. 

As I pronounced the words great claims, 
he gave a flight glance with his eye down
wards upon the fleeve of his tunic—I felt 
the full force of the appeal—I acknowledge 
i t , faid 1—a coarfe habit, and that but once 
in three years, with meagre diet—are no 

THE MONK. 

C A L A IS. 



great matters : and the true point of pity is , 
as they can be earn d in the world with fo 
little indnftry, that your order should wish 
to procure them, by prcff.ng upon a fund 
which is the property of the lame, the blind, 
the aged., and the infirm—the captive who 
lies down counting over and over again the 
days of his afflictions, languishes alfo for his 
share of it; and had you been of the order of 
mercy, inftcad of the order of St. Francis, 
poor as I am, continued I , pointing at my 
portmanteau, full chearfully should it have 
been opend to you , for the ranfom of the 
unfortunate—The monk made me a bow—but 
of all others, refnmed I , the unfortunate of 
our own country, furely, have the firft rights; 
and I have left thoufands in diflrefs upon our 
own shore—The monk gave a cordial wave 
with his head—as much as to fay, No doubt, 
there is mifery enough in every corner in the 
world, as well as within our convent.—But we 
diflinguish, faid I , laying my hand upon the 
lieeve of his tunic , in return for his appeal— 
we diftinguish, my good father ! betwixt 
thofe who wish only to cat the bread of their 
own labour—and thofe who eat the bread of 
other peoples, and liave no other plan in life, 
but to get through it in fioth and ignorance , 
for the love of God. 

The poor Francifcan made no reply: a 
hectic cf a moment pafs'd acrofs his cheek, 
but cOi.id not tarry—Nature feemed to have 

A 4 
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had done with her refentments in him; he 
shewed none—but letting his ftaff fail within 
his arm, he prefs'd both his hands with reft-
gnation upon his breaft, and retired. 

THE MONK. 
C A L A I S , 

M Y heart fmote me the moment he shut 
the door—Psha 1 faid I , with an air of careleff-
nefs, three feveral times—but it woidd not 
do: every ungracious fyliable I had utter'd, 
crowded back Into my imagination: I reflec
ted , I had no right over the poor Francifcan , 
but to deny him; and that the punishment of 
that was enough to the difappointed, with
out the addition of unkind language—I confi
de r'd his grey hairs—his courteous figure 
feem'd to re-enter and gently ask me what 
injury he had done me?—and why I could 
ufe him thus ?—I would have given twenty 
livres for an advocate—I have behaved very 
i l l , faid I within myfelf; but I have only juft 
fet out upon my travels; and shall learn better 
manners as I get along. 

THE DESOBLIGEANT. 
C A L A I S . 

H E N a man is difcontented with himfelf, 
it has one advantage however, that it puts 



him into an excellent frame of mind for ma
king a bargain. Now there being no travelling 
through France and Italy without a chaiie— 
and nature generally prompting us to the 
thing we are fitteft for, I walk'd out into the 
coach-yard , to buy or hire fomething of that 
kind to my purpofe: an old * Defobligeant in 
the further! corner of the court, hit my fancy 
at firft nght, fo I infhnfly got into i t , and 
finding it in tolerable harmony with my feel
ings , I ordered the waiter to call Monfieur 
Deffein the mafter of the hotel—but Monfieur 
Deffein being gone to vefpers; and not caring 
to face the Francifcan, whom I faw on the 
oppofite fide of the court, in conference with 
a lady juff arrived at the inn—I drew the 
taffeta curtain betwixt us, and being deter
mined to write my journey, I took out my 
pen and ink, and wrote the preface to it in 
the Defobligeant. 

PREFACE 

JN THE DESOBLIGEANT. 

I T muff have been obferved by many a 
peripatetic philofopher, that nature has fet 
tip by her own unquestionable authority , 
certain boundaries and fences to circiunfcribe 

* A chjife, fo called in France , from its holding 

hut one pcrfon, 

A ? 



the difcontent of men: she has effected her 
purpofe in the quieteft and eafieft manner, 
by laying him under almoft infuperable obli
gations to work out his eafe, and to fuftain his 
lufferings at home. It is there only that she 
has provided him with the moft fuitable 
objects to partake of his happinefs, and bear 
apart of that burden, which, in all countries 
and ages, has ever been too heavy for one 
pair of shoulders. 'Tis true, we are endued 
with an imperfect power of fpreading our 
happinefs fometimes beyond her limits, but 
'tis fo ordered, that from the want of lan
guages , connections, and dependencies, and 
from the difference in education, cuffoms and 
habits, we lie under fo many impediments in 
communicating our fenfations out of our own 
fphere,as often amount to a total impoffibility. 

It will alvays follow from hence , that the 
balance of fentimental commerce is always 
againft the expatriated adventurer : he muff 
buy what he has little occafion for, at their 
own price—his converfation will feldom be 
taken in exchange for theirs, without a large 
difcount—and this , by the hye, eternally dri
ving him into the hands of more equitable 
brokers for fuch converfation as be can 
find , it requires no great fpirit of divination 
to gnejs at His party.— 

1 his brings me to my point ; and natu
rally leads me ( i f the fee-faw of this Defo
bligeant will but let me get on ) into the cfft\ 



J O U R N E Y . i i 
cient as well as the final caufes of travel
ling-— 

Your idle people , that leave their native 
country , and go abroad , for fome reafon 
or reafons, which may be derived from one 
of thefe general caufes— 

Infirmity of body, 
Imbecillity of die mind, or 
Inevitable necefiity, 

The firft two include all thofe who travel 
by land or by water , labouring with pri
de , curiofity , vanity or fpleen , fubdivided 
and combined in infinitum. 

The third clafs includes the whole army of 
peregrine martyrs ; more efpecially thofe tra
vellers who fet out upon their travels with 
the benefit of the clergy , either as delin
quents travelling under the direction of go
vernors , recommended by the magistrate— 
or young gentlemen tranfported by the cruel
ty of parents and guardians, and travelling 
under the direction of governors recommen
ded by Oxford , Aberdeen , and Glafgow-

There is a fourth clafs, but their number 
is fo fmall that they would not deferve a 
distinction , was it not neccfiary in a work of 
this nature to obferve the greater! precision: 
and nicety , to avoid a confufion of cha
racter. And thefe men I fpeak of, are fuch as 
crofs the feas , and fojoum in a land of stran
gers , with a view of faving money for -va
rious reafons, and upon various pretences': 
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but as they might alio fave themfelves and 
others a great deal of unneceflary trouble, 
by faving their money at home—and as their 
reafons for travelling are the leaft complex 
of any other fpecies of emigrants 31 shall dif-
tinguish thefe gentlemen by the name of 

Simple Travellers. 
Thus the whole circle of travellers may 

be reduced to the following Heads : 
Idle Travellers, 
Inquifuive Travellers , 
Lying Travellers , 
Proud Travellers, 
Vain Travellers , 
Splenetic Travellers. 

Then follow the Travellers of Neceffity: 
The delinquent and felonious Traveller , 
The unfortunate and innocent Traveller, 
The fimple Traveller, 

And laft of all ( if you plcafc ) 
The Sentimental Traveller 

(meaning thereby myfelf) -who have travel
led , and of which I am now fitting down to 
give an account—as much out of NeceJJity and 
the bcfoin de voyager 3 as any one in the clafs. 

I am well aAvare , at the fame time, as both 
my travels and obfervations will be altoge
ther of a differend caff from any of my fore
runners ; that I might have iniifted upon a 
whole nitch entirely to myfelf—but I should 
break in upon the confines of the Vain Tra
veller , in wishing to draw attention towards 
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me , till I have fome better grounds for i t , 
than the mere Novelty of my Vehicle. 

It is fufficient for my reader, if he has 
been a traveller himfelf, that with finely and 
reflection hereupon, he may be able to deter
mine hit own place and rank in the catalogue 
—it will be one ftep towards knowing him
felf; as it is great odds, but he retains fomei 
tincture andrefemblance, of what he imbibed 
or carried out to the prefent hour. 

The man who firft tranfplanted the grape: 
of Burgundy to the Cape of Good'Hope (ob-' 
ferve he was a Dutchman) never dreamt 
of drinking the fame wine at the Cape, that 
the fame grape produced upon the French' 
mountains—he was too phlegmatic for that 
—but undoubtedly he expected to drink fo-' 
me fort of vinous liquor;but whether good , 
bad, or indifferent—he knew enough of this 
world,to know that it did not depend upon 
his choice, but that what is generally cal
led chance was to decide his fuccefs : how
ever, he hoped for the heft;and in thefe 
hopes, by an intemperate confidence in the 
fortitude of his head, and the depth of his. 
cHfcretion , Mynheer might poffibly overfet 
both in his new vineyard; and by difcovering 
his nakednefs, become a laughing-flock to 
his people. 

Even fo it fares with the poor Traveller, 
failing and pofting through the politer king
doms of the globe, inpirrfmt of knowledge' 
and improvements, § 



Knowledge and improvements are to be 
got by failing and porting for that purpofe ; 
but whether ufeful knowledge and real im
provements , is all a lottery—and even where 
the adventurer is fuccefsful, the acquired 
frock muft be ufed with caution and fobricty 
to turn to any profit—but as the chances run 
prodigioufly the other way, both as to the 
acquisition and application,! am of opinion , 
that a man would act as wifely , if he could 
prevail upon himfelf, to live contented with
out foreign knowledge or foreign impro
vements, efpecially if he lives in a country 
that has no abfolutewant of either—and, in
deed , much grief of heart has it oft and ma
ny a time coft me, when I have obferved 
how many a foul ftep the inquifitive Tra
veller has meafured, to fee fights, and look 
into difcoveries; all which , as Sancho Panc,a 
faid to Don Quixote, they might have feen 
dry-shod , at home. It is an age fo full of 
light , that there is fcarce a country or cor
ner of Europe, whofe beams are not crof-
fed and interchanged with others—Knowled
ge in moft of its branches, and in moft af
fairs , is like mufic in an Italian ftreet, where
of thofe may partake who pay nothing. 
—But there is no nation under heaven—and 
God is my record, ( before whofe tribunal 
I muft one day come and give an account 
of this work )—that 1 do not fpeak it vaun-
tingly—But there is no nation under hea-



yen , abounding with more variety of lear
ning—where the fciences may be more fitly 
woo'd , or more finely won than here— 
where art is encouraged , and will fo foon 
rife high—where Nature (take her altoge
ther ) has fo little to anfwer for—and , to 
clofe all , where there is more wit and va
riety of character to feed the mind with 
—Where then , my dear countrymen , are 
you going r1— 

—We are only looking at this chaife , 
faid they—Your molt obedient fervant, faid 
I , skipping out of it , and pulling orf my 
hat—We were wondering , laid one of them, 
who, I found , was an inquifuive traveller— 
what could occafion its motion—'Twas the 
agitation, faid I coolly, of writing a preface 
•—I never heard , faid the other , who was 
a Jimpit Traveller , of a preface wrote in a 
Defobligeant.—It would have been better , 
faid I , in a Vis a Vis. 

—As an Englishman docs not travel to fee 
Englishmen , I retired to my room. 

C A L A IS. 

I Perceived that fomething daikend rhepaf-
fage more than myfelf, as I ftepp'd along 
it to my room ; it was effectually Moni". 
Deflein , the mafter of the hotel, who bad 
juft returned from vefpers , and , with his 
hat under his arm , was molt compkiifantly 
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following me , to put me in mind of my 
wants. I had wrote myfelf pretty well out 
of conceit with the Defobligeant ; and Monf. 
Deffein fpeaking of it , with a shrug, as i f 
it would no way fuit me , it immediately 
ftruck my fancy, that it belong'd to fome in
nocent traveller, who , on his return home, 
had left it to Monf. Deffein's honour , to 
make the moft of. Four months had elap-
fed fnce it had finish'd its career of Europe 
in the corner of Monf. Deffein's coach-yard; 
and having fallied out from thence but a 
vampt-up bufinefs at the firft, though it had 
been twice taken to pieces on Mount Senilis, 
it had not profited much by its adventures— 
but by none fo little as the ftanding fo ma
ny months unpitied in the corner of Monf 
Deffein's coach-yard. Much indeed was not 
to be faid for it—but fomething might— 
and when a few words will refeue mifery 
out of her diftrefs , I hate the man who can 
be a churl of them. 

—Now, was I the mafter of this hotel a 

faid I , laying the point of my fore-finger 
on Monf. Deffein's breaft, I would inevi
tably make a point of getting rid of this un
fortunate Defobligeant—it ftands fwiftging re
proaches at you every time you pafs by it— 

Mon Dieu I faid Monf. Deffein—1 have 
no intereft—Except the intereft , faid I , 
which men of a certain turn of mind take , 
Monf, DeiTein , in their own ,fenfations—-



I'm perfuaded, to a man who feels for others 
as well as for himfelf, every rainy night, dif-
guife it as you w i l l , muft caft a damp upon 
your fpirits—You fuffer, Monf. Deffein, as 
much as the machine— 

I have always obferved, when there is 
as much four as fweet in a compliment, that 
an Englishman is eternally at a lofs within 
himfelf, whether to take it, or let it alone : 
a Frenchman never is: Monf. Deffein made 
me a bow. 

C'ejl bien vrai, faid he—But in this cafe I 
should only exchange one difquietude for 
another , and with lofs : figure to yourfelf, 
my dear Sir , that in giving you a chaife 
which would fall to pieces before you had 
got half way to Paris—figure to yourfelf how 
much I would fuffer, in giving an ill impref-
fion of myfelf to a man of honour, and lying 
at the mercy, as I muft do, d'un komme d'ej'prit. 

The dofe was made up exactly after my 
own prefcription ; fo I could not help taking 
it—and returning Monf. Deffein his bow , 
without more cafuiftry we walk'd together 
towards his remife , to take a view of his 
magazine of chaifes. 

IN THE STREET. 
C A L A I S . 

I T muft needs be a hoftile kind of a world, 
when the buyer ( if it be but of a forry poft 
chaife) cannot go forth with the feller thereof 



into the ftreet to terminate the difference bet
wixt them , but he inftantly falls into the fame 
frame of mind, and views his conventionift 
with the fame fort of eye, as if he was going 
along with him to Hidepark corner to fight 
a duel. For my own part, being but a poor 
{word's man, and no way a match for Mon
fieur Deffein , I felt the rotation of all the 
movements within me, to which the fituation 
is incident—I looked at Monfieur Deffein 
through and through—ey'd him as he walked 
along in profile—then , en face—thought he 
look'd like a Jew—then a Turk—diil.ked his 
wig—curfed hint by my gods—wished him at 
the devil— 

—And is all this to be lighted up in the 
heart for a beggarly account of three or four 
louis d'or, which is the moft I can be over* 
reach'd in ?—Bafe pafhon 1 faid I , turning 
myfelf about, as a man naturally does upon 
a fudden reverfe of fentiment—bafe, ungent
le paffion ! thy hand is againft every man, 
and every man's hand againft thee—Heaven 
forbid ! faid she , raifmg her hand up to her 
forehead, for I had turned full in front upon 
the lady whom 1 had feen in conference with 
the monk—she had followed us unpercei-
ved—Heaven forbid, indeed ! faid I , offe
ring her my own—she had a black pair of 
filk gloves open only at the thumb and two 
fore-fingers, fo accepted it without refervc— 
and I led her up to the door of the Remife.-

Monfieur Deiieia had diabkd the key abo-' 



ve fifty times before he found out he had 
come with a wrong one in his hand : wc 
were as impatient as himfelf to have it open'd; 
and fo attentive to the obftacle , that I con
tinued holding her hand almoft without kno
wing it ; fo that Monfieur Deffein left us 
together with her hand in mine , and with 
our faces turned towards the door of the R.e-
mife , and faid he would be back in five mi
nutes. 

Now a colloquy of five minutes, in fuch 
a fituation, is worth one of as many ages , 
witli your faces turned towards the ftreet : 
in the latter cafe, 'tis drawn from the ob
jects and occurrences without—when your 
eyes are fixed upon a dead blank—you draw 
purely from yourfelves. A filence of a finglc 
moment upon Monfieur Deffein's leaving us, 
had been fatal to the fituation—she had in
fallibly turned about—fo I begun the con
verfation inftantly.— 

—But what were the temptations, ( as I 
write not to apologue for the weakneffes of 
my heart in this tour, — but to give an 
account of them ) — shall be defcribed with 
the fame fimplicity, with which I felt them. 

THE RE M I S E DOOR. 
C A L A I S . 

H E N I told the reader that I did not 
care to get out of the DefobUgearit, becaufe 



I faw the monk in clofe conference with a 
lady juft arrived at the inn — I told him the 
truth; but 1 did not tell him the whole truth; 
for I was full as much retrained by the ap
pearance and figure of the lady he was 
talking to. Sufpicion croffed my brain , and 
faid , he was telling her what had paffed ; 
fomething jarred upon it within me—I wished 
him at his convent. 

When the heart flies out before the un
derstanding , it faves the judgment a world 
of pains—1 was certain she was of a better 
order of beings—however , I thought no 
more of her , but went on and wrote my 
preface. 

The impreffion returned , upon my en
counter with her in the ftreet; a guarded 
franknefs with which she gave me her hand , 
shewed , I thought, her good education and 
her good fenfe ; and as 1 led her on , I f It 
a pleafurable ductility about her, which 
fpread calmncfs over all my fpirits— 

—Good God ! how a man might lead fuch 
a creature as this round the world with him ! 

I had not yet feen her face—'twas not 
material; for the drawing was inftantly fet 
about, and long before we had got to the 

• door oftheRemife, Fancy had finished the 
whole head , and pleafed herfelf as much 
with its fitting her goddcfs, as if she had 
dived into the T I B E R for it—but thow 
art a feduced and a feduting flut; and albeit 



thou cheateft us feven times a day with thy 
pictures and images, yet with To many 
charms doit thou do i t , and thou dcckeft 
out thy pictures in the shapes of fo many 
angels of light, 'tis a shame to break with thee. 

When we had got to the door of the 
Remife , she withdrew her hand from acrofs 
her forehead , and let me fee the original—it 
was a face of about fix-and-twenty— of a 
clear tranfparent brown , fimply fet off 
without rouge or powder—it was not criti
cally handfome , but there was that in it , 
which, in the frame of mind I was i n , 
attached me much more to it—it was inte
resting; I .fancied it wore the characters of 
a widow'd look, and in that ilate of its declen-
fion, which had paffed the two firft pa-
roxyfms of for row , and was quietly begin
ning to reconcile itfelf to its lofs—but a 
thoufand other diifreffes might have traced 
the fame lines; I wish'd to know what they 
had been—and was ready to inquire , ( had 
the fame bon ton of converfation permitted , 
as in the days of Efclras )—« What ailetk 
thee ? and why art thou difquieted ? and why is 
thy underflanding troubled? r>—In a word , I 
felt benevolence for her; and refolv'd fome 
way or other to throw in my might of 
courtefy—if not of fervice. 

Such were my temptations—and in this 
difpofition to give way to them, was I left 
alone with the lady , with her hand in mine, 



and with our faces both turned clofer to the 
door of the Reinife than what was abfolutely 
necefiaiy. 

TEE REMISE DOOR. 

C A L A I S . 

X H I S certainly, fair lady! faid I , railing 
her hand up a little lightly as I began , mult 
be one of Fortune's whimfical doings ; to 
take two utter ftrangers by their hands—of 
different fexes, and, perhaps, from different 
corners of the globe , and , in one moment, 
place them together in fuch a cordial fitua
tion, as Friendship herfelf could fcarcc have 
atchieved for them , had she projected it for 
a month.— 

—And your reflection upon i t , shews how 
much , M o n f i e u r , she has embarraffed you 
by the adventure.—• 

When the fituation is what we should wifli, 
nothing is fo ill-timed as to hint at the cir-
cumflances which make it fo; you thank 
Fortune , continued she—you had reafon— 
the heart knew it , and was fatisfied ; and 
who but an English philofopher would have 
fent notice of it to the brain, to reverfe the 
judgment i 

In laying this , she difengaged her hand 
with a look which I thought a fufEcient com
mentary upon the text, 



It is a miferable picture which I am going 
to «ive of the wcaknefs of my heart , by 
owning that it fuffcred a pain, which wor
thier occaftons could not have inflicted.—I was 
mortified with the lofs of her hand, and 
the manner in which I had loft i t , carried 
neither oil nor wine to the wound : I never 
felt the pain of a sheepish inferiority fo mife-
rably in my life. 

The triumphs of a true feminine heart are 
short upon thefe difcomfitures. In a very 
few feconds she laid her hand upon the 
cuff of my coat , in order to finish her 
reply ; fo fome way or other , God knows 
how , I regained my fituation. 

—She had nothing to add. 
I forthwith began to model a different con

verfation for the lady., thinking from the 
fpirit as well as moral of this , that 1 had 
been miflaken in her character ; but upon 
turning her face towards me , the fpirit which 
had animated the reply was fled—the muf-
cles relaxed , and I beheld the fame unpro
tected look of diftrefs which firft won me 
to her intereft—melancholy 1 to fee fuch 
fprightlinefs the prey of forrow—I pitied her 
from my foul; and though it may feem 
ridiculous enough to a torpid heart,—I 
could have taken her into my arms , and 
cherished her, though it was in the open 
ftteet, without blushing. 



The pulfations of the arteries along my 
fingers preffmg acrofs hers , told her what 
was pailing within me: she looked down—« 
a fdence of fome moments followed. 

I fear , in this interval, I muft have made 
fome flight efforts towards a clofer com-
preffion of her hand, from a fubtle fenfa-
tion I felt in the palm of my own—not as 
i f she was going to withdraw hers—but as 
i f she thought about it—and I had infallibly 
loft it a feeond time, had not inftinct more 
than reafon directed me to the laft refource 
in thefe dangers—to hold it loofely , and in 
a manner as if I was every moment going 
to releafe i t , of myfelf; fo she let it conti
nue , till Monfieur Deffein returned with 
the key ; and in the mean time I fet myfelf 
to confider how I should undo the i l l im-
preifions which the poor monk's ftory, in 
cafe he had told it her, muft have planted 
in her breaft againft me. 

THE SNUFF-BOX. 

C A L A I S . 

T H E good old monk was within fix paces 
of us , as the idea of him crofs'd my mind ; 
and was advancing towards us a little out of 
the line, as if uncertain whether he should 
break in upon us or no. He ftopp'd, howe
ver , as foon as he came up to'• us, with a 

world 



world of franknefs; and having a horn fhuff-
box in his hand, he prefented it open to 
me—You. shall tafte mine—laid I , pulling 
out my box ( which was a fmalltortoife one ) 
and putting it into his hand—'Tis moft excel
lent, faid the monk:Then do me the favour, 
I replied, to accept of the box and a l l , and 
when you take a pinch out of it , fometi-
mes recollect it was the peace-offering of a 
man who once ufed you unkindly, but not 
from bis heart. 

The poor man blush'd as red as fcarler. 
Mon Dieu I faid he , preffing his hands toge
ther—you never ufed me unkindly.—I should 
think , faid the lady , he is not likely. I 
blush'd in my turn; but from what move
ments, I leave to the few who feel to ana-
lyfe—Excufe me , Madam , replied I—I 
treated him moft unkindly ; and from no 
provocations—'Tis impoffible , faid the lady. 
—My God ! cried the monk, with a warmth 
of alfeveration which feemed not to belong 
to him—the fault was in me , and in the 
indifcretion of my zeal—The lady oppofed 
it , and I joined with her in maintaining it 
was impoffible, that a fpirit fo regulated as 
his, could give offence to any. 

I knew not that contention could be ren
dered fo fweet and pleafurable a thing to the 
nerves as I then felt it. W e remained filent, 
without any fenfation of that foolish pain 
which takes place , when in fuch a circle 
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%G A S E N T I M E N T A L 
you look for ten minutes in one another's 
faces without faying a word. Whilft this 
lafted 3 the monk rubb'd his horn J»ox upon 
the fleeve of Ivs tunic ; and as foon as it had 
acquired a little air of brightnefs by the 
friction—he made a low bow, and faid, 'twas 
too late to lay whether it was the weaknefs 
or goodnefs of our tempers which had in
volved us in this contefi—but be it as it would 
—he begg'd we might exchange boxes—In 
faying this , he preiented his to me with 
one hand , as he took mine from me in the 
other; and having kifs'd it—with a ftream 
of good nature in his eyes, he put it into his 
bolom—and took his leave. 

I guard this box , as I would the instru
mental parts of my religion , to help my 
mind on to fomething better : in truth , I fel-
dom go abroad without it ; and oft and 
many a time have I called up, by i t , the 
courteous fpirit of its owner to regulate my 
own , in the jultlings of the world. They 
had found full employment for his, as I learnt 
from his ftory , till about the forty-fifth 
year of his age , when upon fome military 
fervices ill requited, and meeting at the fame 
time with a difappointment in the tenderer! 
of paffions, he abandon'd the fword and the 
fex together , and took fanctuary , not fo 
much in his convent, as in himfelf. 

I feel a damp upon my fpirits, as I am 
going to add , that in my laft return through 



Calais , upon inquiring after Father Lorenzo, 
I heard he had been dead near three months, 
and was buried, not in his convent, but, 
according to his defire, in a little cemetery-
belonging to it, about two leagues off. I had 
a throng defire to fee where they had laid 
him—when , upon pulling out his little horn 
box, as I fat by his grave , and plucking up 
a nettle or two at the head of it, which had no 
bufmefs to grow there , they all ftruck toge
ther fo forcibly upon my affections, that I 
burft into a flood of tears—but I am as weak 
as a woman: and I beg the world not to fmile 
but pity me. 

THE REMISE DOOR. 

CALAIS. 

I H A D never quitted the lady's hand all this 
time; and had held it fo long , that it would 
have been indecent to have let it go, without 
firft preffing it to my lips : the blood and fpi-
rits, which had fuffer'd a revulfion from her, 
crowded back to her , as I did it. 

Now the two travellers who had fpoke to » 
me in the coach-yard, happening at that cri-
fis to be paffing by , and obferving our com
munications , naturally took it into their 
heads, that we muft be man and wife at leaft; 
fo, flopping as foon as they came up to the 
door of the Remife, the one of them, who 



was the inquifitive traveller, ask'd us, if we 
fet out for Paris the next morning ?—I could 
only anfwer for myfelf, I faid; and the lady 
added , she was for Amiens, We dined there 
yesterday, faid the fimple traveller—You 
go directly through the town, added the 
other , in your road to Paris. I was going to 
return a thoufand thanks for the intelligence, 
that Amiens was in the road to Paris ; but , 
upon pulling out my poor monk's little horn 
box to take a pinch of fnuff— I made them a 
quiet bow , and wishing them a good paffage 
to Dover—they left us alone— 

—Now where would be the harm , faid I 
to myfelf, if I was to beg of this diftreffed 
lady to accept of half of my chaife?—and what 
mighty inifcliief could enfuc ? 

Every dirty passion, and bad propensity in 
my nature, took the alarm , as I ftarted the 
propofition—It will oblige you to have a third 
norfe , faid A V A R I C E , which will put twenty 
livres out of your pocket.—You know not 
who she is , faid C A U T I O N — o r what fcrapes 
the affair may draw you into , whifper'd 
C O W A R D I C E . — 

Depend uponit,Yorick! faid D I S C R E T I O N , 

'twill be faid you went off with a miftrefs, 
and came by affignation to Calais for that 
purpofe— 

—You can never after, cried H Y P O C R I S Y 

aloud, shew your face in the world—or rife, 
quoth M E A N N E S S , in the church—or be any 



thing in i t , faid P R I D I , but a loufy preben
dary. 

—Buftis a civil thing, faid I—and as 1 gene
rally aft from the firft impnlfe, and there
fore feldomliften to thefe cabals, which ferve 
no purpofe , that I know of, but to encom-
pafs the heart with adamant—Iturn'd inibntly 
about to the lady—. 

But she had glided off unperceived, as 
the caufe was pleading, and had made ten 
or a dozen paces down the ftreet, by the 
time I had made my determination; fo I fet 
after her with a long firide , to make her 
the propofal with the beft addrefs I was maf-
ter of; but obferving she walk'd with her 
cheek half refting upon the palm of her 
hand—with the flow, short meafur'd ftep of 
thoughtfulnefs, and with her eyes, as she 
went ftep by ftep , fix'd upon the ground , it 
(track me , she was trying the fame caufe 
herfelf.—God help her 1 faid I , she has fome 
mother-in-law , or tartufish aunt, or nonfen-
fical old woman , to confult upon the occa-
fion , as well as myfelf: fo not caring to in
terrupt the pwccjfc , and deeming it more 
gallant to take her at difcretion than by fur-
prize, I faced about, and took a short turn 
or two before the door of the Remife , whilft 
she walk'd mufmg on one fide. 

By 



IN THE STREET. 
C A L A I S . 

H A v i N G , on firft fight of the lady, fet
tled the affair in my fancy, u that she was 
» of the better order of beings »—and then 
laid it down as a fecond axiom , as indifpu-
table as the firft, that she was a widow , and 
wore a character of diffrefs—I went no fur-

which pleated me—and had she remained 
clofe befide my elbow till midnight, I should 
have held true to my fyftem, and confidered 
her only under that general idea. 

She had fcarce got twenty paces diftant 
from me, ere fomething within me called out 
for particular inquiry—it brought on the idea 
o f a further feparation—1 might poffibly ne
ver fee her more—the heart is for laving 
what it can; and I wanted the traces thro' 
which my wishes might find their way to 
her, in cafe I should never rejoin her myfelf; 
in a word, I wish'd to know her name—her 
family's—her condition ; and as I knew the 
place to which she was going, I wanted to 
know from whence she came : but there was 
no coming at all this intelligence; a hundred 
little delicacies flood in the way. I fonn'd a 
fcore different plans—There was no fuch 
thing as a man's asking her directly—the thing 
was impoffible. 

ther; I ound enough for the fituation 



A little French debonnaire Captain, who 
came dancing down the ftreet, shewed me , 
it was the ealieft thing in the world; for pop
ping in betwixt us, juft as the lady was re
turning back to the door of the Remife, he 
introduced himfelf to my acquaintance, and 
before he had well got announced, begg'd 
I would do him the honour to prefent ham 
to the lady—I had not been prefented my
felf—fo turning about to her, he did it juft 
as well by asking her , if she had come 
from Paris?—No : she was going that rout, 
she faid.—Vous netes pas de Londres ?—she 
was not, she replied.—Then Madame muft 
have come thro' Flanders.—Apparemment vous 
etes Flamande? faid the French captain.—The 
lady anfwered, she was.—Peutetre deLijle? 
added he—She faid, she was not of Lifle.— 
Nor Arras?—nor Cambray ?—nor Ghent?— 
nor Bruffels ? She anfwered , she was of 
Bruifels. 

He had had the honour, he faid, to be • 
at the bombardment of it laft war—that it 
was finely fituated , pour cela—and full of 
nobleffe when the Imperialists were driven 
out by the French—(the lady made a flight 
Cimfy )—fo giving her an account of the 
affair , and of the share he had had in it—he 
begg'd the honour to know her name—fo 
made his bow. 

—Et. Madame a fon Man ?—faid he , loo
king back, when he had made two fteps<— 
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and without flaying for an anfwer—-danced 
down the ftreet. 

Hadlferved feven years apprenticeship to 
good breeding, I could not have done as much. 

the little French captain left us, Monf. 
Deffein came up with the key of the Re-
mife in his hand, and forthwith let us into 
his magazine ofchaifes. 

The firft object which caught my eye , as 
Monf. Deffein open'd the door of the Re-
mife, was another old tatter'd Defobligeant: 
and notwithstanding it was the exact pic
ture of that which had hit niy fancy fo much 
in the coach-yard but an hour before—the 
very fight of it ftirr'd up a difagrecable fen-
fation within me now; and I thought 'twas 
a churlish beaft into whofe heart the idea 

• could firft enter, to construct fuch a ma
chine ; nor had I much more charity for 
the man who could think of ufmg it. 

I obferved the lady was as little taken 
with it as myfelf: fo Monf. Deffein led us on 
to a couple of chaifes which flood abreaft; 
telling us , as he recommended them, that 
they had been purehafed by my Lord A . 
and B. to go the grand tour, but had gone 
no further than Paris, fo were in all refpects 
as good as new—They were too good-* 

T H E REMISE. 
C A L A I S . 



fo I pafs'd to a third, which flood behind, 
and forthwith began to chaffer for the price— 
But'twill fcarce hold two, faid I , opening the 
door and getting in—Have the goodnefs , 
Madam , faid Monf. Deffein , offering his 
arm, to ftep in—The lady hefitated half a 
fecond, and ftepp'd in ; and the waiter that mo
ment beckoning to fpeaktoMonf. Deifein, he 
shut the door of the chaife upon us, and left us. 

THE REMISE. 

C A L A I S . 

C'EST lien comique, 'tis very droll, faid the 
lady fmiling , from the reflection that this 
was the fecond time we had been left toge
ther by a parcel of nonfenfical contingen
cies—c'ejl bien comique , faid she— 

—There wants nothing , faid I , to make 
it fo , but the comic ufe which the gallantry 
of a Frenchman would put it to—to make 
love the firft moment, and an offer of his 
perfon the fecond. 

'Tis their fort, replied the lady. 
It is fuppofed fo at leaft—and how it has 

come to pals , continued I , I know not ; 
but they have certainly got the credit of 
understanding more of love , and making it 
better than any other nation upon earth : 
but for my own part, I think them errant 
bunglers, and in truth the worftfet of markf-
niea that ever tried Cupid's patience. 



—To think of making love by fentlmentsl 
1 should as foon think of making a gen

teel fuit of clothes out of remnants:—and to 
do it—pop—at firft fight by declaration—is 
fubmitting the offer , and themfelves with 
i t , to be fifted , with all their pour and con-
tre, by an unhealed mind. 

The lady attended as if she expected I 
should go on. 

Confider then , madam , continued I , 
laying my hand upon her's— 

That grave people hate Love for the na
me's fake— 

That felfish people hate it for their o w n -
Hypocrites for heaven's— 
And that all of us, both old and young , 

being ten times worfe frighten'd than hurt 
by the very report—What a want of know
ledge in this branch of commerce a man 
betrays , whoever lets the word come out 
of his lips , till an hour or two atleaft after 
the time , that his fdence upon it becomes 
tormenting. A courfe of fmall, quiet atten
tions , not fo pointed as to alarm—nor fo 
vague as to be mifunderflood,—with now 
and then a look of kindnefs, and little or 
nothing faid upon it—leaves Nature for your 
miftrefs , and she fashions it to your mind— 

Then I folemnly declare , faid the lady, 
blushing—you have been making love to 
me all this while. 



THE REMISE. 
C A L A I S . 

i V i o N S T E U R Deffein came back to let us 
out of the chaife , and acquaint the lady, 
the Count de L — , her brother, was juftar
rived at the hotel. Though I had infinite 
good-will for the lady, I cannot fay , that I 
rejoiced in my heart at the event—and could 
not help telling her fo—for it is fatal to a 
propofal, madam , faid I , that I was going 
to make to you— 

—You need not tell me what the propofal 
was , faid she , laying her hand upon both 
mine , as she interrupted me.—A man , my 
good Sir , has feldom an offer of kindnefs 
to make to a woman, but she has a pre-
fentiment of it fome moments before— 

Nature arms her with i t , faid I , for im
mediate preservation.—But I think , faid she, 
looking in my face , I had no evil to appre
hend—and, to deal frankly with you , had de
termined to accept it.—If I had—(she flop
ped a moment)—! believe your good-Will 
would have drawn a ftory from me , which 
would have made pity the only dangerous 
thing in the journey. 

In faying this , she fuffered me to kifs 
her hand twice , and with a look of fcnfi-
bi l i ty, mixed with a concern , she got out 
of the chaife—and bid adieu., 
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IN THE STREET. 

C A L A I S . 

I N E v r R finished a twelve-guinea bargain 
fo expeditioufly in my life : my timefeemed 
heavy upon the lofs of the lady , and kno
wing every moment of it would be as two, 
till T put myfelf into motion—I ordered pofl:-
horfes directly , and walked towards the 
hotel. 

Lord! faid I , hearing the town-clock ftri-
ke four , and recolle£ting that I had been 
little more than a fingle hour in Calais— 

—What a large volume of adventures may 
be grafped within this little fpan of life by 
him who interests his heart in every thing , 
and who , having eyes to fee, what time 
and chance are perpetually holding out to 
him as he journeyeth on his way , miffes no
thing he can fairly lay his hands on.— 

—If this won't turn out fomething—ano
ther will—no matter—'tis an effay upon hu
man nature—I get my labour for my pains— 
'tis enough—the pleafure of the experiment 
has kept my fenfes, and the beft part of my 
blood awake, and laid the grofs to fleep. 

I pity the man who can travel from Dan. 
to Becrsheba , and cry , 'tis all barren—and 
fo it is; and fo is all the world to him who 
will not cultivate the fruits it offers. I de-



clare , faid I , clapping my hands cheerily 
together , that was I in a defert, I would rind 
out wherewith in it to call forth my affec
tions.—If I could do no better , I would 
fatten them upon fome fweet myrtle , or 
feek fome melancholy cyprefs to connect 
myfelf to—I would court their shade , and 
greet them kindly for their protection—I 
•would cut my name upon them , and fwear 
they were"the lovelieft trees throughout the 
defert: if their leaves wifher'd, I would teach 
myfelf to mourn , and when they rejoiced , 
I would rejoice along with them. 

The learned S M E L F U N G U S travelled from 
Boulogne to Paris—from Paris to Rome— 
and fo on—but he fet out with the fpleen 
and jaundice, and every object he pafs'd by, 
was difcoloured or distorted—He wrote an 
account of them , but 'twas nothing but the 
account of his miferable feelings. 

I met Smelfungus in the grand portico of 
the Pantheon—he was juit coming out of it 
—'This nothing but a huge cock-pit, * faid he 
—I wish you had faid nothing worfe of the 
Venus of Medicis. replied 1—for in patting 
through Florence, I had heard he had fallen 
foul upon the goddefs, and had ufed her 
worfe than a common {trumpet , without 
the leaft provocation in nature. 

I popp'd upon Smelfungus again at Turin, 
in his return home; and a fad tale of for-

+ Vide S~'s Travels^ 



rowful adventures he had to tell , «whe-
» rein he fpoke of moving accidents by flood 
« and field , and of the Cannibals which 
« each other eat: the Anthropophagi n—he 
had been flea'd alive , and bedevil'd , and 
ufed worfe than St. Bartholomew , at every 
ftage he had come at— 

—I'll tell it , cried Smelfungus , to the 
world. You had better tell it, faid I , to your 
phyfician. 

Mundungus, with an immenfe fortune , 
made the whole tour; going on from Rome 
to Naples—from Naples to Venice—from 
Venice to Vienna—to Drefden , to Berlin , 
without one generous connection or pleafu-
rable anecdote to tell of; but he had tra
velled ftraight on , looking neither to his 
right hand or his left , left Love or Pity 
should fediice him out of his road. 

Peace be to them ! if it is to be found; but 
heaven itfelf, was it poftible to get there 
with fuch tempers , would want objects to 
give it—every gentle fpirit would come 
flying upon the wings of Love to hail thcir 
arrival—Nothing would the fouls of Smelfun
gus and Mundungus hear of, but fresh an
thems of joy , fresh raptures of love, and 
fresh congratulations of their common feli
city—I heartily pity them: they have brought 
up no faculties for this work ; and was the 
happieft • manfion in heaven to be alloted to 
Smelfungus and Mundungus, they would 



be fo far from being happy, that the fouls 
of Smelfungus and Mundungus would do 
penance there to all eternity. 

M O N T R J U L. 

I HAD once loft my portmanteau from 
behind my chaife , and twice got out in the 
rain, and one of the times up to the knees 
in dirt, to help the poftillion to tie it on , 
without being able to find out what was 
wanting—Nor was it till I got to Montriul , 
upon the landlord's asking me if I wanted 
not a fervant, that it occurred to me , that 
that was the very thing. 

A fervant! that I do moft fadly , quoth I 
—Becaufe , Monfieur , faid the landlord , 
there is a clever young fellow, who would 
be very proud of the honour to ferve an 
Englishman.—But why an English one, more 
than any other ?—They are fo generous, faid 
the landlord—I'll be shot if this is not a livre 
out of my pocket, quoth I to myfelf, this 
Very night—But they have wherewithal to 
be fo , xMonfieur, added he—Set down one 
livre more for that, quoth I—It was but la ft 
night, faid the landlord , quun Mylord An
glais prefentoit tin ecu a la fille de chambre— 
Tant pis pour Mademoifelle Janncton, faid I. 

Now Jeanneton being the landlord's daugh
ter, and the landlord fuppofing I was young 
»n French, took the liberty to inform me , 



I should not have faid tant pis—but, tant 
mieux. Tant mieux, toujour*, Mjnjieur(aid 
he, when there is any thing to be got—tant 
pis , when there is nothing. It comes to the 
fame thing, faid I. Pardonnc^-moi, faid the 
landlord. 

I cannot take a fitter opportunity to ob-
ferve, once for a l l , that tant pis, and tant 
mieux, being two of the great hinges in 
French converfation, a ftranger woulJ do 
•well to fet himfelf right in the life of them, 
before he gets to Paris. 

A prompt French Marquis, at our am-
baffador's table , demanded of Mr. H — , if 
he was H—the poet ? No , laid H—mildly— 
Tant pis , replied the Marquis. 

It is H—the historian , faid another—Tant 
mieux , faid the Marquis. An I Mr. H—,who 
is a man of an excellent heart, return'd 
thanks for both. 

When the landlord had fet me right in 
this matter, he called in La Fleur, which 
was the name of the young man he had 
fprke of— faying only firft,That as for his 
ta'ents, he would prefume to fay nothing. 
—Monfieur was the beft judge whit would 
fait him ; but for the fidelity of La Fleur, he 
would ftand refponfible in all he was worth. 

The landlord deliver1 d this in a manner 
which inftantly fet my mind to the bufinefs 
1 was upon—and La Fleur, who flood wait
ing without, in that breathlefs expectation 
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which every fon of nature of us have felt in 
our turns, came in. 

M O N T R I U L 

I A M apt to be taken with all kinds of 
people at firft fight; but never more fo , 
than when a poor devil comes to offer bis 
fervice to fo poor a devil as myfelf; and 
as I know this weaknefs, I always fuffer my 
judgment to draw back fomething on that 
very account—and this more or lefs , ac
cording to the mood I am i n , and. the cafe 
—and I may add the gender too , of the 
perfon I am to govern. 

When La Fleur enter'd the room, after 
every difcount I could make for my foul, 
the genuine look and air of the fellow de
termined the matter at once in his favour; 
fo I hired him firft—and then began to in
quire what lie could do : But I shall find 
out his talents, quoth I , as I want them— 
befidcs, a Frenchman can do every thing. 

Now poor La Fleur could do nothing in 
the world but beat a drum , and play a march 
or two upon the fife. I was determined to 
make his talents do; and.can't fay my weak-
nefs was ever fo infulted by my wifdom y 

as in the attempt. 
La Fleur had fet out early in life, as gal

lantly as moft Frenchmen do, with ferving 
for a few years ; at the end of which, ha-



ying fatisfied the fentiment, and found mo
reover , that the honour of beating a drum 
was likely to be its own reward , as it 
open'd no further track of glory to him— 
lie retired a fes terns , and lived comme il 
ylaijo'it a Dim.—that is to fay, upon nothing, 

—And fo , quoth Wijdom , you have 
hired a drummer to attend you in this tour 
of yours thro' France and Italy! Psha! faid 
I , and do not one half of our gentry go 
with a hum-drum compagnon du voyage the 
fame round, and have the piper and the 
devil and all to pay befides ? When a man 
can extricate himfelf with an equivoque in 
fuch an unequal match—he is not ill off— 
But you can do fomething elfe , La Fleur ? 
faid I—O qu'oui I—he could make fpatter-
dashes , and play a little on the fiddle—Bra
vo ! faid Wifdom—Why , I play a bafs 
myfelf, faid I—we shall do very well—You 
can shave , and drefs a wig a little , La 
Fleur!—He had all the difpofitions in the 
world—It is enough for heaven ! faid I , 
interrupting him—and ought to be enough 
for me—So fupper coming in , and having a 
frisky English fpaniel on one fide of my 
chair , and a French valet , with as much 
hilarity in hiscountenance as ever nature pain
ted in one , on the other—I was fatisfied to 
my heart's content with my empire ; and if 
monarchs knew what they would be at, they 
might be as fatisfied as I was. 



M O N T R I U L. 

A s La Fleur went the whole tour of France" 
and Italy with me , and will be often 
upon the stage , I muft intereft the reader a 
little further in bis behalf, by faying, that 
I had never lefs reafon to repent of the 
impulfes which generally do determine me, 
than in regard to this fellow—he was a 
faithful, affectionate , funple foul as ever 
trudged after the heels of a philofopher; and 
notwithstanding his talents of drum-beating 
and fpatterdash-making, which, though very 
good in themfelves , happen'd to be of no 
very great fervice to me , yet was I hourly 
recompenfed by the feftivity of his temper 
—it fupplied all defects—I had a constant re-
fource in his looks , in all difficulties and dis-
treffes of my own—I was going to have ad
ded, of his too; but La Fleur was out of 
the reach of every thing ; for whether'twas 
hunger , or thirst , or cold , or naked-
nefs , or watchings , or whatever stripes 
of i l l luck La Fleur met with in our 
journeyings , there was no index in his phy-
fiognomy to point them out by—he was 
eternally the fame ; fo that if I am a piece 
of a philofopher , which Satan now and then 
puts it into my head I am—it always morti
fies the pride of the conceit, by reflecting 
how much I owe to the complexional phi-



lofophy of this poor fellow , for shaming 
me into one of a better kind. With all this , 
La Fleur had a fmall cart of the coxcomb— 
but he feemed at firft fight to be more a 
coxcomb of nature than of art; and before 
I had been three days in Paris with him— 
he feemed to be no coxcomb at all. 

JL H E next morning La Fleur entering upon 
his employment, I delivered to him the key 
of my portmanteau , with an inventory of 
my half a dozen shirts and filk pair of bree
ches ; and bid him faften all upon the chaife 
— get the horfes put to—and defired the 
landlord to come in with his bill. 

C'efl un garfon de bonne fortune , faid the 
landlord, pointing through the window to 
half a dozen wenches who had got round 
about La Fleur , and were moft kindly ta
king their leave of him , as the poftillion 
was leading out the horfes. La Fleur kiffed 
all their hands round and round again, and 
thrice he wiped his eyes , and thrice he 
promifed he would bring them all pardons 
from Rome. 

The young fellow , faid the landlord, 
is beloved by all the town , and there is 
fcarce a corner inMontriul where the want 
of him will not be felt : he has but one 
misfortune in the world , continued h e a 

M O N T R I U L. 



« He is always in love v.—I am heartily 
glad of i t , faid I—'twill lave me the trou
ble every night of putting my breeches un
der my head. In faying this , 1 was making 
not fo much La Fleur's eloge, as my own , 
having been in love with one princefs or 
another almoft all my life, and, I hope I 
shall go on fo , till I die, being firmly per-
fuaded, that if ever I do a mean action , it 
muft be in fome interval between one paf-
fion and another : whilft this interregnum lafts, 
1 always perceived my heart locked up—1 
can fcarce find in it to give Mifery a fix-
pence ; and therefore I always get out of 
it as faft as I can , and the moment I am 
rekindled, I am all generofity and good 
will again; and would do any thing in the 
world, either for, or with any one, if they 
will but fatisfy me , there is no fin in it. 

—But in faying this—fnrely I am commen
ding the paftion—not myfelf. 

A FRAGMENT. 
- T H E town of Abdera, notwithstanding 

Democritus lived there, trying all the powers 
of irony and laughter to reclaim it , was the 
vileft and moft profligate town in all Thrace. 
What for poifons , confpiracies and affaffi-
hations—libels , pafquinades and tumults , 
there was no going there by day—'twas 
worfe by night. 

Now , when things were at the worft, 



it came to pais, that the Andromeda of 
Euripides being repref. nted at Abdera , the 
whole orcheftra was delighted with it : but 
of all the paffages winch delighted them , 
nothing operated more upon their imagina
tions , than the tender ftrokes of nature which 
the poet had wrought up in that pathetic 
fpeech of Perfeus, 

O Cupid, prince of God and men , &C. 

Every man almoft fpoke pure iambics the 
next day , and talk'd of nothing but Per
feus his pathetic addrefs—« O Cupid ! prince of 
)j God and men »—in every ftreet of Abdera, 
in every houfe—« O Cupid ! Cupid I »—In 
every mouth, like the natural notes of fome 
fweet melody which drops from i t , whe
ther it will or no—nothing but « Cupid ! 
J> Cupid ! prince of God and men »— 
The fire caught—and the whole ci ty , like 
the heart ot one man,opened itfelfto Love. 

No pharmacopolift could fell one grain 
of hellebore—not a fingle armourer had a 
heart to forge one inftrument of death-
Friendship and Virtue met together , and 
kifs'd each other in the ftreet—the golden 
age return'd , and hung o'er the town of 
Abdera—every Abderite took his oaten pipe, 
and every Abderitish woman left her purple 
web , and chaftely fat her down and lif-
ten'd to the fong. 

'Twas only in the power, fays the Frag-



merit, of the God whofe empire extenderh 
from heaven to earth , and even to the 
depths of the fea , to have done this. 

M O N T R I U L. 

H E N all is ready , and every article 
is difputed and paid for in the inn , unlefs 
you are a little four'd by the adventure, 
there is always a matter to compound at 
the door, before you can get into your 
chaife ; and that is with the fons and daugh
ters of poverty , who furround you. Let 
no man fay , ulet them go to the devil"— 
Vis a cruel journey to fend a few mifera-
bles, and they have had ruffe-rings enow 
without it : 1 always think it better to take 
a few fous out in my hand; and I would 
counfel every gentle traveller to do fo 
likcwife: he need not be fo exact in fet-
ting down his motives for giving them—they 
will be regifter'd elfewhere. 

For my own part, there is no man gives 
fo little as 1 do ; for few that 1 know have 
fo little to give : but as this was the firft 
public act of my charity in France , 1 took 
the more notice of it. 

A well-a-way! faid 1 , I have but eight 
fous in the world, shewing them in my 
hand, and there are eight poor men and 
eight poor women for 'em. 

A poor tatter'd foul, without a shirt on , 
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iriftantly- withdrew his * claim , by retiring 
two fteps out of the circle, and making a 
difqualifying.bow on his part. Had the whola 
parterre cried out, Place aux dames, with 
one voice, it would not have conveyed the 
fentiment of a deference for the fex with 
half the effect/ 

Juft heaven 1 for what wife reafons bail 
thou order'd it , that beggary and urbanity, 
which are at fuch variance in other coun
tries, should find away to be at unity in this ? 
. —I infifted upon prcfenting him with a 

fingle fous , merely for his politejfe. 
A poor litde dwarfish brisk fellow, who 

flood over-againfi me in the circle , putting 
fome thing firft under his arm, which had on
ce been a hat, took his fnuff-box out of his 
pocket, and generoufly offered a pinch on 
both fides of him : it was a gift of confequence, 
and modeftly declined—The poor little fellow 
prefs'd it upon them with a nod of welcom* 
nefs—Prenê  en—prene^ , faid he , looking 
another way; fo they each took a pinch—• 
Pity thy box should ever want one! faid I 
to myfelf-, fo 1 put a couple of foils into 
it—taking a fmall pinch out of his box & 
to enhance their value, as I did it—He felt 
the weight of the fecond obligation more 
than that of the firft—'twas doing him an 
honour—the other was only doing him a 
charity—and he made me a bow down to 
the groiind for it, , ••> - i • 

—Here! 



—Here! faid I to an old foldier with one 
hand, who had been campaign'd and worn out 
to death in the fervice—here's a couple of fous 
for thee—Five le Roi I faid the old foldier. 

1 had then but three fous left: fo I gave one, 
fun ply pour I'amour de Dicu , which was the 
footing on which it was begg'd—The poor 
woman had a diflccated hip ; fo it could 
not be wel l , upon any other motive. 

Mon cher & tres charitable Monfieur— 
There's no oppofmg this, bud I. 

My Lord Anglois—mo. very found was. 
worth the money—fo I gave my la(l fous for 
it. But in the eagernefs of giving, I had over
looked a pauvre honteux, who had no one to 
ask a fous for him, and who, I believed, would 
have perish'd ere he could have ask'd one 
for himfelf : he flood by the chaife a little 
without the circle, and wiped a tear from 
a face which I thought had feen better days-
Good God I faid I—and I have not one ftn-
gle fous left to give him—But you have a 
thoufand 1 cried all the powers of nature, ftir-
ring within me—fo 1 gave him—no matter 
what—I am ashamed to fay how much , now 
—and was ashamed to think how little, then: 
fo if the reader can form any conjecture of 
my dilpofition, as thefe two fixed points are 
given him, he may judge within a livre or 
two what was the precile fum. 

I could afford nothing for the reft, but 
&ieu vous beniffe—Et le ban Dieu vous beniffe 
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encore—faid the old foldier , the dwarf, &c. 
The pauvre honteux could fay nothing—he 
pull'd out a little handkerchief, and wiped 
his face as he turned away—and I thought 
he thank'd me more than them all. 

THE BIDET. 
J L I A V I N G fettled all thefe little matters, 
I got into my poft-chaife with more eafe than 
ever I got into a poft-chaife in my life; and 
La Fleur having got one large jack-boot on 
the far fide of a little bidet, * and another on 
this ( for I count nothing of his legs )—he 
canter'd away before me as happy and as 
perpendicular as a prince.— 

—But what is happinefs ! what is grandeur 
in this painted fcene of life ? A dead afs, be
fore we had got a league , put a fudden 
ftop to La Fleur's career—his bidet would 
not pafs by it—a contention arofe betwixt 
them , and the poor fellow was kick'd out 
of his jack-boots the very firft kick. 

La Fleur bore his fall like a French Chrift-
ian , faying neither more or lefs upon it , 
than , Diable ! foprefently got up,and came 
to the charge again aftride his bidet, beating 
him up to it as he would have beat his drum. 

The bidet flew from one fide of the road 
to the other , then back again—then this 
way—then that way, and in short every way 
but by the dead afs. 

* Fofi-horfe. 



La Fleur infilled upon the thing—and the 
bidet threw him. 

What's the matter, La Fleur, faid I , with 
this bidet of thine ?—Monfieur, faid he, c'ejl 
un cheval le plus oplniatre du mondc—Nay , if 
he is a conceited beaft, he muft go his own 
way, replied I—fo La Fleur got off h im , 
and giving him a good found lash, the bidet 
took me at my word, and away he fcamper'd 
back to Montriul.—Pefie I faid La Fleur. 

It is not rnal d propos to take notice here, 
that tho' La Fleur availed himfelf but of 
two different terms of exclamation in this 
encounter—namely, Diable I and Pefie I that 
there are neverthelefs three , in the French 
language; like the pofitive , comparative , 
and fuperlative, one or the other of which 
ferve for every unexpected throw of the 
dice in life. 

Le Diable I which is the firft and pofitive 
degree , is generally ufed upon ordinary 
emotions of the mind, where fmall things 
only fail out contrary to your expectations 
—fuch as—the throwing once doublets—La 
Fleur's being kick'd off his horfe , and fo 
forth—cuckoldom , for the fame reafon, is 
always—Le Diable ! 

But in cafes where the caft has fomething 
provoking in it , as in that of the bidet's 
running away after, and leaving La Fleur 
aground in jackboots—'tis the fecond de
gree. 



'Tis then Pefu I 
And for the third.— . , 
But here rny heart is wrung with pity and 

fellow-feeling, when I reflect what iniferies 
muft have been their lot, and how bitterly 
fo refined a people muff have fmarted • to 
have forced them upon the ufe of it.— 

Grant me , ' 0 ye powers which touch the 
tongue with eloquence in diflrefs !—what
ever is my cafl , grant me but decent words 
to exclaim i n , and I will give my nature 
way. 

But as thefe were not to be had in France, 
I refolved to take every evil juft as itbefel 
me , without any exclamation at all. 

La Fleur, who had made no fuch co
venant with Jiimfelf, followed the bidet with 
his eyes , till it was got out of fight—and 
then , you may imagine , if you pleafe, 
with what word he clofed the whole affair. 

As there was no hunting down a frighten'd 
horfe in jack-boots , there remained no al
ternative , but taking La Fleur either behind 
the chaife , or into it.— 

I preferred the latter, and in half an hour 
we got to the poft-houfe at Nampont. 

N A M P O N T. 
THE DEAD ASS. 

— A N D this, faid he, putting the remains 
of a cruft into his wallet—and this should 
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have been thy portion , faid he , hadft then 
been alive to have shared it with me.—I 
thought, by the accent, it had been an apof-
trophe to his child ; but'twas to his afs, and 
to the very afs we had fcen dead in the 
road, which had occasioned La Fleur's mif-
adventure. The mart feemed to lament it 
.much; and it inftamly brought into my mind 
Sancho's lamentation for his; but he did it 
"with more true touches of nature. 

The mourner was fitting upon a ftone-bench 
at the door, with the afs's panncl and its brid
le on one fide, which he took up from time 
to time—then laid them down—look'd at 
them , and shook his head. He then took 
his cruit of bread out of his wallet again, as 
if to cat it ; held it fometime in his hand— 
then laid it upon the bit of his afs's bridle 
—looked wistfully at the little arrangement 
he had made—and then gave a figh. 

The funplicity of his grief drew numbers 
about him, and La Fleur amongst the reft , 
whilst the horfes were getting ready; as I 
continued fitting in the poff-cbaife, I could 
fee and hear over their heads. 

—He faid he had come la ft from Spain, 
where he had been from the furthest borders 
of Franconia ; and had got fo far on his re-
'turn home, when his afs died. Everyone 
.feem'd defirous to know what business could 
have taken fo old and poor a man fo far 
a journey from his own home. 



It had pleafed Heaven , he faid, to blefs 
him with three fons , the fmeft lads in all 
Germany; but having in one week loft two 
of the eldeft of them by the fmall-pox, 
and the youngeft falling ill of the fame dif-
temper, he was afraid of being bereft of 
them a l l ; and made a vow , if Heaven would 
not take him from him alfo, he would go, 
in gratitude , to St. Iago in Spain. 

When the mourner got thus far on his 
ftory, he ftopp'd to pay nature her tribute 
—and wept bitterly. 

He faid, Heaven had accepted the con
ditions; and that he had fet out from his 
cottage with this poor creature, who had 
been a patient partner of his journey—that 
it had eat the fame bread with him all the 
way, and was unto him as a friend. 

Every body who ftood about, heard the 
poor fellow with concern—La Fleur offered 
him money.—The mourner faid , he did not 
want it—it was not the value of the afs—but 
the lofs of him.—The afs, he faid, he was 
affured, loved him—and upon this, told them 
a long ftory of a mifchance upon their paf-
fage ever the Pyrenean mountains , which 
had feparated them from each other three 
days ; during which time , the afs had fought 
him as much as he had fought the afs, and 
that they had neither fcarce eat or drank till 
they met. 

Thou haft one comfort, friend, faid I , 



at leaft , in the lofs of thy poor beaft; I'm 
fure thou haft been a merciful mafter to 
him.—Alas! faid the mourner, I thought fo, 
when he was alive—but now that he is dead, 
I think otherwife.—I fear the weight of my
felf, and my afflictions together , have been 
too much for him—they have shortened the 
poor creature's days , and I fear I have them 
to anfwer for.—Shame on the world! faid 
I to myfelf—Did we love each other , as 
this poor foul but loved his afs—'twould be 
fomething.— 

N A M P O N T. 
THE POSTILLION. 

T H E concern which the poor fellow's ftory 
threw me into, required fome attention : the 
poftillion paid not the leaft to it , but fet oft* 
upon the pave in a full gallop. 

The thirftieft foul in the moft fandy de
fert of Arabia could not have wished more 
for a cup of cold water, than mine did for 
grave and quiet movements; and I should 
have had an high opinion of the poftillion , 
had he but ftolen off with me in fomething 
like a penfive pace—On the contrary, as the 
mourner finished his lamentation , the fellow-
gave an unfeeling lash to each of hisbeafts, 
and fet off clattering like a thoufand devils. 

I called to him as loud as I could, for hea
ven's fake to go flower—and the louder I 

C 4 



called, the more unmercifully he galloped. 
*-The deuce take him and his galloping too 
—faid I—he'll go on tearing my nerves to 
pieces , till he has worked me into a foolish 
paffion , and then he'll go flow, that I may 
enjoy the fweets of it. 

The poftillion managed the point to a mi
racle : by the time he had got to the foot of 
a ftcep hut about hr.lfa league from Nampont, 
—he had put me out of temper with him— 
and then with myfelf, for being fo. 

M y cafe then recpiired a different treat
ment; and a good rattling gallop would have 
been of real fervice to me.— 

—Then, prithee, eet on—get on, my good 
lad , faid I. 

The poftillion pointed to the hill—I then 
tried to return back to the ftory of the poor 
German and his afs—but I had broke the clue 
—and could no more get into it again , than 
the poftillion cotdd into a trot.— 

—The deuce go, faid I , with it a l l ! Here 
am I fitting as candidly difpofed to make the 
beft of the worft, as ever wight was , and 
all runs counter. 

There is one fweet lenitive at leaft for 
evils, which Nature holds out to us; fo I 
took it kindly at her hands ;and feel afleep ; 
and the firft word which roufed me was 
Amiens. 

—Blefs me 1 faid I , rubbing my eyes— 
(his is the very town where my poor lady 
is to come. 



A M I E N S. 

T H E words-were fcarce out of my mouth, 
when the Count de I/¥*'s poft-chaife with 
his fifter in it , drove liaftily by : she had 
juftfime to make me a bow of recognition— 
and of that particular kind of i t , which told 
me she had not yet done with me. She was 
as good as her look ; for , before I had 
quite finished my fupper, her brother's fer
vant came into the room with a billet, in 
which, she faid , she had taken the liberty 
to charge me with a letter, which I was to 
prefent myfelf to Madame R*** the firft 
morning I had nothing to do at Paris. There 
was only added , she was forry , but from 
what penchant she had not confidered , that 
she had been prevented telling me her ftory 
—that she flill owed it me ; and if my rout 
should ever lay through Bruffels, and I had 
not by then forgot the name of Madame de 
L***—that Madame de L*** would be glad 
to difcharge her obligation. 

Then I will meet thee , find I , fair fpirit! 
at Bruffels—'tis only returning from Italy 
through Germany to Holland, by the rout 
of Flanders , home—'twill fcarce be ten 
pofts out of my way; but were it ten thou-
fand 1 with what a moral delight will it crown 
my journey , in sharing in the fickening in
cidents of a tale of mifery told to mc by inch 



a fufferer ? to fee her v/eep ! and though I 
cannot dry up the fountain of her tears, what 
an exquifite fenfation is there ftill left, in 
wiping them away from off the checks of 
the firft and faireft of women, as I'm fit
ting with my handkerchief in my hand in 
filence the whole night befide her? 

There was nothing wrong in the fenti-
jment; and yet I inftantly reproached my 
heart with it in the bittereft and moft repro
bate of expreffions. 

It had ever , as I told the reader, been 
one of the fingular bleffmgs of my life, to 
be almoft every hour of it miferably in love 
with fome one ; and my laft flame hap
pening to be blown out by a whiff of jea-
loufy on the fudden turn of a corner , I 
had lighted it up afresh at the pure taper of 
Eliza but about three months before—swear
ing as I did it , that it should laft me 
through the whole journey—Why should I 
diffemble the matter ? I had fworn to her 
eternal fidelity—she had a right to my whole 
heart—to divide my affect ions was to leffen 
them—to expofe them, was to risk them : 
where there is risk , there may be lofs :— 
and what wilt thou have, Yorick ! to anfwer 
to a heart fo full of truft and confidence— 
fo good, fo gentle and unreproaching ? 

—I will not go to Bruffels, replied 1, in
terrupting myfelf—but my imagination went 
on—I recall'd her looks at tliat crifis of out 



Reparation, when neither of us had power to 
fay adieu ! I look'd at the picture she had 
tied in a black ribband about my neck—and 
blush'd as I look'd at it—I would have giv
en the world to have kifs'd it,—but was 
ashamed.—And shall this tender flower , faid 
I , preffing it between my hands—shall it be 
fmittcn to its very root—and .fmitten, Y o -
rick 1 by thee , who haft promifed to shel
ter it in thy breaft ? 

Eternal Fountain of happinefs 1 faid I , 
kneeling down upon the ground—be thou 
my witnefs—and every pure fpirit which 
taftes it , be thou my witnefs alfo , That I 
would not travel to Bruffels , unlefs Eliza 
went along with me , did the road lead 
me towards heaven. 

In tranfports of this kind, the heart, in 
fpite of the underftanding , will always fay 
too much. 

THE LETTER. 
A M I E N S. 

F O R T U N E had notfmiled upon La Fleur ; 
for he had been unfuccefsful in his feats of 
chivalry—and not one thing had offer'd fo 
fignalize his zeal for my fervice from the ti
me he had enter'd into i t , which was al
moft four-and-twenty hours. The poor foul 
burn'd with impatience; and the Count de 
L***'s fervant, coming with the letter, being 



the firft practicable occafion which offered, 
La Fleur bad laid hold of i t ; and in order to 
do honour to his matter , had taken him 
into a back parlour in the Auberge , and 
treated him with a cup or two of the beft 
wine in Picardy; and the Count de L***'s 
fervant in return , and not to be behind
hand in politenefs with La Fleur, had taken 
him back with him to the Count's hotel. La 
Fleur's prevenancy ( for there was a pafiport 
in his very looks) foon fet every fervant 
in the kitchen at eafe with him; and as a 
Frenchman, whatever be his talents , has 
no fort of prudery in shewing them , La 
Fleur, in let's than five minutes, hadpuU'd 
out his fife , and leading off the dance him
felf with the firft note, let the fiUc de Cham -
ire, the maitre d'hotel, the cook , the fcul-
lion, and all the houshold , dogs and cats, 
betides an old monkey, a-dancing : I fuppofe 
there never was a merrier kitchen fince the 
flood. 

Maclame de L*** , in paffing from her bro
ther's apartments toher own,hearing fo much 
jollity below flairs, rung up her fille de cham-
bie to ask about i t ; and hearing it was the 
English gentleman's fervant who had fet the 
whole houfe merry with his pipe, she or-
der'd him up. 

As the poor fellow could not prefent him
felf empty, he had ioaden'd himfelf in going 
up flairs with a thoufand compliments to 



Madame de L***, on the part of his matter 
—added a long apocrypha of inquiries after 
Madame de L"**'s health—told her , that 
Monfieur his mailer was au defefpoir for her 
re-eilablishment from the fatigues of her 
journey—and, to clofe a l l , that Monfieur 
had received the letter which Madame had 
done him the honour—And he has done me 
the honour , faid Madame de L***, inter
rupting La Fleur, to fend a billet in return ? 

Madame de L*** had faid this with fuch 
a tone of reliance upon the fact , that La 
Fleur had not power to difappoint her ex
pectations—he trembled for my honour—and 
poflibly might not altogether be unconcern
ed for his own , as a man capable of being 
attached to a matter who could be wanting tn 
cgards vis a vis d'une ftmme; fo that when Ma
dame deL*** asked La Fleur if he had brought 
a letter—O quoui ,faid La Fleur : fo laying 
down his hat upon the ground , and taking 
hold of the flap of his right-fide pocket with 
his left hand, he began tofearch for the letter 
with his right—then contrary-wife— Diable! 
—then fought every pocket—pocket by 
pocket, round, not forgetting his fob—Pefie I 
—then La Fleur emptied them upon the floor 
—pulled out a dirty cravat—a handkerchief 
—a comb—a whip - lash—anight - cap—then 
gave a peep into his hat—Quelle etourderie ! 
He had left the letter upon the table in the 
Auberge—he would run for i t , and be back 
with it in thr^e minutes. 



I had juft finished my fnpper when La 
Fleur came in to give me an account of his 
adventure : he told the whole ftory fimply 
as it was : and only added , that if Monfieur 
had forgot {par hazard') to anfwer Madame's 
letter , the arrangement gave him an oppor
tunity to recover the faux pas—and if not, 
that things were only as they were. 

Now I was not altogether fure of my eti
quette 3 whether I ought to have wrote or 
no ; but if I had—a devil himfelf could not 
have been angry : 'twas but the officious 
zeal of a well-meaning creature for my ho
nour ; and however he might have miflook 
the road—or embarraffed me in fo doing— 
his heart was in no fault—I was under no 
neceffity to write—and what weighed more 
than all—he did not look as if he had done 
amifs. 

—'Tis alt very well , La Fleur , faid I.— 
'Twas fufficient. La Fleur flew out of the 
room like lightning, and return'd with pen , 
ink, and paper , in his hand ; and coming 
up to the table , laid them clofe before me, 
with fuch a delight in his countenance, that 
I could not help taking up the pen. 

I begun and begun again; and though I 
had nothing to fay, and that nothing might 
have been exprefs'd in half a dozen lines , 
I made half a dozen different beginnings, and 
could no way pleafe myfelf. 

In short I was in no mood to write. 



La Fleur ftept out and brought a little wa
ter in a glafs to dilute my ink—then fetch'd 
fand ancf feal-wax—It was all one : 1 wrote, 
and blotted, and tore off, and burnt, and 
wrote again—Le Diable I'emporte! faid I half 
to myfelf— Icannot writethis felf-fameletter; 
throwing the pen down defpairingly as I 
faid it. 

As foon as I had caft down the pen, La 
Fleur advanced with the moft refpectful car
riage up to the table, and making a thoufand 
apologies for the liberty he was going to take, 
told me he had a letter In his pocket wrote 
by a drummer in his regiment to a corporal's 
wife , which, he durft fay , would fuit the 
occafion. 

1 had a mind to let the poor fellow have 
his humour—Then prithee, faid I , let me 
fee it. 

La Fleur inftantly pull'd out a little dirty 
pocket-book cramm'd full of fmall letters 
and billet-doux in a fad condition, and laying 
it upon the table, and then untying the firing 
which held them all together , run them over 
one by one , till he came to the letter in 
queftion—La voild I faid he , clapping his 
hands ; fo unfolding it firft , he laid it before 
me, and retired three fteps from the table 
whilft I read it. 



64 A S E N T I M E N T A L 

THE LETTER. 

M A D A M E , 

J E fuls penetre de la douteur la plus vive , 
et reduit en meme temps an defefpoir par ce 
retour imprevu du Corporal, qui rend notre 
entrevuc de ce foir la chofe du monde la 
plus impoffible. 

Mais vive la jo'ie! et toute la miennefera 
de penfcr a vous. 

L'amour n'eft rlen fans fentiment. 
Et le fenrinient eft encore rnoins fans 

amour. 
On dit qu'on ne doit jamais fe defef-, 

pcrer. 
On dit aufti que Monfieur le Corporal 

monte la garde Mercredi: alors ce fera mon 
tour. 

Chacun a fon tour. 
En attendant—Vive 1'amour! et vive la ba
gatelle ! 

Je fuis M A D A M E , 
Avec toutes les fen dm en ts les plus 

refpecteux ik les plustendres tout 
a vous, 

J A G U E S R O Q U E . 

It was but changing the Corporal into the 
Count—and faying nothing about mounting 
guard on Wednefday—and the letter was 



neither right or wrong—fo to gratify thepoor 
fellow, who flood trembling for my honour, 
his own, and the honour of his letter,—I 
took the cream gently of it , and whip
ping it up in my own way—I feal'd it up 
and fent him with it to Madame de L***— 
and the next morning we purfued our jour
ney to Paris. 

PARIS, 

H E N a man can conteft the point by dint 
of equipage , and carry on all floundering 
before him with half a dozen latkies and a 
couple of cooks—'tis very well in fuch a 
place as Paris—he may drive in at which end 
of a ftreet he will. 

A poor prince who is weak in cavalry , 
and whofe whole infantry does not exceed 
a Angle man, had heft quit the field; and 
fignalize himfelf in the cabinet, if he can get 
up into it—I fay up into it—for there is/no 
defcending perpendicular amongft'em with a 
« Me voicil rnes enfansv—here I am—what
ever many may think. 

I own my firft fenfations , as foon as I was 
left folitary and alone in my own chamber 
in the hotel, were far from being fo flattering 
as I had prefigured them. I walked up grave
ly to the window in my dufty black coat, 
and looking through the glafs , faw all the 
World in yellow , blue , and green, running 



at the ring of pleafure —The old with broken 
lances , and in helmets which had loft 
their vizards—the young in armour bright 
which shone like gold , be-plumed with each 
gay feather of the eaft—all—all—tilting at it 
likefafcinated knights in tournaments of yore 
for fame and love.— 

Alas, poor Yorick ! cried I , what art thou 
doing litre ? On the very firft onfet of all this 
glittering clatter , thou art reduced to an 
atom—feek—feek fome winding alley , with 
a tourniquet at the end of it , where chariot 
never rolled, or flambeau shot its rays -
there thou mayeft folace thy foul in con-
verfe fweet with fome kind grijjlt of a bar
ber's wife , and get into fuch coteries!— 

—May I perish ! if 1 do, faid I pulling out 
the letter which I had to prefent to Madame 
de R**\—I'll wait upon this lady , the very 
firft thing 1 do. So I called La Fleur to go 
feek me a barber directly—and come back, 
and brush my coat. 

THE WIG. 
PARIS. 

H E N the barber came , he abfolutely 
refufed to have anything to do with my wig: 
'twas either above or below his art : I had 
nothing to do, but to take one ready made 
of his own recommendation. 

—But I fear , friend I faid I , this buckle 



won't /land.—You may immerge i t , replied 
he , into the ocean , and it will fland.— 

What a great fcale is every thing upon 
in this city ! thought I—The utmoft ftretch 
of an English periwig - maker's ideas could 
have gone no further than to have « dipped 
jj it into a pail of water,"—What difference I 
'tis like time to eternity. 

I confers I do hate all cold conceptions, 
as I do the puny ideas which engenderthem; 
and am generally fo {truck with the great 
works of nature, that, for my own part, 
i f I could help i t , I never would make a 
comparifon lefs than a mountain at leaft. 
A l l that can be faid againft the French fub-
lime in this inftance of it, is this—that the 
grandeur is more in the word; and lefs in the 
thing. No doubt the ocean fills the mind with 
\*aft ideas , but Paris being fo fir inland, it 
was not likely I should run poft a hundred 
miles out of i t , to try the experiment— 
the Parifian barber meant nothing.— 

The pail of water ftanding befide the great 
deep , makes certainly but a forry figure in 
fpeech—but 'twill be faid—it has one advan
tage—'tis in the next room, and the truth 
of the buckle may be tried in it without more 
ado , in a fingle moment. 

In honeft truth , and upon a more candid 
revifion of the matter, The French exprejjion. 
profeffes more than it performs. 

1 think I can fee the precife and diftin-



guishing marks of national characters more 
in thefe nonfenfical m'mutla, than in the moft 
important matters of ftate; where great men 
cf all nations talk and ftalk fo much alike , 
that I would not give nine-pence to chufc 
amongft them. 

I was fo long in getting from under my 
barber's hands , that it was too late to tlvnk 
of going with my letter to Madame R*** 
that night: but when a man is once dreffed 
at all points for going out, his reflections 
turn to little account : fo taking down the 
name of the Hotel de' Modene where I lodg
ed, I walked forth without any determina
tion where 10 go—I shall confider of that, 
faid I , as I walk along. 

THE PULSE. 
PARIS. 

I"? A I L , ye fmall fweet courtefies of life , 
for fmooth do ye make the road of it ! like 
grace and beauty which beget inclinations to 
love at firft fight; 'tis ye who open this door 
and let the ftranger in. 

—Pray, Madame , faid I , have the good-
nefs to tell me which way I muft turn to 
go to the opera comique :—Molt willingly , 
Monfieur, faid she, laying allele her worft.— 

I had given a caft with my eye into half 
a dozen shops a I came along, in fearch of 
a face not likely to be difordered by fuch an 



J O U R N E Y . 6t> 
interruption ; till at laft , this hitting my 
fancy , I had walked in. 

She was working a pair of ruffles as she 
fat in a low chair, on the far fide of the 
shop facing the door.— 

— Tres volontlers: moft willingly , faid she, 
laying her work down upon a chair next 
her, and rifing up from the low chair she 
was fitting in , with fo chearful a movement 
and fo chearful a look , that had I been laying 
out fifty louis d'or with her , I should have 
faid—« This woman is grateful ». 

You muft turn, Monfieur, faid she , going 
with me to the door of the shop , and point
ing the way down the ftreet 1 was to take 
—you muft turn firft to your left hand— 
mats prcne^ garde-~th&vc are two turns : and 
be fo good as to take the fecond—then go 
down a little way , and you'll fee a church, 
and when you are paft i t , give yourfelf the 
trouble to turn directly to the right, and 
that will lead you to the foot of the pont 
neuf, which you muft crofs—and there, any 
one will do himfelf the pleafu re to shew you— 

She repeated her inftru&ions three times 
over to me with the fame good—natured 
patience the third time as the firft—and if 
tones and manners have a meaning , which cer
tainly they have, unlefs to hearts whichshut 
them out—she feem'd really interefted, that 
1 should not lofe myfelf. 

I will not fuppofe it was the woman's 
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beauty , notwithstanding she was the hantl-
fomeft griffet, 1 think , I everfaw, which 
had much to do with the fenfe I had of her 
courtefy ; only I remember, when I told her 
how much I was obliged to her, that I look
ed very full in her eyes ,—and that I re
peated my thanks as often as she had done 
her inftru6tions. 

I had not got ten paces from the door , 
before I found I had forgot every tittle of 
what die had find—fo looking back , and 
feeing her frill Handing in the door of the 
shop , as if to look whether I went right 
or not—I returned back, to ask her whether 
the firft turn was to my right or lefr—for 
that I had abfolutely forgot.—Is it poffible! 
faid she, half laughing.—'Tis very poffible, 
replied I , when a man is thinking more of 
a worn n , than of her good advice. 

As this was the real truth—she took i t , 
as every woman takes a matter of right, 
with a flight courtefy. 

—Attendee ! faid she , laying her hand 
upon my arm to detain me, whilft she cal
led a lad out of the back—shop to get ready 
a parcel of gloves. I am juft going to fend him, 
faid she, with a packet into that quarter, and 
if you will have the complaifance to ftep in, 
it will be ready in a moment , and he shall 
attend you to the place.—So I walk'd in with 
her to the far fide of the shop , and taking 
up the ruffle in my hand which she laid up-



eft the chair , as if I had a mind to fit, she 
fat down herfelf in her low chair, and linf-
tantly fat my felt down befide her. 

—He will be ready , Monfieur, faid she, 
in a moment—And in that moment, replied 
I , moft willingly would I fay fomething ve
ry civil to you for all thefe courtefies. Any 
one may do a cafual aft of good nature, but 
a continuation of them shews it is a part of 
the temperature ; and certainly , added I , 
if it is in the fame blood which comes from 
the heart, which defcends to the extremes 
(touching her wrift) I am fure y< u muft 
have one of the beft pulfes of any woman in 
the world—Feel i t , laid bhe, holding cut her 
arm. So laying down my hat, 1 took hold 
of her fingers in one hand, and applied the 
two fore fingers of my other to the artery.— 

—Would to heaven ! my dear Eugenius, 
thou hadff paffed by , and beheld me fitting 
in my black coat, and in my lack-a-day-fical 
manner , counting the throbs of i t , one by 
one , with as much true devotion, as if I had 
been watching the critical ebb or flew of 
her fever—How wouldft thou have laugh'd 
and moralized upon my new profeftion I— 
and thou shouldft have laugh'd and moraliz
ed on—Truft me , my dear Eugenius , I 
should have faid, « there are worfe occupa-
» tions in this world than feeling a woman's 
»> pulfe ».—But a Grilfet's ! thou wouldft 
liave faid—and in an open shop ! Yorick.— 



—So much the better : for when my views 
sure direct, Eugenius , I care not if all the 
world faw me feel it. 

T HE HUSBAND. 
PARIS. 

I H A D counted twenty sulfations, and was 
going on faff towards the fortieth , when her 
husband coming unexpected from a back 
parlour into the shop , put me a little out 
in my reckoning.—Twas nobody but her 
husband , she faid—fo I began a fresh fcore 
—Monfieur is fo good, quoth she , as he 
pafs'd by us, as to give himfelf the trouble 
of feeling my pulfe—The husband took off 
his hat, and making me a how, faid 1 did 
him too much honour—and having faid that,-
he put on his hat, and walk'd out. 

Good God! faid I to myfelf, as he went 
out—and can this man be the husband of 
this woman ? 

Let it not torment the few who know what 
muft have been the grounds of this excla
mation , if I explain it to thofe who do not. 

In London , a shopkeeper and a shop
keeper's wifefeem to be one bone and one 
flesh:in the feveral endowments of mind and 
body, fometimes the one, fometimes the 
other Ins i t , fo as in general to be upon a 
par , and to tally with each other as nearly 
as a man and wife need to do. 

In 



In Paris, there are fcarce two orders of 
beings more different : for the legiflative 
and executive powers of the shop not rett
ing in the husband , he feldom comes there 
—in fome dark and difmal room behind , he 
fits commercelefs in his thrum night-cap , the 
fame rough fon of Nature that Nature left him. 

The genius of a people where nothing but 
the monarchy is falique , having ceded this 
department, with fundry others, totally to 
the women—by a continual higgling with 
customers of all ranks and fizes , from morn
ing to night, like fo many rough pebbles 
shook long together in a bag, by amicable 
collifions they have worn clown their af-
perhies and sharp angles, and not only be
come round and smooth, but will receive , 
fome of them, a polish like a brilliant—Mon
fieur le Mart , is little better than the ftone 
under yourfoot.— 

—Surely—furely, man 1 it is not good for 
thee to fit alone—thou waft made for focial 
intercourfe and gentle greetings , and this 
improvement of our natures from i t , I ap
peal to, as my evidence. 

—And how does it beat, Monfieur? faid 
she.—With all the benignity , faid I , look
ing quietly in her eyes , that I expected— 
She was going to fay fomething civil in return 
—but the lad came into the shop with the 
gloves—^ propos, faid I ; I want a couple 
cf pairs myfelf. 



THEGLOVES. 
PARI S, 

3. IW. beautiful GrifTet rofe up when I faid 
this , and going behind die counter, reach'd 
down a parcel, and untied it : I advanced 
to the fide over-againft her ; they were all 
too large. The beautiful Griflet meafured 
them one by one acrofs my band—It would 
not alter the dimcnfions—She bcgg'd I would 
try a fingle pair , which feemed to be the 
leaft—She held it open—my hand flipp'd into 
it at once—It will not do, faid I , shaking 
my head a little—No, faid she, doing the 
fame thing. 

There are certain combined looks of fimple 
fubtlety—where whim, and fenfe, and fe-
rioufnefs , and nonfenfe, are fo blended, 
that all the languages of Babel fet loofe to
gether, could not exprefs them—they are 
communicated and caught fo inft mtaneoufly, 
that you can fcarce fay which party is the 
inferior, I leave it to your men of words 
to fwcll pages about it—it is enough in the 
prefent to fay again, the gloves would not 
do; fo, folding our hands within our aims, 
we Loth loll'd upon the counter—it was nar
row , and there was juft room for the par
cel to lay between us. 

The beautiful Griffet look'd fometimes at 
the gloves, then fide-ways to the window , 



then at the gloves—and then at me. I was 
not difpofed to break fdcnce—I fbllow'd her 
example : fo I looked at the gloves , then 
to the window , then at the gloves , and 
then at her—and fo on alternately. 

I found I loft confidcrably in every attack 
—she had a quick black eye , and shot 
through two fuch long and filken eye-lashes 
with fuch penetration, that she look'd into 
my very heart and reins—It may feem ftran-
ge, but I could actually feel she did.— 

It is no matter , faid I , taking up a couple 
of the pairs next me, and putting them into 
my pocket. 

I wasfenfible the beautiful GrifTet had not 
ask'd above a fmgle livre above the price— 
I wish'd she had ask'd a livre more, and 
was puzzling my brains how to bring the 
matter about—Do you think, my dear Sir , 
faid she, miftaking my embarraflincnt, that 
I could ask a fous too much of a ftranger— 
and of a ftranger whofe politenefs , more 
than his want of gloves , has done me the 
honour to lay himfelf at my mercy t—M'en 
croye^vous capable?—Faith ! not I , faid I ; 
and if you were , you are welcome—fo 
counting the money into her hand, and with a 
lower bow than one generally makes to a 
shop-keeper's wife, I went out, and her lad 
with his parcel followed me. 
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THE TRANSLATION. 
PARIS. 

T H E R E was no body in the box I was 
let into , but a kindly old French officer. I 
love the character , not only becaufe I ho
nour the man whofe manners are foftened 
by a profeffion which makes bad men worfe; 
but that I once knew one—for he is no more 
—and why should I not refcue one page 
from violation by writing his name in it, and 
telling the world it was Captain Tobias 
Shandy , the deareft of my flock and friends, 
whofe philanthropy I never think of, at this 
long diflance from his death—but my eyes 
gush out with tears. For his fake, I have a 
predilection for the whole corps of veterans; 
and fo I ftrode over the two back rows 
©f benches , and placed myfelf befule him. 

The old officer was reading attentively a 
fmall pamphlet , it might be the book of 
the opera , with a large pair of fpectacles. 
As foon as I fat down, he took his fpecta
cles off, and putting them into a shagreen 
cafe , return'd them and the book into 
his pocket together. I half rofe up , and made 
him a bow. 

Translate this into any civilized language 
in the world—the fenfe is this: 

« Here's a poor ftranger come into the 
» box—he fecms as i f he knew no body: 



t> and is never l ikely, was he to he feven 
i) years in Paris, if every man he comes 
» near keeps his fpe&acles upon his nofe— 
» 'tis shutting the door of converfation ab-
v folutely in his face—and uhng him worfe 
j> than a German ». 

The French officer might as well have 
faid it all aloud ; and if he had, I should 
in courfe have put the bow 1 made him 
into French too , and told him , « I was 
55 fcnfible of his attention , and return'd him 
» a thoufand thanks for it ». 

There is not a fecret fo aiding to the 
progrefs of fociauty , as to get mafter of 
this short hand, and to be quick in rendering 
the feveral turns of looks and limbs, with 
all their inflections and delineations, into plain 
words. For my own part, by long habitude , 
I do it fo mechanically , that when I walk 
the ftreets of London , I go tranflating all 
the way; and have more than once llood 
behind in the circle, where not three words 
have been faid , and have brought off twenty 
different dialogues with me , which I could 
have fairly wrote down and fworn to. 

I was going one evening to Martini's 
concert at Milan, and was juft entering the 
door of the hall , when the Marquefina di 
F** ¥ was coming out in a fort of a hurry 
—she was almoft upon me before I faw her; 
fo I gave a fpring to one fide to let herpafs 
—She had done the fame, and on the fame 
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fide too; fo we ran our heads together : she 
inftantly got to the other fide to get out; I 
was juft as unfortunate as she had been, for 
I had fprung to that fide, and oppofed her 
paffage again—"We botli flew together to the 
other fide, and then back—audio on—it was 
ridiculous; we both blush'd intolerably; fo 
I did, at laft, the thing I should have done 
at firft—I ftood flock ffdl, and the Marque
fina had no more difficulty. I had no power to 
go into the room , tili I had made her fo 
much reparation as to wait and follow her 
with.my eye to the end of the patfage—She 
look'd back twice, and walk'd along it ra
ther fide-ways, as if she would make room 
for any one coming up flairs to pafs her— 
No . faid I—that's a vile tranflation : the Mar
quefina has a right to the beft apology 1 
can make her : and that opening is left for me 
to do it in—fo I ran and begg'd pardon for 
the embarraffment I had given her, faying 
it was my intention to have made her way. 
She anfwered , she was guided by the fame 
intention towards me—fo we reciprocally 
thank'd each other. She was at the top of 
the flairs ; and feeing no chichcsbce near her, 
I begg'd to hand her to her coach—fo we 
went down the flairs, flopping at every third 
ftep to talk of the concert and the adven
ture—Upon my word , Madame , faid I » 
when I had banded her in , I made fix dif
ferent efforts to let you go out—And I 



made fix efforts, replied she, to let you enter 
—I wish to heaven you would make a fe-
venth, laid I—With all my heart,—faid she, 
making room—Life is too short to be long 
about the forms of it—fo I inftantly ftepp'd 
in , and she carried me home with her— 
And what became of the concert, St. Ceci
lia , who, I fuppofe, was at i t , knows more 
than I. 

I will only add, that the connection which 
arofe out of the translation, gave me more 
pleafure than any one I had the honour to 
make in Italy. 

THE DWARF. 
PARIS. 

I H A D never heard the remark made by 
any one in my life, except by one ; and 
who that was , will probably come out in 
this chapter; fo that being pretty much un-
prepofTefred, there muft have been grounds 
for what ft ruck me the moment I caft my 
eyes over the parterre—and that was, the 
unaccountable fport of nature , in forming 
fuch numbers of dwarfs—No doubt , she 
fports at certain times in almoft every corner 
of the world : but in Paris, there is no end 
to her amufements—The goddefs fecms 
almoft as merry as she is wife. 

As I carried my idea out of the opera 
comique with me, I meafured every body 
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I faw walking in the ftreets by it—Melan
choly application ! efpecially where the fize 
•was extremely little—the face extremely 
dark—the eyes quick—the note long—the 
teeth white—the jaw prominent—to lee fo 
many miferables , by force of accidents, 
driven out of their own proper clafs into 
the very verge of another , which it gives 
me pain to write down—every third man 
a pigmy!—fome by ricketty heads and hump 
backs ;—others by bandy legs—a third fet 
arretted by the hand of Nature in the fixth 
and feventh years of their growth—a fourth, 
in their perfect and natural ftate, like dwarf 
apple-trees ; from the firft rudiments and 
ftamina of their exiftence, never meant to 
grow higher. 

A medical traveller might fay,'tis owing 
to undue bandages—a fplenetic one, to want 
of air—and an inquifitive traveller, to for
tify the fyftem, may meafure the height of 
their houfes—the narrownefs of their ftre
ets , and in how few feet fquare in the 
frxth and feventh ftories fuch numbers of 
the Bourgeoljie eat and fleep together; but I 
remember , Mr. Shandy the elder , who ac
counted for nothing like any body elfe, in 
fpeaking one evening of thefe matters , 
averred , that children , like other animals , 
might be increafed almoft to any fize, pro* 
vided they came right into the world ; but 
the mifery was, the citizens of Paris were 



fo coop'd up, that they had not actually 
room enough to get them—I do not call it 
getting any thing, faid he—'tis getting no
thing—Nay, continued he , rifing in his argu
ment,'tis getting worfe than nothing, when 
all you have got, after twenty, or five and 
twenty years of the tendereft care, and moft 
nutricious aliment beftowed upon i t , shall 
not at laft be as high as my leg. Now, M r . 
Shandy being very short, there could be 
nothing more faid upon it. 

As this is not a work of reafoning, I 
leave the folution as I found it , and con
tent myfelf with the truth only of the re
mark, which is verified in every lane and 
by-lane of Paris. I was walking down that 
which leads from the Caroufal to the Palais 
Royal, and obferving a little boy in fome 
diftrefs at the fide of the gutter , which ran 
down the middle of i t , 1 took hold of his 
hand , and help'd him over. Upon turning 
up his face to look at him after, I perceiv
ed he was about forty—Never mind, faid 
I ; fome good body will do as much for me 
when I am ninety. 

I feel fome little principles within me 
which incline me to be merciful toward this 
poor blighted part of my fpecies, who have 
neither fize or ftrength to get on in the 
world—I cannot bear to fee one of them 
trod upon ; and had fcarce got feated befide 
my old French ofheer , ere the dii'guft was 



Si A S E N T I M E N T A L 
exercifed, by feeing the very thing happen 
under the box we fat in. 

At the end of the orcheftra , and betwixt 
that and the firft fide-box, there is a fmall 
cfplanade left, where , when the houfe is 
full, numbers of all ranks take fanctuary. 
Though you fland , as in the parterre , you 
pay the fame price as in the orcheftra. A 
poor defencelefs being of this order had 
got thruft fome how or other into this luck-
lefs place—the 'night was hot, and he was 
furrounded by beings two feet and a half 
higher than himfelf The dwnrffuffered inex-
preffibly on all fides; but the thing which 
incommoded him moft, was a tall corpu
lent German , near feven feet high, who 
flood directly betwixt him and all poffibility 
of his feeing either the ftage or the actors. 
The poor dwarf did all he could to get a 
peep at what was going forwards, by feeking 
for fome little opening betwixt the Ger
man's arm and his body , trying firft one 
fide , then the other ; but the German flood 
fquare in the moft unaccommodating pofture 
that can be imagined—the dwarf might as 
well have been placed at the bottom of the 
deepeft draw-well in Paris ; fo he civilly 
reach'd up his hand to the German's fleeve , 
and told him his diftrefs—The German turn'd 
his head back , look'd down upon him as 
Goliah did upon David—and unfeelingly 
refumcd his pofture. 



I was juft then taking a pinch of fnuff out 
of my monk's little horn - box—And how 
would thy meek and courteous fpirit, my 
dear monk ! fo temper'd to bear and for
bear 1—how fweetly would it have lent an 
ear to this poor foul's complaint! 

The old French officer feeing me lift up 
my eyes with an emotion, as I made the 
apoftrophe, took the liberty to ask me what 
was the matter—I told him the ftory in three 
words ; and added , how inhuman it was. 

By this time the dwarf was driven to 
extremes, and in his firft tranfports , which 
are generally unreafonable , had told the 
German he would cut off his long queue 
with his knife—The German look'd back 
coolly , and told him he was welcome , 
i f he could reach it. 

An injury sharpened by an infult, be it 
to who it w i l l , makes every man of fen-
timent a party : I could have leaped out of 
the box , to have redreffed it.—The old 
French officer did it with much lefs confu-
fion ; for leaning a little over , and nod
ding to a centinel, and pointing at the fame 
time with his finger at the diftrefs—the cen
tinel made his way to it.—There was no 
occafion to tell the grievance—the thing 
told itfelf; fo thrufting back the German 
inftantly with his musket—he took the poor 
dwarf by the hand , and placed him before 
him—This is noble 1 faid I , clapping my 



bands together—And yet you would not 
permit this , faid the old officer, in England. 

—In England, dear Sir, faid I , we fit all 
at our eafe. 

The old French officer would have fet 
me at unity with myfelf, in cafe I had 
been at variance ,—by faying it was a ton 
mot—and as a ion motis always worth fome
thing at Paris , he offered me a pinch of 
fnuff. 

THE ROSE. 
PARIS. 

I T was now my turn to ask the old French 
officer, « What was the matter ? » for a 
cry of « Haujfe[ les mains, Monfieur VAbbi,« 
re-echoed from a dozen different parts of 
the parterre , was as unintelligible to me, as 
my apoftrophe to the monk had been to him. 

He told me, it was fome poor Abbe in 
one of the upper loges , who he fuppofed 
had got planted perdu behind a couple of 
griffets, in order to fee the opera , and that 
the parterre efpying him , were infifting upon 
his holding up both his hands during the re-

frefentation.—-And can it be fuppofed, faid 
, that an ecclefiaftic would pick the Grif-

fet's pockets ? The old French officer fmiled, 
and whifpering in my ear, open'da door of 
knowledge which I had no idea of.— 

Good God ! faid I , turning pale with 
aftonishment—is it poffible, that a people 



fo fmit with fentiment, should at the fame 
time be fo unclean , and fo unlike them-
felves—Quelle grojfierete ! added I. 

The French officer told me, it was an 
illiberal farcafm at the church, which had 
begun in the theatre about the time the 
Tartuffe was given in i t , by Moliere—but, 
like other remains of Gothic manner:;, was 
declining—Every nation, continued he , have 
their refinements and groffieretes , in which 
they take the lead ,and lofe it of one another 
by turns—that he had been in mofl coun
tries ,but never in one where he found not 
fome delicacies, which others feem to want: 
Le P O U R & le C O N T R E fe trouvent en chaque 
nation ; there is a balance, faid he, of good 
and bad every where ; and nothing but the 
knowing it is fo , can emancipate one half of 
the world from the prepoffeffions which 
it holds againft the other—that the advantage 
of travel, as it regarded the jcavoir vivre; 
was by feeing a great deal both of men and 
manners ; it taught us mutual toleration ; 
and mutual toleration, concluded he , making 
me a bow , taught us mutual love. 

The old French officer delivered this with 
an air of fuch candour and good fenfe , as 
coincided with my firft favourable impreflions 
of his character—I thought I loved the man; 
but I fear I miftook the object—'twas my 
own way of thinking—the difference was % 

I could not have expreffed it half fo well. 



86 A S E N T I M E N T A L , & c . 
It is alike troublefome to both the rider 

and his beaft—it' the latter goes pricking Hp 
his ears, and ftarting all the way at every 
object which he never faw before—I have 
as little torment of this kind, as any creature 
alive; and yet I honeftly confefs, that many 
a thing gave me pain , and that I blush'd at 
many a word the firft month—which I found 
inconfequent and perfectly innocent the 
fecond. 

Madame de Rambouliet, after an acquaint
ance of about fix weeks with her , had done 
me the honour to take me in her coach about 
two leagues out of town—Of all women , 
Madame de Rambouliet is the moft correct:; 
and I never wish to fee one of more virtues 
and purity of heart—In our return back , 
Madame de Rambouliet defired me to pull 
the cord—I ask'd her if .she wanted anything 
—lllen que pour pijjer, faid Madame de Ram
bouliet.— 

Grieve not, gentle traveller , to let Ma
dame de Rambouliet p-fs on—And , ye fair 
myflic nymphs ! go each one pluck your 
rofe, and fcatter them in your path—for Ma
dame de Rambouliet did no more—I hand
ed Madame de Rambouliet out of the 
coach; and had I been the prieft of the chafte 
C A S T A L I A , I could not have ferved at her 
fountain with a more refpectful decorum. 

E N D O F V O L U M E I, 
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THE F1LLE DE CHJMBRE. 

W H A T the old French officer had deli
vered upon travelling , bringing Polonius's 
advice to his fon upon the fame fubjeft into 
my head—and that bringing in Hamlet ; 
and Hamlet, the reft of Sbakefpears works , I 
flopped at the Quai de Conti in my return 
home , to purchafe the whole fet. 

The bookfeller faid he had not a fet in 
the world—Comment! faid I ; taking one up 
out of a fet which lay upon the counter 
betwixt us—He faid, they were fent him 
only to be got bound , and were to be fent 
back to Verfailles in the morning to the 
Count de B . 

—And does the Count de B , faid I , 
read Sbakefpear 1 C'ejl un Efprit fort; replied 
the bookfeller.—He loves English books, 

T H R O U G H 

PARIS. 
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and, what is more to his honour, Monfieur; 
fie loves the English too. You fpeak this 
fo civilly, faid I , that it is enough to oblige 
an Englishman to lay out a louis d'or or two 
at your shop—the bookfeller made a bow, 
and was going to fay fomething , when a 
young decent girl of about twenty, who by 
her air and drefs, feemed to be pile de cham~ 
bre to fome devout woman of fashion , came 
into the shop and asked for Les Egaremejits 
du Cceur ty de VEfprit : the bookfeller gave 
her the book dire<-t.ly; ĥe pulled out a little 
green fattin purfe run round with a ribband of 
the fame colour , and putting her finger and 
thumb into it , she took out the money , 
and paid for it. As I had nothing more to 
flay me in the shop, we both walked out 
at the door together. 

—And what have you to do, my dear, 
faid I , with The wanderings of the heart, 
who fcarce know yet you have one ? nor, 
till love has firft told ycu i t , or fome fattli-
lefs shepherd has made it ache , can'ft thou 
ever be fure it is fo. Dieu m'en garde! 
faid the girl.—With reafon , faid I—for if 
it is a good one, it is a pity it should be 
ftolen : it is a little treafure to thee, and 
gives a better air to your face , than if it 
was dreffed out with pearls. 

The young girl liftened with a fubmifTive 
attention , holding her fattin purfe by its rib
band in her hand all the time.—It is a very 



fmall one , faid I , taking hold of the bottom 
of it—she held it towards me—and there is 
very little in i t , my dear, faid I ; but be 
but as good as thou art handfome , and 
heaven will fill it. 1 had a parcel of crowns 
in my hand to pay for Shakefpear; and as 
she had let go the purfe entirely, I put a 
fmgleone i n ; and tying up the ribband in a 
bow-knot, returned it to her. 

The young girl made me more an hum
ble courtefy than a low one it was one 
of thofe quiet, thankful finkings, where the 
fpirit bows itfeif down—the body does no 
more than tell it. I never gave a girl a crown 
in my life which gave me half the pleafure. 

M y advice , my dear, would not have 
been worth a pin to you, faid I , if I had 
not given this along whh it: but now, when 
you fee the crown, you will remember it 
—fo do not, my dear, lay it out in ribbands. 

Upon my word , Sir, faid the girl , ear-
neflly, I am incapable—in faying which, as 
is ufual in little bargains of honour , she 
gave me her hand—is'/* verite, Monfieur, jc 
mettrai cet argent a part, faid she. 

When a virtuous convention is made be
twixt man and woman, it fanctifies their moft 
private walks : fo , notwithstanding it was 
du;<ky, yet as both our roads lay the fame 
way , we made no fcruple of walking along 
the Quai de Conti together. 

She made me a fecond courtefy in fetting 



off, and before we got twenty yards from 
the door , as if she had not done enough 
before, she made a fort of a little flop, to 
tell me again—she thanked me. 

It was a fmall tribute ,1 told her , which 
I could not avoid paying to virtue , and 
would not be nufiaken in the perfon 1 bad 
been rendering it to for the world—but I 
fee innocence, my dear , in your face—and 
foul befal the man who ever lays a fnare 
in its way ! 

The girl feemed affected fome way or 
other with what I faid—she gave a low figh 
—I found I was not empowered to inquire 
at all after it—fo faid nothing more till I 
got to rite corner of the Rue de Ncvers , 
where we were to part. 

—But is ibis the way, my dear , faid I , 
to the hotel de Modene ? she told me it 
was—or , that I might go by the Rue de 
Guenegault , which was the next turn-
Then I will go, my dear, by the Rue de 
Guenegault, faid I , for two reafons; firft 
I shall pleafe myfelf, and next I shall give 
you the protection of my company as far 
on your way as I can. The girl was fen-
fible I was civil—and faid she wished the 
hotel de Modene was in the Rue de St. 
Pierre.— You live there ? faid I.—She told 
me she was Jille de chamhre to Madame R.... 
—Good God ! faid I , it is the very lady 
for whom I have brought a letter from 



A m i e n s _ T h e girl told me , that Madame 
R . . . , she believed , expected a ftranger 
with a letter, and v/. ; impatient to tee him 
—fo 1 defired the girl to prefent my com
pliments to Madame R ,and fay 1 would 
certainly wait upon her in the morning. 

W e flood ftill at the comer of the Rue 
de Nevers whilft this patfed—We then 
flopped a moment whilft she difpofed of her 
Egaremcntsdu Cceur, &c. more commodioufly 
than carrying them in her hand—they were 
two volumes; fo I held the fecond for her, 
whilft she put the firft into her pocket; and 
then she held her pocket, and I put the other 
in after it. 

It is fweet to feel by what fine - fpurt 
threads our affections are drawn together. 

We fet off afresh , and as she took her 
third ftep, the girl put her hand within my 
arm—I was juft bidding her—but she did it 
of herfelf, with that undeliberating fimpli-
city , which shewed it was out of her head 
that she had never feen me before. For my 
own part, I felt the conviction of confan-
guinity fo ftrongly , that I could not help 
turning half round to look in her face, and 
fee if I coidd trace out any thing in it of 
a family likenefs—Tut 1 faid I , are we not 
all relations ? 

When we arrived at the turning up of 
the Rue de Guenegault , I flopped to bid 
her adieu for good and a l l ; the girl would 



thank me again for my company and kind* 
ncfs—She bid me adieu twice—I repeated 
it as often; and fo cordial was the parting 
between us, that had it happened any where 
elfe, I am not furebut I should have fign-
ed it with a kifs of charity , as warm 
and holy as an apoftie. 

But in Paris , as none kifs each other but 
the men—I did, what amounted to the fame 
thing—I bid God blefs her. 

H E N I got home to my hotel, La Fleur 
told me I had been inquired after by the 
Lieutenant de Police—The deuce take i t , faid 
I—1 know the reafon. It is time the reader 
should know i t , for in the order of things in 
which it happened , it was omitted; not that 
it was out of my head , but that, had I told 
it then, it might have been forgot now—and 
now is the time I want it. 

I had left London with fo much precipi
tation , that it never entered my mind that 
we were at war with France , and had reach
ed Dover , and looked through my glafs 
at the hills beyond Boulogne , before the 
idea prefented itfelf; and with this in its train, 
that there was no getting there without a 
paffport. Go but to the end of a ftreet , I 
have a mortal averfion for returning back no 

THE PASSPORT. 
PARIS. 



wifer than I fet out; and as this was one of 
the greateft eftbrts 1 had ever made for • 
knowledge , I could lefs bear the thoughts of 
i t : fo hearing the Count de **** had hired 
the packet, 1 begged he would take me in 
his fuite. The Count bad fome little know
ledge of me , fo made little or no diffi
culty—only faid, his inclination to ferve me 
could reach no farther than Calais; as he was 
to return by way of Bruffels to Paris : how
ever, when I had once paffed there , I might 
get to Paris without interruption ; but that in 
Paris 1 muff make friends , and shift for my
felf—Let mc go to Paris , Monfieur le Comte , 
faid I—andl shall do very well. S o l embark
ed, and never thought more of the matter. 

When La Fleur told me the Lieutenant 
de Police had been inquiring after me—the 
thing inftantly recurred—and by the time 
La Fleur had well told me , the mafter of 
the hotel came into my room to tell me 
the fame thing, with this addition to i t , 
that my paftport had been particularly asked 
after : the mafter of the hotel concluded with 
faying , He hoped 1 had one—Not I , faith I 
faid I. 

The mafter of the hotel retired three fteps 
from me , as from an infected perfon, as I 
declared this—and poor La Fleur advanced 
three fteps towards me, and with that fort 
of movement which a good foul makes to 
fuccour a diftrefled one—the fellow won my 



heart by it ; and from that fingle trait , I 
knew his character as perfectly, and could 
rely upon it as firmly, as if he had ferved' 
me with fidelity for feven years. 

Monfeigneur! cried the mafter of the ho
tel—but recollecting himfelf as he made the 
exclamation, he inftantly changed the tone 
of it—If Monfieur , faid he , has not a paff-
port ( apparemment) in all likelihood, he has 
friends in Paris who can procure him one. 
—Not that I know of , quoth I , with an 
air of indifference.—Then ccrtes replied he, 
you will be fent to the Baftille or the Cha-
telet, au mains. Poo ! faid I , the king of 
France is a good-natured foul—he will hurt 
nobody.—Cela riempkhc pas , faid he—yoU-
will certainly be fent to the Baftille to-mor
row morning.—But I have taken your lodg
ings for a month, anfwered I , and I will 
not quit them a day before the time * 
for all the kings of France in the world. La 
Fleur whifpered in my ear , That no body 
could oppofe the king of France. 

Pardil faid my ho ft, ces Mejjicurs Anglois 
font des gens tres cxtraordinaircs—and having 
both faid and fworn it—he went out, 

THE PASSPORT. 
THE H O T E L AT P A R I S . 

I C O U L D not find in my heart to torture 
La Fleur with a ferious look upon the fub-

jecl 



ject of* my embarraffment , which was the 
reafon I had treated it fo cavalierly : and 
to shew him how light it lay upon my 
mind, I dropt the fubject entirely ; and whilft 
he waited upon me at fupper , talked to him 
with more than ufual gaiety about Paris , 
and of the opera comique.—La Fleur had been 
there himfelf, and had followed me thro' 
the ftreets as far as the bookfeller's shop ; 
but feeing me come out with the young 
fdle de chambre, and that we walked down 
the Quai de Conti together, La Fleur deem
ed it unneceffary to follow me a ftep fur
ther—fo making his own reflections upon i t , 
he took a shorter cut—and got to the ho
tel in time to be informed of the affair of 
the Police againft my arrival. 

As foon as the honeft creature had taken 
away , and gone down to fup himfelf, I 
then began to think a little ferioufiy about 
my fituation.— 

—And here , I know , Eugenius, thou 
wilt fmile at the remembrance of a short 
dialogue which paffed betwixt us the mo
ment I was going to fet out—I muft tell it 
here. 

Eugenius , knowing that I was as little 
fubjecf to be overburdened with money as 
thought , had drawn me afide to interrogate 
me how much I had taken care for; upon 
telling him the exact fum, Eugenius shook 
his head, and faid it would not do; fo pul-
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led out his purfe in order to empty it into 
mine;— I have enough in confidence , Eu
genius , faid I.—Indeed , Yorick , you have 
not, replied Eugenius—1 kr*€r*y France and 
Italy better than you.—But you do not 
confider , Eugenius , faid I , refufing his of
fer, that before I have been three days in 
Paris, I shall take care to fay or do fome
thing or other for which I shall get clap
ped up in the Baftille , and that I shall live 
there a couple of months entirely at the 
king of France's expence—I beg pardon , faid 
Eugenius, drily : really I had forgot that re-
fource. 

Now the event I treated gaily came fe -

rioufly to my door. 
Is it folly, or nonchalance , or philofophy, 

or pertinacity—or what is it in me , that 
after a i l , when La Fleur had gone down 
flairs, and I was quite alone, that I could 
not bring down my mind to think of i* 
otherwife than I had then fpoken of it to 
Eugenius ? 

—And as for the Baftille ! the terror is in 
the word—Make the moft of it you can, 
faid I to myfelf, the Baftille is but another 
word for a tower, and a tower is but ano
ther word for a houfe you cannot get out 
of—Mercy on the gouty! for they are in 
it twice a year—but with nine livres a day, 
and pen , and ink , and paper , and patience , 
albeit a man cannot get out , he may de 



very well within—at leaft for a month or 
fix weeks; at the end of which , if he is a 
harmlcfs fellow , his innocence appears, 
and he comes out a better and wifer man 
than he went in. 

I had fome occafion ( I forget what ) to 
ftep into the court-yard, as I fettled this ac
count ; and remember I walked down ftairs 
in no fmall triumph with the conceit of my 
reafoning—Beshrew the [ombre pencil! faid 
1 vauntingly—for I envy not its powers , 
which paints the evils of life with fo hard 
and deadly a colouring. The mind fits ter
rified at the objefts she has magnified her-
felf, and blackened : reduce them to their 
proper fize and hue , she overlooks them 
—It is true , faid I , correcting the propor
tion—the Baftille is not an evil to be defpif-
ed—but (trip it of its towers—fill up the 
foffe—unbarri cade the doors—call it fimply 
a confinement, and fuppofe it is fome ty
rant of a diftemper—and not of a man which 
holds you in it—the evil vanishes , and you 
bear the other half without complaint. 

I was interrupted in the hey-day of this 
foliloquy , with a voice , which I took to 
be of a child , which complained « it could 
» not get out ».—I looked up and down 
the paftage, and feeing neither man , wo
man , or child , I went out without further 
attention. 

In my return back through the paffage, 
E a 
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I heard the fame words repeated twice over; 
and looking up , I faw it was a ftariing hung 
in a little cage.—« I can't get out—I can't 
w get out, » faid the ftariing. 

I flood looking at the bird : and to every 
perfon who came through the paffage it 
ran fluttering to the fide towards which they 
approached i t , with the fame lamentation 
of its captivity—« I can't get out, » faid 
the ftariing—God help thee! faid I , but I 
wil l let thee out , coft what it will ; fo I 
turned about the cage to get the door ; 
it was twitted and double twifted fo faft 
with wire , there was no getting it open 
without pulling the cage to pieces—I took 
both hands to it. 

The bird flew to the place where I was 
attempting his deliverance , and thrufting 
his head through the trellies, preifed hisbreaft 
againft it , as if impatient—I fear, poor crea
ture 1 faid 1,1 cannot fet thee at liberty— 
« No , " faid the ftariing—«I can't get o t i t 
ic 1 can't get o u t , » faid the ftariing. 

I vow, I never had my affections more 
tenderly awakened ; nor do I remember an 
incident in my life , where the diflipated 
fpirits, to which my reafon had been a 
bubble, were fo fuddenly culled home. Me
chanical as the notes were, yet fo true in 
tune to nature were they chanted, that in 
one moment they overthrew all roy.fyfte-
matic reafonings upon the Baftille ; and I 



heavily walked up flairs ; unfaying every 
word I had faid in going down them. 

Difguiie thyfelf as thou wi l t , ftill, Sla
very ! faid 1—ftill thou art a bitter draught; 
and though thoufands in all ages have been 
made to drink of thee , thou art no lefs 
bitter on that account,—It is thou , thrice 
Tweet and gracious Goddefs , addrefting my
felf to L I B E R T Y , whom all in public or in 
private worship , whofe tafte is grateful, 
and ever will be fo , till N A T U R E herfelf 
shall change—no tint of words can fpot thy 
fnowy mantle , or chymic power turn thy 
{centre into iron—with thee to fmileupon him 
as he eats his cruft, the fwain is happier than 
his monarch , from whofe court thou art 
exiled—Gracious heaven! cried I , kneeling 
down upon the laft ftep but one in my af-
cent—grant me but health , thou great Beft-
ower of i t , and give me but this fair God
defs as my companion—and shower down 
thy mitres , if it feems good unto thy di
vine providence , upon thofe heads which 
are aching for them. 

THE CAPTIVE. 
PARIS, 

T H E bird in his cage purfucd me into my 
room ; I fat down clofe by my table, and 
leaning my head upon my hand, I began 
to figure to myfelf the miferies of confine-

E 3 
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ment. I was in a right frame for i t , and fo I 
gave full fcope to my imagination. 

I was going to begin with the millions of 
my fellow-creatures, born to no inheritance 
Jfeut flavery; but finding , however affecting 
the picture was, that I could not bring ir 
near me , and that the multitude of fad groups 
in it did but diffract me.— 

—I took a tingle captive , and having 
firft shut him up in his dungeon , I then 
looked through the twilight of his grated 
door to take his picture. 

I beheld his body half wafted away with 
long expectation and confinement, and felt 
what kind of ficknefs of the heart it was 
which arifes from hope deferred. Upon look
ing nearer I faw him pale and feverish : in 
thirty years the weftern breeze had not 
once fanned his blood—he had feen no fun, 
no moon in all that time—nor had the voice 
of friend or kinfman breathed through bis 
lattice—his children— 

—But here my heart began to bleed— 
and I was forced to go on with another 
part of the portrait. 

He was fitting upon the ground upon a 
little ftraw , in the furtheft corner of his 
dungeon, which was alternately his chair and 
bed: a little calendar of fmall fticks were 
laid at the head, notched all over with the 
difmal days and nights he had paffed there 
—he had one of thefe little fticks in his hand, 



and with a rufty nail he was etching ano
ther day of mifery to add to the heap. As I 
darkened the little light he had, he lifted up 
a hopelefs eye towards the door , then caft 
it down—shook his head , and went on 
with his work of affliction. 1 heard his chains 
upon his legs , as he turned his body to 
lay his little flick upon the bundle—He gave 
a deep figh—I faw the iron enter into his 
foul—1 burft into tears—I could not fuflain 
the picture of confinement which my fancy 
had drawn—I {farted up from my chair , 
and calling La Fleur, I bid him befpeak me 
a rernlfe, and have it ready at the door of 
the h6tel by nine in the morning. 

—I will go directly , find I , myfelf, to 
Monfieur Le Due de Choifeul. 

La Fleur would have put me to bed; but , 
not willing he should fee any thing upon 
my cheeks, which would coft the honeft fel
low a heart - ach—I told him I would go 
to bed by myfelf—and bid him go do the 
fame. 

THE STARLING. 
ROAD TO VERSAILLES. 

I G O T into my remife the hour I propof-
ed: La Fleur got up behind, and I bid the 
coachman make the beft of his way to Ver-
failles. 

As there was nothing in this road , or 
E 4 
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rather nothing which I look for in travelling,' 
I cannot fill up the blank better than with 
a short hiftory of this felf-fame bird, which 
became the fubjecl of the laft chapter. 

Whilft the Honourable Mr.**** was wait
ing for a wind at Dover , it had been caught 
upon the cliffs before it could well fly, by 
an English lad who was his groom; who, 
not caring to deftroy it , had taken it in 
his breaft into the packet—and by courfe of 
feeding i t , and taking it once under his pro
tection , in a day or two grew fond of i t , 
and got it fafe along with him to Paris. 

At Paris the lad had laid out a livre in a 
little cage for the ftariing; and as he had lit
tle to do better the five months his mafter 
ftaid there , he taught it in his mother's 
tongue, the four fimple words—(and no 
more)—-to which I owned myfelf fo much its 
debtor. 

Upon his mafter's going on for Italy—the 
lad had given it to the mafter of the hotel— 
But his little fong for liberty being in an 
unknown language at Paris—the bird had lit
tle or no ftore fet by him—fo La Fleur 
bought both him and his cage for me for a 
bottle of Burgundy. 

In my return from Italy, I brought him 
with me to the country in whofe language 
he had learned his notes—and telling the ftory 
of him to Lord A—Lord A begged the bird 
of me—in a week , Lord A gave him to 



Lord B—Lord B made a prefent of him to 
Lord C—and Lord C's gentleman fold him 
to Lord D'sfor a shilling—Lord D gave him 
to Lord E—and fo on—half round the alpha
bet—From that rank he paffed into the lower 
houfe , and parted the hands of as many com
moners—But as all thefe wanted to get • in— 
and my bird wanted to get out—he had al
moft. as little ftore fet by him in London as 
in Paris. 

It is impoffible but many of my readers 
muft have heard of him ; and if any, by mere 
chance, have ever feen him—I beg leave to 
inform them , that that bird was my bird,— 
or fome vile copy fet up to reprefent him. 

I have nothing further to add upon him, but 
that from that time to this , I have born this 

E 1 
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)Oor ftariing as the creft to my arms. poor 1 
Thus: 

—And let the heralds officers twill 
neck about, if they dare. 



THE ADDRESS. 
VERSAILLES. 

I S H O U L D not like to have my enemy take 
a view of my mind, when I am going to 
ask prote6rion of any man : for which reaion, 
1 generally endeavour to protedt myfelf; 
but this going to Monfieur le Due de C***** 
was an aft of compulfion—had it been an 
act of choice,! should have done i t , 1 fup-
pofe, like other people. 

How many mean plans of dirty addrefs , 
as I went along , did my fervile heart form! 
I deferved the Baftille for every one of 
them. 

Then nothing would ferve me, when I 
got within fight of Verfailles, but putting 
words and fentences together , and conceiv
ing attitudes and tones to wreath myfelf 
into Monfieur Le Due de C*****'s good gra
ces—This will do—faid I—Juft as w e l l , re
torted I again, as a coat carried up to him 
by an adventurous taylor, without taking 
his meafure—Fool!—continued I—fee Mon
fieur Le Due's face firft—obferve what cha
racter is written in i t ; take notice in what 
pofture he ftandstohear you—mark the turns 
and expreffions of his body and limbs—And 
for the tone—the firft found which comes 
from his lips will give it you ; and from all 
thefe together you will compound an addrefs 



at once on the fpot, which cannot difguft the 
Duke—the ingredients are his own, and moft 
likely to go down. 

W e l l ! find I , I wish it well over—Cow
ard again ! as if man to man was not equal 
throughout the whole furface of the globe: and 
i f in the field—why not face to face in the 
cabinet too ? And truft me , Yorick , when
ever it is not fo, man is falfe to himfelf; and 
betrays his own fuccours ten times, where 
nature docs it once. Go to the Due de C . . , 
with the Uaftille in thy looks—my life for i t , 
thou wilt be fent back to Paris in half an 
hour, with an efcorr. 

I believe fo, faid I—Then I will go to the 
Duke, by Heaven ! with all the gaiety and 
debonairnefs in the world.— 

—And there you arc wrong again , replied 
I.—A heart at eafe , Yorick , flies into no ex
tremes—it is ever on its centre—Well! well! 
cried I , as the coachman turned in at the 
gates—I find I shall do very wel l : and by 
the time he had wheeled round the court, 
and brought me up to the door, I found my
felf fo much the better for my own lecture , 
that I neither attended the fteps like a vic
tim to juflice, who was to part with life up
on the topmaft ,—nor did I mount them with 
a skip and a couple of ftrides, as I do when 
I fly iip , Eliza ! to thee, to meet it. 

As I entered the door of the faloon, I 
was met by a perfon who poftibly might bs 
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the maitre d'hotcl, but had more the air of 
one of the under fecrctaries , who told me 
the Due de C was bufy—I am utterly 
ignorant, faid I , of the forms of obtaining 
an audience , being an abfolute ftranger, and 
what is worfe in the prefent conjuncture of 
affairs , being an Englishman too.—He re
plied , that did not increafe the difficulty.— 
I made him a flight bow, and told him I 
had fomething of importance to fay to Mon
fieur Le Due. The fecretary looked towards 
the flairs , as if he was about to leave me to 
carry up this account to fome one—But I 
muft not miflead you , faid I—for what I have 
to fay is of no manner of importance to Mon
fieur le Due de C 1 • -—but of great import
ance to myfelf—Cefl unc autre affaire , repli
ed he—Not at a l l , faid I , to a man of gal
lantry.—But pray , good Sir, continued I , 
when can a ftranger hope to have accefs ? 
in not lefs than two hours , faid he , looking 
at his watch. The number of equipages in 
the cot*rt-yard feemed to juftify the calcula
tion , that I could have no nearer a prof-
peel—and as walking backwards and for
wards in the faloon, without a foul to com
mune with, was for the time as bad as being 
in the Baftille itfelf, I inftantly went back 
to my remife, and bid the coachman drive 
me to the cordon bleu, which was the neareft 
hotel. 

I think there is a fatality in it—I fcldoni 
go to the place I fet out for. 



L E P AT IS $ IE R. 
V E R S A I L L E S. 

B E F O R E I had got half-way down the ftreet, 
I changed my mind: as I am at Vetfr.illes , 
thought I , I might as well take a view of 
the town ; fo 1 pulled the cord , and or
dered the coachman to drive round fome of 
the principal ftreets—I fuppofe the town is 
not very large, faid I.—The coachman beg
ged pardon for fetting me right, and told me it 
was very fuperb , and that numbers of the 
firft dukes and marquifes and counts had ho
tels—The count de B , of whom the 
bookfeller at the Quai de Conti had fpoke fo 
handfomely the night before, came inftantly 
into my mind—And why should I not go , 
thought I , to the Count de B " " " , who has 
fo high an idea of English books, and Eng
lish men—and tell him my ftory? fo I chang
ed my mind a fecond time—In truth it 
was the third: for I intended that day for 
Madame R — in the Rue St. Pierre, and 
had devoutly fent her word by her filie de 
Chambrethxx I would atTuredly wait upon her 
—butl am governed by circumftances—lean-
not govern them ; fo feeing a man ftanding 
with a basket on the other tide of the ftreet, 
as if he had fomething to fell , I bid La Fleur 

J;o up to him, and inquire for the Count's 
lotel. 



La Fknr returned a little pale; and told 
me it was a Chevalier de St. Louis felling 
"pates—It is impoffible , La Fleur! faid I—La 
Fleur could no more account for the pheno
menon than myfelf; butperfifted in his fiory : 
he had feen the croix fet in gold , with its red 
ribband , he faid, tied to his button-hole— 
and had looked into the basket and feen 
the pates which the Chevalier was felling; 
fo could not,be miflaken in that. 

Such a reverfe in a man's life awakens 
a better principle than curiofity : I could not 
help looking for fome time at him , as I fat 
in the rcmife—the more I looked at him—his 
croix and his basket, the flronger they wove 
themfelves into my brain—I got out of the 
rcmife and went towards him. 

He was begirt with a clean linen apron 
which fell below his knees , and with a fort 
of a bib which went half-way up his breafl; 
upon the top of this, but a little below the 
hem , hung his croix. His basket of little 
pates was covered over with a white damask 
napkin; another of the fame kind was fpread 
at the bottom; and there was a look of pro-
prete and neatnefs throughout ; that one 
might have bought his pates of him , as 
much from appetite as fentiment. 

He made an offer of them to neither; but 
flood full with them at the corner of a hotel, 
for thofe to buy who chofe it , without feli
citation. 



He was about forty-eight—of a feclate 
look, fomething approaching to gravity. I 
did not wonder.—1 went up rather to the 
basket than him, and having lifted up the 
napkin, and taken one of his pates into my 
hand—I begged he would explain the appear
ance which affected me. 

He told me in a few words, that the beft 
part of his life had paffed in the fervice , in 
which , after fpending a fmall patrimony, 
he had obtained a company and the croix 
with i t ; but that at the conclusion of the 
laft peace , his regiment being reformed, 
and the whole corps, with thofe of fome 
other regiments, left without any provifion 
—he found himfelf in a wide world, without 
friends , without a livre—and indeed faid he, 
without any thing but this—(pointing , as 
he faid it, to his croix)—The poor Chevalier 
won my pity , and he finished the fcene , 
with winning my efteem too. 

The K i n g , he faid, was the moft gene
rous of princes , but his generofity could 
neither relieve or reward every one, and 
it was only his misfortune to be amongft 
the number. He had a little wife, he faid, 
whom he loved, who did the patijferie ; and 
added , he felt no dishonour in defending her 
and himfelf from want in this way—unlefs 
Providence had offered him a better. 

It would be wicked to with-hold a plea-
fure from the good, in pafiing over what 



happened to this poor Chevalier of St. Louis 
about nine months after. 

It feems he ufually took his ftand near 
the iron gates which lead up to the palace ; 
and as his croix had caught the eyes of num
bers , numbers had made the fame inquiry 
which I had done—He had told them the 
fame ftory, and always with fo much mo-
defty and good fenfe , that it had reached 
at laft the King's ears—who hearing the Che
valier had been a gallant officer , and ref-
pecfed by the whole regiment as a man of 
honour and integrity—he broke up his little 
trade by a penfion of fifteen hundred livres 
a year. 

As I have told this to pleafe the reader, I 
beg leave lie will allow me to relate another, 
out of its order, to pleafe myfelf—the two 
ftories reflect light upon each other,—and it 
is a pity they should be parted. 

THE SWORD. 
R E N N E S. 

HEN ftates and empires have their pe
riods of declenfion , and feel in their turns 
what diftrefs and poverty is—I flop not to 
tell the caufes which gradually brought the 
houfe d'E. . . . in Britanny into decay. The 
Marquis d'E. . . . had fought up againft his 
condition with great firmnefs; wishing to 
preferve and ftill shew to the world fome 



little fragments of what his ancestors hari 
been—their indifcretions had put it out of 
his power. There was enough left for the! 
little exigencies of obfcurlty—But he had 
two boys who looked up to him for light—he 
thought they deferved it. He had tried his 
fword—it could not open the way—themount-
lag was too expenfive—and fimple cecono-
roy was not a match for it—there was no 
refource but commerce. 

In any other province in France, fave 
Britanny , this was firming the root for ever 
of the little tree his pride and affection wish
ed to fee re-blofTom—But in Britanny, there 
being a provifton for this , he availed h'mfelf 
of i t ; and taking an occafion when the Hates 
were affembled at Itennes, the Marquis a t 
tended With his two fons, entered the court; 
and having pleaded the right of an ancient 
law of the duchy, which , though feldom 
claimed , he faid , was no lefs in force ; he 
took his fword from his fide—Here—faid he 
—take i t ; and be trufly guardians of i t , till 
better times put me in condition to reclaim it. 

The Prefident accepted the Marquis's fword 
—he flayed a few minutes to fee it depofited 
in the archives of the houfe—and departed. 

The Marquis and his whole family em
barked the next day for Martinico , and in 
about nineteen or twenty years of fuccefsful 
application to bufinefs, with fome unbooked 
for bequefts from diftani; branches of his houfe, 



J O U R N E Y . n -
—returned home to reclaim his nobility arid 
to fupport it. 

It was an incident of good fortune which 
will never happen to any traveller , but a 
fentimental one , that I should be at Rennes 
at the very time of this folemn requifuion: 
I call it folemn—it was fo to me. 

The Marquis entered the court with his 
whole family : he fupported his lady—his 
eldeftfon fupported his filler, and his young-
eft was at the other extreme of the line next 
his mother—he put his handkerchief to his 
face twice— 

—There was a dead filence. When the Mar
quis had approached within fix paces of the 
tribunal,he gave the Marchionefs to his young-
eft fon, ancl advancing three fteps before his 
family—he reclaimed his fword—His fword 
was given him, and the moment he got it 
into his hand , he drew it almoft out of the 
fcabbard—it was the shining face of a friend 
he had once given up—he looked attentively 
along i t , beginning at the hil t , as if to fee 
whether it was the fame—when obferving 
a little ruft which it had contracted near 
the point, he brought it near his eye , and 
bending his head down over it—I think I 
faw a tear fall upon the place: I could not 
be deceived , by what followed. 

u I shall find, faid he, fome other way , 
» to get it off ». 

When the Marquis had faid this, he re-



turned his fword into its fcabbard , made a 
bow to the guardians of it—and , with his 
wife and daughter, and his two fons following 
him , walked out. 

O how I envied him his feelings! 

THE PJSSPORT. 
V E R S A I L L E S . 

I F O U N D no difficulty in getting admittance 
to Monfieur le Count de B ' • • \ The fet of 
Shakefpeare was laid upon the table, and he 
was tumhling them over. I walked up clofe 
to the table , and giving firft fuch a look at 
the books as to make him conceive I kneW 
what they were—I told him I had come with
out any one to prefent me , knowing I 
should meet with a friend in his apartment, 
who, I trufted , would do it for me—it "is 
my countryman the great Shakefpeare, faid 
I , pointing to his works—et aye^ la bonte , 
mon chcr ami, apostrophizinghis fpirit, added 
I , de me /aire cet hovneur Id.— 

The Count fmiled at the fingularity of the 
introduction ; and feeing I looked a little 
pale and fickly, infifted upon my taking an 
arm-chair: fo I fat down ; and to five him 
conjectures upon a vifit fo out of all rule, I 
told him fimply of the incident in the book-
feller's shop , and how that had impelled 
me rather to go to him with the ftory of a lit
tle embarraftinent I was under, than to any 



other man in France—And what is your em-
barraiTment? let me hear i t , faid the Count. 
So I told him the ftory juft as I have told it 
the reader.— 

—And the mafter of my hotel, faid I , as 
I concluded it, will needs have it, Monfieur 
le Count, that I shall be fent to the Baftille 
—but I have no apprehentions, continued 
1—for in falling into the hands of the moft 
polished people in the world, and being con-
fcious 1 was a true man, and not come to 
fpy the nakednefs ofthe land, I fcarce thought 
I laid at their mercy. It does not ftiit the 
gallantry of the French, Monfieur le Count, 
faid I , to shew it againft invalids. 

An animated blush came into the Count de 
B . . . .'s checks, as I fpoke this—Ne craigne^ 
run—Do not fear, faid he—Indeed I do not, 
replied I again—befides , continued I , a little 
fportingly—I have come laughing all the way 
from London to Paris , and do not think 
Monfieur le Due de Choifeul is fuch an ene
my to mirth, as to fend me back crying for 
my pains. 

—My application to you,Monfieurle Count 
de B (mailing him a low bow) is to defire 
he will not. 

The Count heard me with great good-na
ture , or 1 had not faid half as much—and on
ce or twice faid—Ceflbien dit. So 1 refted my 
caufe there,—and determined to fay no more 
about it. 



The Count led the difeourfe r we talked of 
indifferent things—of books and politics , 
and men—and then of women—God blefs 
them all ! faid I , after much difeourfe about 
them—there is not a man upon earth who 
loves them fo much as I do ; after all the foi
bles I have feen, and all the fatires 1 have 
read againft them, flill I love them , being 
firmly perfuaded , that a man, who lias not 
a fort of an affection for the whole fcx, is 
incapable of ever loving a fingle one as he 
ought. 

He bien I Monfieur VAnglois , faid the 
Count, gaily—You are not come to fpy the 
nakednefs of the land—I believe you—nl en
core , I dare fay , that of our women—But, 
permitmeto conjecture—if ,par hazard, they 
fell in your way—that the profpect would 
not affect you. 

I have fomething within me which cannot 
bear the shock of the leaft indecent infinua-
tion : in the fportability of chit-chat, I have 
often endeavoured to conquer i t , and , with 
infinite pain, have hazarded a thoufand thing5 
to a dozen of the fex together—the lead of 
which I could not venture to a fingle one, 
to gain heaven. 

Excufe me , Monfieur le Comte, faid I 
—as for the nakednefs of your land , if I iaV 
i t , I should caft my eyes over it with tears 
in them—and for that of your women (blush
ing at the idea he had excited in me ) I am 



fo evangelical in this , and have fuch a fel
low-feeling for whatever is weak about them, 
that I would cover it with a garment, if I 
knew how to throw it on—But-1 could wish, 
continued I , to fpy the nakednefs of their 
hearts , and thro' the different difguifes of 
cuftoms , climates , and religion ,.find out 
what is good in them , to fashion my own 
by—and therefore am 1 come. 

It is for ibis reafon, Monfieur le Comte, 
continued I , that I have not feen the Palais 
Royal—nor the Luxembourg—nor the Facade 
of the Louvre—nor have attempted to fwell 
the catalogues we have of pictures , flames, 
and churches—1 conceive every fair being as 
a temple, and would rather enter in , and 
fee the original drawings and loofe sket
ches hung up in i t , than the transfiguration 
of Raphael itfelf. 

The thirfl of this, continued I , as impa
tient as that which inflames the breafl of the 
connoiffeur, has led me from my own home 
into France—and from France will lead me 
through Italy—it is a quiet journey of the 
heart in purfuit of N A T U R E , and thofe affec
tions which arife out of her, which make us 
love each other—and the world, better than 
we do. 

The Count faid a great many civil things 
to me upon the occafton ; and added very 
politely , iiow much he flood obliged to 
Shakefpeare, for making me known to him 
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—hut, a propos, faid he—Shakefpeare is full 
of great things—He forgot a fmall punctilio 
of announcing your name—it puts you un
der a neceflity of doing it yourfelf. 

THE PASSPORT. 
VERSAILLES. 

T T H E R E is not a more perplexing affair in 
life to me, than to fet about telling anyone 
who I am—for there is fcarce any body I 
cannot give a better account of than of my
felf; and I have often wished I could doit in 
a fingle word—and have an end of it. It was 
the only time and occafion in my life , I 
could accomplish this to my purpofe—for 
Shakefpeare lying upon the table , and recol
lecting I was in his books, I took up Ham
let , and turning immediately to the grave-
diggers fccne in the fifth acTt, I laid my fin
ger upon Y O R I C K , and , advancing the 
book to the Count, with my finger all the 
way over the name—Me void! faid I. 

Now, whether the idea of poor Yorick's 
skull was put out of the Count's mind , by 
the reality of my own , or by what magic 
he could drop a period of (even or eight 
hundred years , makes nothing in this ac
count—it is certain the French conceive bet
ter than they combine—I wonder at nothing 
in this world , and the lefs at this; inafmuch 
as one of the firft of our own church, for 

whofe 



whofe candour and paternal fentiments J. 
have the higheft veneration , fell Into fame 
miftake in the very fame cafe,—w He could 
not bear, he faid , to look into fermons 
wrote by the king of Denmark's jefter ».— 
Good , my lord! faid I—but there are two 
Yorieks. The Yorick your lordship thinks 
of, has been dead and buried eight hundred 
years ago; he flourished in Horwendillus's 
court—the other Yorick is myfelf, who have 
flourished, my lord , in no court—He shook 
his head—Good God ! faid 1, you might as 
well confound Alexander the Great, with 
Alexander the copperfmith , my lord—It was 
all one , he replied— 

—If Alexander king of Macedon could 
have tranflatcd your lordship , faid I—I am 
fure your lordship would not have faid fo. 

The poor Count de B . . . . fell but into 
the fame error— 

—Et Monfieur efi-il Yorick ? cried the 
Count.—h le fuis , faid l.~Vous P—Moi— 
tnol qui ai Vhonneur de vous parler 3 Monfieur 
le Comte—Mon Dieu ! faid he , embracing 
me—Vous i'tes Yorick. 

The Count inftantly put the Shakefpear 
into his pocket—and left me alone in his 
room. 



THE PASSPORT. 
VERSAILLES. 

J C O U L D not conceive why the Count de 
B . . . . had gone fo abruptly out of the 
room, any more than I could conceive why 
he had nut the Shakefpcar into his pocket— 
Myjleries which muft explain them/elves ,are not 

• worth the lofs of time , which a conjeclure about 
them takes up: it was better to read Shake-
fpear; fo taking up « Much ado about No
thing, » I tranfported myfelf inftantly from 
the chair I fat in to Meffina in Sicily, and 
got fo bufy with Don Pedro, and Benedict, 
and Beatrice , that I thought not of Ver-
failles, the Count, or the paflport. 

Sweet pliability of man's fpirit, that can 
at once furrender itlelr to illufions , which 
cheat expectation and forrow of their weary 
moments !—Long—longfince had ye number
ed out my days, had I not trod fo great a part 
of them upon this enchanted ground :when my 
way is too rough for my feet, or too fteep 
for my ftrength, I get off" i t , to fome fmooth 
velvet path which fancy lias fcattered over 
with role-buds of delights; and having taken 
a few turns in i t , come back frrcngthened 
and refreshed—"When evils prets fore upon 
me, and there is no retreat from them in 
this world , then I take a new courfe—I 
leave it—and as 1 have a clearer idea of the 



Elizian fields than I have of heaven, I force 
myfelf, like jEneas, into them—I fee him 
meet the penfive shade of his forfaken Dido 
—and wish to recognize it—I fee the injured 
fpirit wave her head, and turn off filent 
from the author of her miflries and dif-
honours—1 lofe the feelings for myfelf inher's 
—and in thofe affections which were wont to 
make me mourn for her when I was at fchool. 

Surely this is not walking in a vain shadow 
—nor does man difquiet himfelf in vain by it— 
he oftcner does fo in trufting the iffue of his 
commotions to reafon only.—I can fafely fay 
for myfelf, 1 was never able to conquer any 
one fingle bad fenfation in my heart fo deci-
fively, as by beating up as faft as I could 
for fame kindly and gentle fenfation , to 
fight it upon its own ground. 

When I had got to the end of the third 
act, the Count de B . . . . entered , with my 
paffport in his hand. Monf. le Due de C * • *, 
faid the Count, is as good a prophet , I 
dare fay , as he is aflatefman— Vn homme qui 
rit, faid the Duke , ne fera jamais dangereux. 
—Had it been for any one but the king's 
jefter, added the Count, I could not have 
got it thefe two hours.—Pardonne^-moi , 
Monf. le Comte, faid I—I am not the king's 
jefter—But you are Yorick ?—Yes.—Et vous 

•plaifante^?—I anfwered , indeed I did jeft— 
but was not paid for it—it was entirely at 
my own expence. 

F % 



W c have no jefter at court, Monf. Le 
Conite , faid I ; the laft wc had was in the 
licentious reign of Charles Il.—fince which 
time, our manners have been fo gradually 
refining, that our court at prefent is fo full 
of patriots , who wish for nothing but the 
honours and wealth of their country—and 
our ladies are all fo chafte, fo fpotlefs, fo 
good , fo devout—there is nothing for a 
jefter to make a jeft of— 

Voila un perfiftage I cried the Count. 

THE PASSPORT. 
VERSAILLES. 

the paffport was directed to all lieute
nant-governors, governors and commandants 
of cities, generals of armies, jufticiaries, and 
all officers of juftice, to let Mr. Yorick , the 
king's jefter, and his baggage, travel quietly 
along—I own the triumph of obtaining the 
paffport was not a little tarnished by the 
figure I cut in it—but there is nothing un
mixed in this world; and fome of the graveft 
of our divines have carried it fo far as to 
affirm, that enjoyment itfelf was attended 
even with a figh—and that the greatcft they 
knew of, terminated , in a general way , in 
little better than a convulfion. 

I remember the grave and learned Be-
voriskius , in his commentary upon the ge
nerations from Adam, very naturally breaks 



off in the middle of a note, to give an account 
to the world of a couple of fparrows upon the 
out-edge of his window, which had incommod
ed him all the time he wrote, and at laft had 
entirely taken him off from his genealogy. 

—It is ftrange! writes Bevoriskius ; but the 
facts are certain, for I have had the curiofity 
to mark them down one by one with my pen 
—but the cock-fparrow, during the little time 
that I could have finished the other half of 
this note , has actually interrupted me with 
the reiteration of his careffes threc-and-twenty 
times and a half. 

How merciful, adds Bevoriskius, is heaven 
to his creatures ! 

Ill-fated Yorick! that the graveft of thy 
brethren should be able to write that to the 
world, which ftains thy face with crimfon , 
to copy in even thy ftudy. 

But this is nothing to my travels—So I 
twice—twice beg pardon for it. 

CHARACTER. 
VERSAILLES. 

A 
•T»-ND how do you find the French? faid 
the Count de B , after he had given me 
the paffport. 

The reader may fuppofc , that after fo 
obliging a proof of courtefy, I could not 
be at a lofs to fay fomething handfome to the 
inquiry. 

F 3 



—Mais pajje pour cela— Speak frankly , 
faid he ; do you find ail the urbanity in the 
French , which the world give us the honour 
of r—I had found every thing, I faid, which 
confirmed it—^'raiment, faid the Count—Les 
Francois font polls. To an excefs, replied L 

The Count took notice of the word cxcejs ; 
and would have it I meant more than 1 faid. 
I defended myfelf a long time, as well as I 
could, againft it—he infifted I had a referve , 
and that I would fpeak my opinion frankly. 

I believe , Monf. Le Conite , faid I , that 
man has a certain compafs , as well as an 
inftrument; and that the focialand other calls 
have oecafion by turns for every key in 
him ; fo that if you begin a note too high or 
too low, there muft be a want either in the 
upper or under part, to fill up the fyftem of 
harmony—The Count de B did not un-
derftand mufic , fo defired me to explain it 
fome other way. A polished nation, my dear 
Count, faid I, makes every one its debtor; 
and beftdes, urbanity itfelf, like the fair fex , 
has fo many charms ; it goes againft the heart 
to fay it can do i l l ; and yet, I believe , there 
is but a certain line of perfection, that man, 
take him all together, is empowered to arrive 
at—if he gets beyond, he rather exchanges 
qualities, than gets them. I muft not prefume 
to f i y , how far this has affected the French 
in the fubject we are fpeaking of—but should 
it ever be the cafe of the English , in the pro-



grefs of their refentments, to arrive at the 
Same polish which distinguishes the French, 
if we did not lofe the politefje de caeur, which 
inclines men more to humane actions, than 
courteous ones—we should at lead lofe that 
diftinct variety and originality of character, 
which distinguishes them, not only from 
each other, but from all the world befides. 

I had a few King William's shillings as 
fmooth as glafs in my pocket: and forefeeing 
they would be of ufe in the illuftration of my 
hypothecs, I had got them into my hand, 
when I had proceeded fo far.— 

See, Monf. Le Comte , faid I , nfingup, 
and laying them before him upon the table-
by jingling and rubbing one againft another 
for feventy years together in one body's poc
ket or another's, they are become fo much 
alike, you can fcarce diftinguish one shilling 
from another. 

The English, like ancient medals, kept 
more apart, and paffmg but few people's hands, 
preferve the firft shnrpneffes which the fine 
hand of nature has given them—they are not 
fo pleafant to feel—but, in return, the legend 
is fo vifible, that at the firft look, you fee 
whofe image and fupcrfcription they bear.— 
But the French, Monf. Le Comte , added I , 
wishing to foften what I had faid , have fo 
many excellencies, they can the better fpare 
this—they are a loyal, a gallant, a gene
rous , an ingenious , and good tempe/d 



people as is under heaven—if they have a 
fault—they are too ferious. 

Mon Dieul cried the Count, rifing out of 
his chair. 

Maisvous plaifante{, faid he, correcting his 
exclamation.—1 laid my hand upon mybreaft, 
and with earneft gravity allured him , it was 
my moft fettled opinion. 

The Count faid he was mortified , he 
could not flay to hear my leafons , being 
engaged to go that moment to dine with the 
Due de C • •' 

But if it is not tco far to come to Verfailles 
to eat your fonp with me , I beg, before you 
leave France , I may have the pleafure of 
knowing you retract your opinion—or, in 
what manner you fupport it.—But if you do 
fupport i t , Monf. l'Anglois, laid he , you 
muft do it with all your powers, becaufe you 
have the whole world againft you.—Ipromif-
ed the Count I would do myfelf the honour 
of dining with him before I fet out for Italy— 
fo took my leave. 

THE TEMPTATION. 
PARIS. 

HEN I alighted at the hotel, the porter 
told me a young woman with, a band-box 
had been that moment inquiring for me.—I 
do not know, faid the porter , whether she 
is gone away or no. I took the key ot my 



chamber of him, and went up flairs; and when 
I had got within ten fteps of the top of the 
landing before my door , I met her coming 
eafdy down. 

It was the fair fille de chambre I had walk
ed along the Quai de Conti with : Madame 
de R * * • ' had fent her upon fome commif-
fions to a marchande de modes , within a ftep 
or two of the hotel de Modene ; and as I had 
failed in wait'mgupon her, had bid her inquire 
if I had left Paris; and if fo, whether I had 
not left a letter addreffed to her. 

As the fat fille de chambre was fo near my 
door, she returned back , and went into the 
room with me for a moment or two , whilft 
I wrote a card. 

It was a fine ftill evening, in the latter 
end of the month of May—the crimfon 
window curtains (which were of the fame 
colour of thofe of the bed) were drawn 
clofe—the fun was fetting , and reflected 
through them fo warm a tint into the fair 
fille de chambresface—I thought she blushed 
—the idea of it made me blush alfo—we 
were quite alone; and that fuperinduccd a 
fecond blush , before the firft could get off. 

There is a fort, of a plcafing half-guitly 
blush, where theblood is morcinfault than the 
man—it is fent impetuous from the heart , 
and virtue flies after it—not to call it back , 
but to make the fenfation of it more deli
cious to the neryes—it is afTocir.ted— 
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But I will not defcribe it.—I felt fomething; 

at firft within me , which was not in ftrict 
unilbn with the leflbn of virtue I had given 
her the night before—I fought five minutes 
for a card—I knew I had not one.—I took 
up a pen—I laid it down again—my hand 
trembled—the devil was in me. 

I know as well as any one, he is an ad
versary, whom if we refill, he will fly from 
us—but I feldom refiit him at a l l ; from a 
terror, that though I may conquer , I may 
ftill get a hurt in the combat—fo I gave up 
the triumph for fecurity ; and inftead of 
thinking to make bim fly , I generally fly 
myfelf. 

The fair fille de Chambre came clofe up to 
the bureau were I was looking for a card-
took up firfl the pen I cafl down , then offer
ed to hold me the ink : she ottered it fo 
fweetly, I was going to accept it—butldurft 
not—1 have nothing, my dear, faid I , to 
write upon.—Write i t , faid she , limply, upon 
any thing.— 

I was jufl going to cry out , Then I will 
write i t , fair girl I upon thy lips.— 

If I do , faid I , I shall perish—fo 1 took 
her by the hand, and led her to the door , 
and begged she would not forget the leffon 
1 had given her—She faid , indeed she would 
not—and as she uttered it witJi fome ear-
neftnefs, she turned about, and gave me both 
her hands, clofed together, into mine—it 



was impofTible not to comprefs them in that 
fituation—I wished to let them go; and all 
the time I held them, I kept arguing within 
myfelf ..gunft it—and flill I held rfreni on — 
In two minutes I found I had all the battle to 
fight over again—and I felt my legs and every 
limb about me tremble at the idea. 

The foot of the bed was within a yard 
and a half of the place where we were ftand-
ing—I had fhll hold of her hands—and how 
it happened 1 can give no account , but I 
neither asked her—nor drew her—nor did I 
think of the bed—but fo it did happen, we 
both fat down. 

1 will juft shew you , faid the f.ur fille de 
chambre , the little purfe I have been mak
ing to-day to hold your crown. So she put 
her hand into her right pocket, which was 
next me , and felt for it for fome time—then 
into the left—a She had loft it.';—1 never 
bore expectation more quietly—it was in her 
right potket at laft—she pulled it out; it was 
of green taffetas, lined with a little hit of 
white quilted fattin, and juft big enough to 
hold the crown—she put it into my hand— 
it was pretty ; and I held it ten minutes 
With the back of my hand reft'mg upon her 
lap—looking fometimes at the purfe , fome
times on one fide of it. 

A flitch or two had broke out in the ga
thers of my flock—the fair fille de chambre, 
without faying a word, took out her- little 
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houfewife, threaded a fmall needle, andfewed 
it up—I forefaw it would hazard the glory 
of the day ; and as she palled her hand in fi-
lence acrofs and acrofs my neck in the ma
noeuvre, I felt the laurels shake, which fancy 
had wreathed about my head. 

A ftrap had given way in her walk, and 
the buckle of her shoe was juft falling off -
See , faid the fille de chambre , holding up her 
foot—I could not for my foul but faften the 
buckle in return, and putting in the ftrap—and 
lifting up the other foot with i t , when I had 
done, to fee both were right—in doing it 
too fuddenly—it unavoidably threw the fair 
fille de chambre off her centre—and then— 

T H E C O N Q U E S T . 

PARIS. 

Y E S— a n d then—Ye whofe clay-cold heads, 
and lukewarm hearts, can argue down, or 
mask your paffions—tell me , what trcfpafs is 
it that man should have them ? or how his 
fpirit ftands anfwerable to the Father of fpi-
rits, but for his conduct under them ? 

If nature has fo wove her web of kind-
nefs, that fome threads of love and defire 
are entangled with the piece—mufl the whole 
web be rent in drawing them out ?—Whip me 
fuch Stoics , great Governor of nature ! 
faid I to myfelf—Wherever thy providence 
shall place me for the trials of my virtue— 
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whatever is my danger—whatever is my fi
tuation—let me feel the movements which 
rile out of it , and which belong to me as a 
man—and i f I govern them as a good one—I 
will truft the iffues to thy juftice , for thou 
hail made us—and not we ourfelves. 

As I finished my addrefs, I raifed the fair 
fille de chambre up by the band , and led her 
out of the room—she flood by me till I lock
ed the door and put the key in my pocket— 
and then—the victory being quite decifive— 
and not till flien , 1 preffed my lips to her 
cheek, ana taking her by the hand again, led 
her fafe to the gate of the hotel. 

THE MYSTERY. 
PARIS. 

I F a man knows the heart, he will know it 
was impoffible to go back inftantly to my 
chamber—it was touching a cold key with a 
flat third to i t , upon the clofe of a piece of 
mufic, which had called forth my affections 
—therefore, when I let go the hands of the 
fille de chambre , 1 remained at the gate of 
the hotel for fome time , looking at every one 
who paffed by, and forming conjectures upon 
them, rill my attention got fixed upon a fingle 
object, which confounded all kind of rea-
fojaing upon him. 

It was a tall figure of a philofophic, ferious , 
aduft look, which paffed and repaffed fedate-



ly along the ftreet, making a turn ofabouf 
fixty paces on each fide of the gate of the 
hotel—the man was about fifty-two—had a 
fmall cane under his arm—was dreffed in a 
dark drab-coloured coat, waift-coat and bree
ches , which feemed to have feen fome 
years fervice—they were frill clean, and there 
was a little air of frugal proprcte throughout 
him. By his pulling off his bat , and his atti
tude of accofling a good many in his way , 
I law he was asking charity ; ib I got a fous 
or two out of my pocket, ready to, give 
hjm , as he took me in his turn—He paffed 
by me without asking any thing—and yet 
did not go five flops further before he asked 
charity of a little woman—I was much, more 
likely to have given of the two—Hg had 
fcarce done with the woman, when he pul
led off his hat to another who was coming 
the fame way.—An ancient gentleman came 
flov/ly—and,af er him a young fmart one— 
He let them both pafs, and asked nothing : I 
flood obferving him half an hour , in which 
time he had made a dozen turns backwards 
and forwards, and'found that he invariably 
purfued the fame plan. 

There were two things very lingular in 
this , which fet my brain to work, and to no 
purpofe—the firfl was, why the man should 
only tell his (lory to the fex— and fecondly— 
Tv hat kind of ftory it was , and what fpecrcs 
of eloquence it could be, which foftened the 



hearts of the women , which he knew it 
was to no purpofe to pracVife upon the men. 

There w t re two other circumftances which 
entangled this my fiery—the one was , he 
told every woman what he had to fay in 
her ear, and in a way which had much, more 
the air of a fecret than a petition,—the other 
was, it was always fuccef ful—he never flop
ped a woman, but she pulled out her purfe , 
and immediately gave him fomething. 

I could form no fyftcm to explain the phe
nomenon. 

I had got a riddle to amufe me for the 
reft of the evening, fo I walked up flairs 
to my chamber. 

THE CASE OF CONSCIENCE. 
PARIS. 

I W A S immediately followed up by the maf
ter of the hotel, who came into my room to 
tell me I muft provide lodgings elfewhtre — 
How fo, friend I faid I.—He anfwered , 1 had 
had a young woman locked up with me two 
hours that evening in my bed-chamber, and 
it was againft the rules of his houfe.—Very 
we l l , faid 1, we will all part friends then— 
for the girl is no worfe—and I am no worfe 
—and you will be juft as I found you—It 
was enough , he faid, to overthrow the credit 
of his h6tel.—Voyc{ vous, Monfieur, faid he, 
pointing to the foot of the bed we had been 



fitting upon.—I own it had fomething of the 
appearance of an evidence ; but my pride 
riot fullering me to enter into any detail of 
the cafe , I exhorted him to let his foul fleep 
in peace, as I refolved to let mine do that 
night, and that I would difcharge what I 
owed him atbreakfaft. 

I should not have minded , Monfieur, faid 
he , if you had had twenty girls—Itisafcore 
more, replied I , interrupting him, than I 
ever reckoned upon—Provided, added he, 
it had been but in a morning—And does the 
difference of the time of the day at Paris , 
make a difference in the fin ?—It made a dif
ference, he faid, in the fcandal.—I like a 
good diflinclion in my heart; and cannot fay 
I was intolerably out of temper- with the 
man—I own it is neceffary, re-affumed the 
mafter of the hotel, that a ftranger at Paris 
should have the opportunities prefented to 
him of buying lace and filk ftockings and 
nifties , et tout cela—and it is nothing if a 
womancomeswithaband box.—O'my confer
ence , faid I , she had one ; but I never look
ed into it.—Then , Monfieur, faid he, has 
bought nothing.—Not one earthly thing, re
plied I.—Becaufe , faid he, I could recom
mend one to you who would ufe you en 
confidence.—But I muft fee her this night , 
faid I—He made me a low bow , and walked 
down. 

Now shall I triumph over this maitrc d'fw' 



ttl, cried I—and what then ?—Then I shall 
let him fee I know he is a dirty fellow.— 
And what then ?—What then !—I was too 
near myfelf to fay it was for the fake of 
others.—I had no good anfwer left—there 
was more of fpleen than principle in my pro
ject, and I was fick of it before the execution. 

In a few minutes the GrifTet came in with 
her box of lace—I will buy nothing , how
ever , faid I , within myfelf. 

The GrifTet would shew me every thing 
—I was hard to pleafe : she would not feem 
to fee i t ; she opened her little magazine, 
laid all her laces one after another before 
me—unfolded and folded them up again , one 
by one, with the mofl patient fweetnefs—I 
might buy—or not—she would let me have 
every thing at my own price—the poor 
creature feemed anxious to get a penny ; 
and laid herfelf out to win me , and not fo 
much in a manner which feemed artful, as 
in one I felt fimple and careffmg. 

If there is not a fund of honeft Gullibility 
in man , fo much the worfe—my heart relent
ed, and 1 gave up my fecond refoluuon as 
quietly as the firft— Why should 1 chaftife 
one for the trefpafs of another ( if thou art 
tributary to this tyrant of an hoft , thought 
I , looking up in her face, fo much harder 
is thy bread, 

If I bad not had more than four louis d'orin 
my purfe, there was no fuch thing asrifing 



up and shewing her the door, till I had firft 
laid three of them out in a pair of ruffles. 

—The mafter of the hotel will share the 
profit with her-—no matter—then I have only 
paid , as many a poor foul has paid before 
we , for an act he could not do , or think of. 

THE RIDDLE. 
P A R I S . 

W HEN La Fleur came up to wait upon 
me at fupper , he told me how forry the 
mafter of the hotel was for his affront to 
me in bidding me change my lodgings. 

A man who values a good night's reft 
will not lie down with enmity in his heart, 
if he can help it—So I bid La Fleur tell the 
mafter of the hotel , that I was forry , on 
my fide , for the occafion I had given him— 
and you may tell him , if you w i l l , La 
Fleur, added I , that if the young woman 
should call again, I shall not fee her. 

This was a facrifice, not to him , but my
felf, having refolved , after fo narrow an 
efcape, to run no more risks , but to leave 
Paris, if it was poffible , with all the virtue 
I entered it. 

C'ejl deroger a nohlcjje , Monfieur , faid La 
Fleur, making me a bow down to the ground 
as he faid it—Et encore, Monfieur, faid he, 
may change his fenriments—and if {par ha-
%ard) he should like to amufe himfelf—I 
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find no amufement in i t , faid I , interrupt
ing him— 

Man Dieu! fatd'La Fleur,—and took away. 
In an hours time he came to put me to bed, 

and was more than commonly officious— 
fomethinghung upon his lips to fay to me, or 
ask me, which he could nor get off; I could 
not conceive what it was; and, indeed , gave 
myfelf little trouble to find it out, as I had 
another riddle fo much more inter effing upon 
my mind , which was that of the man's asking 
charity before the door of the hotel—I would 
have given any thing to have got to the 
bottom of it ; and that, not out of curiofity 
—it is fo low a principle of inquiry, in gene
ral , I would not purchafe the gratification of 
it with a two-fous piece—but a fecret, I 
thought, which fo foon and fo certainly 
foftcned the heart of every woman you 
came near, was a fecret at leaf! equal to the 
philofophcr's ftone : had I had both the In
dies, I would have given up one to have been 
mafter of it. 

I tofled and turned it almoft all night long 
in my brains , to no manner of purpofe ; and 
when I awoke in the morning, I found my 
fpirit as much troubled with my dreams , as 
ever the king of Babylon had been with 
his; and I will not hefitate to affirm , it would 
have puzzled all the wife men of Paris, as 
much as thofe of Chaldea, to have given 
its interpretation. 



L E DIMANCHE. 
PARIS. 

I T was Sunday ; and when La Fleur came 
in , in the morning , with my coffee and roll 
and butter , he had got himfelf fo gallantly 
arrayed, I fcarce knew him. 

I had covenanted at Montriul to give him 
a new hat with a filver button and loop , and 
four louis d'or pour s'adonifer, when we got 
to Paris ; and the poor fellow, to do him 
jufticc, had done wonders with it. 

He had bought a bright, clean , good 
fcarlet coat, and a pair of breeches of the 
fame—They were not a crown worfe, he 
faid , for the wearing—I wished him hanged 
for telling me—they looked fo fresh , that 
though I knew the thing could not be done, 
yet I would rather have impofed upon my 
fancy with thinking I had bought them new 
for the fellow , than that they had come out 
of the Rue de la Friperic. 

This is a nicety which makes not the 
heart fore at Paris. 

He had purchafed,moreover, a handfome 
blue fattin waifkoat, fancifully enough em
broidered—this was indeed fomething the 
worfe for the fervice it had done , but it 
was clean fcoured—the gold had been touch
ed up, and upon the whole was rarber showy 
than other wife—and as the blue was not \ io- . 



violent ,it fuited with the coat and breeches 
very well: he had fqueezed out of the money, 
moreover, a new bag and a folitaire; and 
had infilled with the fnpier, upon a gold pair 
of garters to his breeches knees—He had 
purchafed mufbn ruffles , bien brodies , with 
four livres of bis own money—and a pair of 
white filk flockings for five more—and, to 
top all , nature had given him a handfome 
figure , without coiling him a fous. 

He entered the room thus fet off, with 
his hair dreifed in the firft fide, and with a 
handfome bouquet in his breafl—in a word, 
there was that look of feflivity in every 
thing about him , which at once put me in 
mind it was Sunday—and by combining both 
together , it inftantly ftruck me , that the 
favour he wished to ask of me the night be
fore , was to fpend the day , as every body in 
Paris fpent i t , befides. I had fcarce made the 
conjecture , w hen La Fleur, with infinite hu
mility , but with a look of truft, as if I 
should not refute him, begged I would grant 
him the day , pour faire le galant vis-a-vis de 
fa maitrejje. 

Now it was the very thing I iutended to 
do myfelf vis-a-vis Madame de R***—I had 
retained the remife on purpofe for it , and it 
would not have mortified my vanity to have 
had a fervant fo well drefled as La Fleur 
was, to have got up behind it: I never could 
have worfe fpared him. 



• 

But we m u l t / « / , not argue in thefe em-
barratfments—the fons and daughters of fer-
vice part with liberty , but not with nature 
in their contracts; they are flesh and blood , 
and have their little vanities and wishes in 
the midft of the houfe of bondage, as well 
as their task-maflers—no doubt , they have 
fet their felf-denials at a price—and their 
expectations are fo unreafonable , that I 
would often difappoint them , but that their 
condition puts it fo much in my power to 
doit. 

Behold—Behold, I am the fervant—di farms 
me at once of the powers of a matter— 

—Thou shah go , La Fleur! faid'I. 
—And what miftrefs , La Fleur , faid I » 

canfl thou have picked up in fo little a time 
at Paris ? La Fleur laid liis hand upon his 
breafl, and faid it was a petite demoijelle at 
Monfieur le Comte de B****'s—La Fleur 
had a heart made for fociety ; and , to fpeak 
the truth of him , let as few occafionsflip him 
as his mafter—fo that fome how or other 
•—but how—heaven knows—he had conneet-
cd himfelf with the demoifelle upon the land
ing of the flair-cafe, during the time I was 
taken up with my paffport; and as there 
was time enough for me to win the Count 
to my interefl, La Fleur had contrived to 
make it do to win the maid to his—The 
family, it feems , was to be at Paris that 
day , and he had made a party with her, 



and two or three more of the Count's houf 
hold, upon the boulevards. 

Happy people! that once a week at leaft 
are fure to lay down all your cares together; 
and fiance, and fing,and fportaway the weights 
of grievance , which bow down the fpirit 
of other nations to the earth 1 

THE FRAGMENT. 

PARIS. 

- L A F L E U R bad left me fomething to amufe 
myfelf with for the day more than I had 
bargained for , or could have entered either 
into his head or mine. 

He had brought the little print of butter 
upon a currant leaf; and as the morning was 
warm , and he had a good ftep to bring i t , 
he had begged a sheet of wafte paper to 
put betwixt the currant leaf and his hand-
As that was plate fiifncient, I bade him lay 
it upon the table as it was ; and as I refolv-
ed to ftay wiihin all day, I ordered him 
to call upon the traitcur to befpeak my din
ner , and leave me to breakfaft by myfelf. 

When I had finished the butter , I threw 
the currant leaf out of the window , and was 
going to do the fame by the wafte paper 
—but Hopping to read a line firft , and that 
drawing me on to a fecond and third—I 
thought it better worth ; fo I shut the win-



dow , and drawing a chair up to it , I fat 
down to read it. 

It was in the old French of Rabelais's time, 
and for aught 1. know might have been wrote 
by him—it was moreover in a Gothic letter, 
and that fo faded and gone off by damps 
and length of time , it coff me infinite trou
ble to make any thing of it—I threw it 
down ; and then wrote a letter to Eugenius 
—then I took it up again , and embroiled my 
patience with it afresh—and then to cure that, 
I wrote a letter to Eliza.—Still it kept hold 
of me ; and the difficulty of understanding it 
increafed but the defire. 

I got my dinner; and after I had enlighten
ed my mind with a bottle of Burgundy > 
I at it again—and after two or three hours 
poring upon it, with almoft as deep attention 
as ever Gruter or Jacob Spon did upon a 
nonfenfical infeription , 1 thought I made 

way , I imagined , was to turn it into Eng~ 
lish, and fee how it would look then—fo * 
went on leifurely , as a trifling man does > 
fometimes writing a fentence—then taking a 
turn or two—and then looking how the world 
went, out of the window; fo that it was 
nine o'clock at night before I had done it 

- —I then began and read it as follows. 

fenfe of i t ; but to make 

T H E 



THE FRAGMENT. 
PARIS. 

—Now ,as the notary's wife difputed the 
point with the notary with too much heat— 
I wish,faid the notary, throwing down the 
parchment , that there was another notary 
here only to fet down and atteft all this— 

—And what would you do then, Monfieur ? 
faid she, fifing haftily up—the notary's wife 
was a little fume of a woman , and the notary 
thought it well to avoid a hurricane by a 
mild reply—I would go , anfwered he , to 
bed.—You may go to the devil, anfwered 
the notary's wife. 

Now there happening to be but one bed in 
the houfe, the other two rooms being un
furnished , as is the cuftom at Paris , and the 
notary not caring to lie in the fame bed with 
a woman who had but that moment fent him 
pell-mell to the devil, went forth with his hat, 
and cane, and short cloak, the night being 
very windy, and walked out il l at eafe to
wards the pontneuf. 

O f all the bridges which ever were built, the 
whole world who have paffed over the pont 
neuf, muft own , that it is the nobleft—the hnefl 
—the grandeft—the lighteft—the longeft—the 
broadeft that ever conjoined land and land toge
ther upon the face of the terraqueous globe— 

By this it feems as if the author of the fragment 
had not been a Frenchman, 

G 



The word fault which divines and the 
doctors of the Sorbonne can alledge againft 
i t , is , that if there is but a cap-full of wind 
in or about Paris, it is more blafphemoufly 
[acre Dicud there, than in any other aper
ture of the whole city—and with reafon, good 
and cogent, Meflleurs; for it comes againft 
you without crying gave done, and with fuch 
wnpremeditable puffs, that of the few who 
crofs it with their hats on, not one in fifty 
but hazards two livres and a half, which is 
its full worth. 

The poor notary, juft as he was pafting by 
the fentry, inftinctively clapped his cane to 
the fide of it, but in raifing it up, the point of 
his cane catching hold of the loop of the fen-
tinel's hat,hoifted it over the lpikes of the 
balluftrade clear into the Seine.— 

—It is an ill. wind, faid a boatman, who 
catched i t , which, blows nobody any good. 

The fentry, being a Gafcon> incontinently 
twirled up his whiskers, and levelled his 
harquebufs. 

HarquebufTes in thofe days went off with 
matches > and an old woman's paper lantern 
at the end of the bridge happening to be blown 
out , she had borrowed the (entry's match 
to light it—it gave a moment's time for the 
Gafcon's blood to run cool, and. turn the 
accident better to his advantage—h is an ill-
wind, faid he, catching off the notary's caftor* 
and legitimating the capture with the boatman s 
adage. 



The poor notary crofted the bridge, and 
parting along the Rue Dauphine into the 
fauxbourg of St. Germain , lamented himfelf 
as he walked along, in this manner: 

Lucklefs man that I am ! faid the notary , 
to be the fport of hurricanes all my days— 
to be born to have the ftorm of ill language 
levelled againft me and my profeftion where 
ever I go—to be forced into marriage by the 
thunder of the church to a tempeft of a 
woman—to be driven forth out of my houfe 
by domeftic winds , and defpoilcd of my 
caftor by pontifk ones—to be here, bare
headed, in a windy night, at the mercy of 
the ebbs and flows of accidents—where am 
I to lay my head ?—miferable man 1 what 
wind in the two-and-thirty points of the whole" 
Compafs can blow unto thee, as it does to 
the reft of thy fellow-creatures , good! 

As the notary was parting on by a dark 
paffage, complaining in this fort, a voice 
called out to a girl, to bid her run for the 
next notary—now the notary being the next, 
and availing himfelf of his fituation , walked 
up the paffage to the door , and paffrng-
through an old fort of a faloon , was usher
ed into a large chamber difmantled of every 
thing but along military pike—a brcaft-plate 
—a rufty old fword, and bandoleer, hung 
up equidiftant in four different places againft 
the wall. 

An old perfonage , who had heretofore 



been a gentleman, and , unlefs decay of 
fortune taints the blood along with i t , was a 
gentleman at that time, lay fupporting his 
head upon his hand in his bed ; a little table 
with a taper burning was fet clofe befide 
it , and clofe by the table was placed a 
chair—the notary fat him down in i t ; and 
pulling out his ink-horn and a sheet or two 
of paper which he had in his pocket, he 
placed them before him , and dipping his 
pen in his ink, and leaning his breaft over 
the table , he difpofed every thing to make 
the gentleman's laft will and teftament. 

Alas! Monfieur le Notaire, faid the gen
tleman , raifing himfelf up a little , I have 
nothing to bequeath, which will pay the ex-
pence of bequeathing, except the hiftory of 
myfelf, which 1 could not die in peace un
lets I left it as a legacy to the world; the 
profits arifing out of i t , I bequeath to you 
for the pains of taking it from me—it is a 
ftory fo uncommon, it muft be read by all 
mankind—it will make the fortunes of your 
houfe—The notary dipped his pen into his 
ink-horn—AI mighty director of every event 
in my life! faid the old gentleman, looking 
up earneftly and raifing his hands towards 
heaven—thou whofe hand has led me on 
through fuch a labyrinth of ftrange paffages 
down into this fcene of defolation , affift 
the decaying memory of an old , infirm, and 
broken-hearted man—direct my tongue by 



the fpirit of thy eternal truth, that ihis Gran
ger may fet down nought but what is written 
in that B O O K , from whofe records, faid he, 
clafping his hands together , I am to be con
demned or acquitted !—the notary held up 
the point of his pen betwixt the taper and 
his eye— 

—It is a (lory , Monfieur le Notaire, faid 
the gentleman, which will roufe up every 
affect ion in nature—it will kill the humane , 
and touch the heart of cruelty herfelf with 
pity— 

—The notary was inflamed with a defire to 
begin, and put his pen a third time into his 
inkhorn—and the old gentleman turning a 
little more towards the notary , began, to 
dictate his ftory in thefe words— 

_—And where is the reft of it , La Fleur ? 
faid I , as he juft entered the room. 

THE FRAGMEMT. 

AND THE ^BOUQUET. 
PARIS. 

HEN La Fleur came up clofe to the ta
ble , and was made to comprehend what 
I wanted , he told me there were only two 
other sheets of it , which he had wrapt 
round the italics of a bouquet, to keep it toge
ther , which he had prefented to the demoi-

* Nofcgay. 



felle upon the boulevards—Then , prithee , La 
Fleur , faid I , ftep back to her to the Count 
de B***'s hotel, and fee if thou canfl get it 
—There is no doubt of i t , faid La Fleur— 
and away he flew. 

In a very little time the poor fellow came 
back quite out of breath , with deeper marks 
of difappointment in his looks than could 
arife from the Ample irreparability of the 
fragment—Jufteciell in lefs than two minutes 
that the poor fellow had taken his laft tender 
farewell of her—his faithlefs miftrefs had 

flven his gage d'amour to one of the Count's 
botmen—the footman to a young fempflrefs 

—and the fempflrefs to a fiddler , with my 
fragment at the end of it—Our misfortunes 
were involved together—I gave a figh—and 
La Fleur echoed it back again to my ear— 

—How perfidious! cried La Fleur—How 
unlucky! faid I. 

—I should not have been mortified, Mon
fieur, quoth La Fleur, if she had loft it—• 
Nor I , La Fleur , faid I , had I found it. 

"Whether I did or no, will be feen here
after. 

THE ACT OF CHARITY. 
PARIS. 

X HE man who either difdains or fears to 
walk up a dark entry, may be an excellent 
good man , and fit for a hundred things; 



but be will not do to make a good fenti-
mental traveller. I count little of the many 
things I fee pafs at broad noon day , in large 
and open ftreets—Nature is shy, and hates 
to acf before fpe&ators ; but in fuch an 
unobferved comer, you fometimes fee a 
fmgle short fcene of her's , worth all the 
fentiments of a dozen French plays com
pounded together—and yet they are abso
lutely fine—and whenever I have a more 
brilliant affair upon my hands than common, 
as they fult a preacher juft as well as a hero, 
I generally make my fermon out of them 
—and for the text—" Cappadocia, Pontns and 
Afia, Phrygia and Pamphilia »—is as good 
as any on- in the Bible. 

There is a long dark paffage itTuing out 
from the opera comique into a narrow ftreet; 
it is trod by a few who humbly wait for a 
fiacre , * or wish to get off quietly on foot 
when the opera is done. At the end of i t , 
towards the theatre , tis lighted by a fmall 
candle, the light of which is almoft loft be
fore you get half-way down , but near the 
door—it is more for ornament than ufe : you 
fee it as a fixed ftar of the leaft magnitude; 
it burns—but does little good to the world, 
that we know of. 

In returning along this patfagc , I difcern-
ed , as I approached within five or fix paces 

* Hackney-coach. 



of the door, two ladies Handing arm in arm, 
with their backs againft the wal l , waiting, 
as I imagined , for a fiacre—as they were 
next the door , I thought they had a prior 
right; fo edged myfelf up within a yard or 
little more of them, and quietly took my 
Hand—I was in black , and fcarce feen. 

The lady next me was a tall lean figure 
of a woman of about thirty-fix; the other 
of the fame fize and make, of about forty; 
there was no mark of wife or widow in any 
one part of either of them—they feemed 
10 be two upright veflal fiflers , unfapped 
by careffes , unbroke in upon by tender 
falutations: I could have wished to have made 
them happy—their happinefs was deflined , 
that night, to come from another quarter. 

A low voice , with a good turn of ex-

J>reflion, and fweet cadence at the end of i t , 
pegged for a twelve-fous piece betwixt them , 
for the love of heaven. I thought it fingular, 
that a beggar should fix the quota of an alms 
—and that the fum should be twelve times 
as much as what is ufually given in the dark. 
They both feemed aftonished at it as much 
as myfelf—Twelve fous! faid one—a twelve-
fous piece ! faid the other—and made no 
reply. 

The poor man faid, He knew not how 
to ask lefs of ladies of their rank; and bowed 
down his head to the ground. 

Poo! faid they—we have no money. 



The beggar remained filent for a moment 
or two , and renewed his {application. 

Do not , my fair young ladies, faid he , 
flop your good ears againft me—Upon my 
word , honeft man 1 faid the younger , we 
have no change—Then God blefs you, faid 
the poor man, and multiply thofe joys which 
you can give to others without change !— 
I obferved the elder filter put her hand into 
her pocket—I will fee, faid she , if I have 
fous.—A fous! give twelve; faid the fuppli-
cant; Nature has been bountiful to you , 
be bountiful to a poor man. 

1 would , friend , with all my heart, faid 
the younger , if I bad it. 

M y fair charitable ! faid he , addrefting 
himfelf to the elder—What is it but your 
goodnefs and humanity which make your 
bright eyes fo fweet, that they outshine the 
morning even in this dark paffage ? and what 
was it which made the Marquis tie Santerre 
and his brother fay fo much of you both as 
they juft pa{fed by ? 

The two ladies feemed much affeited ; 
and impulfively at the fame time they both 
put their hands into their pocket, and each 
took out a twelve-fous piece. 

The conteft betwixt them and the poor 
fupplicant was no more—it was continued 
betwixt themfelves, which ofthetwo should 
give the twelve-fous piece in charity—and 
to end the difpute, they both gave it toge
ther , and the man went away. 1 G 5 



THE RIDDLE EXPLAINED. 

P A R I S . 

I S T E P PE D haftily after him : it was the 
very man whofe fuccefs in asking charity of 
the women before the door of the hotel 
had fo puzzled me—and I found at once his 
fecret, or at leaft the bafis of it—it was 
flattery. 

Delicious effence ! how refreshing art thou 
to nature ! how ftrongly are all its powers 
and all its weakneffes on thy fide ! how 
fweetly doft thou mix with the blood, and 
help it through the moft difficult and tor
tuous paffages to the heart ! 

The poor man, as he was not ftraiteneel 
for time , had given it here in a larger dofe : 
it is certain he had a way of bringing it into 
lefs form, for the many fudden cafes he had 
to do with in the ftreets ; but how he contriv
ed to correct, fweeten , concentre, and qua
lify it—I vex not my fpirit with the inquiry 
—it is enough, the beggar gained two twelve-
fous pieces—and they can beft tell the reft, 
who have gained much greater matters by it, 

PARIS. 

get forwards in the world not fo much 
by doing fervices, as receiving them: you 
take a withering twig, and put it in the ground: 



and then you water it , becaufe you have 
planted it. 

Monf. Le Comte de B***, merely becaufe 
he had done me one kindnefs in the affair of 
my paffport, would go on and dome another, 
the few days he was at Paris, in making me 
known to a few people of rank : and they 
were to prefent me to others, and (o on. 

I had got mailer of my fecret, juft in time 
to turn thefe honours to fome little account; 
other wife, as is commonly the caie, 1 should 
have dined or flipped a fingle time or two 
round , and then by translating French looks 
and attitudes into plain English, I shouldpre-
fently have feen, that I had got hold of the 
couvat * of fome more entertaining gaeft ; 
and in courfe should have refigned all my 
places one after another, merely upon the 
principle that I could not keep them.—As 
it was , things did not go much amlfs. 

I hud the honour of being introduced to 
the old Marquis de B : in days of yore 
he had fignalized himfelf by fome fmall feats 
of chivalry in the Cour d amour, and had 
dreffed himfelf out to the idea of tilts and 
tournaments ever fince—the Marquis de 
B wished to have it thought the affair 
was fomewhere eife than in his brain. « He 
» could like to take a trip to England, >* 
and asked much of the English ladies. Stay 

* Plate , napkin, knife, fork, and fpoon, 
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I J 6 A S E N T I M E N T A L 
where you are, I befeech you, Monf. le 
Marquis, faid I—Les MefTrs, Anglois can 
fcarce get a kind look from them as it is.— 
The Marquis invited me to flipper. 

Monf. P the farmer-general was juft 
as inquifitive about our taxes.—They were 
very confiderable , he heard—If we knew 
but how to collect them, faid I , making 
him a low bow. 

I could never have been invited to Mon
fieur P 's concerts upon any other terms. 

I had been mifreprefented to Madame de 
V as an efprit—Madame de V was 
an efprit herfelf; she burnt with impatience 
to fee me , and hear me talk. I had not 
taken my feat, before I faw she did not care 
a fous whether I had any wit or no—I was 
let in , to be convinced she had.—I call 
heaven to witnefs I never once opened the 
door of my lips. 

Madame de V — vowed to every creature 
she met, « She had never had more improv-
» ing converfation with a man in her life ». 

There are three epochas in the empire of 
a French-woman—She is coquette—then deift 
—•then devote: the empire during thefe is ne
ver loft—she only changes her fubjecls: 
when thirty-five years and more have un
peopled her dominion of the flaves of love , 
she repeoples it with flaves of infidelity—1 

and then with the flaves of the church. 
Madame de V*** was vibrating betwixt 



J O U R N E Y . ttf 
the firft of thefe epochas : the colour of the 
rofe was fading faft away—she ought to have 
been a deift five years before the time I 
had the honour to pay my firft vifit. 

She placed me upon the fame fophawith 
her, for the fake of difputing the point of 
religion more clofely.—In short , Madame 
de V * * * told me, she believed nothing. 

I told Madame de V * * * it might be her 
principle ; but I was fare it could not be her 
intereft to level the out - works , without 
•which I could not conceive , how fuch a 
citadel as her's could be defended—that there 
was not a more dangerous thing in the 
world , than for a beauty to be a deift— 
that it was a debt I owed my creed, not 
to conceal it from her—that I had not been 
five minutes fat upon the fopha befide her , 
but I had begun to form dcfigns—and what 
is it , but the fentiments of religion , and the 
perfuafion they had exifted in her brcaft , 
which could have checked them as they 
rofe up? 

We are not adamant, faid I , taking hold 
of her hand—and there is need of all reftraints, 
till age in her own time fteals in , and lays 
them on us—but, my dear lady, faid I , 
kiffmg her hand—it is too—too i'oon— 

I declare I had the credit all over Paris , 
of unperverting Madame de V* ¥ *—She 
affirmed to Monfieur D * * * and the Abbe 
M * * % that in one half hour I had faid 



more for revealed religion , than all their 
Encyclopedia had faid againll it—I was Idl
ed dire&ly into Madame de V * * *'s Coterie 
—and she put oft' the epocha of deifm for 
two years. 
• I remember it was in this Coterie, in the 
middle of a difeourfe , in which I was shew
ing the neceifity of a firft caufe , that the 
young Count de Faineant took me by the 
hand to the furtheft corner of the room , 
to tell me my folitahe was pinned too ftrait 
about my neck—It should be plus badinant , 
laid the Count, looking down upon his own 
—but a word, Monf. Yorick , to the wife— 

—And from the wife, Monf. le Comte, 
replied I, making him a bow—is enough. 

The Count de Faineant embraced me 
with more ardour than ever I was embraced 
by mortal man. 

For three weeks together, I was of every 
man's opinion I met—Pardilce Monf. Yorick 
a autant d'efprit que nous autres.—II raifonne 
bicn, faid another.—C'eftun ton enfant, faid a 
third.—And at this price I could have eaten 
and drank, and been merry all the days of 
my life at Paris ; but it was a dishoneft 
reckoning—I grew ashamed of it—it was the 
gain of a flavc—every fentiment of honour 
revolted againft it—the higher I got, the 
more was 1 forced upon my beggarly fyfiem— 
the better the Coterie—the more children of 
Art—I languished for thofe of Nature : and 



one night, after a moft vile proftitution of 
myfelf to half a dozen different people, I 
grew fick—went to bed--ordered La Fleur 
to get me horfes in the morning, to fet out 
for Italy. 

MARIA. 
M O U L I N E S . 

I NEVER felt what the diftrefsof plenty was 
in any one shape till now—to travel it through 
the liourbonnois, the fweeteft parr of France 
—in the hey-day cf the vintage, when Na
ture is pouring her abundance into every 
one's lap , and every eye is lifted up—a 
journey, through each ftep of which, Mu-

beats time to Labour, and all her children 
are rejoicing as they carry in their clufters 
—to pais through this with my affections 
flying out , and kindling at every group 
before me—and every one of them was 
pregnant with adventures. 

Juft heaven!—it would fill up twenty vo
lumes—and , alas ! I have but a few fmall 
pages left of this to crowd it into—and half 
of thefe muft be taken up with the poor 
Maria, my friend Mr.Shandy met with near 
Moulines. 

The ftory he had told of that difordered 
maid , affected me not a little in the reading; 
but when I got within the neighbourhood 
.Where she l ived, it returned fo ftrong into 



my mind , that I could not refill an im-
pnife which prompted mc to go Haifa league 
out of the road, to the village where her 
parents dwelt, to inquire after her. 

It is going , I own , like the Knight of the 
Woful Countenance, in queft of melancholy 
adventures—but I know not how it is, but 
I am never fo perfectly confeious of the 
exigence of a foul within me, as when I am 
entangled in them. 

The old mother came to the door , her 
looks told me the ftory before she opened 
her mouth—She had loft her husband : he 
had died , she faid , of anguish , for the 
lofs of Maria's fenfes, about a month before 
—she had feared at firft, she added , that it 
•would have plundered the poor girl of what 
little understanding was left—but on the con
trary , it had brought her more to herfelf 
—ftill she could not reft—her poor daughter, 
she faidj crying, was wandering fomewhere 
about the road— 

—Why docs my pulfe beat languid, as 
I write this ? and what made La Fleur , whofe 
heart feemed only to be tuned to joy, to 
pafs the back of his hand twice acrofs his 
eyes , as the woman flood and told it? I 
beckoned to the poflilion to turn back into 
the road. 

When we had got within half a league 
of Moulines, at a little opening in the road 
leading to a thicket, I discovered poor Ma-



ria fitting under a poplar—she was fitting 
with her elbow in her lap , and her bead 
leaning on one fide within her hand—a fmall 
brook ran at the foot of the tree. 

I bid the poftilion go on with the chaife 
to Moulines—and La Fleur to befpeak my 
fupper—and that I would walk after him. 

She was dreifed in white , and much as 
my friend defcribed her, except that her 
hair hung loofe, which before was twifled 
within a filk-net.—She had, fuperadded like-
wife to her jacket , a pale green ribband, 
which fell acrofs her shoulder to the waift; 
at the end of which hung her pipe.—Her 
goat had been as faitblefs as her lover; and 
she had got a little dog in lieu of him , 
which she had kept tied by a firing to her 
girdle ; as I looked at her dog, she drew him 
towards her with the firing— u Thou shalt 
» not leave me , Sylvio, » faid she. I looked 
in Maria's eyes , and faw she was thinking 
more of her father than of her lover or her 
little goat; for as she uttered them , the tears 
trickled down her cheeks. 

1 fat down clofe by her ; and Maria let 
me wipe them away as they fell, with my 
handkerchief.—I then fleeped it in my own 
—and then in her's—and then in mine—and 
then I wiped her's again—and as I did it , 
I felt fuch undefcribable emotions within 
me , as I am lure could not be accounted for 
from any combinations of matter and motion. 



I am pofitive I have a foul; nor can all 
the books with which materialifts have peft-
ered the world , ever convince me of the 
contrary. 

W HEN Maria had come a little to herfelf, 
I asked her if she remembered a pale thin 
perfon of a man, who had fat down betwixt 
her and her goat about two years before ? 
She faid , she was much unfettled at that 
time , but remembered it upon two accounts 
—that ill as she was, she faw the perfon 
pitied her ; and next, that her goat had 
flolen his handkerchief, and she had beat 
him for the theft—she had washed it , she 
faid , in the brook, and kept it ever fmce 
in her pocket, to reflore it to him, in cafe 
she should ever fee him again , which, she 
added, he had half promifed her. As she 
told me this, she took the handkerchief out 
of her pocket to let me fee it ; she had 
folded it up neatly in a couple of vine leaves, 
tied round with a tendril—on opening it , 
I faw an S marked in one of the corners. 

She had fmce that, she told me,flrayed 
asfarasRome, and walked round St. Peter's 
once—and returned back—that she (ou^d 
her way alone acrofs the Apennines—had 
travelled over all Lombardy without mo
ney—and tlirough the flinty roads of Sa
voy without shoes—how she had born it 

MARIA. 



and how she had got fupported, she could 
not tell—but God tempers the wind , laid Ma
ria , to the shorn lamb. 

Shorn indeed ! and to the quick, faid I ; 
and waft thou in my own land , where I 
have a cottage , I would take thee to i t , 
and shelter thee: thou shouldft eat of my 
own bread, and drink of my own cup—I 
would be kind to thy Sylvio—in all thy 
weakneffes and wanderings I woidd feek 
atter thee , and bring thee back—when the 
fun went down, I would fay my prayers , 
and when I had done, thou shouldft play 
thy evening fong upon thy pipe , nor would 
the incenfeof my facrifice be worfe accepted, 
for entering heaven along with that of a 
broken heart. 

Nature melted within me , as 1 uttered 
this; and Maria obferving , as I took out 
my handkerchief ,. that it was fteeped too 
much already to be of ufc, would need go 
wash it in the ftream.—And where will you 
dry it , Maria? faid I—I will dry it in my 
bofom, faid she—it will do me good. 

And is your heart ftill fo warm , Maria? 
faid I. 

I touched upon the firing on which bung 
all her forrows—she looked with wiftful 
diforder for fome time in my face ; and 
then, without faying any thing, took her 
pipe , and played her fervice to the Virgin 
—The firing I had touched ceafed to v i -



brare—in a moment or two Maria returned 
to herfelf—let her pipe fall—and rofe up. 

And where are you going, Maria? faid I. 
—She faid , to Moulines —Let us go , faid I , 
together.—Maria put her arm within mine, 
and lengthening the firing, to let the dog 
follow—in that order we entered Moulines. 

M A R I A. 

M O U L I N E S . 

T H O U G H I hate falutations and greetings 
in the market-place, yet when we got into 
the middle of this, I flopped to take my laft 
look and laft farewell of Maria. 

Maria , though not tali, was neverthelefs 
of the firft order of fine forms—affliction had 
touched her looks with fomething that was 
fcarce earthly—dill she was feminine—and 
fo much was there about her of all that the 
heart wishes, or the eye looks for in woman, 
that could the traces be ever worn out of 
her brain , and thofe of Eliza's out of mine, 
she should not only eat of my bread and 
drink of my own cup, but Maria should lie 
in my bofom,and be unto me as a daughter. 

Adieu , poor lucklcfs maiden!—imbibe 
the oil and wine which the companion of 
a ftranger, as he journeyeth on his way, now 
pours into thy wounds—the Being who has 
twice bruited thee, can only bind them up 
for ever. 



THE BOURBONNOIS. 

T H E R E was nothing from which I had 
painted out for myfelf fo joyous a riot of 
the affections , as in this journey in the vin
tage, through this part of France; but pr ef
fing through this gate of fortow to i t , my 
fufferings have totally unfitted me : in every 
fcene of feftivity I faw Maria in the back
ground of the piece, fitting penfive under 
her poplar ; and I had got almoft to Lyons 
before I was able to caft a shade acrofs 
her— 

—Dear fenfibility ! fource inexhaufted of 
all that's precious in our joys, or coftly in 
our forrows 1 thou chainefttby martyr down 
iipon his bed of ftraw—and it is thou who 
lifts him up to H E A V E N—E t e r n a l fountain 
of our feelings!—it is here I trace thee— 
and this is thy « divinity which jlirs within me n 
—not, that in fome fad and fickening mo
ments , « my foul shrinks back upon herfelf, 
" and ftartles at deflrutlion »—mere pomp 
of words '.—but that 1 feel fome generous 
joys and enerous cares beyond myfelf—all 
comes from thee, great—great S E N S O R I U M 

of the word ! which vibrates, if a hair of our 
heads but falls upon the ground , in the 
remoteft defert of thy creation.—Touched 
with thee, Eugenius draws my curtain when 
1 iangmsii—hears my tale of fymptoms, and 



blames the weather for the diforder of his 
nerves. Thou giveft a portion of it fome-
t.mcs to the rougheft peafant who traverfes 
the bleakefl mountains—he finds the lacerated 
lamb of another's flock—This moment I 
beheld him leaning with his head againft his 
crook, with piteous inclination looking down 
upon it—Oh ! had I come one moment fooner! 
—it bleeds to death—his gentle heart Weeds 
with i t -

Peace to thee, generous fwain!—I fee thou 
walkeft off with anguish—but thy joys shall 
balance it—for happy is thy cottage—and 
happy is the sharer of it—and happy are* 
die lambs which iport about you. 

THE SUPPER. 

A SHOE coming loofe from the fore-foof 
of the thiil-horfe , at the beginning of the 
afcent of Mount Taurira , the poftillion dis
mounted , twifted the shoe oft, and put l t 

in his pocket; as the afcent was of five of 
fix miles, and that horfe our main depcu-
dance, I made a point of having the shoe 
fattened on again , as well as we could; but 
the poftillion had thrown away the nads > 
and the hammer in the chaife-box, being 
of no great ufe without them, I fubniittcd 
to go on. 

He had not mounted half a mile higher, 
•when coming to a flinty piece of road > 



the poor devil loft a fecond shoe, and from 
off his other fore-foot; I then got out of 
the chaife in good earneftjand feeing a houfe 
about a quarter of a mile to the left hand, 
with a great deal to do , I prevailed upon, 
the poftillion to turn up to it. The look 
of the houfe, and of every thing about i t , 
as we drew nearer, foon reconciled me to 
the difaft.r.—It was a little farm-houfe, fur-
rounded with about twenty acres of vine
yard , about as much corn—and clofe to 
the houfe, on one fide , was a potagerie of 
an acre and an half, full of every thing 
which could make plenty in a French pea
sant's houfe—and on tiie other fide was a. 
little wood which furnished wherewithal to 
drefs it. It was about eight in the evening 
when I got to the houfe—fo I left the poftil
lion to manage bis point as he could—and 
for mine , I walked directly into the houfe. 

The family confuted of an old grey
headed man and his wife, with five or fix 
fons and fons-in-law , and their feveral wives, 
and a joyous genealogy out of them. 

They were all fitting down together to 
their lcntil-foup; a large wheaten loaf was 
in the middle of the table ; and a flaggon 
of wine at each.end of it promifed joy 
through the ftages. of the repair."—'twas a 
feaft of love. 

The old man rofe up to meet me, and 
with a rcfpe&ful cordiality would have me 



fit clown at the table; my heart was fet 
down the moment I entered the room ; fo 
I fat down at once like a fon of the fa
mily ; and to invert myfelf in the character 
as fpeedily as I could, I inftantly borrowed 
the old man's knife , and taking up the loaf, 
cut myfelf a hearty luncheon ; and , as I 
did it , I faw a testimony in every eye , 
not only of an hone ft welcome , but of a 
welcome mixed with thanks that I had not 
feemed to doubt it. 

Was it this—or tell me, Nature , what 
elfe it was which made this morfel fo fweet 
—and to what magic I owe i t , that the 
draught I took of their flaggon was fo de
licious with i t , that they remain upon my 
palate to this hour ? 

If the fupper was to my tafte—the grace 
which followed it was much more fo. 

THE GRACE. 

" W H E N fupper was over, the old man 
gave a knock upon the table with the haft of 
his knife—to bid them prepare for the dance: 
the moment the fignal was given , the women 
and girls ran all together into a back apart
ment to tie up their hair—and the young 
men to thj door to wash" their faces, and 
change their fabots; and in three minutes, 
every foul was ready upon a little efpkv" 
nade before the houfe. to begin— The old 

man 



man and his wife came out laft , and , placing 
me betwixt them, fat down upon a fofa of 
turf by the door. 

The old man had fome fifty years ago 
been no mean performer upon the vklle 
—and , at the age he was then of, touched 
well enough for the purpofe. His wife fung 
now and then a little to the tune—then in
termitted—and joined her old man again , 
as their children and grand-children danced 
before them. 

It was not till the middle of the fecond 
dance, when , from fome paufes in the mo
vement wherein they all feemed to look up , 
I fancied I could diftinguish an elevation 
of fpirit different from that which is the 
caufe or the effect of fimple jollity.—In a 
word , I thought I beheld Religion mixing 
in the dance—but, as I had never feen her 
fo engaged, I should have looked upon it 
now as one of the illufions of an imagina
tion, which is eternally mifleading me, had 
not the old man , as foon as the dance ended, 
faid, that this was their conftant way; and 
that all his life long , he had made it a rule , 
after fupper was over , to call out his family 
to dance and rejoice : believing , he faid, 
that a chearful and contented mind was 
the beft fort of thanks to heaven that an 
illiterate peafant could pay— 

—Or a learned prelate either', faid I, 



THE CASE OF DELICACY. 

HEN you have gained the top of Mount 
Taurira, you run prefently down to L y 

ons—adieu then to all rapid movements 1 It 
is a journey of caution; and it fares better 
with fentiments, not to be in a hurry with 
them ; fo I contracted with a Voiturin to 
take his time with a couple of mules, and 
convey me in my own chaife fafe to Turin 
through. Savoy. 

Poor patient, quiet, honeft people! fear 
not; your poverty, the treafury of your 
fimple virtues , will not be envied you by 
the world, nor will your vallies be invaded 
by it.—Nature! in the midft of thy diforders, 
thou art ftill friendly to the fcantinefs thou 
haft created—with alt thy great works about 
thee , little haft thou left to give , either to the 
fcithe or to the fickle—but to that little, thou 
granteft fafety and protection ; and fweet are 
the dwellings which ftand fo sheltered! 

Let the way-worn traveller vent his com
plaints upon the fudden turns and dangers 
of your roads—your rocks—your precipices 
—the difficulties of getting up—the horrors 
©f getting down—mountains impracticable— 
and cataracts, which roll down great ftones 
from their fummits , and block up his road. 
—The peafants had been all day at work 
in removing a fragment of this kind be-



tween St. Michael and Madane; and by the 
time my Voiturin got to the place, it wanted 
full two hours of completing before a paf
fage could any how be gained : there was 
nothing but to wait with patience—it was a 
xvet and tempeftuous night; fo that, by the 
delay, and that together , the Voiturin found 
himfelf obliged to take up, five miles short 
of his flage , at a little decent kind of an 
inn by the road fide. 

I fortwith took poffeffion of my bed
chamber—got a good fire—ordered fupper; 
and was thanking heaven it was no worfe 
—when a voiture arrived with a lady in 
it and her fervant maid. 

As there was no other bed-chamber in 
the houfe, the hoflefs, without much nicety, 
led them into mine, telling them, as she 
ushered them in , that there was no body 
in it but an English gentleman—that there 
were two good beds in i t , and a clofet 
within the room which held another—The 
accent in which she fpoke of this third bed, 
did not fay much for it—however , she faid, 
there were three beds, and but three peo
ple—and she durft fay t the gentleman would 
do any thing to accommodate matters.—I 
left not the lady a moment to make a con
jecture about it—fo inftantly made a decla
ration I would do any thing in my power. 

As this did not amount to an abfolute fur-
render of my bed-chamber, I ftill felt my* 
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felf fo much the proprietor, as to have a 
right to do the honours of it—fo I defired 
the lady to fit down—prelfed her into the 
warmer! feat—called for more wood—de-
fired the hoflefs to enlarge the plan of the 
fupper, and to favour us with the very belt 
wine. 

The lady had fcarce warmed herfelf five 
minutes at the fire , before she began to 
turn her head back, and give a look at the 
beds; and the oftener she caff her eyes that 
way, the more they returned perplexed— 
I felt for her—and for myfelf; for in a few 
minutes, what by her looks, and the cafe 
itfelf, I found myfelf as much embarraffed 
as it was poffible the lady could be herfelf. 

That the beds we were to lie in were in 
ene and the fame room , was enough fim-
ply by itfelf to have excited all this—but 
the pofitionofthem, for they flood parallel, 
and fo very clofe to each other , as only to 
allow fpace for a fmall wicker chair betwixt 
them, rendered the affair flill more oppr ef-
five to us—they were fixed up moreover 
near the fire, and the projection of the chim
ney on one fide , and a large beam which 
croffed the room on the other, formed a 
kind of recefs for them that was no way 
favourable to the nicety of our fcnfations 
—if any thing could have added to i t , tt 
was, that the two beds were both of them 
fo very fmall, as to cut us off from eyery 



idea of the lady and the maid lying toge
ther ; which in either of them , could it have 
been feafible, my lying befide them, though 
a thing not to be wished , yet there was 
nothing in it fo terrible , which the imagina
tion might not have paffed over without 
torment. 

As for the little room within , it offered 
little or no confolation to us; it was a damp 
cold clofet, with a half difmantled window-
shutter , and with a window which had nei
ther glafs or oil paper in it to keep out 
the tempeft of the night. I did not endea
vour to flifle my cough when the lady gave 
a peep into i t ; fo it reduced the cafe in 
courfe to this alternative—that the lady 
should facrifice her health to her feelings, 
and take up with the clofet herfelf, and 
abandon the bed next mine to her maid— 
or that the girl should take the clofet, &c. 
&c. 

The lady was a Piedmnntefc of about 
thirty , with a clow of health in her cheeks. 
—The maid was a Lyonnoife of twenty, 
and as brisk and lively a French girl as ever 
moved.—There were difficulties evrry way 
—and the obftacle cf the flone in the road , 
which brought us into the diflrefs, great 
as it appeared whilft the peafants were re
moving i t , was but a pebble \o what lay 
hi our way now—1 have only to add , that 
1 1 did not leifen the weight which hung 
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upon our fpirits, that we were both too de
licate to communicate what we felt, to each 
other , upon the occafion. 

W e fat down to fupper ; and had we 
net bad more generous wine to it than a 
little inn in Savoy could have furnished , 
our tongues had been tied up, till Neceffity 
herfelf had fet them at liberty—but the la
dy having a few bottles of Burgundy in 
her voiture, fent down her fille de chambre 
for a cotiple of them ; fo that by the time 
fupper was over , and we were left alone, 
we felt ourfelves mfpired with a flrength 
of mind fufficient to talk , at leafl, without 
referve , upon our fituation. W c turned it 
everyway, and debated , and confidered it 
in all kinds of lights, in the courfc of a two 
hours negociation; at the end of which, 
the articles were fettled finally betwixt us, 
and fripulnted for, in form and manner of 
a treaty of peace—and , I believe , with as 
much religion and good faith on both fides, 
as in any treaty which has yet had the honour 
of being handed down to poflerity. 

They were as follow: 
Firft. As the right of the bed-chamber is 

in Monfieur—and he thinking the bed next 
to the fire to be the warmeff., he infills upon 
the conceffion on the lady's fide of taking 
up with it. 

Granted , on the part of Madame ; with 
a provifo, That as the curtains of that bed 



are of a fllmfy tranfparent cotton, and ap
pear likewife too fcanty to draw clofe, 
that the fdle de chambre shall fatten up the 
opening , cither by corking pins, or needle 
and thread , in fuch manner as shall be deemed 
a fulftcient barrier on the fide of Monfieur. 

idly. It is required on the part of Ma
dame, that Monfieur shall lie the whole 
night through in his robe de chambre. 

Rejected : inafmuch Monfieur is not worth 
a robe de chambre ; he having nothing in his 
port-manteau,but fix shirts/and a black filk 
pair of breeches. 

The mentioning the filk pair of breeches 
made an entire change of the article—for the 
breeches were accepted as an equivalent for 
the robe de chambre , and fo it was stipulated 
and agreed upon, that I should lie in my 
black filk breeches all night. 

•jdly. It was infifted upon, and stipulated 
for, by the lady , that after Monfieur was 
got to bed , and the candle and fire extin
guished , that Monfieur should not fpeak 
one fingle word the whole night. 

Granted; provided Monfieur's faying his 
prayers , might not be deemed an infraction 
of the treaty. 

There was but one point forgot in this 
treaty , and that was the manner in which 
the lady and myfelf should be obliged to 
nndrefs and get to bed—there was but one 
W a y of doing it , and that I leave to the 
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reader to devife ; protefting as I do i t , that 
i f it is not the moil delicate in nature, it is 
the fault of his own imagination—againft 
•which this is not my firft complaint. 

Now when we were got to bed , whether 
it was the novelty of the fituation, or what 
it was , I know not; but fo it was, I could 
not shut my eyes; I tried this fide and that, 
and turned and turned again , till a full hour 
after midnight; when Nature and patience 
both wearing out—O my God ! faid I— 

—You have broke the treaty, Monfieur, 
faid the lady , who had no more ftept than 
myfelf—I begged a thoufand pardons—but 
infilled it was no more than an ejaculation— 
she maintained it was an entire infraction of 
the treaty—T maintained it was provided for 
in the claufe of the third article. 

The lady would by no means give up the 
point , though she weakened her barrier by 
it ; for in the warmth of the difpute, I cov\d 
hear two or three corking pins fall out of 
the curtain to the ground. 

Upon my word and honour, Madame, 
faid I—ftretching my arm out of bed, by 
way of affeveratlon— 

—(I was going to have added , that 1 
would not h;:ve trefpaffed againft the fe
rn oreft idea of decorum for the world)— 

—But the file de chambre hearing there 
were words between us, and fearing that 
hoftilities would enfue in courfe, had crept 



filently out of her clofet, and it being totally 
dark, had flolen fo clofe to our beds, that 
she had got herfelf into the narrow paifage 
which feparatcd them, and had advanced fo 
far up as to be in a line betwixt her miftrefs 
and me— 

So that when I ftretched out my hand , I 
caught hold of the fille de chambre''s— 
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POLITICAL ROMANCE, 

S I R , 

I N my laft , for want of fomething better 
to write about, I told you what a world of 
fending and proving we have had of late, 
in this little village of curs, about an old 
caft pair of black plush-breeches , which 
John our parish - clerk , about ten years ago , 
it feems , bad made a promise of to one 
Tr im, who is our fexton and dog-whipper. 
—To this you write me word, that you 
have hud more than either one or two oc-
cafions to know a good deal of the shifty 
behaviour of the laid mafter Trim—and that 
you are aftonished, nor can you for your foul 
conceive , how fo worthless a f.Uow, and 
fo worthlek a thing into the bargain , could 
become the oc-afion of fo much racket as 
I have reprefentcd.— 

Now , though you do not fay exprefly 
you could wish to hear any more about i t , 
yet I fee phinly enough 1 have railed your 
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curiofity ; and therefore , from the fame 
motive that I lightly mentioned it at all in 
my laft letter, I will in this give you a full 
and very circumftantial account of the whole 
affair, 

But before I begin, I muft firft fet you 
right in one very material point, in which 
I have milled you , as the true caufe of all 
this uproar amongft us—which does not take 
its rife , as I then told you, from the affair 
of the breeches; but on the contrary, the 
whole affair of the breeches has taken its 
rife from it.—To underftand which, you 
muft know, that the firft beginning of the 
fquabble was not betwixt John the parish-
clerk and Trim the fexton, but betwixt the 
parfon of the parish and the faid mafter 
T r im , about an old watch-coat that had 
hung up many years in the church, which 
Trim had fet his heart upon ; and nothing 
would ferve Trim but he muft take it home, 
in order to have it converted into a warm 
under-petticoat for his wife, and a jerkin for 
himfelf agaihft winter; which, in a plaintive 
tone, he moft humbly begged his reverence 
would confent to. 

I need not tell you , Sir, who have fo 
often felt i t , that a principle of ftrong com
panion tranfporrs a generous mind fome
times beyond what iskrictly right;—the par
fon was within an ace of being an honourable 
example of this very crime—for no foonef 



did the diftinft words—petticoat—poor wife 
—warm—winter , ftrikc upon his ear—but 
his heart warmed—and before Trim had 
well got to the end of his petition ( being 
a gentleman of a frank open temper) he 
told him he was welcome to it with all his 
heart and foul.—But Trim , fays he , as 
you fee I am but juft got down to my 
living, and am an utter ftranger to all parish-
matters , knowing nothing about this old 
watch-coat you beg of me , having never feen 
it in my life , and therefore cannot be a 
judge whether 'tis fit for fuch a purpofe, 
or , i f it is , in truth know not whether 
'tis mine to beftow upon you or not—you 
muft have a week or ten days patience , 
till I can make fome inquiries about it—and , 
if I find it is in my power , I tell you again , 
man , your wife is heartly welcome to an 
under-petticoat out of it, andyou to a jerkin, 
was the thing as good again as you repre-
fent it. 

It is neccfTary to inform you , Sir , in this 
place , that the parfon was earneftly bent 
to ferve Trim in this affair , not only from 
the motive of generofity, which I have juftly 
afcribed to him , but likewife from another 
motive, and that was by making fome fort 
of recompence for a multitude of fmall fer-
vices which Trim had occafionally done, 
and indeed was continually doing (as he 
was much about the houfe) when his own 
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man was out of the way.—For all thefe 
reafons together, I fay, the parfon of the 
parisli intended to ferve Trim in this mat* 
ter to the utmost of his power. A l l that was 
wanting, was previously to inquire if any 
one had a claim to i t , or whether, as it 
had time immemorial hung up in the church, 
the taking it down might not raife a clamour 
in the parish. Thefe inquiries were the things 
that Trim dreaded in his heart—he knew 
very well , that, if the parfon should but 
fay one word to the church-wardens about 
it , there would be an end of the whole 
affair. For this, and fome other reafons not 
neceffary to be told you at prefent, Trim 
was for allowing no time in this matter— 
but, on the contrary, doubled his diligence 
and importunity at the vicarage-houfe— 
plagued the whole family to death—preffed 
his fuit morning, noon , and night; and , to 
shorten my ftory , teazed the poor gentle
man , who was but in an ill ftate of health, 
almoft out of his life about it. 

You will not wonder when I tell yon , 
that all this hurry and precipitation , on the 
fide of mafter Tr im, produced its natural 
effect on the fide of the parfon , and that 
was a fufpicion that all was not right at the 
bottom. 

He was one evening fitting alone in his 
ftudy, weighing and turning this doubt every 
way in his mind, and after an hour and * 



Jialf's ferious deliberation upon the affair, 
and running over Trim's behaviour through
out—he was juft faying to himfelf—it muft 
be fo—when a fudden rap at the door put an 
end to hisfoliloquy , and in a few minutes , 
to his doubts too; for a labourer in the 
town, who deemed himfelf paft bis fifty-
foeond year, had been returned by theconfta-
bles in the militia lift—And he had come 
with a groat in his hand to fearch the parish-
regifter for his age. The parfon bid the 
poor fellow put the groat into his pocket, 
and go into the kitchen—then shutting the 
ftudy-door , and taking down the parish-re-
giftcr—"Who knows, fays he , but I may find 
fomething here about this felf-fame watch-
coat ? He had fcarce unclafped the book , 
in faying this , when he popped on the 
very thing he wanted, fairly wrote in the 
firft page, pafted to the infide of one of 
the covers , whereon was a memorandum 
about the very thing in queftion, in thefe 
exprefs words—« Memorandum. The great 
»> watch-coat waspurchafed and given above 
» two hundred years ago, by the lord of 
» the manor, to this parish-church , to the 
» fole ufe and behoof of the poor fextons 
« thereof, and their fucceffors for ever, to 
J> be worn by them refpecfively in winterly 
» cold nigl ts in ringing complines, paffing-
» bells , &c. which the faid lord of the ma-
»» nor had done in piety to keep the poo* 
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« wretches warm , and for the good of his 
J> own foul, for which they were directed 
« to pray, &c.» Jmt heaven ! faid the par
fon to himfelf, looking upwards, what art 
efcape have I had ! give this for an under-
petticoat to Trim's wife! I would not have 
contented to fuch a defccration to be Pri
mate of all England—nay, I would not have 
disturbed a fingle button of it for all my 
tithes. 

Scarce were the words out of his mouth, 
when in pops Trim with the whole fubject of 
the exclamation under both his arms—Ifay, 
under both his arms—for he had actually got 
it ript and cut out ready, his own jerkin 
under one arm , and the petticoat under the 
other, in order to carry to the taylor to be 
made up, and had juft fkpped in , in high 
fpit its, to shew the parfon how cleverly 
it had held out. 

There are now many good fimiles fubfifting 
in the world, but which I have neither time 
to recollect or look for, which would give 
you a frons conception or the aflonishment 
and honett indignation which tin-unexpected 
ftroke of Trim's impudence impreffed upon 
the parfon's looks—let it fuffke to fay , that 
it exceeded all fair defaiption—as well as 
all power of proper refentment—except this, 
that Trim was ordered , in a Item voice, 
to lay the bundles down upon the table 
to go about his bufinefs, and wait upon him jf 



at his peril, the next morning at eleven pre-
ctfelV.—Againft this hour, like a wife man, 
the parfon had fent to defire John the parish-
clerk , who bore an exceeding good cha
racter'as a man of truth, and who, having 
moreover a pretty freehold of about eighteen 
pounds a-yeariri the township, was a leading 
man in it ; and , upon the whole, was fuch 
a one , of whom it might be faid , that he 
rather did honour to his office, than that his 
office did honour to him—him he fends for , 
with the church-wardens , and one of the 
fidefmen, a grave , knowing old man , to be 
prefent—for, as Trim bad withheld the whole 
truth from the parfon, touching the watch-
coat , he thought it probable he would as 
certainly do the fame thing to outers. Though 
this, I faid, was wife, the trouble of the 
precaution might have been fpared—becaufe 
the parfon's character was unblemished—and 
he had ever been held by the world in the 
eftimation of a man of honour and integrity. 
—Trim's character on the contrary , was as 
well known , if not in the world , at leaft 
in all the parish, to be that of a little, dirty, 
pimping, pettifogging, ambidextrous fellow 
—who neither cared what he did or faid of 
any, provided he could get a penny by it. 
This might, I faid , have made any precau
tion needlefs—but you muft know , as the 
parfon had in a manner but juft got down 
to his l iving, he dreaded the confluences 
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of the leaft ill impreftion on his firft entrance 
among his parishioners, which would have 
difabled him from doing them the good he 
wished—fo that out of regard to his flock , 
more than the neceffary care due to himfelf, 
he was refolved not to lie at the mercy of 
what refentment might vent, or malice lend 
an ear to.— 

Accordingly the whole matter was rehearf-
ed , from firft to laft , by the parfon, in the 
manner I've told you , in the hearing of 
John the parish-clerk, and in the pretence 
of Trim. 

Trim had little to fay for himfelf, except 
« that the parfon had abfolutely promifed to 
befriend him and his wife in the affair to the 
utmoft of his power ; that the watch-coat 
was certainly in his power, and that he 
might flill give it him if he pleafed ». 

To this the parfon's reply was short, but 
ftrong , « That nothing was in his power to 
do but what he could do honeftly—that, in 
giving the coat to him and his wife, he 
should do a manifeft wrong to the next fexton, 
the great watch - coat being the moft com
fortable part of the place—that he should 
moreover injure the right of his own fucceffor 
who would be juft fo much a worfe patron 
as the worth of the coat amounted to; and, 
in a word, he declared, that his whole in
tent in promifing that coat, was charity to 
Trim , but wrong to no man—that was a 



teferve, he faid , made in all cafes of this 
kind : and he declared folemnly, in verbo J'a-
cerdotis , that this was his meaning, and was 
fo underftood by Trim himfelf n. 

With the weight of this truth, and the 
great good fenfe and ftrong reafon which 
accompanied all the parfon faid on thefubjecf 
—poor Trim was driven to his laft shift— 
and begged he might be furfered to plead 
his right and title to the watch-coat , if not 
by promife , at leaft by fervitude—it was 
well known how much he was intitled to 
it upon thefe fcores : « That he had black'd 
the parfon's shoes without count, and greafed 
his boots above fifty times—that he had run 
for eggs in the town upon all occasions— 
whetted the knives at all hours—catched his 
horfe, and rubbed him down—that, for his 
wife , she had been ready upon all occafions 
to char for them ; and neither he nor she, 
to the beft of his remembrance , ever took 
a farthing, or any [thing beyond a mug of 
ale ».—To this account of his fervices , he 
begged leave to add thofe of his wishes, 
which , he faid , had been equally great-
he affirmed , and was ready , he faid, to 
make it appear , by a number of witneftes , 
« he had drank his reverence's health a 
thoufand times (by the by , he did not add, 
out of the parfon's own ale)—that he had 
not only drank his health, but wished it , 
and never came to the houfe but asked his 
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man kindly how he did—that in particular; 
about half a year ago, when his reverence cut 
his finger in paring an apple, he went half a 
mile to ask a cunning woman what was good 
to Haunch blood, and actually returned with 
a cobweb in his breeches - pocket. Nay , 
fays Tr im, it was not a fort-night ago, when 
your reverence took that ftrong purge , that 
I went to the far end of the whole town 
to borrow you a clofe-ftool—and came back, 
as the neighbours who flouted me wdl all 
bear witnefs, with the pan upon my head, 
and never thought it too much ». Trim con
cluded this pathetic remonftrance, with fay
ing, «He hoped his reverence's heart would 
not fuffer him to requite fo many faithful 
fervices by fo unkind a return: that if it 
was fo, as he was the firft, fo he hoped 
he should be the laft example of a man of 
his condition fo treated ».—This plan of 
Trim's defence, which Trim had put him
felf upon, could admit of no other reply 
than a general fmile.—Upon the whole , 
let me inform you , that all that could be 
f i d pro and con , on both fides , being fairly 
heard , it was plain that Trim , in every 
part of this affair , had behaved very ill—" 
and one thing , which was never expected 
to be known of him , happened in the coiirfe 
of this debate to come out againft him* 
namely, that he had gone and told the par* 
fon, before he had ever fet foot in his parish, 
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that John his parish-clerk—his church-war
dens , and fome of the heads of the parish , 
were a parcel of fcoundrels.—Upon the 
upshot, Trim was kick'd out of doors, and 
told at his peril never to come there again. 

At firft, Trim huff'd and bounced moft 
terribly—fwore he would get a warrant-
that nothing would ferve him but he would 
call a by-law, and tell the whole parish how 
the parfon had mifufed him; but cooling of 
that, as fearing the parfon might poftibly 
bind him over to his good behaviour , and, 
for aught he knew, might fend him to the 
houfe of correction, he lets the parfon - lone » 
and to revenge himfelf, falls foul upon the 
clerk, who had no more to do in the quarrel 
than you or I—rips up the promife of the old 
—caft—pair of black—plush—breeches; and 
raifes an uproar in the town about it, not-
withftanding it had flept ten years—but all 
this, you muft know , is looked upon in no 
other light but as an artful ftroke of gene
ralship in Trim to raife a duft, and cover 
himfelf under the difgraceful chaftifemenf 
he has undergone.— 

If your curiofity is not yet fatisfied—I wil l 
now proceed to relate the battle of the breeches 
in the fame exact manner I have done that 
of the watch-coat, 

Be it known then, that about ten years 
ago , when John was appointed parish-clerk 
°f this church, this faid Trim took no fmall 
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pains to get into John's good graces, in or
der, as it afterwards appeared, to coax a 
promife out of him of a pair of breeches, 
which John had then by him , of black 
plush, not much the worfe for wearing— 
Trim only begg'd, for God's fake, to have 
thern bellowed upon him when John should 
think fit to caft them.— 

Trim was one of thefe kind of men who 
loved a bit of finery in his heart, and would 
rather have a tattcr'd rag of a better body's, 
than the beft plain whole thing his wife could 
fpin him. 

John , who was naturally unfufpicious, 
made no more difficulty of promhing the 
breeches than the parfon had done in pro
mhing the great coat; and indeed with fomc-
thinglefs referve—becaufe the breeches were 
John's own ,and hccould give them, without 
wrong , to whom he thought fir. 

It happened, I was going to fay unluckily, 
but I should rather fay moft luckily , for 
Trim , for he was the only gainer by i t , 
that a quarrel , about fome fix or eight 
weeks after this , broke out betwixt the 
late parfon of the parish and John the 
clerk. Somebody (and it was thought to be 
nobody but Trim) had put it into the par
fon's head, « that John's desk in the church 
J> was at the leaft four inches higher than it 
3 » should be—that the thing gave offence, 
3 ) and was indecorous, inafmuch as rt ap-



n proached too near upon a level with the 
» parfon's desk itfelf ".—This hardship the 
parfon complained of loudly , and told John, 
one day after prayers , « he could bear 
» it no longer—and would have it altered , 
» and brought down as it should be ".John 
made no other reply , but « that the desk 
» was not of his raifing:—that 'twas not one 
» hair-breadth higher than he found it—and 
» that as he found i t , fo he would leave 
» it.—In short, he would neither make an 
» encroachment , neither would he fuffer 
» one ».—The late parfon might have his 
virtues , but the leading part of his charn&er 
was not humility—fo that John's fliffnefs in 
this point was not likely to reconcile mat
ters.—This was Trim's harveff. 

After a friendly hint to John to Hand his 
ground , away hies Trim to make his market 
at the vicarage.—What paffed there 1 will 
not fay, intending not to be uncharitable; 
fo shall content myfelf with only gueffing 
at i t , from the fudden change that appeared 

, m Trim's drefs for the better—for he had 
left his old ragged coat, hat , and w i g , 
in the flable, and was come forth Strutting 
acrofs the church-yard, clad in a good cha
ritable caff-coat, large hat, and wig , which 
the parfon had juft given him.—Ho ! hoi 
hollo! John, cries Trim , in an infolent bravo, 
j^loud as ever he could bawl—fee here, my 
l a d > how fine I am !—The more shame for 

1 a 
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you , anfwered John ferioufly—Do you 
think, Trim , fays he, fuch finery, gained 
by fuch fervices , becomes you , or can 
wear well ?—Fy upon i t , Trim , I could 
not have expected this from you , consider
ing what friendship you pretended, and 
how kind I have ever been to you—how 
many shillings , and fix-pences, I have gene
rously lent you in your diffreffes.—Nay , 
it was but the other day that I promifed 
you thefe black plush breeches I have on. 
—Rot your breeches, quoth Trim (for Trim's 
brain was half turned with his new finery) 
rot your breeches, fays he—1 would not 
take them up , were they laid at my door— 
give them, and be d—d to you, to whom 
you like—I would have you to know I 
can have a better pair of the parfon's any 
day in the week—John told him plainly* 
as his word had once paffed him, he bad 
a fpirit above taking advantage of his in-
folence, in giving them away to another— 
but , to tell him his mind freely, lie thought 
he had got fo many favours of that kind, 
and was fo likely to get many more for 
the fame fervices, of the parfon, that he 
had better give up the breeches, with good 
nature, to fome one who would be more 
thankful for them. 

Here John mentioned Mark Slender (who 
it feems the day before had asked John 
for diem ) not knowing they were under 



promife to Trim—" Come, Trim , fays he, 
» let poor Mark have them—you know he 
» has not a pair to his a— : befides, you 
" fee he is juft of my fize , and they will 
» fit to a T ; whereas if I give them to you, 
» look ye , they are not worth much ; and 
» befides , you could not get your backfide 
» into them, if you had them , without 
» tearing them all to pieces "—Every tittle 
of this was moft undoubtedly true; for Trim, 
you muft know, by foul feeding , and play
ing the good-fellow at the parfon's, was 
grown fomewhat grofs about the lowerparts, 
if not higher ; fo that, as all John faid upon 
the occafion was fact , Trim , with much 
ado, and after a hundred hums and hahs, 
at laft, out of mere compaffion to Mark, 
fgns,feals3 and delivers up A L L R I G H T , 
I N T E R E S T , A N D P R E T E N S I O N S W H A T S O E V E R , 

I N A N D T O T H E S A I D B R E E C H E S , T H E R E B Y 

B I N D I N G H I S H E I R S , E X E C U T O R S , A D M I 

N I S T R A T O R S , A N D A S S I G N S , N E V E R M O R E 

T O C A L L T H E S A I D C L A I M I N Q U E S T I O N . 
" - A l l this renunciation was fet forth , in 
an ample manner, to be in pure pity to 
Mark's nakednefs—but the fecret was, Trim 
had an eye to , and firmly expected , in his 
own mind, the great green pulpit-cloth , and 
old velvet cushion, which were that very 
year to be taken down—which , by the by, 
C*H*td he have wheedled John a fecond 
t l m e > as he had hoped , would have made 

I 3 
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up the lofs of the breeches feven-fold. 

Now you muft know , this pulpit-cloth 
nnd cushion were not in John's gift, but in 
the church-wardens , &c. However, as 1 
faid above , that John was a leading man 
in the parish , Trim knew he could help 
him to 'em if he would—but John had got 
a forfeit of him—fo when the pulpit-cloth , 
&c. were taken down, they were imme
diately given (John having a great fay in 
it) to William Doe , who underftood very 
well what ufe to make of them. 

As for the old breeches , poor Mark lived 
to wear them but a short time, and they 
got into the poffeftion of Lorry Slim, an 
unlucky wight, by whom they are ftill worn 
—in truth , as you will guefs, they are very 
thin by this time. 

But Lorry has a light heart, and what 
recommends them to him , is .this, that, as 
thin as they are, ke knows that T r im , let 
him fay what he will to the contrary, ftift 
envies the poffeffor of them , and , with 
all his pride, would be very glad to wear 
them after him. 

Upon this footing have thefe affairs ftept 
quietly for near ten years—and would have 
ftept for ever, but for the unlucky kicking-
bout, which, as I faid , has ripped this fquab-
ble up afresh ; fo that it was no longer ago 
than laft week , that Trim met and infulted 
John in the public town-way before a hundred 



people—tax'd him with the promife of the 
old caft pair of black breeches, notwithfla rid
ing Trim's folemn renunciation—twitted him 
with the pulpit-cloth and velvet cushion— 
as good as told him he was ignorant of 
the common duties of his clerkship ; adding 
very infolently, that he knew not fo much 
as to give out a common pfalm in tune. 

John contented himfelf by giving a plain 
anfwer to every article that Trim had laid 
to his charge,and appealed to his neighbours, 
who remembered the whole affair—and , as 
he knew there was never any thing to be 
got by wreftling with a chimney-fweeper, 
he was going to take his leave of Trim 
for ever. But hold—the mob by this time 
had got round them, and their high mighti-
neffes infilled upon having Trim tried upon 
the fpot. 

Trim was accordingly tried , and, after 
a full hearing , was convicted a fecond time , 
and handled more roughly by one or more 
of them than even at the parfon's.— 

T r i m , fays one, are you not ashamed 
of yourfelf, to make all this rout and diflurb-
ance in the town, and fet neighbours toge
ther by the ears , about an old—worn— 
out—pair of call—breeches , not worth half 
a crown ? Is there a caff coat, or a place 
in the whole town, that will bring you in 
a shilling, but what you have flapped up 
like a greedy hound as you are?— 
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In the firft. place , are you not fexton and 

dog-whipper, worth three pounds a year ? 
Then you begged the church-wardens to let 
your wife have the washing and darning of 
the church-linen , which brings you in thir
teen shillings and four pence ; and then you 
have fix shillings and eight pence for oiling 
and winding up the clock, both paid you 
at Eafler—the pounder's place , which is 
worth forty shillings a-year , you have got 
that too—you are the bailiff , which the 
late parfon got you, which brings you in 
forty shillings more. 

Befides all this, you have fix pounds a-
year, paid you quarterly , for being mole-
catcher to the parish. Aye , fays the lucklefs 
wight above-mentioned (who was Handing 
clofe by him with the plush breeches on 
You are not only mole-catcher, T r i m , 
but you catch S T R A Y CONIES too in the 
dark , and you pretend a licence for i t , 
which I trow, will be looked into at the 
next quarter-feffions. I maintain i t , I have 
a licence , fays Trim , blushing as red as 
fcarlet—I have a licence , and , as I farm 
a warren in the next parish, I will catch 
conies every hour of the night. You catch 
conies! fays a toothlefs old woman juH 
paffing by. 

This fet the mob a laughing , and fent 
every man home in perfect good humour, 
except Tr im, who waddled very flowly off 
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with that kind of inflexible gravity only to 
be equalled by one animal in the creation, 
and furpaffed by none. 

I am , 

Sir, yours, &c. &c. 

P O S T S C R I P T . 
I H A V E broke open my letter to inform 
y o u , that I miffed the opportunity of fend
ing it by the meffenger , who I expected 
would have called upon me in his return 
thro' this village to York ; fo it has lain a 
week or ten days by me—1 am not forry 
for the difapointment , becaufe fomething 
has fince happened, in continuation of this 
affair , which I am thereby enabled to 
tranfmit to you all under one trouble. 

When I finished the above account , I 
thought ( as did every foul in the parish ) 
Trim had met with fo thorough a rebuff 
from John the parish-clerk, and the town's 
folks, who all took againft him, that Trim 
would be glad to be quiet,and let the matter 
reft. 

But, it feems, it is not half an hour ago 
fmce Trim fallied forth again, and , having 
borrowed a fow-gelder's horn , with hard 
blowing he got the whole town round him, 
and endeavoured to raife a difturbancc, and 
fight the whole battle over again—alledg'd 
that he had been ufed in the laft fray worfe 
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than a dog , not by John the parish-clerk , 
for I should not, quoth Tr im, have valued 
him a rush fmgle hands—but all the town 
fided with him, and twelve men in buck
ram fet upon me, all at once , and kept 
mc in play at fword's point for three hours 
together. 

Befides , quoth Trim , there were two 
misbegotted knaves in Kendal green , who 
lay all the while in ambush in John's own 
houfe, and they all fixteen came upon my 
back , and let drive at me all together—a 
plague, fays Trim , of all cowards! 

Trim repeated this ftory above a dozen 
times , which made fome of the neighbours 
pity him, thinking the poor fellow crack-
brain'd, and that he actually believed what 
he faid. 

After this Trim dropped the affair of the 
breeches, and began a fresh difpute about 
the reading desk , which I told you had 
occafioned fome fmall difpute between the 
late parfon and John, fome years ag>.—This 
reading-desk , as you will obferve , was 
but an epifode wove into the main flory 
by the by, for the main affair was « The battle 
of the breeches and the great coat ». 

However, Trim being at laft driven out 
of thefe two citadels—he has feized hold , 
in his retreat , of this reading desk , with 
a view, as it feems , to take shelter behind it. 

I cannot fay but the man has fought it 



out obftinately enough, and , had his caufe 
been good , I should have really pitied him. 
For , when he was driven out of the great 
watch-coat, you fee he did not run away ; 
— n 0 h e retreated behind the breeches, and 
when he could make nothing of it behind the 
breeches ,he got behind the reading desk. To 
what other hoklTrim will next retreat, the po
liticians of this village are not agreed. Some 
think his next move will be towards therear of 
the parfon's boot; but, as it is thought hecan-
not make a long Hand there, others are of opi
nion, that Trim will once more in his life get 
hold of the parfon's horfe , and charge upon 
him , or perhaps behind him; but, as the 
horfe is not eafy to be caught , the more 
general opinion is , that when he is driven 
out of the reading desk, he will make his 
laft retreat in fuch a manner , as, if potfi-
ble , to gain the clofe-fool, and defend him
felf behind it to the very laft drop. 

If Trim should make this movement, by 
my advice, he should be left, befides his 
citadel, in full poffeflion of the field of bat
tle , where 'tis certain he will keep every 
body a league off, and may hop by him
felf till he is weary. Befides, as Trim feems 
bent upon purging himfelf, and may have 
abundance of foul humours to work off, I 
lhink he cannot be better placed. 

But this is all matter of speculation—Let 
m e carry you back to matter of fact, and 
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tell you what kind of Hand Trim has ac
tually made behind the faid desk : « Neigh-
» hours and townfmen all, I will be fworn. 
J> before my Lord Mayor, that John and his 
ij nineteen men in buckram have abufed me 
« worfe than a dog; for they told you that 
» I play'd faff and go loofe with the latepar-
» fon and him in that old difpute of theirs 
j) about the reading desk, and that I made 
JJ matters worfe between them, and not 
» better v. 

O f this charge, Trim declared he was in
nocent as the child that was unborn—that 
he would be book-fworn he had no hand 
in it. 

He produced a ftrong witnefs , and more
over infinuated, that John himfelf, inttead 
of being angry for what he had done in it, 
had actual y thanked him—Aye, T r im , fays 
the wight in the plush breeches, but that 
was , Tr im, the, day before John found thee 
out. Befides, Trim , there is nothing in that; 
for the very year that you was made town s 
pounder, thou knoweft well , that I both 
thanked thee myfelf, and moreover ga" 
thee a good warm fupper for turning JO 
Lund's cows and horfes out of my hard 
corn clofe, which, if thou hadft not done, 
(as thou told'ft me) I should have loft my 
whole crop ; whereas John Lund and Tho
mas Patt, who are both here to teftify, ana 
are both willing to take their oaths ont» 
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that thou thyfelf waft the very man who fet 
the gate open—and after all, it was not thee, 
Trim , 'twas the blackfmith's poor lad who 
turned them out—fo that a man may be 
thanked and rewarded too, for a good turn 
which he never did, nor ever did intend. 

Trim could not fuftain this unexpected 
ftrokc—f > Trim marched off the field without 
colours flying , or his horn founding , or 
any other enfigns of honour whatever.— 
Whether, after this, Trim intends to rally 
a fecond time—or whether he may not take 
it into his head to claim the victory—none 
but Trim himfelf can inform you. 

However , the general opinion , upon the 
whole , is this , that in three feveral pitch'd 
battles, Trim has been fo trimrnd as never 
difaftrous hero was trimmed before. 

T H E E N D . 



E R R A T A . 

Pag.I, l i n . 7 , fort, read for.-P. 1 0 , 1. 19 * 
alvays, r. always. I b i d . 1. 26 , , r, /«. — P . 12,1. 
a8 , dijffhrcnd, r. different. — P. 15 , 1, 4 , his, r. i-f. 
— 37, 1.13 , ' T A w , r. 'Tis. - P . 41 , 1. 11 , eafe , 
r. cs/l ' . -P. 56, 1. 28 , feel, r. / i// . - P. 85 , 1. 4 . 
r a 5 , r. was. — P. 114, 1. 13 , vishcd, r. wished. — 
P . 123, 1. 17 , fame , r. fo?nc.-\?. 127,1. I , 
refentiments , r. refinements. — P. 129, 1. 27 , guitlyt 

r. guilty. — P. 130, 1.17, were , r. where. — P. i6l> , 
1. 2 6 , wo/vf, r. world. — P. 171 , I. 11 ,fonwith^ 
X. forthwith. - P. 175 , 1. 1 0 , inafmuth Monjieur* 
t. inafmueh as Monjieur, 










