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SOME
o S AR B AL DR

OF THE

LIFE AND WRITINGS

OF
Mr. $ T.ER N E

LA‘URENCE STERNE was the fon of an
Irish officer , and born in the barracks of
Dublin: But,though nurtured among {oldiers,
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 grear grandfather
was an archbishop, and his uncle a preben-
dary of one of our cathedrals.

rom f{chool he pafled in due courfe to
the univerfity, where he fpent the ufual
number of years ; read a grear deal, laugh-
. ed more , and fometimes tock the diverfion
of puzzling his tutors. He lcft Cambridge
with ‘the charafter cof an odd man, who
had no harm in him, and who had parts,
if he would ufe them, i
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Upon leaving the univerfity, he feated
him{elf 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 rime and chance (which now
guide where judgment once prefided ) should
raife him to WEat they pleafed : and here
an occafion offered , which made him firfk
feel himfelf, and to which, perhaps, we owe
the origin of the hiftory of Triftram,

There happened a difpute among fome .
of the fuperiors of his order, in which Mr.
Sterne’s friend, one of the beft men in the
world , was concerned : A perfon , whofilled
a lucrative benefice , was not fatsfied with
enjoying it during his own life-time , but
exerted all his intereft to have it entailed
upon his wife and fon after his deceafe.
Mr. Sterne’s friend , who expelted the re-
verfion of this living, had not, hewever,
fufficient 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
» watch-coat , * with which the prefent pof=
w feflor is not content to cover his own
» shonlders , unlefs he can alfo cut outof it
» a petticoat for his wife , and a pair of
» breeches for his fon »,

What all the ferious arguments in the

® Vide pag. 183,
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world could not have effefted , Sterne’s
fatirical pen brought abour. 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 fupprefled, the
reverfion too{: place, and Mr. Sterne was
requited , by the intereft of his patron , with
the prebendaryship of York.

An incident , much about the {ame time,
contributed exc edingly to eftablish the re-
ﬁltation of Mr. Sterne’s wit. It was this:

e was fitting in the coffee-houfe at York ,
when a firanger came in, who gave much
offence to the company , confifting chiefly of
%entlemen of the gown, by defcanting tco

reely upon religion, and the hypocrify of
the clergy. The young fellow at length ad-
dreffed him{elf to Mr. Sterne, asking him,
what were his fentiments upon the fubje&;
when , inftead of anfwering him direftly , he
told the witling, that « his dog was reckon-
» ed one of the moft beautiful pointers in
» the whole county , was very good-natured,
» but that he had an infernal trick which
v deftroyed all his good qualities.—He never
» feesaclergyman,» (continued Sterne) «but
» he immediately fliesat him. » « How long
» may he have had that trick ? n—« 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.

a li
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At this time, Mr. Sterne was pofleffed of
fome good livings , having enjoyed, fo early
as the year 1745, the vicarage of Sutton in
the Foreflt of Galtrees, where he ufually
etformed divine fervice on Sunday morn-
ings ; and in the afternoon he preached at
the reftory of Stillington, which he held as
one of the prebends of York , in which ca-
pacity he alfo affitfed regolarly, inhisturn,
at the cathedral. Thus he decently lived a
becoming ornament of the churc%; , till his
Rabelaifian {pirit , which iffued from the
Frefs, immerf{ed him into the gayeties and

rivolities of the World.
is 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 firlt volumes
of Triftram Shandy made their appearance.
They were printed at York , and propofed
to the bookfellers there at a very moderate
price; thofe gentlemen , however, were fuch
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 ardifices which are often pra&ifed
to put off an edition. A large impreffion
being almoft inflantancoufly fold , the book-
fellers were rouzed from their lethargy, and
every one was eager to purchafe the fecond
edition of the Cc&p}?. Mr. Sterne fold it for
fix hundred pounds, after being refufed fifry
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ix
ponnds for the firft impreffion and propries
torship.

Thz two firft volumes of Triftram Shan-
dy were now in every body's hands. All
read , moft appraved, but fow underftood
them. Thofe who had not entered into the
ludicrous manner of Rabelais, or the poig=
nant fatice of Swift, did nor comprehend
them ; but they joined with the multimde,
and pronounced Triftram Shandy very cle-
ver. Eventhe Reviewers recommended Mr.
Shandy as & writer infinitely more ingenious
and entertaining than any other of the pre-
fent race of movelifts ; adding, his charac-
ters were flriking and fingular, his obferva-
tions shrewd and pertinent , and , making, a
few exceptions, thar his humour was eafy
and genuine. '

The publication of thefe two volumes
brought Mr. Sterne into great repure. He
was confidered as the genius of the age:
His company was cqun%ly courtzad 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-

aiv
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gy 5 and the acquaintance he made by this
publication,, were in many refpets advanta-
%eous to him. Among others , the Earl
aulconberg {o parnicularly patronized the
Author of 31is work, that, to teflify hisap-
probation , he prefented Mr. Sterne with the
reftory of Cawood , which was anagreeable
and convenient addition to his other livings ,
being all in the neighbourhood of York.

s next publication confifted 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 {fome , fevercly condemned , whilft
others lamented , that fuch excellent dif
courfes should fland in need of fuch an in-
troduftion; and many were of opinion,
that he had wrote Triftram Shandy purely
to introduce them, as, in his prefaceto the
fermons, he acquaints the reader, that
« The fermon which gave rife to the pu-
» blicaticn 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
» afecond title page , with the real name of
» the author :——the firft will ferve the
» bookfellers purpofe , as Yorick’s name is
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pofiibly of the two the more known;—
» and the fecond will eafe the minds of
» thofe who fec 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 publick was not quite {0 eager in pur-
chaﬁpng and applauding them , as they had
been with refpelt to the firft two volumes.
The novelty of the ftyle and manner no
longer remained 3 his digreffions were by
many confidered as tedious, and his afterisks
too ohfcure; nay, fome invidious criticks,
who pretended to be able to point them out,
infinuated , 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
was ftill poignant, {pirited , and, in general ,
extremely juft. The charafters , though
fomewhat overcharged , were lively and in
nature. He conftantly caught the Ridicu-
lous, wherever he found it; and he never
failed to prefentit to his readers in the moft
agreeable point of light. His ftory of Le
Fevre was highly finished, and truly pathes
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 volumes
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have not yer completed that work; fo" that
what was faid upon the publication of his
firt volumes, has been wverified : « Mr.
» Shandy feems fo extremely fond of di-
» greflions, and of giving his hiftorieal read-
s ers the fhip upon all eccafions, that we are
-not & little apprehenfive he may, fome
tinte or other, give them the flip in good
earneft , and leave the work before the
ftory be finished ».

In the above mentioned volumes, Mr.
Sterne carries his readers through France,
and introduces fome fcenes and charalers,
which are afrerwards 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 hook
fo univerfally read as Shandy , that the fory
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 {ubje@ls. Moft of thefe fatirical
firokes are introduced with little regard to
any connexion, either with the principal
flory or with each other. The author ha-
ving no determined end in view , runs from
objed to objelt , as they happen to firike 2
very lively and very irrégular imagination.
In fa& , the book isa perpetual feries of dif-
appointments ; yet wich this and other ble-

- -
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mishes, the life of Triftram Shandy has in-
common metit , and the freedom and finceri-
ty of its author, perhaps, cannot be equal-
led by any other writer befide the incom-
parable Montaigne. 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 , {o happy an attempt at no-
veley should have been fo well received.
Hislaft work , however , may be confidered
as his greateft , fince it contains a variety of
agreeable pathetick deferiptions, in an ealy
fimple ftyle, cleared from much of the ob-
fearity 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 produétions , being a charafter very di-
flant from an ceconomift, his favings weré
no greater at the end of the year , than when
he had no other fupport but the fingle vi
carage of Sutton. ﬁdeed his travelling ex+
pences abroad , and the luxurious marmerin
which he lived with the gay and polire at
home, greatly promoted the diffipation of a
very confiderable fum which his writings
had produced , and which might have been .
4 future affiffance to his family. This be-
ing the cafe, at his death., his widow and
daughter, an agrecable young lady. about
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fixteen , who had both refided for fome years
in a convent in France *, having fepara:ed
from Mr. Sterne throngh fome picﬂue,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,
tock into confideration their difagreeable fi-
tuation , and made them a prefent of a purfe
containing a thoufand pounds, This unex-
peéted and generous fupply , added toa very
extenfive fubfcription of the nobility and
genery 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-
rafter (under the name of Yorick) with
Preat Jhappinefs and skill , we will take the
iberty of introducing it here, the better to
complete our account of the author and his
works :
——« This is all that ever flagger'd my

* A particular and ingenions account of this abs
ﬁ:rd’pm&.iceoftﬁe English, is given in « Col, Thick-
nefle’s obfervations on the cuftoms and manners of
the French nation , » in which many ufeful hints and
informations to travellers making the tour of France

may be found.
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faith in regard to Yorick's extraltion ;
who, by what I can remember of him,
and by all the accounts I could ever Fcr
of him, {eem'd not to have had one

gle drop of Danish blood in his whole
crafis ; 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 falt
was this :—That inftead of that cold phlegm
and exalt regularity of fenfe and humours,
you would have look'd for, in one fo
extrafted ;—he was , on the contrary, as
mercurisl and {ublimated a compofition,
—as heteroclite a creature in all his declen~
fions—with as much life and whim, and
gaité de caur about him, as the kindlieft
climate could have engendered and put
together. With all this fail, poor Yorick
carried not one ounce of ballaft ; he was
utterly unpra&ifed in the world; and at
the age of twenty-fix , knew juft about
as well how to fteer his courfe init,as a
romping unfufpicious girl of thirteen :
So that, upon his firlt fetting our, the
brisk gale of his fpirits, as you will ima-
gine , ran him foul ten timesin 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 theill
luck to get the moft entangled. For

n=
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xv]
aught I know , there might be fome mix-

~ture of unluckg wit at the bottom of

fuch fracas——For ,to fpeak the truth,
Yorick had an invincible diflike and op-

pofition in his nature to gravity ;—not
to gravity as fuchewfor, where gravity

was wanted , he would be the moft grave
and ferious of maortal men for days and
weeks together;—but he was an enemy
to the affeftation of it, and declared open
war againftit, only as ir appeared a cloak
for ignorance , or for folly; and then,
whenever it fell in his way, however
sheltered and prote&ed, he feldom gave

it much quarter.

» Sometimes , in his wild way of talks
ing , he would fay that gravity was an ar=
rant fcoundrel ; and he would add ,—~

of the moft dangerous kind too ,—be-

caufe a fly one; and that he wverily be-
lieved, morchoneft, well-meaning people
were bubbled out of their goods and
money by it in one twelvemonth, than
by pocket picking and shop-lifting in fe-
ven. In the naked temper which a
merry heart difcovered, he would fay,
There was no danger—but to itfelf :—
whereas the very effence of gravity was
defign, and confequently deceit;—'twas
a taught trick to gain credit of the world
for more {enfe and knowledge than a man
was worth ; and that , with all its pre.
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tenfions,—it wasmobetter,but often worfe
than what a French wit had long age
defined it—vig. A myflerious carriage.of
the to cover the defeds of the mind g
~—which definition of gravity , Yorick 4
with great imprudence , would fay , dew
ferved to be wrote in letters of gold, -
» But in plain truth, he was a man un=
hackueyedl and unpraQifed wn the world,
» and - was altogether as indiforeet and
v foplish on every other fubje&t of dif~
» courfe , whare policy is wont to imprefs
» reflraine. Yorick had no impreflion but
» one, and that was what arofe from the
» nature of the deed fpoken of; which ime
» preflion he would ufually tranflate into
v plain Hoglish without any periphrafis ,
» -—ang -tao eft without much diftin&ion
» of either perfonage, time , or place ;=
» {o that-whenmennon was made of 2 pitiful
» or an ungenerous proceeding ,—he never
» jgave himfelf 2 moment’s time to refle®
» who  was the Hero. of the piece—what
» his flation—or how far he had power to
» hurt him hereafrer ;—but if it was a dirty
» altion ,—without more ado ,—The man
yawas a dicry dellow—and fo on:—And as
n his comments had ufu:ily the ill fate to
» be terminated either in a bon mot, or
» to be enlivened throughout with fome
» drollery or humour of expreflion,, it gave
n wings to Yorick’s indifcretion. In a word,

R R
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though he never fought, yet,at the fame
time, as he feldom shunn'd occafions of
faying what came uppermoft , and without
much ceremony ,—he had but too many
temptations in life, of fcattering his wit
and his humour ,—his gibes and his jefls
about him.—They were not loft for want
of gathering ».
Mr. Sterne died as he lived, the fame
indifferent , carclefs creature; as a day or
two before, he feemed not in the leaft af-
fe@ed with his approaching diffolution, He
was buried privately in a new burying

round belonging to the parish of St. George’s,

anover-{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 224
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 , €.

Wit , Humour , Genius hadft thou, all agree;

-
-
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Onegrain of Wispom had been worth the Three !



A
SENTIMENTALJOURNEY
THROUGH

FRANCE AND ITALY.

f -—THEY order, faid I, this matrer better in
France—

—Youhave been in France ? faid my gent-
leman, turning quick upon me with the moft
civil triumph in the world.—Strange! quoth I,
debating the matter with myfelf, that one-
and-twenty miles {ailing, for ’ts abfolutely
no further from Dover to Calais, should give
a man thefe rights—I'll look into them: fo
igiving up the argument—I went flraight to my
odgings, put up halfa dozen shirts and a black
pair of fitk breeches—« the coat I have on,
» faid 1, looking at the fleeve, will do »~—
took a place in the Dover ftage ; and the pac-
ket faiﬁng at nine the next morning—by
three 1 had got fat down to my dinner upona
fricaffee’d chicken fo inconteftibly in France,
that, had I died that night of an indigeftion ,
the whole world could not h;n.;: {ufpended
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the effelts of the* droits d’aubaine—ny shirts,
and black pair of fillz breeches—portmanteau
and all muit have gone to the king of France
=—even the little préture which T have fo lon
worn, and {o often have I told thee, Eliza,%
would carry with me into my grave, would
have been torn from my neck.—Ungenerous !
—to feize upon the wreck of an unwary paf-
fenger, whom your fubjeéts had beckon'd to
their coaft—by heaven! S1RE, it is not
well done; and much does it grieve me, 'tis
thie monarch of a people fo civilized and
courteous , and fo renown’d for fentiment and
fine feelings, that I have to reafon with—

But 1 have fcarce fet a foot in your dos
munions,—

CA4LAILS.

XY7
W HEN I had finish'd my dinner, and drank
the king of France’s health, to fatisfy my
mind that I bore lim no {pleen, bur, on the
contrary , high honour for the humanity of
his temper—1 rofe up an inch taller for the
accommodation.

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

¥ All the cffeils of firangers ( Swifs and Scotch
excopred ) dying in France, arc feiged by virtue of this
daw , though the heir be upon the fpot—the profit of thefe
contingencies being fanm’d , there is no redrefs,
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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 RlIlCII 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 manis at peace with man , how much
lighter than a feather is the heavieft of metals
in his hand ! he pulls out his purfe, and hol-
ding it airily and uncomprefs'd, looks round
him , as if he fought for an objet 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 friftion, that
‘rwould have confounded the moft Phyfical
precienfe in France : with all her materialifm ,
she could fearce have called me a machine.—

Pm confident, faid I to myfelf, 1 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— 2

—Now , was [ a King of France, cried I—
what 2 moment for an orphan to have begg'd
his father’s portmanteau of me!

A2
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THE MO N K,
CALAIS.

I H A D fearce utter’d the words, when a poor
monk of the order of St. Francis came into the
roomn , to beg fomething for his convent. No
man cares to have his virtues the {port of con-
tingencies—or one man may be gencrous, as
another man is puitfant—/fed non, quo ad hane
—or be it as it may—for there is no regular
reafoning upon the ebbs and flows of our
humonrs ; tﬁey may depend upon the fame
caufes, for aught I know, which influence
the tides themielves—'twould be oft no dif
credit to us, to fuppofe it was fo: Ym fure,
at leaft for myfelf, that in many a cafe 1
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 {in nor
shame, » than have it pafs altogether as m
own altand deed, wherein there was fo muci;
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
{omething, I fear, forbidding, in my look:
1 have his figure this moment before my
eyes, and think there was that in it which
defirved better.
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"The monk, as I judged from the brealk in
his ronfure, a few fcatter’d white hairs upon
his temples, being all that remained of it,
might be about feventy—but from his eyes ,
ang that {ort of fire which was inthem, which
feemed more temper'd by courtefy than
years, could be no more than fixty—Truth
might lic between—He was certainly fixty-
five; and the general air of his countenance,
notwithflanding fomething feem’d 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 locking downwards upon the earth
—itlook’d forwards; but look’d , as if it look’d
at fomething beyond this world. How one of
his ordercame by it, heaven above , wholet it
fall upon a monk’s shoulders , beft knows; but
it would have fuited a Bramin, and had I met it
uponthe plainsof Indoftan, Thad reverencedit.

The reft of his outline may be given in a
few flrokes; one might put it into the hands -
of any one to defign, for *twas neither el=gant
or otherwife, but as charalter and expreflion
made it {o: it was a thin, fpare form, fome-
thing above the common fize , if it loft not the
diftinftion by a bend forwards in the figure ,
but it was the attitude of Intreaty; and as it
now flands prefent to my imagination , it

gain'd more than it loft by it.

Aj
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When he had enter’d the room three paces ;
he ftood ftill ; and laying his left hand upon his
breaft, ( a {lender white ftaff with which he
journey'd being in his right )—when I had
got clofe up to him, he ntroduced himfeif
with the little ftory 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 caf} of his
look and figure—I was bewitcl’d not tohave
been firuck with it.—

—A better reafon was , [ had predeter
mined net to give him a fingle fous.

THE MONK.
C AL A FS

”

- TI s very true, faid I, replying to a caft
upwards with his eyes, with which he had
concluded his addrefs—'tis very true—and
heaven be their refource who have no other
hut the charity of the world, the flock of
which, T fear, is no way fufficient 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
it, faid I—a coarfe habit, and that but once
in three years, with mecagre diet—are no
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great matters: and the true point of pity is,
as they can be carn'd in the world with fo
litrle induflry , that your order should wish
to procure them, by prefling 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 affti®ions, languishes alfo for his
share of it; and had you been of the order of
mercy, inftéad of the order of St. Francis,
poor as I am, continued I, pointing at my
portmanteau, full chearfully should it have
been open’d to you, for the ranfom of the
unfortunatc—The monk made me 2 bow—but
of all others, refumed 1, the unfortunate of
our own country, furely, have the firlt rights;
and T have left thoufands in difirefs upon our
own shore—The monk gave a cordial wave
with his head—as much as to fay, No doub,
there is mifery enough in every corner in the
world, as well aswithio our convent—But we
diftinguishy, faid I, laying my hand upon the
fleeve of his tunic, in return for his appeal—
we diftinguish, my good father ! Eet\vixt
thofz who wish only to cat the bread of their
own fabour—and thofe who eat the bread of
other peoples, and have no other planin hife,
bt to get through it in floth and ignorance ,
Jfor the love of God.

The poor Francifcan made no reply:a
heic of a mioment pafs'd acrofs his cheek,
but could 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 flaff fall within
his arm, he prefs'd both his hands with refis
gnation upon his breaft, and retired.

THE MONK,
C A LA TTS

MY heart fmote me the moment he shut
the door—Psha! faid I, with an air of carelefl-
nefs, three feveral times—but it would not
do: every ungracious {yllable 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-
der’d his grey hairs—his courtcous figure
feem’d to re-enter and gently ask me what
injury he had done mer—and why I could
ufe him thus ’—I would have given twenty
Tivres for an advocate—I have behaved very
ill, faid I within myfelf; but I have only juit
fet out upon my travels ; and shall learn better
manners as I get along.

THE DESOBLIGEANT,
A L A s, :

W HEN a man is difcontented with himfelf,
it has one advantage however, that it puts
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him into an excellent frame of mind for ma-
king a bargain. Now there being no travelling
through France and Italy without a chaife—
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 ofrhgu:
kind to my purpofe: an old * Defobligeant in
the furthelt corner of the court, hit my fancy
at firft fight, fo I inftancly got into it, and
finding it in tolerable harmony with my feel-
ings,% ordered the waiter to call Monficur
Deflein the mafter of the hitel—but Monfieur
Deflein being gone to vefpers; and not caring
to face the Francifcan, whom I {aw on the
oppofite fide of the court, in conference witl
a lady juft 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
IN THE DESOBLIGEANT.

IT_ muft have been obferved by many a
peripatetic philofopher, that nature has fet
up by her own unqueftionable authority ,
certain boundaries and fences to circumfcribe

¥ A chaife, fo called in France , from its holding
kuz one perfon,
Ay
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the difcontent of men: she has effeited her
Eurpofe in the quieteft and eafieft manver,
y laying him under almoft infuperable obli-
ations to work out his eafe, and to {uftain his
ufferings at home. It is there only that she
has provided him with the moft fuitable
objetts to partake of his happinefs , and bear
a part 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 imperfe&t power of {preading our
happinefs {fometimes beyond Aer limits, but
tis {fo ordered, that from the want of lan-
guages, connettions , and dependencies, and
from the difference in education , cuftoms and
habits , we lie under fo many impediments in
communicating our {fenfations out of our own
{phere ,as often amount to a total impofiibility.,
. It will alvays follow from hence , that the
balance of fentimental commerce is always
againft the expatriated adventurer : he muft
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 bye, eternally dri-
ving him into the hands of more equitable
brokers for fuch converfation as he can
find , it requires no great fpirit of divination
to guefs at his party.—
This brings me to my point ; and natu-
rally leads me (if the fee-faw of this Defo-
bligeant will but let me get on ') into the eflis
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&ient as well as the final caufes of travel-

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 caunfes—

Infirmivy of body ,
Imbecillity of the mind, or
Inevirable neceflity,

The firft two include zall thofe who travel
by land or by water, labouring with pri-
de, curiofiry , 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 our upon their travels with
the benefit of the clergy , either as delin-
quents travelling under the dire@ion of ge-
vernors , recommended by the magiftrate—
ot young gentlemen tranfported by the cruel-
ty of parents and guardians , and travelling
under the dire&ion of governors recommen-
ded by Oxford , Aberdeen, and Glafgow.

There is a fourth clafs, but their munber
is fo fmall that they would not deferve a
diftin&ion , was it not neceffary in a work of
this nature to obferve the greateft precifion
and nicety , to aveid a confufion of cha-
raéter. And thefe men Ifpeak of , are fuch as
crofs the feas , and fojourn in a land of ftran-
gers 5 with a view of faving money for va-
vious reafons , and upon variif\z pretences®
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but as they might alfo fave themf{elves and
others a great deal of unneceffary trouble ,
by faving their money at home—and as their
reafons f%r travelling are the leaft complex
of any other {pecies of emigrants , I shall dif-
tingwish thefe gentlemen by the name of
j Simple Travellers.
Thus the whole circle of travellers may
be reduced to the following Heads ;
Idle Travellers ,
Inquifitive Travellers,
Lying Travellers ,
Proud Travellers,
Vain Travellers ,
Splenetic Trevellers,
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 pleafe)
The ScntimentarTr;weiler
( meaning thereby myfelf ) who have travel-
led , and of which I am now fitting down to
give an account—as much out of Neceffity and
the befoin de voyager , asany one in the clafs.
I am well aware , at the {ame time , as both
my travels and obfervations will be altoge-
ther of a differend caft from any of my fore-
runners ; that I might have infifted pon a
whole nitch entirely to myfelf—but 1 should
break in upon the confines of the Vain Tra-
yeller , in wishing to draw attention towards
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me , tilt T have fome betrer grounds for it
than the mere Novelty of my Vehicle.

It is fufficient for my reader, if he has
been a traveller himfelf, that with fiudy and
refle&ion hereupon, he may beé able to deter-
mine his own place and rank in the catalogue
—it will be one flep towards knowing him+'
felf; as it is great odds , but he retains fome:
tinGure andrefemblance , of whathe 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 thar
=but undoubtedly he expeited ta drink fo-
me fort of vinous liquor 3 but whether good
bad , orindifferent—he knew enough of this
world , to know that it did not depend upon
his choice, but thar what is generally cel-
led chance was to decide his fucce(s : how-
ever, he hoped for the beft;and in thefe
hopes, by an intemperate confidence in the
fortitude of his head, and the depth of his.
difcretion , Mynheer might poflibly overfet

oth in his new vineyard ; and by difcovering-
his nakednefs, become a langhing-flock to-
his' people. ¢ ‘ :
- Even fo it fares with the poor Traveller ,
failing and pofting through the politer king-
dems of the globe , inpurfuie knowledge
and improvements, §
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Knowledge and improvements are to be
got by failing and pofting for that purpofe
but whether ufefur knowledge and real im-
provements ,isall a lottery—and even where
the adventurer is fuccefsful, the acquired
ftock muit be ufed with caution and {obricty
to turn to any proﬁt-—-—but as [he chanCES run
prodigioufly the other way, both as to the
acquifition and application, I am of opinion ,
that a man would a& as wifely , if he could
prevail upon himfelf, to live contented with-
out foreign knowled%c or foreign impro-
vements, efpecially if he lives in a country
that has no abfolute want of either—and, in-
deed , much grief of heart has it oft and ma-
oy 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 Panga
faid to Don Quixote, they might have (een
dry-shod , at home. It is an age fo full of
light , that there is {carce a country or cor-
ner of Europe, whofe beams are not crof-
fed and interchanged with others—Knowled-

e in moft of its branches, and in moft af-
Pairs, is like muficin an Italian ftreet, where-
of thofe may partake who ﬁay nothing,
~But there is no nation under heaven—and
God is my record, (before whofe tribunal
1 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 heas
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ven , abounding with more variety of lear-
ning—where the {ciences may be more ficly
woo'd , or more furely won than herc—
where art * is encouraged , and will fo foon
rife high—where Nature (take her altoge-
ther ) %ms fo little to anfwer for—and , to
clofe all , where there is more wit and va-
riety of charafter to feed the mind with
~Where then , my dear countrymen , are
you going #— 3

—We are only looking at this chaifc ,
faid they—Your moft obedient fervant , {aid
1, skipping out of it , and pulling off my
hat—W e were wondering , faid one of them,
who, T found ; was an inquifitive 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 fimple Traveller , of a preface wrote in a
Defobligeant.~It would have been better ,
faid I, ina Vis a Vis.

—As an Englishman does not travel to fee
Englishmen ,1 retired to my room.

G 4B AT

I Perceived that fomething darken’d the paft
fage more than myfelf, as I fteppd along
it to my room ; it was effeftually Monf.
Deffein , the mafter of the hotel , who had
jult returned from wefpers , and , with his
hat under his arm , was ‘moft complaifantly
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following me , to put me in mind of my
wants. 1 had wrote myfelf pretry well ont
of conceit with the Defobligeant ; and Moni,
Deffein fpeaking of it , with a shrug, as if
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, Deflein’s honour , to
make the moft of. Four months had elap-
{ed fince it had finish'd its career of Europe
in the corner of Monf. Deflein’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 Sennis,
it had not profited much by its adventures—
but by none fo little as the flanding fo ma-
ny months unpitied in the corner of Monf.
Deflein’s coach-yard. Much indeed was not
to be faid for it—but fomething might—
and when a few words will refcue mifery
out of her diftrefs , I hate the man who can
be a churl of them.

—Now , was I the mafter of this hétel ,
faid 1, laying the point of my fore-finger
on Monf, Deffein’s breaft, T would inevi-
tably make a point of getting rid of this un~
forcunate Defobligeant—it ftands fwinging re-
proaches at you every time you pafs by it—

Mon Dien ! {aid Monf. Deffein—1 have
no intereft—Except the intereft , faid I,
which men of a certain turn of mind take,
Monf, Deflein, in their own fenfations—
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I'm perfuaded , to a man who feels for others
as well as for himfelf, every rainy night, dif-
guife it as you will , muft caft a damp upon
your fpirits—You fuffer , Monf. Deflcin, as
much as the machine—

I have always obferved, when there is
as much four as fiveet 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, Deflcin made
me a bow.

C'eft bien vrai , {aid he—But in this cafe I
should only exchange one difquietude for
another , and with lofs : figure to yourfclf,
my dear Sir , that in giving you a chaife
~ which would fall to pieces bef)(;re you had
gothalf way to Paris—figure to yourfelf how
much I would {uffer, in giving an ill impref-
fion of myfelf to a man of honour, and lying
atthe mercy, as I muft do, d’un homme d’efpriz.

The dofe was made up exally after my
own prefeription ; {o [ could not help taking
it—and returning Monf. Deflein 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°ATS.

IT muft needs be a hoftile kind of a world,
when the buyer (if it be but of a forry poft
¢haife ) cannot go forth with the feller thereof
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into the ftreet to terminate the difference hets
wixt them, but he inflantly falls into the fume
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 buta poor
fword’s man , and no way a match for Mon-
fieur Defiein , T felt the rotation of all the
movements within me, to which the fituatien
is incident=—I looked at Monfieur Deflein
througlh and through—zy’d him as he walked
“along in profile—then , en face—rthonght ha
look'd like a Jew——then a Turk—difliked Lis
wig—curfed him by my gods—wished him at
the devil— ol
—And is all this to be lighted wp in the
heart for a beggarly account of three or four
lonis d’or , which is the moft 1 can be over-
reach’d in ?=Bafe paffion ! faid I , turning
myflelf about , as a man naturally does upon
a {udden reverfe of {entiment—bafe, ungent-
le paffion ! thy hand is againft every man,
and every man’s hand againft thee—Heaven
forbid ! faid she , raifing her hand up to her
forchzad , for I had turned full in front upon
the fady whom T 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 , foaccepted it withont reflerve—
and I led her up to the door of the Remifes
Monfieur Deficin had diabled the key abo»
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ve fifty times before he found out he had
come with a wrong one in his hand : we
were as impatient as himfelfto have it open’d;
and {o attentive to the obftacle , that 1 con-
tinued holding her hand almeit without kno-
wing it ; fo that Monfieur Deflein left us
together with her hand in mine , and with
our faces turned towards the door of the Re-
mife, and fiid he would be back in five mi«
nutes.

Now a colloquy of five minutes , in fuch
afituation , is worth one of as many ages,
with your faces turned towards the flreer :
in the latter cafe, ’tis drawn from the ob-
jelts and occurrences without—when your
eyesare fixed upon a dead blank—you draw
purely from yourfelves. A filence of a fingle
moment upon Monfieur Delfein’s leaving us,
had been fatal to the fituation—she had in-
fallibly turned about—fo [ begun the con-
verfation inftantly.~ ‘

~—DBut what were the temptations, (asl
write not to apologize for the weakneffes of
my heart in this tour,—but to give an
account of them ) — shall bhe defcribed with
the {ame fimplicity, with which I felt them.

THE REMISE DOOR.
L TE s

W HEN T told the reader thar T did not
care to get out of the Defobligeant , becaufe
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I faw the monk in clofe conference with a
lady juft arrived at the inn—1 told him the
truth ; but 1 did not tell him the whole truth;
for I was full as much reftrained 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—1I wished
him at his convent.

When the heart flies out before the un-
derflanding , it faves the judgment a world
of pains——% 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 flreet; a guarded
franknefs with which she gave me her hand,
shewed , I thought , her good educatien and
her good fenfe 5 and as 1led heron, 1 €1t
a pleafurable duility about her, which
fpread calmnefs over all my {pirits—

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

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

adoor of the Remife , Fancy had finished the
whole head , and pleafed herfelf as much
with its fitting her goddefs, as if she had
dived into the T1BER for it—but thow
art a feduced and a feducing flut; and albeit
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thou cheateft us feven times a _dny with thy
pictures and images, yet with fo man
charms doft thou do ir, and thou deckeft
out thy pictures in the shapes of {o many
angels offlJight , tis ashame 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 fce the original—it
was a face of about fix-and-twenty—of a
clear rranfparent 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 in,
attached me much more to it—it was inte-
refting; I fancied it wore the charafters of
a widow’d look ,and in that ftate of its declen-
fion, which had pafled the two firft pa-
roxylms of forrow , and was quictly begin-
ning to reconcile itfelf to its lofs—but a
thoufand other diftrefles might have traced
the fame lines ; 1 wish’d to know what they
had been—and was ready to inquire , ( had
the {ame boa ton of converfation permitted ,
as in the days of Efdras )—« What aileth
thee ? and why art thou difquicted ? and why is
thy underflanding troubled? »—1In a word , I
felt benevolence for her ; and refoly’d fome
way or other to throw in my might of
courtely—if not of fervice.

Such were my temptations—and in this
difpofition to give way to them, was1left
alone with the lady , with her hand in mine,
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and with cur faces both turned clofer to the
door of the Remife than whatwas abfolutely
neceflary.

THE REMISE DOOR,
C A L.A4 LS.

TH 1s certainly, fair lady! faid T, raifing
her hand up a litde lighdy as I began , muft
be one of Fortune’s whimfical doings ; to
take two utter ftrangers by their hands—of
different fexes , and, perhaps , from diffcrent
corners of the globe , and, in one moment,
place them together in fuch a cordial fitua-
tion, as Friendship lerfelf could fcarce have
atchicved for them , had she projeéted it for
a month.—

—And your refleftion upon it , shews how
much , Monfieur , she has embarraflcd you
by the adventure.—

When the fituation is what we should wifh,
nothing is {o ill-timed as to hint ar the cir-
cumftances which make it fo; yon 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 ?

In faying this , she difengaged her band
with a look which I thought a {ufficient com~
mentary uponthe text,



JOURNEY. o

Tt is a miferable piure which Tam going
to give of the weaknefs of my heart , by
owning that it fuffered a pain, -wluch Wwor-
thier occafions could not have inflidted. —I was
mortified with the lofs of her hand, and
the manner in which I had loft it , carried
neither oil nor wine to the wound : I never
felt the pain of asheepish inferiority fo mife-
rably in my life. g

he 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 5 {o fome way or other , God knows
how , I regained my fituation.

—>She had nothing to add,

I forthwich began to model a different con=
verfation for the lady., thinking from the
fpirit as well as moral of this, that I had
been miftaken in her charafter ; but upon
turning her face towards me , the {pirit which
had animated the reply was fled—the muf-
cles relaxed , and I beheld the fame unpro-
tefted look of diftrefs which firft won me
to her intereft—melancholy ! to fee fich
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
cheriched her, though it was in the open
fucet , without blushing.
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The pulfations of the arteries along my
ﬂnger:ﬂ{)re{ﬁng acrofs hers, told her what
was pafling within me: she looked down—
a filence of fome moments followed.

I fear , in this interval , T muft have made
fome flight efforts towards a clofer coms
“preflion of her hand, from a fubtle fenfa-
tion I felt in the palm of my own—not as
if she was going to withdraw hers—but as
if she thought about it—and I had infallibly
loft it a fecond time, had not inftinét more
than reafon direfted 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 it , of myfclf ; fo she let it conti-
nue , till Monfieur Deflein returned with
the key ; and in the mean time I fet myfelf
to confider how I should undo the ill im-
preffions which the poor monk’s ftory, in
cafe he had told it her, muft have planted
in her breaft againft me.

THE SNUFF+BO0X,
O A lnd L St

THE 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 flopp'd, howe-
ver , as foon as he came up to'us , with a

world
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world of franknefs ; and having a horn {nuff-
box in his hand, he prefented it open to
me=You shall tafte mine—faid I, pulling
out my box ( which was a {mal\ tortoife one )
and putting it into his hand="Tis moft excel-
lent , faid the monk : Then do me the favour,
1 replied, to accept of the box and all, and
when you take a pinch out of it , fometi-
mes recolleét it was the peace-offering of a
man who once ufed you unkindly, but not
frem his heart,

The poor man blush’d as red as fcarlet.
Mon Diex! {aid he , prefling 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 , {aid the lady.
—My God ! cried the monk , witha warmth
of afleveration which feemed not to belong
to him—the fault was in me , and in the
indifcretion of my zeal—The lady oppofed
it , and 1 joined with her in maintaining it
was impoffible , that a {pirit 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, We remained filent ,
without any fenfation of that foolish pain
which takes place , when in fuﬁh a circle



a6 A SENTIMENTAL

you look for ten minutes in one another’s
taces without faying a word. Whillt this
lafted , the monk rubb'd his horn kox upon
the fleeve of Lis tunic ; and as foon as it had
acquired ‘a little air of brightnefs by the
fri¢tion—he made a low bow, and faid , "twas
too late to {ay whether it was the weaknefs
or goodne(s of our tempers which had in-
volved usin this conteft—but be itas it would
—he begg’d we might exchange boxes—In
faying this, he prefented his to me with
one hand, as he took mine from me in the
other ; and having kifs'd it—with a fiream
of good nature in Eis eyes, he put it into his
bofom—and took his leave.

I guard this box , as I would the inftru-
mental parts of my religion, to help m
mind on to {fomething better : in truth , I {el-
dom go abroad without it ; and oft and
many a time have I called up, by it, the
courteous {pirit of its owner to regulate my
own , in the juftlings of the world. They
had found full employment for his, as Ilearnt
from his ftory , till about the forty-fifth
vear of his age , when upon fome military
fervices ill requited,, and meeting at the fame
time with a difappointment in the tendereft
of paffions , he abandon’d the {word and the
fex together, and took fan&uarg, 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
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Calais , upon inquiring after Father Lorenzo,
1 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 ftrong 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
bufinefs to grow there , they all fruck toge-
ther fo forcibly upon my affettions , that T
burft into a flood of tears—but 1 am as weak

as a woman : and I beg the world not to {mile
but pity me.

THE REMISE DOOR,
CALAIS.

I HAD never quitted the lady’s hand all this
time; and had held it fo long , that it would
have beenindecent to have let it go, without
firft prefling it tomy lips : the blood and {pi~
rits , which had fuﬂ{r’dp arevulfion 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 pafling by , and obferving our com-
munications , naturally tock it into their
heads, that we muft be man and wife at leaft;
{o, ftopping as foon as they came up to the
door of the Remife , the one of them, who

B2



28 A SENTIMENTAL

was the inquifitive traveller , ask’d us, if we
fet out for Paris the next morning 2~1I could
only anfwer for myfelf, I faid ; and the lady
added , she was for Amiens. We dined there
ycﬂcrdae{ » faid the fimple traveller—Yon
go direftly through the town, added the
other , in your road to Paris. I was going to
return a thoutand thanks for the intelligence,,
that Amiens was in the road to Paris ; but ,
upon pulling ont my poor monk’s little horn
box to take a pinch of {nuff—I made them a
quiet bow , and wishing them a good paflage
to Dover—they left us alone—

—Now where would be the harm , faid T
to myfelf ,if I'was to beg of this diftrefled
lady to accept of half of my chaife?—and what
miﬁhty mifchief could enfuc ?

very dirty paflion, and bad propenfity in
my nature, took the alarm, as I flarted the
propofition—It will oblige you to havea third
horfe , faid AVARICE, which will put twenty
livres out of your pocket—You know not
who she is, faid CAuTION—o0r what ferapes
the affair may draw you into, whifper'd
COWARDICE.~

Depend uponit,Yorick ! faid DiscreTION,
"twill be faid you went off with a miftrefs,
and came by affignation to Calais for that
purpofe—

—You can never after , cried HYPOCRISY
aloud , shew your face in the world—or rife,
quoth MEANNESS , in the church—or be any
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thing in it, faid PRIDE, but a loufy preben-

dary.

~Bur'tis a civil thing, faid I—and as I gene~
rally a& from the firft impulfe, and there-
fore feldom liften 1o thefe cabals:, whichferve
no purpofe , that I know of , but to encom-
pafsthehearr with adamant—Iturn'd inftantly
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 1 had made my determination; fo I fet
after her with a long firide , to make her
the propofal with the beft addrefs 1was 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
ftruck me , she was trying the fame caufe
herfelf—God help her I'{aid 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 proceffe , 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 mufing on one fide.

By
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IN.THESTREET,
C A LiAIS

H AVING, onfirft fight of the lady , fet-
tled the affair in my fnncy, « that she was
»» of the better order of beings »—and then
laid it down as a fecond axiom , as indi{pu-
table as the firft, thar she was a widow , and
wore a chara&er of diftrefs—I went no fur-
ther; I gor ground enough for the fituation
which pleafed me—and had she remained
clofe befide my elbow till midnight , Ishould
have held true to my fyftem, and confidered
ter 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
of a further feparation—1 might poflibly ne-
ver f{ee her more—the heart is for {aving
what it can; and 1 wanted the traces thro’
which my wishes mighe find their way to
her , in cale 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 ftood in the way.I form'd a
fcore different plans—There was no fuch
thing as a man’s asking her direftly—the thing
was impoffible.
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‘A little French debonnaire Captain, who
came danc'mg down the {ireet, shewed me,
it was the eafieft thing in the world; for pop-
ping in betwixt us , juft as the lady was re-
turning bagk 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 him
to the lady—1 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.—Fous n’etes pas de Londres 7——she
was not, she replicd—Then Madame muft
have comethro’ Flanders.—Apparemment vous
etes Flamande? faid the French captain—~The
lady anfwered, she was.—Peut étre de Lifle?
added he—She faid, she was not of Lifle.—
Nor Arras ?—nor Cambray ?—nor Ghent?—
nor Bruflels ? She anfwered , she was of
Bruffels.

He had had the honour, he faid, to be®
at the bombardment of it laft war—that it
was finely fitvated , pour cela—and full of
noblefle when the Imperialifts were driven
out by the French—(the lady made aflight
curtfy )—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 Mari >—f{aid he , loo-
king back , when he had made two fieps—=

B4
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and without ftaying for an anfwer—danced
down the fireet.

HMadIferved feven yearsapprenticeship to
good breeding, Lcould not have done as much,

Lo B KB LS &,
CHA L 4148,

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

The firft objeét which caught my eye , as
Monf. Deflein open’d the door of the Re-
mife , was another old tatter’d Defobligeant:
and notwithftanding it was the exng pic-
ture of that which had hit my fancy fo much
in the coach-yard but an hour before—the
very fight of it flirr'd np a difagreeable {en-
fation within me now; and I thought 'twas
a churlish beaft into whofe heart the idea
could firft enter, to conflru& fuch a ma-
chine ; nor had I much more charity for
the man who could think of ufing it.

I obferved the lady was as little taken
withit as myfelf: fo Monf. Deflein led us on
to a couple of chaifes which flood abreaft;
telling ws , as he recommended them, that
they had been purchafed by my Lord A.
aucF B. to go the grand tour, but had gone
no further than Paris, fo werein all refpelts
as good as new—They were too goodww



JOURNEY. ' g3

fo 1 pafs'd to a third, which ftood 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 Mon{. Deflein , oftering his
arm, to ftep in—The lady hefitated half a
fecond, and ftepp’d in ; and the waiter thatmo~
ment heckoning to {peak to Monf. Deflein, he
shut the door of the chaife upon us, and left us.

THE REMISE,
E 4 E 4TS,

.C_.‘;:sr bien comique , *tis very droll, faid the
lady {miling , from the refletion that this
was the fecond time we had been left toge-
ther by a parcel of nonfenfical contingen-
cies—c'eft bien comique , faid she—

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

"Tis their fort, replied the lady.

Itis fuppofed fo at leaft—and how it has
come to pafs , continned I, 1 know not ;
but they have certainly got the credit of
underflanding 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 worft fer of markf:
men  that ever tried Cupid's patience.

Bys
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~To think of making love by fentiments!

1 should as foon think of making a gen-
teel {uit of clothes out of remnants:—and to
do it—pop—at firft fight by declaration—is
fubmitting the offer , and themfelves with
it, to be fifted , with all their pour and con-
tre, by an unheated mind.

The lady attended as if she expefed 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 {ake—

That felfish people hate it for their owne

Hypocrites for heaven’s—

And that all of us, both old and young,
being ten times worfe frighten'd than hure
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 at leaft after
the time , that his filence upon it becomes
rormenting. A courfe of {fmall, quiet arten-
tions , not {o pointed as to alarm—nor fo
vague as to be miflunderftood ,~with now
and then a look of kindnefs, and little or
nothing faid upon it—leaves Nature for your
miﬂre{% , and she fashions itto your mind—

Then T folemnly declare , faid the lady,
blushing—you have been making love to
me all this while.
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T HE REMAT E
C A4 LAJdS

MO‘NSIEUR Deflein came back to let us
out of the chaife , and acquaint the lady,
the Count de L—, her brother, was juft ar-
rived at the hotel. Though 1 had infinite
good-will for the lady, I cannot fay, that I
rejoiced in my heart at the ev?nf—and could
not help telling her fo—for it is fatal to a
propofal, madam , {aid 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 it, faid 1, for im-
mediate prefervation.—But I cthink , 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.-—-¥f 1 had—(she ftop-
ped a moment)—I helieve your good-will
would have drawn a flory 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 {enfi-
bility , mixed with a concern , she got out
of the chaife—and bid adien,
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IN-THESTREET,
C AE W F85

IN EVER finished a twelve-guinea bargain
{o expeditoufly in my life : my time {feemed
heavy upon the lofs of the lady , and kno-
wing every mement of it would be as two,
till T put myfelf into motion—I ordered poit-
horfes direétly , and walked towards the
hotel.

Lord! faid T, hearing the town-clock firi-
ke four , and recolletting that 1 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 interefts 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—] 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 Beersheba , and cry , ’tis all barren—and
{o it is; and fo is all the world to him who
will not cultivate the fruits it offers, I de-
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clare , faid I, clapping my hands cheerily
together , that was L'in a defere, 1 would find
out wherewith in it to call forth my affec-
tions.~If I could do no better , I would
faften them upon fome {weet myrile , or
feck fome melancholy cyprefs to connett
myfelf to—I would court their shade, and
greet them kindly for their protedtion—I
would cut my name upon them , and {wear
t]lff.‘_}' were'the lovelieft trees throughour the
defert : if their leaves wither'd, I would teach
myfelf to mourn , and when they rejoiced ,
I would rejoice along with them.

The learned SmeLFUNGUS travelled from
Boulogne to Paris—from Paris to Rome—
and fo on—but he fet out with the {pleen
and jaundice , and every obje& he pafs'd by,
was difcoloured or diftorted—He wrote an
account of them , but *twas nothing but the
account of his miferable feelings.

I mer Smelfungus in the grand portico of
the Pantheon—he was juft coming out of it
s Tfuf nothing but a huge cock-pit, * faid he
~1 wish you had faid nothing worfe of the

enus of Medicis . replied 1—for in paffin
through Florence,I had heard he had fallen
foul upon the goddefs, and had ufed her
worfe than a common firumpet , without
the leaft provocation in nature.

_ 1 popp’d upon Smelfungus again at Turin,
in his return home; and a fad tale of for-
¥ Fide §='s Travels,
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rowful adventures he had to tell , « whes=
» 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
flage he had come at—

—TI'll tell it , cried Smelfungus , to the
world. You had better tell it, faid 1, 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 Vienma—to Drefden, to Berlin,
without one generous conneltion or pleafu-
rable ancedore to tell of; but he had tra-
velled ftraight on , looking neither to his
right hand or his left , left Love or Pity
should feduce him ont of his road.

Peace be to them ! ifit is to be found ; but
heaven itfelf , was it poflible to get there
with fuch tempers , would want objefts to
give it—every gentle fpirit would come
flying upon the wings of Love to hail their
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 havebrought
up no faculties for this work ; and was the
happieft - manfion in heaven to be alloted to
Smelfungus and Mundungus , they would
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be fo far from being happy , that the fouls
of Smelfungus and Mundungus would da
penance there to all eternity.

MONTRIUL

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 kuees
in dirt, to help the poftillion to tie it on,
without being able to find our what was
wanting—Nor was it till I got to Montriul ,
upon tie 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 E
—Becaufe , Monfieur , faidd the landlord,
there is a clever youag fellow , who would
be very proud of the honour to {erve an
Englishman.—But why an English one, more
than any other ?~They are {o generous , faid
the landlord—U'll be shot if this is not alivre
out of my pocket, quoth I to myfelf, this
very night—But they have wherewithal to
be fo, Monfieur, added he—Set down one
livee more for that, quoth I—Lt was but laft
night , {aid the landlord , gu'un Mylord An-
glois prefentoit un ecu & la fille de chambre—
Tant pis pour Mademoifelle Janneton , faid 1.

Now Jeanneton bein'g the landlord’s daugh-
ter, and the landlord fuppofing I was young
in French , took the liberty to inform me 4
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I should not have faid rant pis—but, tant
micux, Tant mieux , towjours , Monfieur , {aid
he, when there is any thing to be got—tant
pis , when there is nothing. It comes to the
fame thing, faid 1. Pardonneg-moi, faid the
landlord.

I cannot take a fitter opportunity to ob-
ferve, once for all, that rant pis, and rane
mieux , being two of the great hinges in
French converfation, a flranger woull do
well to fet himfelf right in the ufe of them,
before hegets to Paris.

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

It is H—the hiftorian, faid another—Tunt
mienx , {aid the Marquis. And Mr. H—,who
is a man of an excellent heart, return’d
thanks for both.

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

The landlord deliver'd this in a manner
which inftantly fet m§ mind to the bufinefs
1 was upon—and La Fleur, who ftood wait-
ing without, in that breathlefs expetation
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which every fon of nature of us have felt in
our turns, came 1.

MONTRIUL

I AM apt to be taken with all kinds of
people at firft fight ; bur never more fo_,
than when a poor devil comes to offer his
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 in, 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 T hired him firfl—and then began to in-
quire what he could do : But T shall find
out his talents, quoth I, as I want them—=
befides, 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 {o infulted by my wifdom ,
as in the attempt,

La Fleur had fet out early in life, as gal-
lantly as moft Frenchmen do, with ferving
for afew years ; at the end of which, has
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ving 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—
he retired a fes terres , and lived comme il
Plaifoit a Dicu.~that is to fay , upon nothing,.
—~—And fo , quoth Wifdom , you have
hired a drummer to attend you in this tour
of yours thro’ France and Italy ! Psha! faid
1, 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
evil and all to pay befides ? When a man
can extricate himfelf with an equivogue in
fuch an unequal match—he is not ill off—
But you can do fomething elfe , La Fleur ?
faid I—0 gu'oui !—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 fpanicl on one fide of my
chair , and a French wvalet, with as much
hilarity in his countenance 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.
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MONTRIUL

As La Fleur went the whole tour of France
and Italy with me , and will be often
upon the ftage , I muft intereft the reader a
little further in his behalf, by faying, that
1 had never lefs reafon to repent of the
impulfes which generally do determine me ,
than in regard to this fellow—he was a
faithful , affetionate , fimple foul as ever
trudged after the heels of a philofopher ; and
notwithftanding his talents of drum-beating
and {patterdash-making , which, though very
good in themfelves , happen’d to be of no
very great fervice to me , yet was 1 hourly
recompenfed by the feflivity of his temper
—it fupplied all defefs—I had a conftant re-
fource inhis looks , in all difficulties and dis-
trefles 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 thirlt , or cold , or naked-
nefs , or warchings , or whatever firipes
of ill 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 thatif Tam 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 refletin

how much I owe to the complexional phi=
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lofophy of this peor fellow , for shaming
me into-ene of a better kind. With all this,
La Fleur had a fimall caft 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,

MONTRIUL

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

C’eft un garcon de bonne formune , 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 pothillion
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
{carce a corner in Montriul where the want
of him will not be felt : he has but one
misfortune in the world , continued he.,
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« He is always in love ».—I am heartily
glad of it, {aid I=="twill {ave 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 1 do a mean ation, it
muft be in fome interval between one paf-
fion and another : whilt this interregnum lafts ,
1 always perceived my heart locked up—~1
can fcarce find in it to give Mifery a fix-
pence; and therefore 1 always get out of
it as faft asI can, and the moment I am
rekindled, T am all generofity and good
will again; and would do any thingin the
world, cither for, or with any one, if they
will but fatisfy me , thereis no finin it.

—But in faying this—{urely 1am commens«
ding the paflion—not myfelf,

A FRAGMENT.

—THE town of Abdera, notwithftanding

emocritus 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 aflaffi-
natiens—libels , pafquinades and tumults ,
there was no going there by day—'twas
worfe by night.

Now", when things were at the worft ,



&6 A SENTIMENTAL

it came to pafs, that the Andromeda of
Euripides being reprefinted at Abdera , the
whole orcheftra was delighted with it : but
of all the paflages which delighted them ,
nothing operated more upon their imagina-
tions , than the tender firokes 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 {poke pure iambics the
next day , and talk’d of nothing but Per-
feus his pathetic addrefs—« O Cupid | prince of
» God and men »—in every fireet of Abdera,
in every houfe—« O Cupid ! Cupid! n—In
every mouth, like the natural notes of fome
{fweet melody which drops from it, whe-
ther it will or no—nothing but « Cupid !
» Cupid ! prince of God and men »—
The fire caught—and the whole city, like
the heart of one man ,opened itfelf to 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 ftrect—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 chaflely fat her down and lif-
ten'd to the fong.

*Twas only in the power , fays the Frag-
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ment, of the God whofe empire extendeth
from heaven to earth , and even to the
depths of the fea, to have done this.

MONTRIUL

WH EN 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 thatis with the {ons and dauEh-
ters of poverty , who furround you. Let
no man fay , «let them go to the devil n—
’tis a cruel journey to fend a few mifera-
bles, and they have had fufferings 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
likewife : he need not be fo exalt in fet-
tin% down his motives for giving them—they
will be regifter'd elfewhere.

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

A well-a-way! faid I, 1 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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inflantly: withdrew his. claim , by retiring’
two fteps out of the cirele, and making a
difqualifying. bow on his part. Had the whele
parterre cried out, Place aux dames, with
one voice, it-'wounld not have conveyed the
fentiment of a deference for the fex with
half the effe@. - |

. Jult heaven! for what wife reafons haft
thou order’d it, that beggary and urbanity,
which are at {uch variance in other coun-
tries, should find a way to be at uniry in this ?
. —I infifted upon prefenting him with a
fingle fous , merely fgr his polireffe.

A poor litrlle dwarfish brisk fellow, who!
floed over-againft me in the circle, putting
feme thing firft under his arm , which had on-
ce been a hat, took his {nuff-box out of his
pocket , and generoufly offered a pinch on
both fides of him : itwasa gift of confequencey
and modeftly declined—The poor little fellow
prefs’d it upon them with a nod of welcome
nefs—Preney en—preney , faid he , looking
another. way ; fo they each took a pinch——
Pity thy box should-ever want one! faid I
10 myglf-, fo 1 put a couple of fous into
tt—taking:a {fmall pinch out of his bex ,:
to enbance their value, as 1 did it—He felt:
the weight of the fecond’ obligation more
than that of the firfl—"twas doinr, him an.
honour—the other was only doing him a.
charity—and he made me a bew down to’
the grovnd for 4, . o0 b 00

& —Here!

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

1 had thenbut three fous left:{fo I gave one,
fimply pour ’amour de Dicu , which1 was the
footing on which it was begg'd—The poor
woman had a diflocated hip ; fo it could
not be well, upon any other motive.

Mon cher & tres charitable Monfieur—e
There’s no oppofing this, faid L

My Lord Anglois—the very found was
worth the money—fo 1 gave my laji fous for
it. But in the eagernefs of giving, L had over=
look'd a pauvre honteux, who had noone to
ask a fous for him, and who, T 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! faid I—and I have not one {in<
gle fous left to give him—But you have a
thoufand ! cried all the powers of nature , {tir-
ring within me—fo I 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 conjefture of
my difpofition, as thefe two fixed points are
given him , he may judge within a livre or
two what was the precife {fum.

I could afford nothing for the reft, but
Diey yous beniffe=Et le bon Dien é:ous beniffe
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encore—{aid the old foldier, the dwarf, &,
The pauvre honteux could fay nothing—he
ull'd out a liele handkerchicf, and wiped
is face as he turned away—and I thought
he thank’d me more than them all.

THE BIDET,

HAVING fettled all thefe little matters,
I got into my poft-chaife with more ezfe 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 bides , * 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 {udden
flop to La Fleur's career—his bidet would
not pafs by it—a contention arofe berwixt
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 ! fo prefently Eot up,and came
to the charge a%ain 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.

* Pofi-horfe,
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La Fleur infifted upon the thing=—and the
bidet threw him.

What's the matter , La Fleur, faid I, with
this bider of thine #—Monfieur , faid he, c’eff
un cheval le plus opiniatre du monde—Nay ,if
he is a conceited beaft, he muft go his own
way , replied [—fo La Fleur got off him,
and giving him a good found lash,, the bidet
took me atmy word , and away he {camper'd
back to Montriul.—Pefle ! faid La Fleur.

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

Le Diable ! which is the firft and pofitive
degree , is gencrally ufed upon ordinary
emotions of the mind, where {mall things
only fall out contrary to your expe&ations
—fuch as—the throwing once doublers—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,

Ca
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Tis. then Pejle !

And for the third— ’
. But here my heartis wrung with pity and
fellow-feeling , when I reflelt what miferies
mufi have been their lot, and how bitterly
fo refined a people muft have fmarted , to
have forced them uponthe ufe of it.—

Grant me ; Q ye powers which touch the
tongue with eloquence in diftrefs !—what-
ever is my caft , grant me but decent words
to exclaim in, and 1 will give my nature

way.

]{llt as thefe were not to be had in France,
I refolved to take every evil juft as it befel
me , without any exclamation at all.

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

Asthere wasno 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 oA M P ONC T
THE DEAD A4SS.

eANb this, faid he , putting the remains
of a cruft into his wallet—and this should
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havie been thy portion, fzid he , hadft thon
_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 hisafs, and
to the very afs we had {een dead in the
road , which had occafioned La Fleur's mif-
adventure.  The - mati feemed to lament it
amuchy and it inftandly brought into my mind
Sancho’s. lamentation for his; bue he did it
with more true touches of nature.’

The mourner was fitringupona ftone-bench
atthe door , with the afs's pannel and its brid-
le on one fide, which he took up from time
to time—then laid them down—look'd it
them , and shook his head.' He then took
‘his cruft of bread out of his wallér again, as
if to eat it 3 held it fometime in his hand—
then laid ‘it upon the bit'of his afs’s bridle
—looked wifttully at the little arrangement
he had made—and then gave a figh.

The fimplicity of his grief drew numbers
about him, and La Fleur amongft the reft,
whillk the horfes were getting ready; as T
continued fitting in the poft-chaife, )[( could
{ee and hear over their heads.

—He faid he had come laft from Spain,
where he had been from the furtheft borders
of Franconia; and had got fo far on his re-
turn home, ‘when his afs died. Every one
feen’d defirous to know what bufinefs could
have taken fo old and poor a man {o
a'journey from his own Eome.

Cs

far
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It had pleafed Heaven, he faid, to blefs
him with three fons, the fineft lads in all
Germany ; but having in one week loft two
of the eldeft of them by the {mall-pox,
and the youngeft falling 1l of the fame dif-
temper, he was afraid of being bereft of
them all ; 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
flory , he flopp’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
cotrage with this poor creature, who had
been a patient partner of his journey—that
it had eat the gme bread with him all the
way , and was unto him as a friend.

very body who flood about, heard the
oor fellow with concern—La Fleur offered
im money.—The mourner faid , he did not
want it—it was not the value of the als~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, augd
that they had neither fcarce eat or drank till
they met. :
hou haft one comfort, friend, faid I,
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at leaft , in the lofs of thy poor beaft; I'm
fure thou haft been a merciful mafter ro
him.—Alas! faid the mourner, I thought fo,
when he was alive—but now that he isdead,
1 think otherwife.—I fear the weight of my-
felf, and my affliGtions together , have been
too much for him—they have shortened the
poor creature’s days , and I fear Thave them
to anfwer for.—Shame on the world! faid
1 to myfelf—Did we love each other , as
this poor foul but loved his als~'twould be
fomething,—

NAMPONT.
THEFOSEFELLON

TH E concernwhich the poor fellow’s ftory
threw me into, required fome artention : the
poftillion paid not 3‘16 leaft to it , but fer off
upon the pavé in a full gallop.

The thirftielt foul in the moft fandy de-
fert of Arabia could not have withed 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 4
had he but flolen 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 his beafts,
and fec off clattering like a thoufand devils.

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

4



6 A SENTIMENTAL

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
pafiion , and then he’ll go flow, that I may
enjoy the {weers of it.

The poflillion managed the point to a mi-
racle : by the time he had got to the foot of
a fleep hill about hzlfa league from Nampont,
~he had put me out of temper with him—
and then withmyfelf, for being, fo.

My cafe then required a different treat-
ment; and a good rattling gallop would have
been of real fervice to me.—

—Then, prithee, get on—get on, my good
1ad , faid I g ye
- The poflillion pointed to the hill—I then
tried to return back to the ftory of the poor
Germanand his afs—but I had broke the clue
—and could no more getinto it again , than
the poftillioncould into a trot.—

—The deuce go, faid I, withit all! 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 {weet lenitive at leaft for
evils , which Nature holds out to us; {o 1

~took it kindly at her hands ; and feel afleep ;
and the firlt word which roufed me was
Amiens.

—Blefs me! faid T, rubbing my eyes—
this is the very town where my poor lady,
is to come,
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AMI1ENS,

T HE words were {carce out of my mouth,
when the Count de L***s poft-chaife with
his fifter in it , drove haftily by :she had
juit time to make me a bow of recognition—
and of that particular kind of it, which told
me she had not yet done with me. She was
as good as her look ; for , before 1 had
quite finished my fupper, her brother’s fer-
vant came into the room with a biller, 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 5 and if my rout
should ever lay through Bruffels, and 1 had
not by then forgot the name of Madame de
L***—that Madame de L*** would be glad
to difcharge her obligation.

Then 1 will meet thee, faid 1, fair {pirit!
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 thon-
fand ! with what 2 moral delight will it crown
my journey , in sharing in the fickening, in-
cidents of a tale of mifery told to me by fuch

Cs
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a fufferer ! to fee her weep ! and though I
cannot dry up the fonntain of her tears, what
an exquifite fenfation is there flill 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-
ment ; and yet [ inftantly reproached my
heart with it in the bittereft and moft repro-
bate of expreflions.

It had ever , as I told the reader, been
one of the fingular bleffings 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 raper of
Eliza but about three months before—swear-
ing as 1 did it , that it should laft me
through the whole journey—Why should 1
diffemble the matcer ? I had fworn to her
eternal fidelity—she had a right to my whole
heart—to divide my affeftions was toleflen
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 unreproaclﬁn[i 2

—I will not go to Bruilels, replied 1, in-
terrupting my felf—but my imaginarion went
on—f recall'd her looks at that crifis of out
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{eparation, when neither of us had power to
fay adieu ! Ilook’d at the piCure she had
tied in a black ribband about my neck—and
blush'd as 1 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
1, preffing itbetween my hands—shall it be
{mitten to its very root—and {mitten, Yo-
rick! by thee , who haft promifed to shel-
ter it in thy breaft ?

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

In tran{ports of this kind, the heart, in

fpite of the underftanding , will always fay
too much.

I HE L.E1 1 E K
LM R NS

FORTUNE had not {miled upon La Fleur ;
for he had been unfuccefsful in his feats of
chivalry—and not one thing had offerd eo
fignalize his zeal for my fervice from the ti-
me he had enter'd into it, which was al-
moft four-and-twenty hours. The poor {oul
burn’d with impatience ; and the Count de
L** {ervant , coming with Ele letter, being
> 6
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the firft pra&ticable occafion which offered,
La Fleur had laid hold of it and in order to
do honour to his mafter , 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 paflport
in his vety looks) foon fet every fervant
in the kitchen at eafe with him; and as a
Frenchman, whatever he his talents , has
no f{ort of prudery in shewing them , La
Fleur , in lefs than five minutes, had pull’d
out his fife, and leading off the dance him-
{elf with the firlt note, fer the fille de Cham-
bre, the maitre d’hotel, the cook , the fenl-
lion, and all the houshold, dogs and cats,
befides an old monkey , a-dancing : I fuppofe
there never was a merrier kitchen fince the
flood.

M¥dame de L***, in paffing from her bro-
ther's apartments toher own , hearing fo much
jollity below fiairs , rung up her fille de chamn-
bre to ask about it ; 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 loaden’d himfclf in going
up fhairs with a thoufand compliments to
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Madame de L*™**, on the part of his mafter
—added a long apocrypha of inquiries after
Madame de L™"s health—told her , that
Monfieur his mafler was au defefpoir for her
re - eftablishment from the fatigues of her
journey—and, to clofe all, 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 abillet in return 2

Madame de L*** had faid this with fuch
a tone of reliance upon the fa& , that La
Fleur had not power to difappoint her ex-
pedtations—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 mafter who could be wanting en
égards vis d vis d'une femme; {o that when Ma-
dame de L***asked LaFleur if he had breught
aletter—0O qu'oui ,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 to fearch {}())r the letter
with his right—then contrary-wife— Diable!
—then fought every pocket—pocket by
pocket, round , not forgetting his fob—Pefte I
—then La Fleur emptied them upon the floor
—pulled out a dirry cravat—a handkerchief
—a comb—a whip - lash—anight - cap—then
gave a peep into his hat—Quelle etourderie !
He had lefi the letter upon the table in the
Auberge—he would run for it, and be back
with it in three minutes,
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I bad juft finished my fupper when La
Fleur came in to give me an account of his
adventure : he told the whole flory fimply
as it was:and only added, that if Monfieur
had forgot ( par hagard) to anfwer Madame’s
letter , the arrangement gave him an o‘ppor-
tunity to recover the faux pas—and if not ,
that things were only as they were.

Now I was not altogether fure of my eri-
quette , whether 1 ought to have wrote or
no; but if 1 had=—a devil himfelf could not
have been angry : 'twas but the officious
zeal of a well-meaning crearure for my ho-
nour ; and however he might have miftook
the road—or embarraffed mein fo doing—
his heart was in no tault—I was under no
neceffity to write—and what weighed more
than all—he did not look as if he had done
amifs.

—'Tis all very well, La Fleur, faid IL—
"T'was f{ufficient. 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 i his countenance, that
I could not help taking up the pen.

I begun and begun again; and though 1
had nothing to fay, andg 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 1 wasin no mood to wrire,
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La Fleur ftept out and brought a little wa-
terin a glafs to dilute my ink—then fetch’d
fand ancF feal-wax—It was all one : T wrote,
and blotted, and tore off , and burnt, and
wrote again—Le Diable I'emporte! {aid 1 half
tomyfelf—I cannot writethis felf-fameletter;
throwing the pen down defpairingly as 1
faid it.

As foon as I had caft down the pen, La
Fleur advanced with the moft refpeiful car-
riage up to the table , and making a thoufand
apologies for theliberty he was goingto take,
told mehe had a letter in his pocket wrote
by a drummerin 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 i

La Fleur inftancly pull'd out a little dirty
pocket-book cramm’d full of fmall letters
and billet-doux ina {ad condition, and laying
it upon the table,, and then untying the flring
which held them all together , run them over
one by one, 1ill he came to the letter in
queftion—La wvoili ! faid he , clapping his
hands ; fo unfolding it firft , he laid it before
me, and retired three fieps from the table
whilft I read it
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MADAME, ‘ ;

JE fuis penetré de la douleur la plus vive,
et reduit en méme temps au defefpoir par ce
retour imprevii du Corporal, qui rend notre
entrevue de ce {foir la chofe du monde Ia
plus impoffible. ‘ 1

Mais vive la joie! et toute la mienne fera
de penfer a vous.

L'amour n’eft rien {ans fentiment.

Et le fentiment eft encore moins fans
amour,

On dit qu'on ne doit jamais fe defels
perer. -
On dit aufli que Monfienr le Corporal
monte la garde Mercredi @ alors ce fera mon
tour,

Chacun a fon tour,

En attendant—Vive U'amour! et vive'la ba-
gatelle |
JefusMADAME,
Avec toutes les fentiments les plus
refpefteux & les plus tendres ront
a vous,
Jaques Rogut.
Tt was but changing the Corporal into the

Count—and faying nothing about mounting
guard on Wednefday——and the letrer was
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neither right or wrong—fo to gratify thepoor
fellow , who {tood trembling for my honour,
his own, and the honour of his letrer ,—1
took the crcam 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 che next morning we purfued our jour-
ney to Paris,

P 4RIS,

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

A poor prince who is wewk in cavalry ,
and whofe whole infantry does not exceed
a fingle man, had heft quit the field; and
fignalize himfelf in the cabinet,if he canget
up into it—1 fay wp into it—For there isno
defcending perpendicular amongft 'em with a
s« Me voici! mes enfans n—here I am—what-
ever many may think. )

Lown my firft {enfations , a8 foon as [ was
left {folitary and alone in my own chamber
in the hbtel , 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
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at the ring of pleafure —The old with broken
Jances , 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—rilting at it
Iike fafcinated knights in tournaments of yore
for fame and love.—

Alas, poor Yorick ! cried T, what art thou
doing here ? On the very firlt onfet of all this
glittering clatter , thou art reduced to an
atom—{eck—{eek fome winding alley , with
a tourniquer at the end of it , where chariot
never rolled, or flambeau shot its rays—
there thou mayeft folace thy foul in con=
verle fweet with fome kind griffer of abar-
ber’s wife , and get into fuch coreries |—

—May 1 perish | if I do, faid I pulling out
the letter which I had to prefent to Madame
de R*** —T'll wait upon this lady , the very
firft thing 1 do.So I called La Fleur to go
feck me a barber dire@tly—and come back ,
and brush my coat.

THE WIG.
P ARIS,

WH EN the barber came , he abfolutely
refuféd to have any thing to do with my wig:
twas either above or l%clow his art : I had
nothing to do, but to take one ready made

of his own recommendation. :
—~But I fear , friend ! faid I, this buckle
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won’t ffand.—You may immerge it , replied
he , into the ocean , and it will fland.—

What a great fcale is every thing upon
in this city ! thought I=The utmoft ftrerch
of an English periwig-maker’s ideas could
have gone no further than to have «dipped
»irinto a pail of water.»—What difference |
’tis like time to eternity. /

I confefs I do hate all cold conceptions,
as 1 do the puny ideas which engenderthem;
and am generally fo ftruck with the great
works o% nature, that, for my own part,
if I could help it, I never would make a
comparifon lefs than a mountain at leaft.
All that can be faid againft the French {ub-
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
wvaft ideas , but Paris being {o far inland, it
was not likely 1 should run poft a hundred
miles out of it, to try the experiment—
the Parifian barber meant nothing.—

The pail of water flanding befide the great
deep , makes certainly but a forry figure in
{peech—but *twill be {aid—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 expreffion
proiﬁe_ﬂ?:s more than it performs,

think I can fee the precife and diftine
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guishing marks of national chara&ers more
in thefe nonfenfical minutia, than in the moft
important matters of flate ; where great men
of 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 think
of going with my letter to Madame R™**
that night : but when a man is once dreffed
at all points for going out, his refleGions
turn to litfle account : fo taking down the
name of the Hotel de Modene where Tlodg>
ed, I walked forth without any determina-
tion where ro go—I shall confider of that,
faid 1, as I walk along, R 1o

I HE . P8 By
PAH RIS,

HAIL, e fmall fweet courtefies of life,
for {mooth do yemake the road of it ! like
.grace and beauty which beget inclimations to
loveart firft fight ; ’tis ye 'who openthis 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 :-A-Moﬂ-'witl&ng]lé';
‘Monfieur , faid she , Jaying afide her work.—
. IThad given a caft. with my cye into half
a dozen shops a I came along, in fearch of
a face notlikely to be difordered by fiich an
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interruption ; till at.]aﬁ , this hitting my
f‘m]cy » I hﬂd w;xlked ., .
~ She was working a pair of ruffles as she
{at in a Jow chair, on the far {ide of the
shop facing the door.— ;
* —Tres volontiers : 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 {o chearfula 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 muit turn firft to your left hand—
mais preney garde—there 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 paftit, give yourfelf the
trouble to turn direftly 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 him{elf thepleafure toshew you—

She repeated her inftru&tions 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 {uppofe it was the woman’s
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beautg , notwithftanding she was the hand-
fomeft griffer, 1 think , I ever {faw , which
had much to do with the fenfe I had of her
courtefy ; only Iremember, when 1 told her
how much I was obliged to her, that I look-
ed very full in her cyes ,—and that I re-
peated my thanks as often as she had done
her inftru&tions. :

I had not got ten paces from the door ,
before 1 found T had forgot every tittle of
what she had fasid—f{o looking back , and
feeing her flill ftanding in the door of the
shop , as if to look whether I went right
or not—! returned back, to ask her whether
the firft turn was to my right or lefi—for
that I had abfolutely forgot.—Is it poffible!
faid she, half laughing.—'Tis very pofiible,
replied I, when a man is thinking more of
a wom'n, than of her good advice.

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

—Attendey ! faid she , laying her hand
upon my arm to detain me , whilft she cal-
led a lad our of the back—shopto get ready
a parcel of gloves. Iam juft going to {end him,
{aid she, with a packet into that quarter , and
if you will have the complaifance to flepin,
it will be ready in a moment , and he sl'{nll
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-
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on the chair ,as if I had a min‘d to fit, she
{at down herfelf in her low chair, and linf~
tandly {at myfelf down befide her. _

—He will be ready , Monfieur, faid she,
in a moment=—And in that moment , replied
1, moft willingly would I fay fomething ve-
ry civil to you for all thefe courtefics. Any
one may do a cafual a& of good nature, but
a continuation of them shews it is a part of
the temperature 3 and certainly , added I,
if it is in the fame blood which comes from
the heare, which defcends to the extrcmes
(touching her wrift) 1 am fure ycu muft
have one of the beft pulfes of any woman in
the world—Fecl it faid she, holding cut her
arm. 5o laying down my hat, 1 took hold
of her fingers in cne hand , and applied the
two fore tingers of my other to the artery.—

—Would to heaven! my dear Eugenius,
thou hadit pafied by , and beheld me fictin
in my black coat , and in my lack-a-day-fical
manner , countinE the throbs of it, one by
one , with as much true devotion, as if I had
been watching the critical ebb or flow of
her fever—How wouldft thou have laugh'd
and moralized upon my new profeffion !—
and thou shouldft have laugh'd and moraliz-
ed on—Traft me , my dear Eugenius , I
should have faid, « there are worfe occupa-
» tions in this world than feeling a woman’s
» pulfe »~But a Griffet’s ! thou wouldft
have faid—and in an open shop ! Yorigk,—
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=S50 much the better : for when my views

are dire&t , Eugenius , T care not if all the
world faw me feel ir.

THE HUSBAN D,
PEARTS:

I H A D counted twenty pulfations, and was
going on faft towards the forticth , when her
husband coming unexpelted 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, asto give himfelf the trouble
of feeling my pulfe—The husband took off
his hat, and making me a bow, faid I did
him too much honour—and having {aid 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 heen the grounds of this excla~
mation , if I explain it ro thofe who do not.

In London , a shopkeeper and a shop-
keeper's wife feem to be one bone and one
flesh:in the feveral endowments of mind and
body, fometimes the one., fomerimes the
other has it, {o as in general to be upon a
par , and to tally with éach other as nearly
as a man and wife need to- do, i

n
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1n Paris, there are fcarce two orders of
beings more different : for the legiflative
and executive powers of the shop not reft-
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 fgﬁque , having ceded this
department , with fundry others, totally to
the women—by a continual higgling with
cuftomers of all ranks and fizes , from morn-
ing to night, like fo many rough pebbles
shook leng together in a bag, by amicable
collifions they have worn down their af-
perities and sharp angles, and not only be-
come round and smooth, but will receive ,
fome of them, a polish like a brilliant~Mon-
fienr le Mari,is little better than the f{lone
under yourfoot.—

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

—And how does it heat , Monfieur? faid
she.~With all the benignity, faid I, look-
ing quietly in her eyes , that I expefed—
She was going tofay {omethingcivil in return
~but the lad came into the shop with the
gloves—A propos, faid 15 T want a couple
of pairs myfelf,

D
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LM BV B0 B BN,
PLARLS,

TH £ beautiful Griffet rofe up when I aid.
this , and going behind the counter, reach’d
down a parcel, and untied it : I advanced
to the fide over-againfl her ; they were all
too large. The beautiful Grifler meafured
them one by one acrofs my hand—It would
not alter the dimenfions—5She begg'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 WianOt do, faid I, shaking
my head a little—No, faid she, doing the
fame thing.

There arecertain combined looks of fimple
fubtlety—where whim, and fenfe, and fe-
rioufnefs , and nonfenfe, are {o blended ,
that all the languages of Babel fet loofe to-
gether, could not exprefs them—they are
communicated and caught {o inflantaneoudly ,
that you can fcarce fay which party is the
infector, I leave it to your men of words
to fwell pages about it—it is enough in the
prefent to fay again, the gloves would not
do; fo, folding our hands within our arms,,
we both lell’d upon the counter—it was nar=
row , and there was juft room for the par~
cel to lay between us, g .

The beautiful Griffet look’d fometimes at
the gloves, then fide-ways to the window ,
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then at the gloves—and then at me. I was
not difpofed to break filence—1I follow’d her
example : fo I looked at the gloves , then
to the window , then at the %10‘&'65 , and
then at her—and fo on alternately.

1 found I loft confiderably in every attack
—she had a quick black eye , and shot
through two fuch long and {ilken eye-lashes
with fuch penetration, that she look'd into
my very heart and reins—It may {eem ftran-
ge, but I could a&ually feel she did.—

It is no matrer , faid 1, taking up a couple
of the pairs next me, and putting them into
my pocker.

I was fenfible the beautiful Griffet had not
ask’d above a fingle 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 embarrafiment , that
I could ask a fous too much ofa ftranger—
and of a ftranger whofe politenefs , more °
than his want of gloves , has done me the
honour to lay himfelf at my mercy ?—M’en
croyex vous capable >—Faith ! not 1, faid 1;
and if you were , you are welcome—fo
counting the money into hier hand, and witha
lower bow than one generally makes to a
shop-keeper's wife, T went out , and her lad
with his parcel followed me,

D2z
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THE TRANSLATION,
PARIS.

TH}IRE was no body in the box T was
let into, but a kindly old French officer. I
love the charafter , not only becaufe 1 ho-
nour the man whofe manners are foftened
by a profeflion 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
tcl]jng the world it was Captain Tobias
Shandy , the deareft of my flock and friends ,
whofe philanthropy I never think of, at this
long diftance from his death—but my eyes
gush out with tears. For his fake, I have a
predileétion for the whole corps of veterans ;
and fo I flrode over the two back rows
of benches, and placed myfelf befide him.

The old officer was reading attentively a
fmall pamphlet , it might be the book of
the opera , with a large pair of fpeacles.
As foon as I fat down, he took his {pefta-
cles off, and putting them into a shagreen
cafe , return’t}) them and the book into
his pocket together. 1 half rofe up , and made
him a bow.

Tranflate this into any civilized langnage
in the world—the fcnfe 15 this:

« Here’s a poor firanger come into the
» box=he feems as if he knew no body:
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 and is never likely , was he to be feven
» years in Paris, if every man he comes
» near keeps his {pedtacles npon lns_nofc-—-
» ’tis shutting the door of converfation ab-
» folutely in his face—and ufing him worfe
» 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
» fenfible of his attention , and return’d him
» a thoufand thanks for it ».

There is not a fecret fo aiding to the
progrefs of fociality , as to get mafter of
this short hand , and to be quick inrendering
the feveral turns of looks and limbs, with
all their infleions and delineations, into plain
words. For my own part, by long habitude,
1 do it fo mechanically , thar when 1 walk
the ftreets of London , 1 go tranflating all
the way; and have more than once t%ood
behind in the circle,, where not three words
have been faid , and have brought off twenty
different dialogues with me, which 1 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 T faw her;
fo I gave a fpring to one fide to let her pafs
~She had done the fame, and on the f:l:me

Dj
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fide too ; fo we ran our heads together : she
inftantly got to the other fide to get out 3 I
was juft as unfortunate as she had been, for
I had fprung to that fide, and oppofed her
paffage again—We both flew together to the
other fide, and then back—and {o on—it was
ridiculous; we both blush’d intolerably ; fo
1 did, at laft, the thing I should have done
at firft—I ftood ftock flill, and the Marque-
fina had no mere difficulty. T had no power to
go into the room , till [ had made her fo
much reparation as to wait and follow her
with my eye to the end of the paffage—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 T ran amFbegg’d pardon for
the embarraffiment 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—{o we reciprocally
thank’d each other. She was at the top o
the ftairs ; and feeing no chichesbee near het ,
I begg'd to hand her to her coach—fo we
went down the fhairs , ftopping at every thir

ftep to talk of the concert and the adven-
ture—Upon my word , Madame , faid 1,
when I had handed her in , I made fix dif-
ferent efforts to let you go out—And 1
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made fix eforts , replied she, to let youenter
—I wish to heaven you would make a fe-
venth, {aid I—With all my heart ,—faid she,
making room—Lifc is too short to be long
abont the forms of it—fo I inftandy ftepp'd
in, and she’ carried me home with her—
And what became of the concert , St. Ceci-
lia , who, I fuppofe , was atit, knows more
than 1

I will only 2dd, that the conneftion which
arofe out of the tranflation, gave me more

pleafure than any onc 1 had the honour to
make in Italy.

T HE D WAARF.
T AR LS.

I HAD never heard the remark made by
any one in my life, except by one ; and
who that was , will probably come outin
this chapter; {o that being pretty much un-
prepoflefled , there muft have been grounds
for what ftiuck me the moment I caft my
eyes over the parterre—and that was, the
unaccountable {port of nature , in forming
fuch numbers of dwarfsi—No doubt , she
{ports at certain timas in almoft every corner
of the world : but in Paris, there isno end
to her amufements—The goddefs fcems
almott as merry as she is wife.

As 1 carried my idea out of the opera -
comigue with me, I meafured every body

4



8o A SENTIMENTAL

1 faw walking in the fireets by it—Melan-
choly application ! efpecially where the fize
was exmemely little—the face extremely
dark—the eyes guick—the nofe long—the
teeth white—the jaw prominent—to {ee 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
arrefted by the hand of Nature in the fixth
and feventh years of their growth—afourth,
in their perfeét and natural flate, 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 fire-
ets, and in how few feet {quare in the
fixth and feventh flories fuch numbers of
the Bourgeoifie eat and fleep together ; but 1
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 ,
m':?ht be increafed almoft to any fize, pro-
vided they came right into the world 3 but
the mifery was, the citizens of Paris were
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fo coop'd up, that they had not allually
room cnough to get them—l’ do not call it
getting any thing, faid he—'dis getting no-
thing—Nay, continued he , rifing in his argu-
ment , ’tis getting worle than nothing , when
all you have gor, after twenty, or five and
twenty yearsof the tendereft care, and moft
nutricious aliment beftowed upon it, shall
not at laft be as high as my leg. Now , Mr,
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 ir, 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—1 cannot bear to {fec one of them
trod upon; and had fcarce got feated befide
my old French officer , ere the difguft was

Dy
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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 {mall
efplanade left, where , when the houfe is
full, numbers of all ranks take fan&tnary.
Though you fland , as in the parterre , yon
pay the fame price as in the orcheftra. A
poor defencelefs being of this order had
ot thruft fome how or other into this luck-
efs place—the "night was hot, and he was
furrounded by beings two feet and a half
higher than himfelf. The dwarffuffered inex-
preflibly on all fides; but the thing which
incommoded him moft, was a tall corpu-
lent German , near feven feet high, who
ftood direétly betwixt him and all poffibility
of his feeing either the ftage or the adlors,
The poor dwarf did all he could to get a
peep at what was going forwards, by fecking
for fome little opening betwixt the Ger-
man’s arm and his body , trying firft one
fide , then the other ; but the German ftood
{quare 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
refumed his pofture.
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- 1 was juft then taking a pinch of fnuff out
of my monk’s little horn - box—And how
would thy meek and courteous {pirit, my
dear monk ! fo temper’d to bear and for-
bear I—how {weetly would it have lentan
ear to this poor f{oul’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 whuman 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 quene
with his knife—The German look’d back
coolly , and told him he was welcome,
if he could reach ir.

An injury sharpened by an infult, be it
to who it will, 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 {ame
time with his finger at the diftre(s—the cen-

tinel made his way to it.—There was no

occafion to tell the grievance—the thing

told itlelf'; fo thrufting back the German

inftancly with his musket—he rook the poor

dwarf by the hand , and placed him before

him—This is noble! faid 1 - clapping my.
6
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hands together—And yet you would not
permit this , {aid the old officer, in England.

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

The old French officer would have fer
me at unity with myfelf, in cafe 1 had
been at variance ,~by faying it was a bon
mot—and as a bon motisalways worth fome-
thiné at Paris , he offered me a pinch of

fnu
ol By R, O-'§:E;
PEASR1 S

I’r was now my turn to ask the old French
officer, « What was the matter ? » for a
cry of « Hauffeg les mains , Monfieur I Abbé »
re-echoed from a dozen different parts of
the parterre , was as unintelligible to me, as
my apoftrophe tothe monkhad been to him,
He told me, it was fome poor Abb¢ in
one of the upper loges , who he fuppofed
had got planted perdu behind a couple of
griflets, in order to fee the opera , and that
the parterre efpying him , were infifting upon
his holding up both his hands during the re-
refentation.—And can it be fuppofed, faid
f, that an ecclefiaftic would pick the Grif=
fet’s pockets ? The old French officer {miled,
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
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{o {mit with fentiment, should at the fame
time be {o unclean , and fo unlike thems=
felves—Quelle grofjiereré | added L.

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 it, by Moliere—but ,
like other remains of Gothic manners, was
declining—Every nation , continued he , have
their refinements and grofieretés , in which
they take the lead ,and lofe it of one another
by turns—that he had been in moft coun-
tries , but never inone where he found not
fome delicacies, which others feem to want:
Le POUR & le CONTRE f¢ tronvent en chaque
nation ; there is a balance, faid he, of good
and bad every where ; and nothing but the
knowing it is {o, can emancipate one half of
the world from the prepofleflions which
itholds againft the other—that the advantage
of travel, as it regarded the feavoir vivre;
was by feeing a great deal both of men and
manners 5 it taught us mutual toleration ;
and mutual toleration, concluded he , making
me 2 bow , taught us mutnal love.

The old French officer delivered this with
an air of {uch candour and good fenfe , as
coincided with my firft favourable impreffions
of his charafter—I thought I loved the man;
but I fear 1 miftook the objelt—"twas my
own way of thinking—the difference was ,
1 could not have exprefled it half {o well.
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It is alike troublefome to both the rider
and his beall—if the latter goes pricking vp
his ears, and flarting all the way at every
objett which he never {faw before—I1 have
as litele 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—which1 found
inconfequent and perfeétly 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 corre&®;
and I never wishto {ee 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 any thing
—Rien que pour piffer , faid Madame de Ram-
bouliet.—

Grieve not, gentle traveller , to let Ma-
dame de Rambouliet p-fs on—And , ye fair
myftic 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 beenthe prieft of the chafte
Castaria, I could not have ferved at her
fountain with a more refpeéiful decorum,

' END or VOLUME I,
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THE FILLE DE CHAMBRE,
PARIS.

WH AT the old French officer had deli-
vered upon travelling , bringing Polonius’s
advice to his fon upon the fame fubje& into
my head—and that bringing in Hamlet ;
and Hamlet, the reftof. Shake[%ear’s 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 ! {aid 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 T,
read Shakelpear! C'eft un Efprit fort ; replied
the bookfeller.—He loves English books »
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and , what is more to his honour, Monfieur ;
e loves the English too. You f{peak 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
?rcumg decent girl of about twenty , who by
her air and drefs, {eemed to be fille de cham-
bre to fome devout woman of fashion , came
into the shop and asked for Les Egaremcrts
du Ceur & de UEfprit : the bookfeller gave
her the hook direttly ; she pulled out a litile
green fattin purfe run round with aribband of
the fame colour , and purting her finger and
thumb iato 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, i

—And what have you to do, my dear,
faid 1, with The wanderings of the heart ,
who fcarce know yer you have one ? nor,
till lovehas firft rold yeu it , or fome faith-
lefs shepherd has mar}’e it ache , can’ft thou
ever be fure it is fo—~—Dien m'en pgarde!
{aid the girl.—With reafon, faid I—for if
itis 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 drefled out with pearls. :

"The young girl liftened with a {ubmiffive
attention, holding her fattin. purfe by its rib-
band in her hand all the time.~Itis a very
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fmall one, faid I, taking hold of the bottom
of it—she held it towards me—and there is
very lietle init, my dear, faid I3 but be
but as good as thou art handfome , and
heaven will fill it. I had a parcel of crowns
in my hand to pay for Shakefpear; and as
she had let go the purfe entirely, I put a
fingle one in ; and tying upthe ribband ina
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 itfelf down—the body does no .
more than tell it. I never gave a girl acrown
in my life which gave me half the pleafure.

My advice , my dear, would not have
been worth a pin to you, faid I, if I had
‘not given this along with it: but now, when
you fee the crown, you will remember it
—f{o do not, my dear, lay it out in ribbands,

Upon my word, Sir, faid the girl, ear-
neﬂl‘y, I am incapable—in faying which, as
is ufual in little bargains of henour , she
gave me her hand—Zn verité, Monfieur, je
mettrai cet argent 4 part , faid she.

When a virtuous convention is made be-
twixt man and woman, it fan&ifies theirmolt
private walks : fo , notwithflanding it was
dusky, 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 courte{y in fetting
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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 ftop , to
tell me again—she thanked me.

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

The girl feemed affe@ted 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 1t 1
got to the corner of the Rue de Nevers,
where we were to part.

~But is this the way, mydear, faid I,
to the Lotel de Modene ? she told me it
was—or , that I might go by the Rue de
Guenegault , which was the next turn—
Then 1 will go, my dear, by the Rue de
Guenegault, faid I, for two reafons; firft
I shall pleafe myfclf, and next I shall give
you the proteftion of mliqcompany as far
on your way as I can. The girl was fen-
fible I was civil—and faid she wished the
héitel de Modene was in the Rue de St
Pierre.~ You live there? faid I.—She rold
me she was fille de chambre to Madame R....
—Good God! faid 1, it is the very lady
for whom I have brought a leter from
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Amiens—The girl told me , that Madame
R... she believed , expefted a flranger
with a letter, and was impatient to fee him
—{o 1 defired the gl to prefent my com-
pliments to Madame R.....,and faylwould
certainly wait upon her in the morning,

We ftood ftill at the corner of the Rue
de Nevers whillt this paffed—We then
ftopped a moment whilft she difpofed of her
Egarements du Caur , &c. more commodioufly
than carrying them in her hand—they were
two volumes; {o [ held the {econd for her,
whilft she put the firft into her pocket; and
then she held her pocket , and Tput the other
in after ir.

It is fweet to feel by what fine- fpun
threads our affeftions are drawn together.

We fet off afresh , and as she took her
third ftep, the girl put her hand within my
arm—I was ]ufg 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 conviftion of confan-
guinity fo ftrongly , that 1 could not help
turning half round to look in her face , and
feeif I could trace out any thing in it of
a family likenefs—Tut! faid I, are we not
all relations ?

When we arrived at the turning up of
the Rue de Guenegault , I ﬁoppeg

to bid
her adien for good and all: the girl would
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thank me again for my company and kind-
nefs—She bid me adieu twice—I repeated
it as often; and fo cordial was the parting
between us, that had it happened any wherc
elfe, I am not furebut 1 should have fign-
ed it with a kifs of charity , as warm
and holy as an apoftle.

But in Paris , as none kifs each other but

the men—I did, what amounted to the {ame
thing—I bid God blefs her.

THE PASSPORI
P A RIS,

WH EN [ got home to my hétel, La Fleur
told me I had been inquired after by the
Licutenant de Police—The deuce takeir, faid’
I—1 know the reafon. It is time the reader
should know it , for in the order of things in'
which it happened , it was omitted ; not that
it was out of my head , but that, had T told
it then, it might have been forgot now—and
now is the time [ wantit.

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 thisinits train,
that theré was no getring there without a
paffport. Go but to the end of a fireet , I
have amortal averfion for returning back no
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wifer than 1 {et out; and as this was one of
the greateft eforts 1 had ever made for -
knowledge , Lcould lefs bear the thouglits of
it : {o hearing the Count de **** had hired
the packet, | begged he would take me in
his fuire. The Count had fome little know-
ledge of me , fo made litde or no diffis
culty—only faid , his inclination to ferve me
could reach no farther than Calais as he was
to return by way of Bruflels to Paris : how-
ever, when I had once paffed there, I might
%et t0 Paris withonr interruption ; but that in
aris I muft make friends , and shift for my-
{elf—Let me gotoParis , Monfieur le Comte ,
faid I—and Ishall do very well, So I embark-
ed, and never thought more of the mateer.

‘When La Fleur told me the Lievzenant
de Police had been inquiring after me—the
thing “inflantly 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 it,
that my paflport had been particularly asked
after : the mafter of the hérel concluded with
fnyinlg, He hoped 1 had one—Not I, faith!
faid 1,

The mafter of the hétel retived three fleps
from-me, as from an infeted perfon, as I
declared this—and poer La Fleur advanced
three fleps towards me, and with that {ort
of movement which a good foul makes to
fuccour a diftreffed one—the fellow won my
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heart by it ; and from that fingle zrair , 1
knew his chara&ter as perfe@ly, 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 recollefting himfelf as he made the
exclamation, he inftantly changed the tone
of it—If Monfieur , faid he , has not a pafl-
port ( apparenment ) 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 certes replied he,
you will be fent to the Baflille or the Cha-
telet , au moins. Poo ! faid I, the king of
France is a good-natured foul—he will Durt
no body.—Cela n’empéche pas, faid he—yow
will certainly be fent tothe Baftille to-mor-
row morning.—But I have taken your lodg~
ings for a month, anfwered I, and 1 will
not quit them a day before the rime »
for all the kings of France in the world. L&
Fleur whifpered in my ear , That no body
could oppole the king of France.

Pardi! faid my hoft, ces Mefficurs Anglois
font des gens tres extraordinaires—and having
both faid and fworn it—he went out.

THE EP4dSSPQRIL
Tuwe HOTEL ar PARIS.
I COULD not find in my heart to torture

La Fleur with a ferious look upon the i—‘ylg
J€
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je& of my embarraffment , which was the
reafon I had treated it fo cavalierly : and
to shew him how light it la?r upon my
mind, I dropt the fubjet entirely ; and whilit
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 fireets as far as the bookfeller’s shop 3
but feeing me come out with the young
fille de chambre , and that we walked down
the Quai de Contitogether, La Fleur deem-
ed it unneceffary to follow me a flep fur-
ther—{o making his own refleftions uimrl ity
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 foonas the honefl creature had taken
away , and gone down to f{up himfelf, T
then began to think a little ferioufly about
my fituation.—

—And here, 1 know , Engenius, thou
wilt fmile at the remembrance of a short
dialogue which paffed betwixt us the mo-
ment 1 was going to fer out—I muft rell it
here.

Eugenius , knowing that I was as little
{ubject to be overburdened with money as
thought , had drawn me afide to interrogate
me hew much I had taken care for; upon
telling him the exa® fum, Eugenius shook
his head, and faid it would no}tﬂ do ; fo pul-
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led out his purfe in order to empty it into
mine ;= I have enough in confcience , Eu-
genius , faid L—Indeed, Yorick, you have
not , replied Eugenius—I know France and
Jraly better than you—But you do not
confider , Eugenius , faid 1, refufing his of-
fer, that before I have been three days in
Paris , I shall take care to fay or do {ome-
thing or other for which T shall get clap-
ped up inthe 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 1 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 all , when La Fleur had gone down
ftairs , and I was quite alone, that I could
not bring down my mind to think of it
otherwife than I had then fpoken of it to
Eugenius ?

—And as for the Baflille! the terror isin
the word—Make the moft of it you can,
faid 1 to myfelf, the Baflille 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 1
it twice a year—but with nine livres a day ,
and pen, and ink ,and paper , and patience ,
albeit a man cannos get out ; he may de
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very well within—at leaft for a month or
fix weeks; at the end of which, if he isa
harmlefs fellow , his innocence appears,
and he comes out a better and wifer man
than he went in.

1 had fome occafion (1 forget what) ro
ftep into the court-yard, as 1 fertled this ac-
count ; and remember I walked down flairs
in no {mall triumph with the conceit of my
reafoning—Beshrew the fombre pencil! faid
1 vauatingly—for 1 ¢nvy dot its powers ,
which paints the evils of ' life with {o hard
and deadly a colouring. The mind f{its ter-
rified at the objelts she has' magnified her-
felf, and blackened : reduce them to their
proper fize and hue , she- overlooks them
—It is true, faid I, corre@ing the propofi-
tion—the Batftille is not an eviF to be defpif
ed—but firip’ it of its towers—fill up the
foffé—unbarricade the doors—call it fimply
a confinement , and fuppofe it is fome ty-
rantofa diftemper—and notofa man which
holds you in it=the evil vaniches , 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 complaincd « it could
» not get out ».~I looked up and down
the paflage, and fecing neither man , wo-
man , or child, T went out withour further
attention. e e

In my return back ﬂxroughEtlie paflage,
2
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I heard the fame words repeated twice over;
and looking up , I faw it was a flariing hung
in a little calge.—-:r I can’t get out—Il can’t
» %et out, » faid the ftarling.

ftood looking at the bird : and to every
perfon who came through the paffage it
ran fluttering to the fide towards which they
approached it , with the fame lamentation
of irs captivity—« I can’t get out , »  faid
the ftarling—God help thee! faid 1, bur 1
will let thee out , coft what it will 5 fo I
turned about the cage to get  the door;
it was twifted and double twifted fo faft
with wire , there was no getting it open
without pulling the cage to pieces—I took
both hands to 1t ,

The bird flew to the place; where 1 was
attempting his deliverance ;i and thruflin
his head through the trellies, prefied hisbreal
againftit, as if impatient—I fear, poor crea-
ture ! faid I, I eannot fet thee at liberty—
« No ,» faid the flarling—« I can’t get out—
«1 can't get out , » faid the ﬂaﬂiné%

I vow, [ never had my affeftions more
tenderly awakened ;nor do I remember an
incident in my life , where the diffipated
{pirits, to which my reafon; had been 3
bubble, were fo fuddenly called home, Me-
chznical as the notes were, yet fo true in
tune to naturg, weré they, chanted, that in
one moment they o{rér'r{rew all my {yfte-

matic reafonings upon. the Baflille ; and I
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heavily walked up ftairs ; unfaying every,
word 1 had faid in going down them.

Difguife thyfelf as thou wilt , fill, Sla-
very | {aid I—flill thou art a bitter draught 3
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
fweet and gracious Goddefs , addrefling my-
{elf to LigerTy, whom all in public orin
private worship , whofc tafte is grateful,
and ever will be fo , till NATURE herfelf
shall change—no tint of words can fpot thy
fnowy mantle, or chymic power turn thy
feeptre intoiron—with theeto fmileupon him
as he eats his cruft, the {wain is happier than
" his monarch , from whofe court thou art
exiled—Gracious heaven! cried I, kneelin
down upon the laft ftep but one in my af-
cent—grant me but health , thou gredt Beft-
ower of it, 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.

T HE.-C4PTIYV.E.
‘ PARIS.

T HE bird in his cage purfued meinto m

room ; I fat down clofe by my table, and
leaning my head upon my hand, 1 began
to figure o myfelf the miferies of confine-

Ej
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ment. I was ina right frame for it, and o I
gave full fcope to my imagination.

I was going to begin with the millions of
my fellow-creatures, born to no inheritance
kut flavery; bur finding , however affeéting
the pifture was, that I could not bring it
nearme ,and that the multitude of fad groups
- init did but diftra@t me.~

—1 tock a fingle captive , and having
firft shut him up in his dungeon , I then
looked through the twilight of his grated
door to take his pi€ture.

1 beheld his body half wafled away with
long expefation 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 blcod—he had feen no fun,
no moon in all that time—nor had the voice
of friend or kinfinan breathed through his
lattice—his children—

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

He was fitting upon the ground upon a
little flraw , in the furtheft corner of his
dungeon, which was alternately his chair and
bed: a little calendar of fmall flicks were
faid at the head, notched all over with the
difmal days and nights he had paffed there
—hehad one of thefe little flicks in his hand,
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and with a rufty nail he was etching ano-
ther day of m??crry to add to the heap. AsI
darkened the little light he had , he lifted u
a hopelefs eye towards the door , then ¢

it down—shook his head , and went on
with his work of afflition. 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—I burft into tears—I could not fuftain
the picture of confinement which my fancy
had drawn—I ftarted up from my chair,
and calling La Fleur, I bid him befpeak me
a remife, and have it ready at the door of
the hdtel by nine in the moruing,.

—I will go dire@tly , faid I, myfelf, to
Monfieur Le Duc de Choifeul.

La Fleur would have put me to bed ; but ,
not willing he should fee any thing upon
my checks, which would coft the honeft fel-
low a heart- ach—I told him 1 would go

to bed by myfclf—and bid him go do the
fame.

THE STARLING.
ROAD 170 VERSAILLES.

I GOT into my remife the hour 1 propof-
ed: La Fleur got up behind, and 1 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 fubje& of the laft chaptrer.

‘Whilft the Honourable Mr.**** was wait-
ing fora wind at Dover , ithad been caught
npon 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 it , and taking it once under his pro-
teltion , in a day or two grew fond of it,
and got it fafe along with him to Paris.

At Paris the Jad had laid out a livrein a
little cage for the ftarling ; 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 ics
debtor.

Upon his mafter’s going on for Italy—the
lad had given it to the mafter of the hotel—
But his lirtle fong for liberty, being in an
unknown language at Paris—the bird had lit-
tle or no ftore fet by him—f{o 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
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Lord B—Lord B made a prefent of him to
Lord C—and Lord C’s gentleman fold him
to Lord D's for a shilling—Lord D gave him
to Lord E—and fo on——ﬁalf round the alpha-
bet—From that rank he paffed into the lower
houfe, and patled 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 flore fet by him in London as
in Paris.

- It is impoffible but many of my readers
muft have heardof him ; andifany , by mere
chance, have ever feen him—I beg leave to
inform them , that that bird was my bird,—
or fome vile copy fer up to reprefent him.

I havenothing further to add upon him , but
that from that time to this , I have born this
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}i‘oor ftarling as the creft to my arms.—
hus :

—And let the heralds officers twift his
neck about , if they dare.
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VERSAILILE.S.

I sHouLD not like to have my enemy take
a view of my mind, when I am going to
ask prote@ion of any man : for whichreafon,
1 generally endeavour to protet myfelf;
bur this going to Monfieur le Duc_d: | Ui
was an a&t of compulfion—had it been an
a& of choice, I should have done it , I fup-
pole, like other people.

How many mean plans of dirty addrefs,
as | went along , did my fervile heart form!
I deferved the Baflille 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 arttitudes and tones to wreath myfelf
into Monfieur Le Duc de C****’s good gra-
ces—This will do—faid I—=Juft as well , re-
torted I again, as a coat carried up to him
by an adventurous taylor, withcut taking
his meafure~—Fool l—continued 1—{ee Mon-
fieur Le Duc’s face firft—obferve what cha-
rafter is written in it; take notice in what
pofture he ftands to hear you—mark the turns
and expreflions 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 compémgdun addrefs
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at once on the fpot, which cannot difguft the
Duke—the ingredients are his own , and moft
likely to go down.

Well! faid I, T wish it well over—Cow-
ard again! as if man to man was not equal
throughout the whole furface of the globe; and
if 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 does it once. Go-to the Due de C. .,
with the Baftille in thy looks—my life forit,
thou wilt be fent back to Paris in half an
hour, with an efcort.

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

—And there youare wrong again , replied
1.—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 T shall do very well : 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 ownleéture ,
that I neither afcended the fleps like a vic-
tim to juflice, who was to part with life up-
on the topmaft ,—nor did I mount them with
askip and a couple of firides, as T do when
I fly up, Eliza! to thee, to meet it.

s 1 entered the door of the faloon, I
was met by a perfon who poffibly might be
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the maitre d’hotel , but had more the air of
one of the under fecrctaries , who told me
the Duc de C.... was bufy—I am utterly
ignorant, faid I, of the forms ot obtaining
an audience , being an abfolute firanger, and
what is worfe in the prefent conjunture of
affairs , being an Englishman too.—He re-
lied , that did not increafe the dificulty.—
made him a flight bow, and told him I
had fomething of importance to fay to Mon-
fieur Le Duc. The fecretary looked towards
the ftairs , asif he was about to leave me to
carrgr up this account to fome one—But I
muft not miflead you , {aid I—for what I have
to fay is of no manner of importance to Mon-
fieur le Duc de C- * *—but of great import-
ance to myfelf—C'eft une autre affaire, repli-
ed he—Not at all, {aid I, to a man of gal-
lantry.—But pray , good Sir, continued I,
when can a firanger hope to have accefs ?
in not lefs than two hours, {aid he , looking
at his watch, The number of equipages in
the court-yard feemed to juflify the calcula-
tion, that I could have no nearer a prof-
pefl—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 Baflille itfelf , T inftantly went back
to my remife, and bid the coachman drive
me to the cordon blex , which was the neareft
hotel.
I think there is a fatality in it—I feJdom
go to the place I fet out for,
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LE Put 1085 TFE
VERSAILLES.

BEI—‘()REI had got half-way down the flreer,
I changed my mind : as I am at Verfilles ,
thought I, I' might as well take a view of
the town ; fo I 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.—-'Fhe coachman beg-
ged pard)c;n 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 {poke 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 tg’c third : for I intended that day for
Madame R+ in the Rue St. Pierre, and
had devoutly fent her word by her fille de
Chambre that [ would affuredly wait upon her
—butI am governed by circumftances—I can-
not govern them ; fo feeing a man ftanding
with a basket on the other fide of the fireet,
as if he had fomething to fell , I bid La Fleur
f? ui) to him, and inquire for the Count’s
iotel.
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La Fleur returned a little pale; and told
me it was a Chevalier de St. Louis felling
atés—It is impoffible , La Fleur! faid L—La
%leur could no more account for the pheno-
menon than my{elf; but perfifted in his ftory :
he had feen the croix fet in gold , with its red
ribband , he faid, tied to his button-hole—
and had locked into the basket and feen
the parés which the Chevalier was felling ;
fo could not be miftaken 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 remife—the more 1 looked at him—his
croix and his basket , the fironger they wove
themfelves into my brain—I got out of the
renife and went towards him.

e was begirt with a clean linen apron
which fell below his knees , and with a {ort
of a bib which went half-way up his breaft ;
upon the top of this, but a litrle below the
hem , hung his croix. His basket of little
patés 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-
preté and neatnefs throughout ; that one
might have bought his parés of him, as
much from appetite as fentiment,

HMe made an offer of them to neither; hut
flood ftill with them at the corner of a hieel,

for thofe to buy who chofe it, without foli-
citation,
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He was about forty-eight—of a fedate
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 patés into my
hand—I begged he would explain the appear-
ance which affeéted 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 {mall patrimony ,
he had obtained a company and the croix
with it; but that at the conclufion of the
laft peace , his regiment being reformed,
and the whole corps, with thofe of fome
other regiments , left withount any provifion
—lie found himfelfin 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 King , he faid, was the moft gene-
rous of princes , but his generofity counld
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 patifferic ; 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 paffing over what
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happened to this poor Chevalier of St.Louis
about nine months after.

It feems he ufually took his fland 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-
peéted 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 Thave told this to pleafe the reader, 1
beg leave he will allow mie to relate another,
out of its order, to pleafe myfelf—the two
ftories refleét light npon each other,—and it
is a pity they should be parted.

THE S W O R D.
RENNES.

%
w HEN flates and empires have their pe-
riods of declenfion ,'and feel in their turns
what diftrefs and poverty is—I ftop 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
condirion with great firmnefs ; wishing to
preferve and flill shew to the world {fome
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little fragments of what his anceftors had
heen—their indifcrecions had put it out o
his power. There was enough left for the
litrle exigencies of obfcurity—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—the mount-
ing was too expenfive~~and fimple cecono-
my was not a match for it—there was no
refource but commerce. '

In any other province in France, fave
Britanny , this was {miting the root for ever
of the little tree his pride and affe&ion wish-
ed to fee re-bloffom—But in Britanny, there
being a provifion for this , he availed himfelf
of it and taking an occafion when the ftates
were affembled at Rennes, the Marquis , at-
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 ide—Here—{aid he
—take it; and be trufly gnardians of it, till
Letter times put me in condition to reclaim it,

ThePrefidentaccepted the Marquis’s fword
—he ftayed 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 {uccefsful
application to bufinefs, with fome unlooked
for bequefts from diftani branches ofhis houfe,
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—returned home to reclaim his nobility and
to fupport it. 3

It ‘\vaas an incident of good fortune which
will never happen to any traveller , but a
fentimental one , that I should be at Rennes
ztthe very time of this folemn requifition :
I call it folemn—it was {o to me. e

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

—There wasa dead filence. When the Mar-
quis had approached within fix paces of the
tribunal,he gave the Marchionefs to hisyoung- -
eft fon, and advancing three fteps before his
family—he reclaimed his fword—His {word
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 it , beginning at the hilt, as if to (ce
whether it was the fame—when obferving
a lietle ruft which it had contralted near
the point, he broughtit near his eye, and
bending his head down over it—I think I
{aw a tear fall upon the place: 1 could not
be deceived, by what followed.

« Lshall find, faid he, fome other way ,
» to get it off ».

When the Marquis had f{aid this , he re-
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turned his {fword into its {cabbard , made a
bow to the guardians of it—and , with his
wife and daughter , and his two fons following
him , waike& out.

O how I envied him his feelings!

THE PASSPORT,
VERSAILLES.

I FOUND no difficulty in getting admittance
to Monfieur le Count de B -+ +*, The fer of
Shakefpeare was laid upon the table , and he
was tumbling them over. I walked up clofe
to the table, and giving firlt fuch a look at
the books as to make him conceive I knew
what they were—Itold him I had come with-
out any one to prefent me , knowirg I
should meet with a friend in his apartment,
who, I trufted , would do it for me—it-is
my countryman the great Shakefpeare, fai‘d
1, pointing to his works—er ayey la bontt,
mon cher ami , apoftrophizing his {pirit, added
1, deme faire cet honneur Li—

The Count fmiled at the fingularity of the
introduétion ; and fecing I looked a little
pale and fickly, infilted upon my taking an
arm-chair: fo I {at down ; and to {ave him
conje@ures upon a vifit fo out of all rule, L
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-
tleembarraffment I was under, than to any
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other man in France—And what is your em-
barraffment? let me hear it, faid the CounF.
So I told him the flory juft as I have told it
the reader.—

—And the mafter of my hotel, faid 1, as
1 concluded it, will needs have it, Monfieur
le Count, that 1 shall be fent to the Baflille
—but I have no apprehenfions , continued
I—for in falling into the hands of the moft
polished people in the world ,and being con-

cious I was a true man, and not come to

{pythe nakednefs ofthe land, I fcarce thought

I laid at their mercy. It does not fuit the
allantry of the French , Monfieur le Count,
aid T, to shew it againft invalids.

An animated blush came into the Count de
B...s cheeks, as I fpoke this—Ne craigney
rien—Do not fear, faid he—Indeed I do not ,
replied I again—befides, continued 1, alittle
fportingly—I have come laughing all the way
from London to Paris, and do not think
Monfieur le Duc de Choifenl is fuch an ene-
my to mirth, as to fend me back crying for
my pains.

—My application to you,Monficurle Count

de B .....(making him a low bow) is to defire
he will not.

The Count heard me with great good-na-
ture , or I had not faid half as much—and on-
ce or twice faid—C'eftbien dit. So 1 refted my

caufe there ,~and determined to fay no more
about it,
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The Count led the difcourfe : we talked of
indifferent things—of books and politics ,
and men—and then of women—God  hlefs
‘them all ! faid I, after much difcourfe about
them—there is not a man upon earth who
loves them o much as I do : after all th= foi-
bles I have feen, and all the fatires 1 have
read againft them, fll I love them, being
firmly perfuaded, that a man, who has not
a fort of an affe(tion for the whole fex, is
incapable of ever loving a fingle one as he
ought.

He bien ! Monfieur I Anglots , faid the
Count, gaily—You are not come to {py the
nakednels of the land—I believe you—ni en-
core , 1 dave fay, that of our women—But,
permitme to conjelture—if, par hayard , they
fell in your way—that the profpe&t would
not affe® you.

I have ﬁ};mething within me which cannot
bear the shock of the leaft indecent infinua-
tion : in the {portability of chit-chat, I have
often endeavoured to conquer it , and, with
infinite pain, have hazarded a thoufand things
to a dozen of the fex together—the leaft of
which I could not venture to a fingle one,
to gain heaven.

xcufc me , Monfieur le Comte, faid 1
—as for the nakednefs of your land , if I {aw
it, 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
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fo evangelical in this, and have fuch a fel-
low-fecling for whatever is weak abhout thc:'m .
that I would cover it with a ﬁarment, if 1
knew how to throwit on—Butd could Wl.‘ihl i
continued 1, to {py the nakednefs of their
heatts , 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 this reafon, Monfieur le Comte ,
continued I, that I have not feen the Palais
Royal—nor the Luxembourg—nor the Fagade
of the Louvre—nor have attempred to {well
the catalogues we have of piftures , ftarues,
and churcies—l conceive every fair being as
a temple, and would rather enter in, and
fee the original drawings and loofe sket-
ches hung up in it, than the transfiguration
of Raphael itfclf. :

The thirft of this, continued I, as impa-
tient as that which inflames the breaft of the
connoiffeur , has led me from my own home
into France—-and from France will lead me
through Italy—it is a cquiet journey of the

eart in purfuit of NATURE, 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 occafion ; and added ve

olitely , how much he flood obliged to
hakefpeare, for making me known to him
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—but, & propos , {aid he—Shakefpeare is full
of great things—He forgot a {mall pun&ilio
of announcing your name-—it puts you un-
der a neceflity of doing it yourfelf,

TR A e8P Q KT,
VERSAILLES.

THERE is not a more perplexing affair in
life to me; than to fet abour telling any one
who I am—for there is fcarce any body 1
cannot give a better account of than of my-
felf; and [ have often wishedI could doitin
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-
le@ing I was in his books, T took up Ham-
let, and turning immediately to the grave-
diggers fcene in the fifth att, I laid my fin-
ger upon YORICK , and , advancing the
book to the Count, with my finger all the

way over the name—Me  voici! faid L
ow , whether the idea of poor Yorick’s
skull was put out of the Count’s mind , by
the reality of my own, or l?/ what magic
he could drop a period of feven or eight
hundred years , makes nothing in this ac-
count—it 1s 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 firfk of our own church, for
whofe
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whofe candour and paternal fentiments I
have the higheft veneration , fell into fame
miftake in the very fame cafe.—» 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
Yoricks. 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 Greatr, with
Alexander the copperfmith , my lord—It was
all one, he replied—

—If Alexander king of Macedon could
have tranflated 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 eft-il Forick ? cried the
Count.—Je le fuis, faid 1—Vous ?—Moi—
moi qui ai Uhonneur de vous parler , Monfieur
le Comte—Mon Diex! {aid he , embracing
me—Fous étes Yorick.

. The Count inflantly put the Shakefpear
into his pocket—and “left me alone in his
roon1,



122 A SENTIMENTAL

EE. PSS FURT,
VERS AILLES.

ICOULD not conceive why the Count de
B....had gone fo abrupily out of the
room , any more than I could conceive why
he had put the Shakefpear into his pocket—
My fleries which muft explain themfelves ,are not
worth the lofs of time ,which a conjeSure about
them takes up : 1t was better to read Shake-
fpear; fo taking up « Much ado abour No-
thing , » 1 tranfported myfelf inftantly from
the chair I fat in to Meffina in Sicily, and
got fo bufy with Don Pedro, and Benediét,
and Beatrice , that 1 thought not of Ver-
failles , the Count, or the pafiport.

Sweet pliability of man’s {pirit, that can
at once {urrender itfelf to illufions , which
cheat expeftation and forrow of their weary
moments !—Long~long fince had yenumber-
ed out my days, had I not trod fo great a part
of them uponihis enchanted ground : when my
way is too rough for my feet, or too ﬂeeg
for my ftrength , I get oftit , to fome fmoot
velvet path which fancy has {catrered over
with rofe-buds of delights; and having taken
a few turns in it , come back firengrhened
and refreshed—W hen evils prefs fore upon
me, and there is no retreat from them in
this world , then I take a new courfe—
leave it—and as 1 have a clearer idea of the
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Elizian fields than I have of heaven, I force
myfelf , like /Eneas, into them—I fee him
meet the penfive shade of his forfaken Dido
—and wish to recognize it=1 fee the injured
fpirit wave her head, and turn off filent
from the author of her miferies and dif-
honours—I lofe the feelings for myfelfinher’s
~—and in thofz affcétions which were wont to
make me mourn for her when I'was at {chool.

Surely this is not walking in a vain shadow
—nor does man difguiet himfelf in vain by ir—
he oftener does {o 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 [ had got to the end of the third
alt, the Count de B. ... entered , with my
paffport in his hand. Monf. le Ducde G-+,
faid the Count, is as good a prophet , 1
dare fay , as heis aflatetman—Un 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—Pardonnez-moi
Montf. le Comte , faid I—I am not the king's
jefter—But you are Yorick ~Yes.—Er vous

plaifante; —lanfwered , indeed 1 did jeft—
~buc was not paid for it—itr was entirely at
my own expence.

F'z
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We have no jefter at court, Monf. Le
Comte, faid I ; the laft we had was in the
licentious reign of Charles Il.—fince which
time, our manners have been fo gradually
refining , that our court ar prefent is {o 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 devour—there is nothing for a
jefter to make a jeft of—

Voila un perfiflage ! cried the Count.

b HE:PdSS P ORT,
VERSAILLES,

.As the paflport was direéted 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—l own the triumph of obtaining the
paflport 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
afirm, that enjoyment itfelf was attended
cven with a figh—and that the greateft rhey
knew of , terminated , in a general way , in
little better than a convulfion.

1 remember the grave and learned Be-
voriskius , in his commentary upon the ge-
nerations from Adam, very naturally breaks
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off in the middle of a note, to give an account
to the world of a couple of {parrows uponthe
out-edge of his windew, which had incommod-
ed him all the time he wrote , and atlaft had
entirely taken him off from his genealogy.
—Itis firange ! writes Bevoriskius ; but the
_ falts are certamn, for I have had the curiofity
“wto mark them down one by one with my pen
~tut the cock-fparrow, during the little time
that I could have finished the other half of
this note , has aQually interrupted me with
thereiterarion ofhis carefics three-and-twenty
times and a half,
How merciful ,adds Bevoriskius , is heaven
to his crearures !
lll-fated Yorick! that the graveft of thy
brethren should be able to write that to the
world, which flains thy face with crimfon ,
to copy in even thy ftudy.
But this is nothing to my travels—So 1
twice—twice beg pardon for it.

CH AR ACTER
FRER S FLL'ES,

LAND how do you find the French? faid
the Countde B+* -, after he had given me
the paflpore.

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
Rqury. '

Fj
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—Mais paffe pour cela—Speak frankly ;
faid he ; do you find all the urbanity in the
French , which the world give us the honour
of r—I had found every thing, I faid, which
confirmed it— Fraiment , {aid the Count—Les
£rangois font pelis. To an excefs, replied L

The Count took notice of the word excefs ;
and would have it I meant more than [ {aid,
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 Comte , faid I, thut
man has a certain compafs , as well as an
inflrument ; and that the {ocial and other calls
have occafion by turns for every key in
him ; {o 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 fyflem of
harmony—The Count de B..... did not un-
derftand mufic , {o defired me to explain it
fome other way. A polished nation, my dear
Count , faid I, makes every one its debtor;
and hefides, urbanity itfelf, like the fair fex,
has fo many charms ; it goes againft the heart
to fay it candoill; and yet, [ belicve , there
is but a certain line of perfetion, that man,
take him all together ,1s empowered to arrive
at—if he gets beyond, he rather exchanges
qualities , than gets them. [ muft not prefume
1o {1y , how far this has affe@ted the French
in the fubje¢t we are {peaking of-—but should
it ever be the cafe of the English , in the pro-
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grefs of their refentments , to arrive at the
fame polish which diﬂinguis]::es the French,
if we did not lofe the politeffe de canr , which
inclines men more to humane a&ions, than
courteous ones—we should at Jeaft lofe that
diftin@ variety and originality of charaller ,
which diftinguishes them, not only from
each other, but from all the world befides.

1 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
hypothefis, T had got them into my hand,
when I had proceeded fo far.—

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

The English, like ancient medals, kept
more apart,and pailing but few peoplc’s hands,
preferve the firft sharpneffes which the fine
hand of nature has given them—they are not
fo Pleaf’unt to feel—but, in return, the legend
15 {o vifible, that ar the firft look, you fee
whofe iﬁage and fuperfeription they bear.—
But the Fr‘e:r}ch » Monf. Le Comte, added I,
wishing to {often what T had faid , have fo
many excellencies, they can the better fpare
this—they are a loyal, a gallant, a gene-
Tous , an ingenious , and %nocl temper'd

" 4
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people as is under heaven—if they have a
fault—they are too ferious.

Mon Dieu! cried the Count , rifing out of
his chair.

Maisvous plaifantey, faid he, corre&ing his
exclamation.—1Jaid my hand upon my breaft,
and with earneft gravity affured him , it was
my moft {ettled opinion.

The Count faid he was mortified , he
could not flay to hear my reafons , being
engaged to go that moment to dine with the
DucdeC- .

But if it isnot tco far to come to Verfailles
to cat your foup with me, Ibeg, hefore you
leave France, 1 may have the pleafure of
knowing you retralt your opinion—or, in
what manner you fupport it.—But if you do
fuppert it, Monf. I'Anglois, faid he , you
muft do it with all your powers, becanfe you
have the whole world againft you.—Ipremif-
ed the Count I would do myfelfthe honour
of dining with him before I fet out for Iraly—
fo took my leave.

THE TEMPTATION,
P ARIS.

WHEN T 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 of my
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chamber of him, and went up ftairs; and when
1 had got within ten fteps of the top of the
landing before my door , I met her coming
eafily down.

Iltywas 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 T had
failed in waiting upon her, had bid her inquire
if T had left Paris; and if o, whether I had
not left a letter addrefled to her.

As the fair 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 flill 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
fitle de chambre's face—1 thought she blushed
—the idea of it made me blush alfo—we
were quite alone; and that {uperinduced a
fecond blush , before the firft could get off.
- There is a fort of a pleafing halgguitly
blush, where theblood is moreinfault than the
man—it is fent impetuous from the heart ,
and virtue flies after it—not to call it baclk ,
but to make the f{enfation of it more deli-
¢ious to the nerves=—it is aflfocizted—

Fj
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But I will not deferibeit.—1 felt fomethin
at firlt within me, which was not in ﬁrig
unifon with the leffon of virtue I had given
her the night before—I fought five minutes
for a card—l1 knew 1 had not one.—I rock
up a pen—l laid it down again—my hand
trembled—the devil was in me,

I kunow as well as any one, he is an ad-
verfary,, whomif we refift, he will fly from
us—>but I {eldom refit him at all; from a
terror , that though I may conquer , I may
flill get a hurt in the combat—fo I gave up
the triumph for fecurity ; and inflead of
thinking to make him fly , I generally fly
myfelf.

The fair fille de Chambre came clofe up to
the burean were I was looking for a card—
teok up firlt the pen I caft down , then offer-
ed to hold me the ink : she offered it fo
fweetly , I was going toacceptit—but I dueft
not—1 have nothing, my dear, faid 1, 10
write upon.— Writeit , {aid she , imply , upon
any thing,—

I was juft going to ery out , Then I will
write it , fair girl! upon thy lips.—

IfI do, faxd 1,1 shall perish—{o 1 took
her by the hand , and led her to the door ,
and begged she would not forget the leflon
1 had given her—She faid , indeed she would
not—and as she uttered it with {fome ear-
neftnefs, she turned about , and gave me both
her hands, clofed together , into mine-—=it
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was impoflible not to comprefs them in that
firnation—I wished to let them go; and all
the time I held them, I kept arguing within
my{ctf againt it—and flill I held chem on—
In two minutes I found I had all the battle to
fight over again—and I felt my legsand 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—1 had ftill hold of her hands—and how
it happened 1 can give no account, bur 1
neither asked her—nor drew her—nor did I
think of the bed—but fo it did happen, we
both far down.

I will juft shew you , faid the fair fille de.
chambre , the litle purfe 1 have been mak-
ing to-day to hold your crown. So she put
her hand into her mght pocket , which was
next me , and fele for it for fome time—then
mto the lefi—« She had loft itr—1 never
bore expeltation more quietly—it was in_her
right pocket at laft—she pulled it ont ; it was
of green tafferas, lined with a lircle bir of
wiite quilted fattin, and juft big enough te
hold the crown—she put it inro my hand—
it was pretty ; and F}reld it ten minutes
with the back of my hand refting upoit her
lap—looking fometimes at the purfe , {ome-
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 ont hes litile

Fé
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houfewife, threadeda fmall needle, and fewed
it 11£-—I forefaw it would hazard the glor
of the day ; and asshe paffed her h:mdgin 1
lence acrofs and acrofs my neck in the ma-
nceuvre, [ felt the laurels shake , which fancy
had wreathed about my head.

A firap had given way in her walk, and
the buckle of her shoe was juft falling ofi—
See , (aid the fille de chambre , holding up her
foot—I could not for my foul but faften the
buckle in rewurn, and putting in the ftrap—and
lifting up the other foot withit , 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—

THE CONQUEST.
PARIS.

Y}:s——;md then—Ye whofe clay-cold heads ,
and Iukewarm hearts, can argne down, or
mask your paffions—tell me , what trefpafs is
it that man should have them ? or how his
fpirit ftands anfwerable to the Father of fpi-
rits , but for his conduét vnder them ?

If nature has fo wove her web of kind-
nefs, that fome threads of love and defire
are entangled withthe piece—muft the whole
web be rent indrawing 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
rife our of it, and which belong to me as a
man—ndif I govern them asa good one—I
will truft the iffucs to thy juftice , for thon
haft made us—and not we ourfelves. i

As 1 finished my addrefs, I raifcd the fair
fille de chambre vp by the hand , anfl led her
out of the room—she flood by me till I lock-
€d the door and put thekey in my pocket—
and then—ihe vifory being quite decifive—
and not till then, I'preflfed my lips to her
cheek , and taking her by the hand again, led
her fafe to the gate of the hotel.

AR MY ST ERY,
PARIS.

IF a man knows the heart, he will know it
was impoffible to go back inflantly to my
chamber—it was touching a cold key witha
flar third to i, upon the clofe of a piece of
mufic , which had called forth my affetions
—therefore , when I let go the hands of the
fille de chambre , 1 remained at the gate of
thehdtel for fome time , looking at every one
whopaffed by, and forming conje@ures upon
them, till my attention got fixed upon a fingle
objeft, which confounded all kind of rea-
foning upon him.

Tt was a tall figure of a philofophic, ferious
aduft Jook , which paffed and repafled fedates
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iy along the ftreet,, making a turn of about
ixty paces on each fide of the gate of the
hétel—the man was about fifty-two—had a
fmall cane under his arm—was dreflfed na
dark drab-colour’d coat, waift-coat and bree-
ches , which feemed to have feen fome.
years fervice—they were flill clean, and there
was a little air of frugal propresé throughout
him. By his pulling off hus hat , and his atti-
tude of accoiling a good many in his way ,
Tiaw he was asking charity ;10 I gotafous
or two out of my pecket, ready to give
him , as he took me in his turn—He paffed
by me without asking any thing—and yet
did not go five fleps further before he asked
charity ofa little woman—TI was much more
likély to have given of the two—I[Hg had
fcarce dene with the woman, when he pul-
led off his hat to another who was coming
the fame way.—An ancient gentleman came
flowly—and ,afier him a young {mart one—
He ler them both pafs, and asked nothing : I
ftood 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 fingular in
this , which fet my braio to work, and to n0
purpofe—the firft was, why the man should
only tell hisitory to the fex—and fecondiy—
what kind of ftory it was, and what fpecies
of eloquence it could be , which foftened the:
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hearts of the women , which he knew it
was to no purpofe to praftife upon the men.

There were two f)t“‘lel' circumflances which
entangled this myflery—the one was , he
told every woman what he h:d 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 fucce( ful—he never ftop-
ped a woman, but she pulled out her purfe ,
and immediately gave him fomething.

I could form no fyftem to explain the phe-
nomenon.

I bad got ariddle to amufe me for the

reft of the evening, {o I walked up flairs
to my chamber.

THE CASE or CONSCIENCE,
‘ P.ARIS,

I wAs immediately followed up by the maf-
ter of the horel , whe came into my reom to
tell me Imuft provide lodgings elfewhere—
How {o, friend ? {aid [—He anfwered , T had
had 2 young woman bocked up with me two
hours that evening in my bed-chamber , and
it was againft the rules of his houfe.—Ver

well, 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 1 found you—TIt
was enough , he faid, to overthrow the credie
of his hotel.—Foyey vous, Monfieur , {aid he,
Pointing to the foot of the bed we had been
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fitting, wpon.—I own it had fomething of the
appearance of an evidence ; but my pride
not fuffering me to enter into any detail of
the cale , 1 exhorted him to let his foul fleep
in peace, as 1 refolved to let mine do that
night, and that I would difcharge what I
owed him at breakfaft,
_ Ishould not have minded , Monfieur , faid
he, if you had had twenty girls—Itisa {core
more, replied 1, interrupting him, than I
ever reckoned upon—Provided, added he,
it had been hut in a morning—And does the
diffcrence 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
%nod diftin®ion in my heart; and cannot fay
was intolerably out of temper. with the
man—I own it is neceffary, rc-affumed the
mafter of the hétel, that a firanger at Paris
should have the opportunities prefented to
him of buying lace and filk ftockings and
rufiles , et tout cela—and itis nothing if a
womancomes witha band box.—0’ my confci-
ence, faid I, she had one ; but I never look=
ed into it.—Then , Monflenr, faid he, bas
bought nothing.—Not one earthly thing, re-
plied I.—Becaufe , faid he, T could recom-
mend one to you who would ufe you er
confeience—But I muft fee her this night ,
faid I—He made me a low bow , and walked
down.

Now shall I triumph over this maitre d'hd=
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tel , cried I—and what then ?—Then T 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.—1 had no gOO(l an{'\'_ver 'leﬁ-rhere
was more of {pleen than principle in my pro=
je&,and I was fick of it before the execution.

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

The Griflet would shew me every thing
—I was hard to pleafe : she would not feem
to fee it ; she opened her little magazine,
laid all her laces one after another before
me—unfolded and folded themup again , one
by one, with the moft patient {weetnefs—I
might buy—or not—she would let me have
every thing at my own price—the poor
creature {eemed 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 careffing.

If there is not a fund of honeft cullibilicy
in man , fo much the worfe—my heart relent-
ed, and 1 gave up my fecond refolution as
quictly as the ﬁr}‘t———Why should I 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,

11 had not had more than four louis d’orin
my puife, there was no fuch thing as rifing



118 A SENTIMENTAL

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

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

R RN O B 5
P 4RIS.

Wf HENW La Fleur came up to wait upon
me at fupper , he told me how forry the
mafter of the hétel 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 1 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 will, La
Fleur , addedyl, 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
eftape, to run no more risks , but to leave
Paris, if it was poffible , with all the virtue
I entered it.

Ceft deroger & nobleffe , Monfieur , {aid La
Fleur , making mea bow down to the ground
as he faid it—Er encore, Monfienr , faid he ,
may change his {enriments—and if (par ha-

gard) he should like to amufe himfelf~¥
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find no amufement in it , faid I, interrupt-
ing him—

Mon Die ! faidLa Fleur ,—and took away.

In an hour’stimehe came to put me to bed,
and was more than commonly officious—
fomething hung upon his lips to fay to me, or
ask me, whichhe conld not get off ; 1 could
not conceive what it was; and, indeed , gave
myfelf little trouble to find it out, as I had
another riddle fo much more intereftingupon
my mind , which was that of the man’s asking
charity before the door of the hétel—Iwould
have given any thing to have got to the
bottom of it ; and that, not out of curiofity
—it is {o low a principle of inquiry, in gene-
ral , 1 would not purchafe the gratification of
it with a two-fous piece—but a fecret, 1
thought , which fo foon and fo certainly
{oftened the heart of every woman you
came near , was a fecret at leaft equal to the
philofopher’s ftone : had T had both the In-
dies, I would have given up one to have been
mafter of it.

I toffed and turned it almoft all night long
in my brains , to no manner of purpofe ; an
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 hefitare to affirm , it would
have puzzled all the wife men of Paris, as
much as thofe of Chaldea, to have given
us interpretation, .
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LE DIMANCHE,
P. AR &

IT was Sunday ; and when La Fleur came
in, in the morping , with my coffee and roll
and butter , he had got himfelf fo gallantly
arrayed, I fearce 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’adunifer, when we got
to Paris ; and the poor fellow , to do him
juftice, had done wonders with it

He had bought a Dbright, clean, good
fcarlet coar, and a pair of breeches of the
famc—They were not a crown worle, he
faid, for the wearing—1 wished him hanged
for telling me—thev locked fo fresh , that
thongh 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 Friperie.

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

He had purchafed , moreover, a handfome
blue fattin waiftcoat , fancifully enough em-=
broidered—this was indeed fomething the
worle for the fervice it had done, but it
was clean {coured—the gold had been touch-
edup, and upon the whole was rather showy
than otherwif¢—and as the blue was not vies
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violent ,it fuited with the coat and breeches
very well : he had fqueezed out of the money,
moreover , a new bag and a folitaire; an.d
had infifted with the fripier, upon a gold pair
of garters to his breeches knees—He had
purchafed muflin ruffles , bien brodées , \‘Fith.
four livresof his own money—and a pair of
white filk ftockings for five more—and, to
top all , nature had given him a handfome
figure , without cofting him a fous.

He entered the room thus fet off, with
his hair dreffed in the firft fhile, and with a
handfome bouguer in his breaft—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 inflantly ftruck me, that the
favour he wished to ask of me the night be-
fore , wasto {pend the day , as every body in
Paris {pent it , befides. T had fcarce made the
conjetture , when La Fleur , with infinite hu-
mility , but with a look of truft, as if I
should not refufe him, begged 1 would grant

-him the day, pour faire le galant vis-d-vis de
Jfa maitreffe.

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

-have worfe {pared him.
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But we muft fee/, not argue in thefe em=
barraffiments—the fons and daughters of fer-
vice part with liberty , but not with nature
in their contrafls ; 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-mafters—no doubt , they have
fet their felf-denials ar a price—and their
expeltations are fo unrcafgnablc , that 1
would often difappoint them , but that their
condition puts it fo much in my power to
doit.

Behold—DBehold , Iam' the fervant—difarms
me at once of the powers of a mafter—

—Thou shalt go, La Fleur! faid-1.

—And what miftrefs,, La Fleur, faid T,
canft thou have picked up in fo little a time
at Paris? La Fleur laid his hand upon his
breaft, and faid it was a petite demoifelle 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 occafions flip him
as his mafter—fo that fome how or other
—but how—heaven knows—he had conneét*
ed himfelf with the demoifelle upon the land-
ing of the flair-cafe, during the time I was
taken up with my paflport; and as there
was time enough for me to win the Count
to my intereft, La Fleur had contrived 0
make it do to win the maid to his—The
family , it feems , was to be ar Paris that
day , and he had made a party with hers
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and two or three more of the Count’s houl:
hold, upon the boulevards.

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

THE FRAGMENT.
Pd R LS

LA FLEUR had left me {omething to amufe
myfelf with for the day more than 1 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 it,
he had begged a sheet of wafle paper to
put betwixt the currant leaf and his hand—
As that was plate fufficient, I bade him lay
it upon the table as it was ; and as 1 refolv-
ed to ftay within all day, I ordered him
to call upon the traiteur to befpeak my din-
ner , and leave me to breakfalt 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 flopping to read a line firft, and that
drawing me on to a fecond and third—I
though it better worth ; fo I shut the win-
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dow , and drawing a chair up toit, I fat
down to read it.

It wasinthe old French of Rabelais’s time ,
and foraught I 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 coft me infinite trou-
ble to make any thing of it—I threw it
down ; and then wrote a letter to Eugenius
—then T'took it up again, and-embroiled my

atience with it afresh—and then to cure that,

wrote a letter ro Eliza.—Still it kept hold
of me ; and the difficulty of underftanding it
increafed but the defire.

I got my dinner ; and after I had enlighten-
ed my mind with a bottle of Burgundy s
I at it again—and after two or three hours
poring upon it, with almoft as deep artention
as ever Gruter or Jacob Spon did upon 3
nonfenfical infcription , I thought I made
{enfe of it but to make fure of it, the beft
way , | 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 2
turnor two—and then looking how the worl
went , out of the window; {o that it was
nine o’clock at night before T had done If

-1 then began and read it as follows.

THE
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THE FRAGMENT.
P ARIS.

—Now ,as the notary’s wite difputed the
oint with the notary with o0 much heat—
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, rifing haftily up—the notary’s wife
was a little fume of a woman , and the notary
thought it well to ayoid a hurricane by a
mild reply—I would go, anfwered he, to
bed.—Yon may go to the devil, anfwered
the notary’s wife.

Now :ﬁcre 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 ill at eafe to-
wards the pont neuf.

Ofall the bridges which everwere built , the
whole world who have pafled over the pont
neuf, muft own , that it is the nobleft—the l’-{:ﬂeﬂ
—the grandefi—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
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The worft fault which divines and the
doflors of the Sorbonne can alledge againit
it, is , that if there is but a cap-full of wind
in. or about Paris, it is more blafphemoudly
Jacre Diew'd there, than in any other aper-
ture of the whole city—and with reafon, good
and cogent, Meflieurs ; for it comes againfk
you without crying gare donc, and with fuch
unpremeditable puﬂi » that of the few who
crofs it with their hatson, not one in fifty
but hazards two livres and a hglf, which 1s
its full worth.

The poor notary , juft as he was pafing b
the fentry, inﬂin?tive[y clapped. his can% tz
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, hoified it over the fpikes of the
balluftrade clear into: the Seine.—

—It is an il wind , faid a boatman, whe
catched ic, which blows nobody any good.

The fentry, being a Gaicon, incontinently
twirled up his whiskers, and levelled lus
har uebufg.

ﬂarqucbuﬂes in thofe days went off with
matches ; and an. old waoman’s paper lantern
at theend ofthe bridge happening to be blown
out , she had horrowed the fentry’s: match
to light it—it gave a mement’s tme: for the
Gafcon’s blood to. tun cool, and. turn the
accident better to his advaptage—Ig is an
wind , fzid he , catching off the notary’s caftors
and legitimating the capture withthe boatman s
adage.
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he poor notar crofled the bri.dge, and
pa;’l[‘;ng 50:1 the %lue.l)auphine‘ into ;hs
fauxbourg of St. Germain, lamented himfelf
as he walked along, in this manner :

Lucklefs man that [ am! {aid the notary,
to be the fport of hurricanes all my days—
10 be born to have the ftorm of ill language
levelled againft me and my profeflion 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 domeflic winds , and defpoiled of my
caftor by pontific 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! what
wind in the two-and-thirty points of the wholé
compafs can blow unto thee, as it does to
the reft of thy fellow-creatures , good !

As the notary was pafling on by a darl
paflage , compluining 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 avaling himfelf of his fituation , walked
up the paifage to the door , and pafling
through an old fore of a faloon , was usher-
ed into a large chamber difimantled of every
thing but along military pike—a breaft-plate
—a rufty old {word, and bandoleer, hun
up equidiftant in four different places againé
the wall.

An old perfonage , who hgl heretofore
2
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been a gentleman, and , unlefs decay of
fortune taints the blood along with it , was a
entleman at that time, lay fupporting his
head upon his hand in his bed ; alittle 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 it; 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 , vaifing himfelf up alittde , 1 have
nothing to bequeath, which will pay the ex-
pence of bequeathing , except the hiftory of
myfelf, which I could not die in peace un-
lefs T left it as a legacy to the world; the
gmﬁts arifing out of it, I bequeath to you
or the pains of taking it from me—it is a
flory 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—Almighty dire&tor of every event
in my life! faid the old gentleman, looking
up earnefily and raifing his hands rowards
heaven—thou whofe hand has led me on
through fuch a labyrinth of firange paffages
down into this fcene of defolation , aflift
the decaying memory of an old , infirm, and
broken-hearted man—dire& my tongue by
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the fpirit of thy eternal truth, that |‘!1is ﬁran-
ger may fet downnought but what is written
in that Boox , from whofe records , {aid he,
clafping his hands together , I am to be con-
demned or acquitted !—the notary held wup
the point of his pen betwixt the taper and
hi —_

s-f ceis a flory , Monfieur le Notaire, faid
the gentleman, which will roufe up every
affeltion in narure—it will kill the humane,
and touch the heart of crueley 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
diftate his flory 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,

7
W HEN La Fleur came up clofe to the ta-
ble, and was made to comprehend what
1 wanted , he told me there were only two
other sheets of it , which he had wrapt
ronnd the ftalks of a bouguer , to keep it toge-
ther , which he had prefented to the demoi-
* Nafegay,

G 3
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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 canflt get it
—There is no doubt of it, 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 fimple irreparability of the
fragment—Juffe ciel! in lefs than two minutes
that the poor fellow had taken his laft tender
farewell of her—his faithlefs miflrefs had
_?ven his gage d’amour to one of the Count’s

ootmen—the footman to a young fempflrefs
—and the fempflre(s to a fiddler , with my
“fragment at the end of it—Qur misfortunes
were involved together—I gave a figh—and
La Fleuyr echoed it back again to my ear—

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

—1I should not have been mortified, Mon-
fieur , quoth La Fleur, if she had loft it—
Nor 1, La Fleur, faid I, had I found it.

‘Whether I did or no, will he feen here-
after.

THE ACT OF CHARITY,
#-4 R-1'8;
THE man who either difdains or fears to

walk up a dark entry, may be an excellent
good man , and fit for a hundred things
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but he 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—Narure is shy, and hates
to alt before (peltators ; but in fuch an
unobferved corner, you fometimes fe¢ a
fingle short fcene of her's, worth all the
fentiments of a dozen French plays com-
pounded together—and yet they are abfo
lutely fine—and whenever 1 have a more
brilliant affair upon my hands than common,
asthey fuit a preacher juft as wellasa hero,
I generally make my fermon out of them
—and for the text-=« Cappadocia, Pontus and
Afia, Phrygia and Pamphilia n—is as good
as any on= in the Bible.

There is a long dark paffage iffuing out
from the opera comique into a narrow ftreet;
itis 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 it,
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
{ee it as a fixed flar of the leaft magnitude ;
it burns—hut does little good to the world ,
that we know of,

In returning along this paflage , T difcern-
¢d, as Lapproached within five or {ix paces

* Hackney-coach,
G 4
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of the door , two ladies ftanding arm in arm,
with their backs againft the wall, waiting,
as 1 imagined , for a flacre—as they were
next the door, I thought they had a prior
right; o edged myfelf up within a yard or
little more of them, and quietly took my
ftand—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 abeut forty;
there was no mark of wife or widow inany
one part of either of them—they feemed
to be two upright veftal {ifters , unfapped
by carefles , 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 gocd turn of ex-
grcﬂ‘wn, and {weet cadence at the end of it,
cgged for atwelve-fous piece berwixt them ,
for the love of heaven. I thought itfingular ,
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

re;'}[y.
he 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 moncy.
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The beggar remained filent for a moment
or two , and rencwed his fupplication.

Do not , my fair young ladies , faid he ,
ftop your good ears againft me—Upon my
word , honeft man ! faid the younger, we
have no change—Then God blefs you, faid
the poor man, and multiply thofe joys which
{ou can give to others without change I—

obferved the elder fifter 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.

I would, friend , with all my heart, faid
theNi,rounger s if T had it

y far charitable! faid he , addrefling
himfelf to the elder—Whart is it but your
goodnefs and humanity which make your
bright eyes fo fweer , that they outshine the
morning evenin this dark paffage ? and what
was it which made the Marquis de Santerre
and his hrother fay {o much of you both as
th?r juft paffed by ?

"1_1e two ladies feemed much affe@ed
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
fuppl'lcant was no more—it was continued
hf'.twmt themfelves , which ofthe two should
give the twelve-fous piece in charity—and
to end the difpute, they both gave it toge-
ther , and the man went away. G
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THE RIDDLE EXPLAINED,
P H RIS

I sTEPPED haftily after him :it was the
very man whofe fuccefs in asking charity of
the women before the door of the hitel
had fo puzzled me—and I found at once his
{ecret, or at leaft the bafis of it—it was
flattery.

Delicious effence | how refreshing art thou
to narure ! how flrongly 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 paflages to the heart !

The poor man, as he was not flraitened
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 {udden cafes he had
to do with in the ftreets ; but how he contriv-
ed to correét , fweeten , concentre, and qua-
lify it—I vex not my fpirit with the inquiry
—itis enough, the beggar gained two twelve-
fous pieces—and they can beft tell the reft,
who have gained much greater matters by its

ol B Bes¥s

W £ get forwards in the world not fo much
by doing fervices, as receiving them: you
takea withering twig, and putit in the ground:
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and then you water it, becaufe you have
lanted it.

Mon(, Le Comte de B***, merely bq.‘;mfc
he had done me one kindnefs in the affair of
my pa{fport,\vmﬂd goon :m‘d df) me another ,
the few days he was at Panﬁ , in making me
known to a few people of r:\nki and they
were to prefent me to others , and lo on.

I had got mafter of my fecret, juit in time
to turn thefe honours to fome little account 3
otherwife, asis commonly the cafe, I should
have dined or fupped a fingle time or two
round , and chen by tranflating French looks
and attitudes into plain English, I should pre-
fentdy have feen, that I had got hold of the
couvert * of fome more entertaining gueft 3
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 amifs.

1 had the honour of being introduced to
the old Marquis de B——: in days of yore
he had fignalized himfelf by fome fmall feats
of chivairy in the Cour d’amour, and had
drefled himfelf out to the idea of tiles and
tournaments ever fince—the Marquis de
B—— wished to have it thought the affair
was {omewhere elfe than in Ins brain. « He
» could like to take a trip to England , »
and asked much of the English ladies. Stay

* Piate , napkin , kaife , fork | énd Jpoan,
6
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where you are, I befeech you, Mon( le
Marquis , faid I—Les Meflrs. Anglois can
fcarce get a kind look from them as it is,—
The Marquis invited me to fupper.

Monf. P—— the farmer-gzneral was juft
as inquifitive about our taxes.—They were
very confiderable , he heard—If we knew
but how to colle® 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 1 faw she did not care
a fous whether 1 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 hadnever had more improv-
» ing converfation with a man in her life ».

There are three epochas in the empire of
aFrench-woman—She is coquette—then deift
—then devote: the empire during thefe is ne-
ver loft—she only changes her fubjedls:
when thirty-five years and more have un=
peopled her dominion of the flaves of loves
she repeoples it with flaves of infidelity—
and then with the flaves of the church.

Madame de V**¥ was vibrating betwixt
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the firlt of thefe epochas : the colour of the
rofe was fading faft away—she ought to have
been a deift five years before the time 1
had the honour to pay my firlt vifi.

She placed me upon the {fame fnplm_ with
her, for the {ake of dif%mring the point of
religion more clofely.—In short , M;_xdzlme
de V*** told me, she believed nothing.

I told Madame de V ** * it might be her
principle ; but I was fure it could not be her
mtereft to level the out - works , without
which 1 could not conceive , how fuch a
citadelas her’s could be defended—rhat there
was not a more dangerous thing in the
world , than for a beauty to be a deift—
that it was a debt 1 owed my creed, not
to conceal it from her—that 1 had not been
five minutes far upon the fopha befide her,
but 1 had begun to form defigns—and what
is it , but the fentiments of religion , and the
perfuafion they had exifted in her breaft,
which could have checked them as they
rofe up?

We are not adamant , faid 1, 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 }l,,
kifling her hand—it is too—too {oon—

1 declare T had the credic all over Paris ,
of unperverting Madame de V ** *—She
affirmed to Monfieur D* ** and the Abbé
M***, that in one half hour I had faid
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more for revealed religion , than all their
Encyclopedia had faid againft it—I was lift-
ed direftly into Madame de V***s Coterie
—and she put off the epocha of deifm for
two yeats.

- 1 remember it was in this Coterie, in the
middle of a difcourie , in which [ was shew-
ing the neceflity of a firfl caufe, that the
young Count de Faineant took me by the
hand to the furtheft corner of the room ,
to tell me my Jfolitaire was pinned too flrait
about my neck—It should be plus badinant ,
faid the Count, locking down upon his own
—but a word , Mon{. Yorick , ro 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 1 met—Pardi! ce Monf. Forick
a autant d'efprit que nous autres—IL raifonne
bien ,faid another.—C'eft un bon 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 3 but it was a dishoneft
reckoning—1 grew ashamed of it—it was the
gain of a flave—cvery fentiment of honour
revolted againft it—the higher I got, the
more was %forccd upon my beggarly [y/tem—
the better the Coterie—the more children o
Art—1 languished for thofe of Nawure : and
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one night, after a moft vile profitution 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 fer out

for Italy.
MARIA.
MOULINES.

I NEVER felt what the diftrefs of plenty was
inany one shape till now—to travel it through
the Eourhonnois, the fweeteft par: of France
—in the hey-day of 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-
fic heats time to Labowr, and all her children
are rejoicing as they carry in their clufters
—to pafs through this with my affeftions
flying our, and kindling at every group
before me—and every one of them was
pregnant with adventures,

Jufl heaven!—it would fill up twenty vo-
lumes—and , alas! 1 have but a few {mall
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 , affeéted me not a little in the reading ;
but when I got within the neighbourhood:
where she lived, it returned fo ftrong into
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my mind , that 1 could not refift an im=
pulfe which prompted me to go halfalcague
out of the road, to the village where her
parents dwelt, to inquire after her.

Itis going, T 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 perfeltly confcious of the
exifience of a foul within me, as when I am
entangled in them.

The old mother ¢ame to the door , her
looks told me the flory 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 , thatit
would have plundered the poor girl of what
little underftanding was left—but on the con-
trary , it had brought her more to herfelf
—{kill she could not reft—her poor danghter,
she faid, crying, was wandering fomewhere
about the road—

—Why does my pulfe beat languid , as
T write this ? and what made La Fleur , whofe
heart feemed only to be tuned to joy, t0
pafs the back cf his hand twice acrofs his
eyes , as the woman ftood and told it?
beckoned to the poflilion to turn back int0
the road. ;

When we had got within half a league
of Moulines, at a little opening in the roa
Jeading to a thicket , I difcovered poor Mac
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via fitting under a poplar—she was fitting
with her elbow in her lap , and her head
leaning on one fide within her hand—a {mall
brook ran at the foot of the rree. .

1 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 dreffed in white , and much as
my friend defcribed her , except that her
heir hung loofe, which before was twifted
within a (g:lk-net.--Shc had, fnperaddpd 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 faithlefs as her lover; and
she had got a litle dog in licu of him,
which she had kept tied by a flring to her
girdle ; asI looked at her dog , she drew him
towards her with the ftring—« Thou shalt
» not leave me, Sylvio, » faid she. 1 looked
in Maria’s eyes , and faw she was thinking
more of her father than of her lover or her
little goat 5 for as she uttered them, the tears
trickled down her cheeks,

I far down clofe by her; and Maria ler
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 1 wiped her's again—and as T did it ,
1 felt fuch undeferibable emotions within
me , as I am {ure could not be accounted for
from any combinations of matter and motion.
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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

Contr:u‘y.
MAdRIA.

WHEN Maria had come a little to herfelf,
I asked her if she remembered a pale thin
petfon of a man, who had fat down betwixt
her and her goat about two years before ?
She faid , she was much unfertled at that
time , but remembered it upon two acconnts
—that ill as she was, she faw the perfon
pitied her ; and next, that her goat had
ftolen his handkerchief , and she had beat
him for the theft——she had washed it, she
faid , in the brook, and kept it ever fince
in her pocket, to reftore it to him, in cafe
she should ever fee him again, which, she
added, he had balf promifed her. As she
told me this, she took the handkerchief out
of her pocket to let me feé 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 fince that, she told me, firayed
as far asRome , and walked round St. Perer’s
once—and returned back—that she found
her way alone acrofs the Apennines—had
travelled over all Lombardy without mo-
ney—and through the flinty roads of Sa-
voy without shoes—how she had born it -
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d how she had got fupported, she could
:’;t tell—but God t%mper: the wind , {faid Ma~
via, 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 ir,
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 would feek
after thee , and bring thee back—when the
fun went down, 1 would fay my prayers,
and when I had done, thou shouldft play
thy evening fong upon thy pipe , nor would
the incenfe of my facrifice be worfe accepted,
for entering heaven along with that of a
broken heart.

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

And is your heart flill fo warm , Maria?
faid 1.

1 touched upon the firing on which hun
all her forrows—she looked with wiﬂﬁﬁ
diforder for fome time in my face ; and
then, without faying any thing, took her
PiEF » and played her fervice to the Virgin
~—The ftring I had touched ceafed to vi~
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brate—in a moment or two Maria returned
to herfelf—let her pipe fall—and rofe up.
And where are you going, Maria? {aid L.
—She faid , to Moulines —Let usgo, faid I,
together.—Maria put her arm within mine,
and lengthening the flring, to let the dog
follow—in thar order we entered Moulines.

MdA4dRI A,
MO LdNE S

THOUGH I hate falutations and greetings
in the marketplace, yet when we got into
the middle of this, I flopped to take my laft
look and laft farewell of Maria.

Maria, though not tall , was neverthelefs
of the firft order of fine forms—afllillion had
touched her looks with fomething that was
fcarce earthly—flill she was feminine—and
fo much was there about her of all that the
heart wishes, orthe eye looks for in woman,
that could the traces be ever worn out 0
her brain, and thofe of Eliza’s out of mine,
she should nor 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.

Adicu , poor lucklefs maiden!—imbibe
the oil and wine which the compaflion of
aftranger,as he journeyethon his way , now
pours into thy wounds-—the Being who has
twice bruifed thee , can only bind them up
for ever, g
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THE BOURBONNOIS.

THERE was nothing fro::n which I had
painted out for myfelf fo joyous a riot of
the affe@ions, as in this journey in the vin-
tage, through this part of France ; but pref-
fing through this gate of foriow to it, my
fui%t:rings %mvc totally unfitted me : in every
fcene of feftivity 1 {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 ! thou chainef{ thy martyr down
upon his bed of firaw—and it is thou who
litts him up to Heaven—Eternal fountain
of our feelings!—it is here I trace thee—
and thisisthy « divinity wﬁic/&ﬂim within me »
~not, that in fome fad and fickening mo=
ments, « mry foul shrinks back upon herfelf,
» and flartles at defiruftion »—mere pomp
of words !—but that 1 feel fome generous
joysand - enerous cares beyond myfelf—all
comes from thee, great—great SENSORIUM
of the word ! which vibrates, if a bair of our
heads but falls upen the ground , in the
remoteft defert of thy creation—~Touched
with thee , Eugenius draws my currain when

languish—hears my tale of fymptoms, and
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blames the weather for the diforder of his
nerves. Thou giveft a portion of it fome-
times to the rougheft peafant who traverfes
the bleakeft mountains—he findsthe lacerated
Iamb of another’s flock—This moment I
beheld him leaning with his head againft his
crook, with pitcous inclination looking down
uponit—Oh ! had Icome one moment fooner!
=it bleeds to death—his gentle heart bleeds
with it—

Peaceto 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 sharcr of it—and happy are
the lambs which fport about you.

THE SUPPER

A SHOE coming loofe from the fore-foot
of the thill-horfe , at the beginning of the
afcent of Mount Taurira, the poftillion dl‘_“
mounted , twifted the shoe off, and put If
in his pocket; as the afcent was of five oF
fix miles, and that horfe our main depen”
dance, I made a point of having the sho€
faftened on again , as well as we could; but
the poftillion had thrown away the nails»
and the hammer in the chaife-box , bein
of no grear ufe withour them, I fubmitt®
to go on. 4

¢ had not mounted half a mile higher s
when coming to a flinty piece of road 5
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the poor devil loft a fecond shoe, and from
off his other fore-foot ; I then got out of
the chaife in good earneft ; and feeing a houfe
about a quarter of a mile to the left hand,
with a great deal to do, ¥ prevailed upon
the pofiilion to turn up to it. The look
of the houfe, and of every thing abour it,
as we drew nearer, foon reconciled me to
the difaftor.—lc was a lietle farm-houfe, fur-
rounded with abour twenty acres of vine-
yard , about as much corn—and clofe to
the houfe, en one fide , was a potagerie of
an acre and an half , full of every thing
which could muke plenty in a French pea-
fant’s honfe—and on the other fide was a
little wood which furnislied wherewithal to
drefs it. It was abour eight in the evening
when I got to the houfe—{oT left the poftil-
lion to manage his point as he conld—and
for mine , I walked direftly into the houfe.
The family confifted of an old grey-
headed man and his wife, with. five or Hx
fons and {ons-in-law , and their feveral wives,
and a joyous genealogy out of them,
ey were all fitting down together to
their lentil-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 flages of the repaft~"twas a
feaft of love.
The old man rofe up to meet me , and
with g refpedful cordiality would have me
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fit down at the table; my heart was fet
down the moment I entered the room ; {o
1 fat down ar once like a fon of the fa-
mily ; and to inveft myfelf in the charafter
as fpeedily as I could, T inflantly borrowed
the old man’s knife , and taking up the loaf,
cut myfelf a hearty luncheon ; and , as 1
did it, I faw a teflimony in every eye,
not only of an honeft welcome , but of a
welcome mixed with thanks that I had not
{eemed to doubt it

Was it this—or tell me, Nature, what
elfe it was which made this morfel {o {weet
—and to what magic I owe it, that the
draught I took of their flaggon was fo de-
licious with it, 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.

I HE GR A€

W HEN f{upper was over, the old man
gave a knock upon the table with the haft ©
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 the door to wash their faces, an
change their fabots; and in three minutes,
every foul was ready upon a little efpla-
nade before the houfe, to begin—The o;n

m



JOURNEY. 169

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

The old man had fome fifty years ago
been no mean performer upon the wiclle
~and ,at the age he was then of, t_ouched
well enough for the purpofe. His wife fung
now and then a little to the tune-—rhenlm—
termitted—and jeined 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 1 could diftinguish an elevation
of fpirit different from that which is the
caufe or the effe@ of fimple jollicy.—In a
word , I thought I beheld Religion mixing
in the dance—but, as I had never feen her
fo engaged, I should have locked wupon it
now as one of the illufions of an imagina-
tion, which is eternally mifleading me, had
notthe old man , as {oon ay the dance ended ,
faid, that this was their conflant 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—

=Qr a learned prelate either ; faid I,

H
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THE CASE OF DELICACY,

WH EN you have gained the top of Mount

Taurira, you run prefently down to Ly-
ons—adieu then to all rapid movements! It
is a journey of caution; and it fares better
with fentiments, not to be in a hurry with
them ; fo 1 contraéted with a Voiturin te
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 flill friendly to the {cantinefs thou
haft created—with all thy great worls about
thee , little haft thou leftto give , either to the
{cithe or to the fickle—but to that little , thou
granteft fafety and protetion ; and {weet 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
of getting down—mountains impraéticable—
and cataralls, which roll down great ftones
from their fummits , and block up his road-
—The peafants had been zll day at work
in removing a fragment of this kind be=
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fween St. Michael and Madane ; and by the
time my Voiturin got to the place, it wanted
full two hours ofgcomplctiug before a paf-
fage could any how be gained : there was
nothing but to wait with patience—it was a
wet and tempeftuous night ; fo that, bty the
delay, and that together , the Voiturin ound
him{elf obliged to take up, five miles short
of his ftage , at a little decent kind of an
inn by the road fide.

I fortwith took pofleflion 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
thehoufe , the hoftefs, without much nicety ,
led them into mine, telling them, as she
ushered them in, thar there was no body
init but an English gentleman—that there
were two good beds in it, and a clofet
within the room which held another—The
accent in which she {poke 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 , the gentleman would
do any thing to accommodate matters.—I
left not the lady a moment to make a con-
jeGure about it—fo inftantly made a decla-
ration I would do any thing in my power,

As this did notamount to an abfolute {ur-
¥ender of my bed-cl‘mmberi_ll ftill felt my=

kS
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felf fo much the proprietor, as to have a
right to do the honours of it—fo 1 defired
the lady to fit down—prefled her into the
warmeit feat—called for more wood—de-
fired the hoflefs to enlarge the plan of the
fupper, and to favour us with the very beft
wine.

The lady had {carce 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 caft her eyes that
way , the more they rerirned perplexed—
1 f)glt for her-—and for myfelf; for in a few
minutes , what by her looks, and the cafe
itfelf, 1 found myfelf as much embarraffed
as it was poffible the lady could be herfelf.

That the beds we were to lie in werein
one and the fame room , was enough fim=
ply by itlelf to have excited all this—but
the pofition of them, for they ftood parallel,
and {o very clofe to each other , as only t0
allow fpace for a fmall wicker chair berwixt
them , rendered the affair flill more opprel-
five to us—they were fixed up moreover
near the fire, and the proje&ion of the chint-
ney on one fide, and a large beam whic
croffed the room on the other, formed 2
kind of recefs for them that was no way
favourable to the nicety of our fenfations
—if any thing could have added to it, If
was, that the two beds were both of them
fo very fmall, as to cut us off from every
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idea of the lady and the maid lying toge-
ther ; whichin either of them, could it have
been feafible, my lying befide them , though
a thing not to be wished , yet th;re was
nothing in it fo terrible , which the imagina-
tion might not have paffed over without
torment. y

As for the litdde 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 glas or oil paper in it to keep out
the tempeft of the night. 1 did not endea-
vour to ftifle my cough when the lady gave
a peep into it; 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 clofer herfelf, and
abandon the bed next mine to her maid—
or that the girl should take the clofet, &c. -
€.

The lady was a Piedmontefe of about
thirty , with a glow of health in her cheeks.
~The maid was a Lyonnoife of twenty
and as brisk and lively a French girl asever
moved.—There were difficulties every way
—and the obftacle of the flone in the road ,
which brought us into the diftrefs, great
as it appeared whilft the peafants were re-
moving it , was but a pebble 10 what lay
In our way now—I have only to add, that
It did nor leffen the weight which hung

Hj
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upon our {pirits, that we were both too de-
licate to communicate what we felt, to each
other , upon the occafion.

We fat down to fupper ; and had we
nct had more generous wine to it than a
little inn in Savoy could have furnished ,
our tongues had been tied up, till Neceflity
herfelf had fet them ar libersty—but the la=
dy having a few bottles of Burgundy in
her voiture, fent down her fille de chambre
for a couple of them ; fo that by thetime
fupper was over , and we were left alone,
we felt ourfelves infpired with a firength
of mind fufficient to talk , at leaft, without
referve , upon our fituation. We turned it
every way , 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 flipulated for, in form and manner 0
a treaty of peace—and , I believe’, with as
much religion and good faith on both fides,
asin any treaty which has yet had the honour
of being handed down to pofterity.

They were as follow : E

Firft. As the right of the bed-chamber 15
in Monfieur—and he thinking the bed next
to the fire to be the warmeft, he infifts upon
the conceflion on the lady’s fide of taking
up with it, 3

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



O URNE Y. 17§

are of a flim{y tranfparent cotton, and ap-
pear likewife “too fcanty to draw clofe,
that the fille de chambre shall faften up the
opening , cither by corking pins, or needle
andthread , infuch manner as shall be deemed
a fufficient barrier on the fide of Monfieur.

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

Rejeted : inafmuch Monficur 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 ftipulated
and agreed upon, that Isheuld lie in my
black filk breeches all night.

3dly. It was infifted upon, and flipulated
for, by the 13&3! » that after Monfieur was
got to bed , and the candle and fire extin-
guished , that Monfieur should not fpeak
une fingle word the whole night.

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

There was but one point forgot in this
treaty , and thar was the manner in which
the lady and myfelf should be obliged to
undrefs and get to bed—there was but one
Way of doing it , and that I leave to the

H 4
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reader to devife ; protefling as I do it, thae
if it is not the moipl 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 flept than
myfelf—I begged a thoufand pardons—but
infifted it was no more than an ejaculation—
she maintained it was an entire infraion of
the treaty—I maintained it was provided for
in the c{mfe 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 could
hear two or three corking pins fall out of
the curtain to the ground.

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

—(I was going to have added, that I
would not have trefpafled againft the re-
moteft idea of decorum for the world )—

—But the flle de chambre hearing there
were words berween us, and fearing that
hoftilities would enfue in courfe, had crept
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filently out of her clofer, and it being torally
dark , had ftolen {o clofe to our beds, rhat
she had got her{elf into the narrow paflage
which feparated them, and had advanced fo
far up as to be in a line betwixt her mifirefs
and me—

So that when I ftretched out my hand , 1
caught hold of the fille de chambre’s—

END or VOLUME IL
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A
POLITICALROMANCE.

SIR,

I N my laft , for want of fomething better
to write about, I told you whata world of
fending and proving we have had of late,
in this little village of ours, about an old
caft pair of black plush-breeches , which
John our parish- clerk , abour ten years ago ,
it feems , had made a promile of to one
Trim, who is our fexton and dog-whipper.
~To this you write me word, that you
have had more than cither one or two oc-
cafions to know a good deal of the shifty
behaviour of the faid mafter Trim—and that
You are aftonished , nor can you for your foul
conceive , how fo worthleis a fillow , and
fo. worihlefs a thing inco the bargain, conld
become the occafion of fo much racket as
I have reprefented.— :

Now , theugh you do not fay exprefly
you could wish to hear any more about it,
Yet I fee plainty enough 1 have xaifed your
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curiofity ; and therefore , from the {fame
motive that T {l ghtly mentioned it at all in
my laft letrer, I will in this give you a full
and very circumftandal account of the whole
affair.

" But before 1 begin, T muft firft fer yon
right in one very material point , in which
1 have mifled you, as the true caufe of all
this uproar amongft us—which does not take
its ri({,j ,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 berwixe the

arfon of the parish and the fad mafler
Ei"rim, 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 muf?t take it home,
in order to have it converted into a warm
under-petticoat for his wife, and a jerkin for
himfelf againft 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 it, that a principle of firong com=
paflion tranfports a I|§ener0us mind fome-
times beyond what is {tri@tly right ;—the par-
fon was within an age of being an honourablé
example of this vae‘y crime—for no foones
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did the diftin& words—petticoat—=poor wife
—warm—winter , ftrike upon his_ear—Dbut
his heart warmed—and before Trim had
well got to the end of his perition ( 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

ou fee I am but juft got down to my
i’ving, and am an utter firanger to all parish-
matters , knowing nothing about this old
watch-coat youbeg of me , having never feen
it in my life , and therefore cannot be a
judge whether ’tis fit for fuch a purpofe,
or, if it is, in truth know not whether
’tis mine to beflow upon you or not—you
muft have a week or ten days patience ,
till T can 'make fome inquiries about it—and ,
if I find it is in my power , [ tell youagain,
man , your wife is heartly welcome to an
under-petticoat out of it, and you to a jerkin,
was the thing as good again as you repre-
fent it.

It is neceffary 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 thatr was by making fome fort
of recompence for a multitude of fmall fer-
vices which Trim had occafionally done,
and indeed was continuall doing (as he
was much about the houfc{ when his own
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man was out of the way.—For all thefe
reafons together, 1 fay, the parfon of the
parish intended to ferve Trim in this mat.
ter to the utmoft of his power. All that was
wanting, was previoufly to inquire if any
one had a claim to it, 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
neceflary to be told you at prefent, Trim
was for allowing no time in this matrer—
but, on the contrary, doubled his diligence
and importunity at the vicarage-houfe—

lagued the whole family to death—prefled
ipﬂs {uit morning, noon , and night; and , to
shorten my flory , teazed the poor gentle-
man, who was but in an ill ftate of health,
almoft out of his life about ir.

You will not wonder when I tell you,
that all this hurry and precipitation , on the
fide of mafter Trim, produced its narural
effc® 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, aod afier an hour and @
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half’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 putan
end to his foliloquy , and in a few minutes ,
to his doubts too; for a labourer in the
town, who deemed him(elf paft his ﬁf‘?r-
fecond year, had been returned by the confta-
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 shutt'mlg; the
ftudy-door , and taking down the parish-re-
ifter—Who knows , fayshe , but I may find
omething here about this felf-fame watchs
coat ? He had fearce 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 was purchafed 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 fucceflors for ever, to
» be worn by them refpeltively in winterly
» cold nigts in ringing complines, paffing~
» bells , &c. which the faid lord of the mas
nor had done in piety to kecp the poon

- =

~



188 A POLITICAL

» wretches warm , and for the good of his
» own foul , for which they were direCed
» to pray , &c.» Jult heaven ! fad the par-
fon to himfelf, looking upwards, what an
efcape have I had ! give this for an under-
petticoat to Trim's wife! I would not have
confented to {uch a defecration to be Pri-
mate of all England—nay, I would not have
difturbed a fingle button of it for all my
tithes,

Scarce were the words out of his mouth,
when in pops Trim with the whole fubjeét of
the exclamation under both his arms—I fay,
under both his arms—for he had aétually got
it ript and cut out ready, his own jerkin
under one arm, and the petticoar under the
other, in order to carry to the raylor to be
made up, and had juft flepped in, in high
fpirits, to shew the parfon how clevetly
it had held out.

There arenow many good fimiles {fubfifting
in the world, but which I have neither time
to recelleét or lock for, which would give
you a flrong conception of the aflonishment
and honeft indignation which this unexpe&ed
firoke of Trim’s impudence imprefled upon
the parfon’s looks—let it fuffice to fay , that
it exceeded all fair defcription—as well as
all power of proper refentment—except t.his’
that Trim was ordercd , in a flern voice,
to lay the bundles down upon the table—
to go abou his bufinefs , and wait npon him ,
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at his peril , the next morning at eleven pre-
cifely.—Againit this hour, like a wife man ,
the parfon had fent to deflire Jolhn the parish-
clerk,, who bore an exceeding good cha-
raler as a man of truth, and who, having
moreover a pretty frechold of about eightc_en
pounds a-yearin the township, was a leading
man in it 3 and , upon the whole, was {uch
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 had withheld the whole
truth from the parfon, touching the warch-
coat , he thought it probable he would as
certainly do the fame thing to others. Though
this, I faid, was wife, the trouble of the
precaution might have been {pared—becanfe
the parfon’s charaer was unblemished—and
he had ever been held by the world in the
cftimation of a man of honour and integrity.
—Trim’s charalter on the contrary , wasas
well known , if not in the world, ar leaft
inall the parish, to be that of a little, dirty,
pimping , peuifogzing, ambidextrous fellow
—who ncither cared what he did or faid of
any , provided he could get a penny by it.
'1_"[115 might , T faid, have made any precau-
tion needlefs—but you muft know , as the
parfon had in a manner but juft got down
to his living, he dreaded the confequences
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of the leaft ill impreflion 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 lieat the mercy of
what refentment might vent, or malice lend
an ear to.—

Accordingly the whole matter was rehear(-
ed, from firlt to laft , by the parfon,in the
manner I've told you , in the hearing of
John the parish-clerk, and in the prefgnce
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 n his power, and that he
might flill give it him if he pleafed ».

o 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 doa 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 t0
Trim , but wrong to no man—that was a
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ceferve, he faid , made in all cafes of this
kind : and he declared folemnly , in verbo fa-
cerdotis , that this was his meaning, and was
fo underftood by Trim himfelf ».

With the weight of this truth, and t_he
great good fenfe and ftrong reafon which
accompanied all the parfon faid on the {ubje&®
—poor Trim was driven to his laft shift—
and begged he might be fuffered to plead
his right and title to _the watch-coat 4 if not
by promife , at lealt by fervimude—it was
well known how much he was intided 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 occafions—
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 farthm'%, or any ithing 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 aiﬁfmed » and was ready , he fad, to
make it appear , by a numbér of witnefTes ,
« he had drank 'his reverence’s health a
thoufand times gby the by, he did not add,
out of the parfon’s own ale }—thar he had
Mot only drank his health, but wished it ,
and never came to the houfe bur asked his
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man kindly how he did—thatin particular;
about half a year ago, when his reverence cut
his finger in pariag an apple, he went half a
mile toask a cunning woman what was good
to ftaunch blood, and altually returned with
a cobweb in his breeches - pocket. Nay,
fays Trim, it was not a fort-night ago, when

our reverence took that firong purge , that
{Wem to the far end of the whole town
to borrow you a clofe-ftool—and came back,
as the ncighbours who flouted me will all

car witnels, with the pan upon my head,
and never thougheit tvo much ». Trim con-
cluded this pathctic remonftrance, with fay-
ing, « H¢ hoped hisreverence’s heart would
not fuffer him to requite fo many faithful
fervices by fo unkind a return:that if it
was {0, as he was the firft, fo he hoped
he shouldbe 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 {mile.—Upon the whole ,
let me inform you , that all that could be
faid pro and con , on both fides , being fairly
heard , it was plain the: Trim , in every
part of this affair , had behaved very ill—
and one thing , which was never expedted
to he known of him , happened in the courfe
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 Pal‘i:g;:
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¢ John his parish-clerk—his church-waz-
:i}:;s , and fompe of the heads of the parish,
were a parcel of fcoundrels.—Upon the
upshot , 'lPrim was kick’d out of ldm:)rs » and

¢ his peril never to come there again.
mlg‘taﬁrﬁ ,I')Trim huff’d and bounced %‘xoﬂ:
terribly—{wore 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 cooh?fg of
that, as fearing the parfon might poflibly
bind him over to his good behaviour , and,
for aught he knew, might fend him to the
houfe of corre&tion , he lets the parfon alone ,
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
—cait—pair of black—plush—hreeches ; and
raifes an uproar in the town about it, not-
withftanding it had flept ten years—but all
this, you muft know , is looked uponin no
other light but as an artful ftroke of gene-
ralship in Trim to raife a duft, and cover
himfelf under the difgraceful chaftifement
he has undergone.— :

If your curiofity is not yet fatisfied—I will
now proceed to relate the bartle of the breeches
in the fame exa& manner [ have done that
of the watch-coat,

Be it known then, that about ten years

a%o » when John was appointed parish-clerk
of this church, this faid Trim took no fmall
1
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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
g}ush, not much the worfe for wearing—

rim only begg’d, for God’s fake, to have
them beftowed upon him when John should
think fir 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 tatter’d rag of a better body’s,
than the beft plain whole thing his wife could
{pin him.

John , who was naturally unfuipicious ,
mide no more difficulty of promiting the
breeches than the parfon had done in pro-
mifing the great coat ; and indeed with fome-
thing lefs referve—becaufe the breeches were
John's own ,and hecould give them , without
wrong , to whom he thought fir,

It happened, I was going to fay unluckily
but 1 should rather fay moft luckily , for
Trim , for he was the only gainer by it,
that a quarrel , about fome fix or eight
weeks after this , broke out betwixt the
late parfon of the parih and John the
clerk. Somebody (and it was thonght to be
nobody but Trim ) had put it into the par-
fon’s hiead , « that John’s desk in the church
» was at the leaft four inches higher than it
» should be—that the thing gave offence,
» and was indecorous , inafmuch as it ap=
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» proached oo near upon a level witlt the
» parfon’s desk itfelf »~This hardship the
parfon complained of loudly , and told John,
one day after prayers, « he c.ouid bear
.» it no longer——and would have it altered,
» and brought down as it should be ». John
made no ether reply , but « that the desk
-» was not of his raifing :—that rwas not one
» hair-breadth higher than he found it—and
» that as he found it, fo he would leave
.» it—In short, he would neither make an
» encroachment , neither would he fuffer
» one n—The late parfon might have his
_virtues , but the leading part of his charalter
was not humility—{o that John’s fliffnefs in
this point was not likely to reconcile mat-
ters,—This was Trim’s harveft.

After a friendly hint to John to ftand his
ground , away hies Trim to make his market
at the vicarage.—~What paffed 'there 1 will
not fay, intending not to be uncharitable;
{0 shall content myfelf with only guelling
-atit, from the fudden change that appeared
An Trim’s drefs for the betrer—for he had
‘left his old ragged coat , hat, and wig,
in the ftable, and was come forth ftruting
ﬂ_Cl‘OfS the church-yard, clad in a good cha-
rirable caft-coat , large hat, and wig, which
the par(on had juft given him.—Ho ! ho!
hollo 1 John, cries Ttim , inan infolent bravo X
asloud as ever he could bawl—fee here, my

s how fine I am !—The more shame for

Ia
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you, arfwered John ferioufly—Do you
think, Trim , fays he, fuch finery, gained
by fuch fervices , becomes you, or can
wear well *—Fy upon it, Trim , I could
not have expe(ted this from you, confider-
ing what friendship you pretended, and
how kind I have ever been to you—how
many shillings , and fix-pences, I have gene-
roudly lent you in your diftreffes.—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—l 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
can have a better pair of the parfon’s any
day in the weck—John told him plainly,
as his word had once paffed him, he had
a {pirit above taking advantage of his in-
folence, in giving them away to another—
but , to tell him his mind freely , he thought
he had got fo many favours of that kind,
and was fo likely to get man}! more for
the fame fervices, of the parfon, that he
had better give up the breeches , with g
nature , to fome one who would be moré
thankful for them.

Here John mentioned Mark Slender (who
it feems the day before had asked John
for them ) not knowing they were under
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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
» befidés, you could not get your backfide
» into them, if you had them , without
» tearing them all to pieces n—Every tittle
of this was moft undoubtedly true ; for Trim,
you muft know , by foul feeding , and play-
ing. the goodfellow at the parfon’s, was
grown fomewhat grofs about the lower parts,
if not higher ; {o thar, as all John faid upon
the occafion was fa& , Trim, with much
ado, and after a hundred hums and hahs,
at laft, out of mere compaffion to Mark,
figns , feals , and delivers up ALL RIGHT,
INTEREST, AND PRETENS1ONS WHATSOEVER
IN AND TO THE SAID BREECHES , THEREBY
BINDING HIS HEIRS , EXECUTORS , ADMI-
NISTRATORS , AND ASSIGNS , NEVER MORE
TO CALL THE SAID CLAIM IN QUESTION,
;;All tllns renunciation was f{et forth, in
ample manner, to be in pure pity to
Mark’s nakednefs—but the {ecgat Waf , Trim
had an eye to , and firmly expefted, in his
own mind, the great green pulpit-cloth ,and
old velvet cushion, which were thatvery
{j;;dt(; {)c]taken down—which, by t?e by,
g 1¢ have wheedled Joh‘n a fecond
» as he had hoped , would have made

Ij
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up the lofs of the breeches feven - fold.

Now you muft know , this pulpit-cloth
and cushion were not in John's gift , bur in
the church-wardens , &c. However, as
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 furfeit of him—{o 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 pofleflion 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, a6
thin as they are, ke knows that Trim, let
him fay what he will to the contrary, ffflu
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 flept
quietly for near ten years—and would have
flept 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 220
than laft week , that Trim met and l“ﬁlhﬂ&
John in the public town-way before a hundre
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people—tax'd him with the promile of the
old caft pair of black breeches, notwithftand-
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 ; addin
very infolently , that he knew not fo rnucl%
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-
nefles infifted upon having Trim tried upon
the fpot.

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

Trim, fays one, are you not ashamed
of yourfelf,to make all this rout and difturb=
ance in the town, and fet neighbours toge-
ther by the ears , about an old—worn—
out—pair of caft—breeches, not worth half
a crown? Is there a caft coat, or a place
in the whole town, that will bring you in
a shilling, but what you have foapped up
like agreedy hound as you arel—
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In the firlt 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 cight 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 tothe parish. Aye, fays the lucklefs
wight above-mentioned (who was ftanding
clofe by him with the plush breeches on,
You are not only mole-catcher ; Trim,
but you carch STRAY CONIES too in the
dark , and you pretend a licence for it,
which I trow, will be looked into at the
next quarter-{eflions. I maintain it , 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 juft
paffing by. :
This i%;t the mob a laughing , and fent
every man home in perfe& good humour,
except Trim, 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 {urpafled by none.

am ,

Sir, yours, &c. &,
P51 808 5L L

I HAVE broke open my letter to inform
ou , that I miffed the opportunity of fend-
ing it by the meflenger , who 1 expeéted
would have called upon me in his return
thro’ this village to York ; fo it has lain a
week or ten days by me—I 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
W(‘)}uld be glad to be quiet,and let the matter
reft,

But, it feems, it is not half an hour ago
fince 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 difturbance, and
fight the whole battle over again—alledg'd
that he had been ufed in the lalt fray worfe
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than a dog , not by John the parish-clerk ,
for I should not, quoth Trim, have valued
him a rush fingle hands—but all the town
fided with him, and twelve men in buck-
ram fet upon me, all at once, and kept
me in play at fword’s point for three hours
together,

Befides , quoth Trim , there were two
'misbegorted knaves in Kendal green , whe
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!

rim repeated this {lory above a dozen
times , which made fome of the neighbours
pity him, thinking the poer fellow crack-
brain'd, and that he aftually 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 {mall difpute between the
date parfon and John, fome years agn.—This
reading-desk , as you will obferve , was
but an epifode wove into the main ftory
‘ 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
aview, as it {feems, to take shelter behind it,

I cannot fay but the man has fought it
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out obftinately enough, and , had his caufe
heén good, I should have really p.itied him.
For, when he was driven out of the great
watch-coat , you fee he did not run away ;
—no ,—he retreated behind the breeches, and
when he could make nothing of it behind the
breeches ,he got behind the reading desk. To
what other hold Trim will next retreat, the po-
liticians of this village are not agreed. Some
think his next move will be rowards therear of
the parfon’s boot 3 but, asitis thought hecan-
not make a long ftand there , others areof 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 ealy to be caught, the more
general opinion is, that when he is driven
out of the reading desk , he will make his
laft rerreat in fuch a manner , as, it poflis
ble, to gain the clofe-flool, 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 pofleffion of the field of bat-
tle, where 'tis certain he will keep every
body a league off, and may hop by him-
felf 1ill he is weary, Befides, as Trim feems

ent upon purging himfelf, and may have
abundance of foul humours to work off , [
think he cannot be better placed.
ut this is all matter of {peculation—Let
me carry you back to matter of fa&, and
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tell you what kind of ftand Trim has ac-
tually made behind the faid desk : « Neigh-
» bours and town{menall, I will be fworn
» beforemy Lord Mayor , that John and his
» nineteen men in buckram have abufed me
» worfe than a dog; for they told you that
» I play’d faft and go loofe with the Zare par-
» fon and him in that old difpute of theirs
» about the reading desk, and that I made
» matters worfe between them, and not
» better ».

Of 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, inftead
of being angry for what he had done in it,
had aftually thanked him—Aye, Trim, fays
the wight in the plush breeches, but that
was , Trim, the day before John found thee
out. Befides, Trim, there is nothing in thats
for the very year that you was made town's
pounder , thou knoweft well, that I botk
thanked thee myfelf, and morcover FI.‘"
thee a good warm fupper for turning Jo!'!
Lund’s cows and horfes out of my har
corn clofe, which, if thou hadft not doné
(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 , e
are both willing to take their oaths on'ts



ROMANCE 20¢

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 ont—{o that a man may be
thanked and: rewarded too , fora good turn
which he never did, nor ever did intend.
Trim conld not fuftain this unexpe&ed
frroke—{o Trim marched off the field without
colours flying, or his horn founding, or
any other enfigns of honour whatever.—
Whether, after this, Trim intends o rally
a fecond time—or whether he may not take
it into his head to claim the vi¢tory—none
but Trim himfelf can inform you.
However , the general opinion , upon the
whole, is this, that in three feveral picch'd
attles, Trim has been fo trimm’d as never
difaftrous hero was trimmed hefore,

THE END,

§ K
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