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74 i PRLHAMS மாஜா 0 

houses, (which indeed they will, directly you have 

left your letters) go there two or three’ times a 

week, if only for a few minutes in the evening. 

It is very hard to be acquainted with great French 

people, but. when you are, it is your own fault if 

you are not intimate with them. 

‘‘ Most English people have a kind of diffidence 

and scruple at calling in the evening—this is per- 

fectly misplaced: the French are never ashamed 

of themselves, like us, whose persons, families, 

and houses are never fit to be seen, unless they 

are dressed out for a party. 

*¢ Don’t imagine that the ease of French man- 

ners is at all like what we call ease: you must not 

Jounge on your chair—nor put your feet upon a 

‘stool—nor forget yourself for one single moment 

when you are talking with women. | 

“* You have heard a great deal about! the gal- 

lantries of the French ladies ; but, remember that 

they demand infinitely greater attention than 

English women do; and that after a» month’s in- 

cessant devotion, you may lose every thing, oe a 

moment’s impolitesse. 

‘¢ You will not, my dear son, misinterpret these



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



84 “sap PEPHAMS OBguavures 

I myself have seen him behind: the counter; re: 
member that ‘ a ram may Kill a butcher’? படட 
Sir,” 1. hy “I thank you a chopkiind 

times for your. information. Fight, however, I 
must, and, I'll give you, like the Irishman, my 

reasons afterwards : perhaps you. willbe’ my 

.$0000 0.7? ்‌ 

_ © With peeing said the Englishman, (a 
Frenchman would have. said, “ with 2048 12), 

We left the café together. My countryman 

asked them if he should go:to the தரப்பட for 

the pistols. 

‘* Pistols !” said the ட்டை s second: ‘we 

will only fight with swords.” 

** No, no,” said my new friend. டட ne prion 

le lieore aw tabourin.” “« We are the ர 

_ and therefore have the choice of weapons.” 

Luckily I overheard this dispute, and called to my 

second—‘ Swords or pistols,” said 1; “it is quite 
the same tome. I am not bad at either, only do 

make haste.” 

Swords, then, were chosen and soon procured. 

Frenchmen never grow cool upon their quarrels: 

and as it was a fine, clear, starlight night, we went



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



92 iis ee BELHAM; ORS 

thoughtful,) corrected the playful smile of his 
mouth, which might otherwise have given to his 
features too great an expression of levity. He 

was not positively ill dressed, yet he paid no 

attention to any external art, except cleanliness. 

His usual garb was a brown coat, much too large 

for him, a coloured neckcloth, a spotted waistcoat, 

grey trowsers, and short gaiters: add to these, 

gloves of most unsullied doeskin, and a curiously 

thick cane, and the portrait is complete. 

In manners, he was civil, or rude, familiar, or 

distant, just as the whim seized him;’ never was 

” there any address less common, and. less. artificial. 

What a rare gift, by the bye, is that of manners ! 

how difficult to define—how much more difficult to 

impart! Better for a man to possess them, than 
wealth, beauty, or talent ; they will more than 

supply all. No attention is too minute, no labour 

too exaggerated, which tends to perfect them. He 

who enjoys their advantages in the highest degree, 

viz., he who can please, penetrate, persuade, as the 

object may require, possesses the subtlest secret of 

the diplomatist and the statesman, and wants 

nothing but opportunity to become * great.”
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188 நெரி வர்ம ORITIVAT Ca 

wiser to receive—solicit even—favours, than accord 

them’; for’ the vanity” “of the obliger is: ela flat= 

tered—that of the obligee tarelyien” 9)! Somer 

Well, this is an unforeseen digressic ea 

return! »I had mixed, of late; very little with the 

English. » My mother’s introductions'had procured 

me ‘the entrée'of the best French’ houses; and to 

them therefore, my ‘evenings were usually devoted. 

  

Alas! that ‘was a happy time, when my carriage 

used'to await’ me at the door’ of the Rocherde 

Cancale, and then whirl me to a succession of visits, 

varying in ‘their’degree and ‘nature as the whim 

prompted now°to the: brilliant soirées of Madame 

De —+—, or to the appartemens aw troisiéme of 

someléss ‘celebrated daughter of ‘dissipation’ and 

écurté; wow “to the literary conversaziones: of +the 

Duchesse de D+—+s, ‘or the» Vicomte d’'A— =; 

and then tothe feverish excitement of the gambling 

house: “Passing from each’ with the sappetite «fot 

  

amusement’ kept alive by variety 5 ; finding: immone 

a disappointment, and in every one a welcome; full 

ச்‌





 



 



 



 



194 PELHAM; OR, 

on whose more high, though not less courteous 

demeanour, the revolution seems to have wrought 

no democratic plebeianism—all strike on the mind 

with a vague and nameless impression of antiquity 

a something solemn even in gaiety, and faded in 

pomp, appear to linger over all you behold ; there 

are the Great French people unadulterated by 

change, unsullied with the commerce of the vagrant 

and various tribes that throng their mighty mart of 

enjoyments. 

The strangers who fill the guartiers on this side 

the Seine pass ot there; between them and the 

Faubourg there is a gulf; the very skies seem 

different—your own feelings, thoughts—nature it 

self—alter, when you have passed that Styx which 

divides the wanderers from the habitants: your 

spirits are not so much damped, as tinged, refined, 

ennobled by a certain inexpressible awe—you are 

girt with the stateliness of Eld, and you tread the 

loorhy. streets with the dignity of a man, who's 

recalling the splendours of an ancient court where 

he once did homage.
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ADVENTURES OF A GENTLEMAN. 255 

Meanwhile I had looked round the room for the 

objects of my pursuit ; to my great surprise I could 

not perceive them; they may be in the other room, 

thought I, and to the other room I went ; the sup- 

per was. laid out, and an old bonne was quietly 

helping herself to some sweetmeat. All other 

human beings (if, indeed, an old woman can be 

called a human being) were, however, invisible, and 

I remained perfectly bewildered as to the non- 

appearance of Warburton and his companion. I 

entered the Salle a Jouer once more—I looked 

round in every corner—I examined every face; but 

in vain, and with a feeling of disappointment very 

disproportioned to my loss, I took Vincent’s arm, 

and we withdrew. 

The next morning I spent with Madame 

D’Anville—a French woman easily consoles herself 

for the loss of a lover—she converts him into a 

friend, and thinks herself (nor is she much deceived) 

benefited by the exchange. We talked of our 

grief in maxims, and bade each other adieu in anti- 

theses. Ah! it isa pleasant thing to drink with 

VOL, I. 77%.



256 A PELHAM} OR, 

Alcidonis (in Marmontel's Tale) of the rose- 

coloured vial—to sport with the fancy, not to brood 

over the passion, of youth. There is a time when 

the heart, from very tenderness, runs over, and (so 

much do our virtues as well as vices flow from our 

passions) there is, perhaps, rather hope than anxiety 

for the future in that excess. ‘Then, if Pleasure 

errs, it errs through heedlessness, not design ; and 

Love, wandering over flowers, “ proffers honey, 

but bears not a sting.” Ah! happy time! in the 

lines of one who can so well translate feeling into 

words— 

«Fate has not darkened thee—Hope has not made 
The blossoms expand it but opens to fade ; 

Nothing is known of those wearing fears 
Which will shadow the light of ows after years.” 

The Improvisatrice. 

Pardon this digression—not much, it must be 

confessed, in my-ordinary strain—but let me, dear ; 

reader, very seriously advise thee not to judge of 

me yet. When thou hast got to the end of my 

book, if thou dost condemn it or its hero—why
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ட Ns Seer are, 
ing, to. a middle-aged man, whose arm he held; 

“ you. remember Pelham — true. _ Whig — = great 

friend of Sheridan S ?—let me introduce. his son to 

you, Mr. Do Mr. Pelham ; Mr. Pelham, 

Mr. ரா 

At the name of the person ie வடட to 

me, a thousand recollections crowded upon my 

mind ; the contemporary and riyal of Napoleon — 
the autocrat of the great world of. fashion. and 

cravats—the mighty genius before whom, aristo- 

லிப்‌ had been humbled and ton abashed—at whose 
nod, மிடி haughtiest noblesse of Europe. had 

quailed—who had introduced, by a single example, 

starch into neckcloths, and had fed the pampered 
appetite of his boot-tops on champagne —whose 

coat and whose friend were cut with an equal 

grace—and whose name was connected with every - 

triumph. that the world’s great, virtue of audacity 

could achieve — the illustrious, the immortal 
Russelton stood before me. I recognised in him 
a congenial, though a superior spirit, and I bowed 

with a profundity of veneration, with which. no 

other human being has ever inspired me.



ADVENTURES OF A GENTLEMAN. 285     
“Mr. Russélton seer th my evident 
respect, ‘and retitthed my ‘salutation with a ‘mock 

  

te hast 

dignity, which’ enchanted me, “He offered me his 

  

disengaged farm’; I took it with transport, vale we 

all three proceeded up the street. ene 

2 00) said Sir Willoughby —#' 50, பணி, 

you like your quarters here; plenty of sport among 

the English, I should think’: you: have not forgot 

the art of’ quizzing; eh, old fellow om 

“* Fiven if I had,” said - Mr. Russelton, ‘speak- 

ing very ‘slowly, “the sight ‘of Sir Willoughby 

Townshend would be quite suificient to refresh’ my 

memory. sy continuied the venerable wreck, after 

a short pause, — tyes, ‘T like my “residence pretty 

well I enjoy a calm conseience, nue a clean shirt, 

what more can man desite? ‘T have made acquaint- 

ance with a tame parrot, and I have ப்தி it to 

say, whenever an English fool with a stiff neck and 

௨10056 swagger passes him—* ‘True ‘Briton—true 

Briton.’ I take’ care of my health; and’ ‘yeflect 

upon old age. Ihave read Gil Blas, and the Whole 

- Duty of Man; and, 3 in “short, what with! Instract-



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 


