


MOSCOW,

THROUGH

PRUSSIA; GERMANY, SWITZERLAND,

TRANCE, AND ENGLAND.

- BY

N [‘)9 LAI KARAMSIN.

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN.

VOL. Iil.

LONDON:

’,‘PRY\'TZZ[\ FOR J. BADCOCK, PATER-NOSTER-ROW,

BY G.SIDNEY, NORTHU MBERLAND-ST. STRAND.

15803.



G @ N

¢

Tl N4

OF THE

THIRD VOLUME.

LE’I’I‘ER L—From Paris...The Revolution.,.Aristocrats
and Democrats...La Nation...The Squirrel, an Aris-
tocrat...The Marquis and the Tarpeian Rock....
Utopia....Revolutionary mania. ...Enigmz et Pro-
phetreof Rabelas b A sl in ressivine - ¥

LETTER IL—From the same place...The Promenade in
the Bois de Boulogne...The Actresses...The popu-
lace of Pans .«The Beaux.. Eplhphs in the Monas-
tery of Long—champs 5

LETTER IIL...From the same place...The Theatre...The
great Opera....Decorations and Ballets....Vestris...
Gardel. ...Pcrig?{on and Muller....Lais....Chenard...
Laisne...Rousseau...Maillard.. . The Orchestra... The-
atre Francaise...Parallel between French Tragedies,
and those of the English and Germans...Performers
Larive...Saint Pri est...Saint Fal...Sainval...Reacour
...Contat...Mole...French Comedies.. Italian Theatre
Dugazon and Rose Renaud....Operettas. ...Raoul...
Peter the Great...Theatre de Monsieur...Opera Buffa
Balletti... Theatre des Varietes... The actor Monvel...
/ Enthusiasm of the French for comic performances...

- Good taste of the Parterre.,.Concerts spirituels....... 7

LETTER



R oty T
¥ 3

i 3 com ENTb.

LETTER IV.—From the same place Jhe pl

Madrid in the Bois de Boulogne...The™ Pbor old‘ %
WOman,sveve chbnssen

R R PR PR P PP

LETTER V.—From the same place,,.Diversions of Paris
...Author’s mode of life in that City.. Public Bm‘d
ings...The Louvre...The Obehsk of Snow....The
Thilleries...The Luxembourg.. .The aeronaut Miolan
«..The Palais RoyaL..;............‘..,................;........-.

LETTER VI—From the same place...Interview of the
young Scythian with Barthelemy...Levesque...Rus-
sian History...Vindication of Peter the Great against
Levesque and others,,.Correct taste of the Parisians
...Marmontel...Laharpe.....................:.........._..... 50

LETTER VIL—From the same place...The hotel of the"
actress Dervieux....The Lover....Academies...The g
French Academy....Dictionnaire de PAcademie....
Piron....The Academy of Sciences...Lalande...La=
voisier...Bailly...The Academy of Inscriptions...The:
other Académies Of Paris.. ...isieeeicssepsinsssocsnsonsirns 0138

LETTER VIIIL—From the same place...Streets...La Tru-
anderie., Rue de Pavillon...Diane du Poitiers...Rue
des Ecrivains...Nicholas Flamel...Rue Ferronerie...
Assassination of Henry IV....The Street of the Temple
...Melancholy fate of the Knights Templars...Isle de
Notre Dame...The Dog and the Knight...Rue de
P’Enfers...The Ghost and the Carthusians...Rue de
Millecceur.. . Francis' L. and the Duchess d’Estampes
Rue Maltois...Rue Quinquempois...Law’s Scheme...
Rue de la Harpe.. -Palais des Thermes...The confec-
tioner Mignot.. The Opera acquaintance.....cweesee 00

LETTER



i g CONTENTS. L

BRPPER. IX—From the same place...The Coffee-houdes
; ...Les Guinguettes...I'he Prostitutes....Baths... Hotel
«  Dieu...The Royal Library...The Observatory...The
Hotel AeRInvalides o\ i ihagiidnn i ikt ioes B3
LETTER X.—From the same place....The Festival of
Roses at Surenne.. .Issy .The environs of Paris...... 102
LETEER: XI—-From the same place .Societies., Rus-r
sians iA Paris...Journal of the Iron Mask... . 105
LETTER XII—Frovq the same place .Lebrun’s Mag-
dalen in the Carmelite convent. . . -108
: LETTER XTL—From the same place...Gallery of cele-
brated Men...Singular methods of living...The mo-
S dernRnopener Bne L e e L e LT
LETTER XIV.—From the same place...Institutions for
deaf and, dur.nb..‘.For those born blind.......coii.ui. 116+

LETTER XV.—From the same place...Productions of
_ the Arts in the Churches and Convents...Monument
of Count d’Harcourt in the Church of Notre Dame
.. Richeliew’s Tomb in the Church of the Sorbonne...
Chapel of the Duke of Orleans in the Church of the
Celestines... Tomb of the Armenian King Leo in the
same place....Monument of filial Affection.... The
group of the Graces...Racine’s Grave in St. Stephen s
Church... Tombs of Pascal, Tournefort, and Tonnier
...Le Sueur...Grave of Descartes in the Abbey of
St. Genevieve...Grave of Clovis...’i“he’A‘bbey of St
Victor...The Royal Abbey...Grave of Batteux in St.
Andrew’s Church....Admirable Epitaph...Tomb of
James IL in the Church of the Benedictines...The
Ghurch of St. Germain......Malesherbes......M. and
4 Madame

Vij -



- e Sy
TR CONTENTS.

Madame 'T‘acier...’(}enotaph of Count Caylas,
between two Painters in the Church of St. Hilaire
...Tom\b of Corneille...of Le Notre...Falconet’s Cru-

cifixion...Curious play upon Words.....ccoeereee-euneaes 118

LETTER XVIL—From the same place.. Readings at thé
house of Mad. Glo...Ideas & Love...Aristarchus.... 183

LETTER XVIL—From the same place...Quesnons and
Answers concerning Russia.. TS Rl

LETTER XVIIl—From the same place....Environs of
Paris...Meudon...Sevre...Versailles...Louis XIV. and
Le Notre...Little Triaton 1astWtesss2sesaianre shemssonsienl 20 ;_

LETTER XIX.—From the same placc ...Levaillant...His
Wife. . T P R PP P STt 159

LETTER XX.—Trom the same place.. Oteil, I-ifgbita-:
tion of Boileau...Effects of wine on Poets
physician Gendron.. Voltaires Impromptu.......... « 160 |

A

LETTER XXIL—From the same place....St. Degys.. s |
Tombs of the Kings...Tomb of Turenne.. Bas-rehef
on Dagobert's coffin...St. Dionysius...Bon Mot...e.e

LETTER XXIL—From the same place...The Palace of
Bagatelle... The Hermit .....ceccoiiicaiiiiiiiae

LETTER XXIL—From the same place... Marly Ere-
mitage... MONtMOTCNCY .uvuenienssstasasaassasronssn

LETTER XXIV—TFrom the same p\acc MWardrobe of
the King.. The Lacquey... B o RS i T

LETTER XXV.—From the same place...Ermenonville
Henry IV, and the beautiful Gabrielle...Rousseau. .. \75
; N

LhTTu ]

At

g
&5



L J R
o = CONTENTS. ix
m XXVI—From the same place....Chantilly...
The Armor»of the Maid of Orleans...The Festival
for the Count of the North...Melancholy death of

o T T AR PR e L e R A RO b .

[>7]
0

LETTER XXVIL—From the same place..<T’he National
Asgembly,. Mirabeau and the Abbe Maury..iivienes 185

LETTER XXVIIL—From the same place...French Na-
tional Character...Departure....ccesveussosassessoreseseees 188

LETTER XXIX.—From ‘Haut-Bu»isson. ... Variations of

the Climate...Melancholy sensations..................... 194

LETTER XXX.—From Calais...Dessein...The Officer of
the National Guards...Yorick...The English.......... 195

LETTER XX XI—From the same place...The Church- .
y:’s.rgw..l‘orenzo’s (e T o Gy D T L)

LETTER XXXII—From on board the Packet...Com-
pany on board...Sea Sickness...The two Germans.... 200

LETTER XXXIIl—From Dover...English houses...Fine

streets...Beautiful Women...View from a high hill...

" Rudeness and imposition of the English porters and
custom-house officers...The kitchen. ........ccoeeiveeenss 202

LETTER XXXIV.—¥rom London...... The road from
Dover to London...Distant view of London...The
THAINES. ¢0tuntesnersnnnninosencesnssnncssunereasnainsmassasnsense 207

LETTER XXXV.—From the same place...London and
Paris...The Hotels...The Author’s companion...The
Hair-dresser . ...The lllumination of the Streets....
Quietness of the Streets and Coffee-houses...Beautiful

((, “’bméu...Plrysiog’nomy of the Men...Beaux...Dark
DIITC . ke, <aur s unrwans sdsnasansnsuravuns svsssnrasansssseasonses 210

LETTER



x' CONTENTS.

LETTER XXXVI—From the same place......Handel}

Messiah...The Merchant’s Family. ..The_‘Royz‘\‘f Fa-.

mily...Pitt.. t. James’s Park... o Slaedls s bike aovaTalc AR

LETTER XXXVIL—From the same pl:'\ce...'ﬂxe House

...Jenny...Westminster, and the City...Adelphi Ter-
race..Style of architecture..Late Dinners..Caricatures
...Breakfast...Dinner...Count ¥oronzow...Baxter...

LETTER XXXVIIIL—From thesame place. Newgate...
The King’s Bench....Bedlam....Reason of the fre-
quency of insanity at the Present tie...ceeseseesssress

LETTER XXXIX—From the same, place....Quaker’s

Meeting,..The Coffee-houstsiaiisciscevssains fisbmansasts

LETTER XL.—From the same pﬁe...’l"he‘Royal Ex-

218

229

238

change, and the Royal Society of Sciences...Sir JOSeph :

wse Q..'

LETTER XLI—TFrom the same place - Towaley's Col-
lection...Shakespear Gallery.. .St. Pauls...The Mar-

240

chioness ..The Tower....St. James" s..‘.Buckmgham- i

house...Whitehall.,.Somerset-house,..Other rema;k-
able edifices...Curiosity of the English...

LETTER XLII ~—From the same place...Windsor...Ex-
cursion thither...Horsesraces........cceivaeass S en CoaRaca, -

LETTER XLIL—From the same place...Windsor Park
..Windsor Castle...The Pnncesses.-.&evene ienees

243

221

255 °

» 260 -

LETTER ‘(LlV——From the same place...Greenwich...

Excursion tothat phce -Greenwich Hospital...Vaux-
hall..

LETTER XLV.—-from the same place....Theatres....
Hamlet...The Opera-house.....oveeeciniecis

resamreasinae

270

‘ WIL.BEI'TER; -+



CONTENTS.

CTEPTER. XL VL—Prom the same place... Theblind Man
and his Dog... The female Performer on the Lute. ...

5 :
LETTER XLVIL—From the same place...Ranelagh. ...

LETTER XLVIUL—Fronf the same place. ... The Britis};
Museum...Magna Charta . ...c.cconvuernirin.

Arraresiaenes

LETTER XLIX.—From thesame place...Domestic life of

the English...Contrast with the Russizn beau monde

LETTER L.—From the same place...English Belles Let-
tres...Poets... Thomson....Milton...Dryden...Shakes-
pear....Late dramatic writers....Novel-writers.....
Richardson and Fielding....Historians...Robertson,

~ Hume, and Gibbon. L

T P PP PP PR

LETTER LL—From the same place....Sophia....Tea-
gardens Subteiraneéus AR ik o e o

LETTER LXI—From the same place...Hood’s and Fox’s

Election for Wembers of Parliament...Horne Tooke -

... Wilkes. ..chk-pockets.. SVEUN e 0o KBS ne v s dain SV R as s ons o

LETTER LHI.—From the same place Magmﬁcent Coun-
try-houses Kew Gardens. ... Twickenham...Pope...
The town of Barnet...Brompton.. Horn Fair...Hamp-
tON COUTL. cauvsesesrsnrsteaseasianvernsasvarnenessaosssnsrasines

LETTER LIV.—From the same place...English national
Character...Coldfiess and Indifference...Contempla-
tive Disposition. ...Intelligence....Humor.... Magna-
nimity and Benevolence...Brobity.. .Pride...Rudeness

_ of the lower classes to Forei"gners ...The Nabobs....

‘The Spleen... Whims.. ccuvvurriiineiiinnn,

»

pS1

985

288

305

s ; , *§ ~ 'LETTER



i L CONTENTS. e L
LEITER LV.—At Sea...Departure from London,. 868 ¥
sickness...A calm...Norwegian fishermen....Ossian...

A Storm...Cuns of distress....Maria W....The Rocks i

STheRlor S s

.

LETTER LVL—From Kronstadt...The Author’s return
to his native Country...ConcLusion et

\

by
TRAVELS.







2

tators, and judge or dispute, cry or laugh, hiss or
clap hands, just as it pleases them. Those who
have nothing to lose are keen, like ravenous
wolves; buton the other hand, they who may.
lose all, are as fearful=as hares. The former
would take all, and the latter seek at least to save

something. But a war ‘merely defensive against
an enterprising enemy, isseldom successful.  The
drama besides is not yet an end, only it appears
as if the Clergy and Noblesse did not defend thei
King with success. x

Since the t4th July, we hear of nodnng but |
Avistrocrats - and  Democrats. By these appella-
tions one party sceks to render the other odious,
though the fewest know what they mean. The
following anecdote may be a proof how.ignofan;:
the bulk of the people are in this respect:—Ina
litdde village, not far from Paris, the peasants‘;
stopped a well-dressed man, and obliged him to
cry out, Five la Nation! The young man waved
his hat, calling, Ve la Nation! ¢« Very,well,2
said the peasants, ¢ you area good Frenchman, we
¢ are satished: go, in God’s name, whither you
& wxll~only one word more: do but'explain to ¥

* us what is properly understood by the Nation ?* ¢
Thcy also tell of the young Dauphin correcting
his squirrel with these words: « Ah you wicked &

‘¢ Aristocrat, k
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4 Aristocrat, T'll teach you.” The lovely boy
had remarked the word he had heard so often.

A certain Marquis whom the King had loaded
with favours, acts one of the first parts among
the enemies of the Court. Some of his old
I8 friends expressing their surprise at it, he replied,
stuttering, with a shrug of indifference, Que
aire ? j'aime les te-te troubles. But does the
Marquis know the history of the Free States of
Greece and Rome? Does he know the draught
of hemlock, and the Tarpeian rock ? The mul-
ticude isan edge.d-tool, with which it is dangerous
to play; and Revolutions are often gulphs which
' swallow up virtue as well as vice. Every civil
society, confirmed through a series of ages, is for
good citizens a sanctuary; and in the most im-
perfect we may often admire a certain concord
and order.

Utopia (the realm of happiness) will ever con-
tinue 2 dream of good minds, or at Jeast it can
Wncver be realized, but by the imperceptible effects
Hlof time, or by means of the slow but certain pro-
“gress of the human mind, in education and man-
' incrs- Then only, when men shall be kpersuaded»
" that virtue alone makes them happy, then-shall the
igoldenage bearrived; and human and social bliss
“shall flourish under every form of Government.
. B2 ; But



But every extraordinary convulmn is mimiu
and every rebel erects a scaffold for hxmself. ng
us, my friends, trust to Provulcnce, whoso plan
is fixed, and who holds in its hand the hearts of
kings—that is enough. ¢Thoughtless men think
every thing easy; but the wise man knmvs the |
danger of Revolutions,-and lives inpeace. The
French Monarchy has produced great sovereigns,
great ministers, and great men of every élass:;;
under its shadow arts and sciences ﬂourish;d,'and;
a thousand charms adorned life. ~ What is France
now? O ye new Republicans; with'corrupt hearts,
hear what says the old, exalted, virtuous Republ'g;
- can Cato: Anarchy is worse thanany f_ogm‘,of'Go-;
vernment. 1 conclude this with some verses from
Rabelais, in which Abbé N.:thinks to find a pro-.
phecy of the present Revolution: g

GARGANTUA Cl.s. 7

ENIGME ET PROPHETIE.

~ Je fais scavoir A qui le veut entendre :

Que cet hiver prochain, sans plus attendre

Ea ce liew, ou nous sommes,

I} sortira une maniere d’hommes,

Las du repos et faschez dn sejour,

Qui franchement iront et de plein jour -

Suborner gents de toutes qualitez -

A differends et partialitez

Et qui voudra les croire et escouter,
Quoy qu'il en doive advenir et couter:

JIIs
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115 feront metfre en debats apparents,
Amys entre eux et proches parents.

¢+ Le fils hardi ne craisn dra unpropere
De se bander contre son propre pére.
Mesme les grands de noble lien saillis
De lenr sujets se verront assailles ;
Et sur ce point naistra tant de meslées
Tant de discords, venues et allécs,
Que nulle histoire, ou sont les grandes merveilles,
N’a fait recit d’emotions pareilles,
Alors auront non moindre authorité
Hommes sans foy, que gents de verité ;
Car touts suivront la creance et Pestude
De l’ig‘{xorame et sotte multitade,
Dot le plus lourd scra rega pour jnge.
O dommageable et penible deluge !
Deluge, dis-je, et a bonne raison
Car ce travail ne perdra sa saison ;
Lt n’en sera la terra delivrée,
Jusques a tant qu’ elle soit enyvrée
De flots de sang.

Paris, Apnl 1790.

ON the three Iast days of the Passion there was

a famous Promenade au bois de Boulogne : there

was---for what I have now seen can bear no com-
parison to what was formerly; as the rich and

fashxonablc people displayed here their newest

B3 equipages,
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equipages, four or five thousand carriages, each
finer than the other, dazzled the eyeé of the spec.
_tators. But the Priestesses of Venus distinguished
themselves above all the rest, by the splendoar
and taste of their equipage. A young actress
had quarrelled with Count D: one of the most.
handsome young men. Her acquaintance were
surprised at it.  What are you sosurprised about,
answeied she; only think, he would not even
give me a new carriage for the Promenade at
the Bois de Boulogne ! so1 was obliged to. give
the preference to an old Marquis, who pledged
his wife’s jewels to purchase for me the dearest
carriage in all Paris. This year there were scarce
2 thousand carriages, and not one of them mag-
nificent. - The amusement reminded me on our
May-day. The coaches were arranged ina line,
reaching from the Champs Elisées to the Abbaie
de Longchamp. The people stood in rows by
the road side, calling out and jeering at the passen-*
gers, not in the most delicate manner. ¢ Only
¢ look there and see how big looks that Potssarde,
« swith her neighbour, the wife-of a shoemaker.---
¢ Well, if that be’nt the largest red nose in all’
“Paris. = O for the young coquette at 70 years
“ of age;” who can help falling in love with her?
“ Do but sce the chevalier with his young wife

¥

.
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“and pair of horns! Yonder's a phxlosophel
! scllmg his wisdem for two sous.”’

° On the other hand young bloods eantered along
on their English hoises, ogled at every coach,
and bantered the populace---¢ Alons, alons, mes
« Amis! de Desprit lede Lesprit | ¢’est o vrate
¢ gaielé parisienne.”’ Others of this wibe pressed
through the mob with wooden sabres, instead of
sticks in their -hand-2-¢¢ Pour se confondre.avee
“ le peuple.” - 1 stepped into the Abbey of Long-
champ to see the tomb of Isabella, sister to St.
Louis, and there I found two epitaphs which I
cannot omit; the one, ontiie grave of Father Fre-
min, is as follows.

. Fremin, tu fais fremir le sort,
Et ton nom vit malgré 1d mort.

And the other, on thie” tomb-stone of Brother
Francis Seraphicus:

Qui la vie a vecu de Frangois Seraphique,
80 ans sur terre, au ciel vit I’Angelique.

Parzs, April 29, 1'790.

I HAVE spent the whole day in my room
on account of a head-ache; in the evening only

I walked out to the Pontneuf, leaned on the pe-
destal

.



b |

B !

destal of Henry IVth’s statue, and saw, with
great pleasure, the shades of the night intermixed; ,
with the dying light of the day, and the stars of
heaven, and the street lamps beginning to give
light.  Since myarrival in Paris I had spent every
evening without exception in play-houses ; so
that for a whole month [ had not seen the twi-
light, which in Spring has its charms, even in the
midst of noisy and hateful Paris, -

Every day at the play for a whole month, and
not to be wearied with Thalia’s jest, or Melpo-
mene's tears! at every time new pleasure, fresh
enjoyment! [ cannot but wonder at it myself,
and yet it is very true. It is no less true that I
had, till now, a very imperfect idea of the French
theatre. Now I know that every thing is carried
to the highest point of perfection in its own kind,
and this constitutes the greatest harmony, which
moves the hearts of the spectators in the most
agreeable manner.,

There are in Paris five principal theatres. - The
great Opera, the one called the Theatre Frangois,
the Italian, the Theatre of Monsieur, and the Va-
riétés. Plays are daily performed on each of
these stages, and they are always so crowded, that
you cau scarce find a place after six o’clock.

Wheever has been in Paris, say the French, and
has
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has not seen the grand Opera, may be in Romc
without seeing the Pope: it is indeed something:
very extraordinary, especially on account of the
decorations and the ballet.  There you may see,
at one time, the Elysian fields, the happy abode
of the good; where reigns a perpetual spring;
where the soft harmony of golden Iyres charms
the éar, where all is beautifuol, lavely, enchanting.
At another time Black Tartarus, where Ache-
ron rolls away the sighs of the dying; where the
voaring of Cocytus, and of the terrible S'tyx,
drowns the cries of woe; where rush the waters
of Phlegethon'; ‘where Tantalus, Ixion, and the.
Danaids suffer without hope and without end ; mn
fine,where the clear Leti:e, with its sorrowful mur-
murs; halls the wretched into forgetfulness of their
carthly miseries.  Here you behold Orpheus wan«
deting in the lower regions; Orestes pursued by
the furies; and Jason struggling amidst flames
and monsters. You hear the curses of the en-
raged Medea, and see her flying in thunder and
lightning to the top of Caucasus. You hear the
Egyptians bewailing the death of their good king
in mournful choirs; and the sorrowing Nephtha
swearing eternal fidelity on the pompous towb of
her spouse.” You see Rinaldo-melting in rapture
at “the feet of the, burning Armida; Diana de-”
' scending
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scending on a bright cloud to Kiss the beautiful
Endymion; the majestic Calypso exhausting all

her art to fetter Telemachus, the wanton grace-

ful Nymphs, each more alluring than her neigh-
bour, surrounding him wwith. their lyres and

harps, and seeming with every voluptuous glance,
with every wanton gesture, to call to him; Love |

Love! the youth wavering, feeling bis weakness, |

- forgeuting the Counsels of Wisdom, and at length,

by the hand of the virtuous Mentor, hurled from
the cliff into the deep—the soul of the spectator:

flies after him.  And all this is so true, so natural,
so lively, that a thousand times have I forgot
myself, and taken the ‘fictions of art for nature.

Scarce can you believe your eyes, the changes of

scenery are done so quick. In the twinkling of an’
eye the sea roars, where an instant before smiled :

a flowery meadow, and swains played on their

reeds.  The clear sky is overcast by a sudden

gloom; dark clouds borne on the wings of the
howling storm approach, and every heart trem-
bles;---another moment and the darkness vanishes,
the clouds pass away, and the storm is laid ; and
life and joy retuin to every breast, :

Among the many excellent dancers Vestris:

shines forth, like Sirius among the stars; all his

motions so graceful, so lively, so expressive,

that

-
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t]aat I am:lost in astonishment every time I see
him, without being able to account for the delight
which this single dancer affords me: lightness,
agility, harmony, sensibility,"and life--~he unites
all that in himself; and, if it be possible to be an
orator  without words, then Vestris is a Cicero.
No poet can express what sparkles in his eye,
and what the play of his muscles says, when the
fair bashful shepherdess avows at last her love for
him, by her tender look; and when he, rushing
to her bosom, calls heaven and earth to witness
his happiness. The painter throwsaway his pen-
cil, and cries out VESTRIS !

Gardel is inimitable in tragic pantomine: what -
dignity! a demi-god in cvery look! a hero in
every geSture | Festris is the pupil of graces, aifd
Gardel of the tragic muse. Nivelon, too, is
another Vestris.

Of the other dancers nothing farther can be
said, but that altogether they form one of the
most picthresque groups that can be beheld.

“But when Terpsichore’s nyinphs come flying
ason the wings of zephyrs, then the theatre ap-
pears to me like a delightful meadow full of flow-
ers. The eye is bewildered amidst the multitude
of beauties; among whom, however, the lovely

. Perignon,

4
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Perignon, and the charming Miiller, distinguish
themselves like the beautiful rose and lily.
Lats, Chenard, Laisne, and Rousseau, are the,
best singers at the Opera, and it you believe the
'F rench, no country everhad better; they do i
deed please me very muich, not only on account |
of their singing, but chiefly for their excellent
acting, which is not always joined to the other |
quality. ; ’ a3

e

Marchest never moved me so much as Lais
or Chenard. People may laugh at my simpli-
city, but I candidly confess, that in the notes of |
that celebrated Italian I miss what delights me
“most---the soul. You will ask me, perhaps, what
I mean by that expression; Ieannot explain, but |
Tfeelit. Ah' what Marchess can do justice to
these lines, : 5 :

Jai perdu mon Euridice, g s 5 |

Rien negale mon mallieur, &ec.
What Italian half-man can Sidg-that incompara- |
ble air of Gluck like Rousseau---the young, the
handsome Roussean, worthy of Euridice.

Mazllard is the first singer of the Opera. You

have heard of St. Huberti-- she has quitted the
stage---they report she has lost her senses. "Phe
amateurs of the Opera remember her with tears.

Th.e
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. The Orchestra, consisting of the best perform-
ers, corresponds with the decorations and the
singers perfectly well.  Ina word, my friends,
+ art reigns here in perfection, and the whole ex.
_gites, in the breasts of the spectators, a sensation
which, without exaggeration, may be called zran-
sporting. Such a theatre must be very expen-
sive; and although placesare paid very high, and
the house in general full, yet the Opera costs to
Government, according to Neckar’s account,
three or four millions yearly.

On the stage, properly called the Frenck Thea-
tre, are acted tragedies, dramas, and great come-
dies; but hitherto I have not altered my opinion
of the French Melpomene: she is sublime, noble,
and majestic; but never makes on me the same
impression as does the muse of Shakespear, and
the works of a tew German tragedians.

The French poets have a refined nice taste, and
may serve for models in the art of writing; but
in the expression of the warm and profound na-
tural feeling, (forgive me ye manes of Corneille,
Racine, and Voltaire!) therein ye must yield the
palm to the English and Germans. Your trage-
dies are full of the finest pictures in which co-
louring and position -are master-pieces, but we
admire them with cold hearts: every where ro-

"VOL, III. c mantic
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mantic is. mixed with natural: every where mes
JSeux, ma foi: evéry where Greeks and Romans 2
la Frangoise, who melt in amorous rayture, an
now and then philosophize; spinning out a smgl
thought to a great length, and thereby losing -
themselves so completely in the ]abyrmths of rhe-
toric, that they forget to act. ; :
The French public demand of the authors ﬁnc '
verses; des vers a retenir; these only secure thc
success of a piece, for which reason the poet en= -
deavours on all occasions to multiply them, so,
that he neglects the natural course of the drama,
and the new unexpected, yet natural situations,
by which, however, the characters of the agents
are chiefly determined, and from which the lane
guage receives its greatest force. In a word, the
works of the French tragedians deserve all praise,
on account of the purity of stile and the excellent
versification, and this they will preserve ; but if
it be true that tr. agedy should touch the heart and
move the soul, then cannot Voltaire’s country-
men produce two real tragedies; and D’Alembert
1s in the right when he says, that all their tragedxcs
are written more to be read than acted; but if
they must needs be acted, T should not wish to
see other actors than Larive Saint-Priest, Saint-
fal, and aSauual and Ix’eauwur, who now: suc-

ceeds
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ceeds to the p)éces of Baron, Lecain, Lacouvredx,
and C’laz'rbn. ‘T'hat is what I call declaiming !
that is, acting! dignity in every mien, majesty in
every gesture, clearness of expression, and feeling
| in every word.  Not a thought of the poet is
lost; all is delivered with the most proper tone,
and the most suitable action of the whole body ;
every thmg is plclured lively, and if the specta-
| tor remains cool and indifferent at all this art, it
is not at least the actor’s fault.

Lavrive is the king of the tragic stage, he joins
an extraordinary delivery to a true Grecian figure.
Thisactor had retired from thestage for the follow-
ing reason: he could not suffer the young actress
Garcin, a true picture of soft melancholy ; so he
endeavoured constantly to put her out in her per-
formance.  The public observing this low ¢rait
of character with indignation, hiss¢d the famous
Larive off; this enraged him so much that heleft
the stage, and swore never to act again; but after
some years he grew wearied with inaction. Ac-
customed to praise and-applause, he felt himself
miserable ; and so he appeared again at last, after
a long struggle with himself, for the first time in
the character of Oedipus; 1 was present at the
performance; the house was crowded full, loges,
pa)quct and parterre,and eventhe orchestra were

c 2 falled
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filled with spectators. At five o’clock the noxse
and knocking of 1 1mpat1cnce began, at ha]fpasbﬁvq
the curtain was drawn up; thesﬂence of the grave
reigned in the whole house. Oedipus does n
appear in the first scene-«-the silence continues-
but scarce had Dumas said these words, Oedzpe;
en ces liewx va paroiire, when a thundermg ru
of approbation hegan,,whxch ]asted ~t1] Larweg‘
appeared. He was dressed in a rich Grecxan’
white.coloured garment, and brown locks ﬂowed'
round his shoulders ; he thanked the public for
their favour by an inclination of his head, dis-
playing both dignity and modesty together, tbs
applause continued during the whole of the piece,
and Larive exerted all his powers to deserve it.
The French say he surpassed himself on the occa-
sion. He spared his poor lungsas llttle as the spec-
tators did their hands. In the scene where Oedr-
pus learnsthat he is the murderer of his father and :
the husband of his mother, and thereupon curses
his lot in a dreadful manner, I was petrified: no
pencil can express what Larive’ $ countenance and
manner then displayed. Honor, remorse, de-
spair, rage, and much more than words can say.
might be read in his face; and when pursued by
the furies he rushed from the theatre, and runs his
head against the scenes that the pillars shook,

a loud
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a loud echo resounded from every part of the au-
dience. At the end of the play, the public who
had not yet seen enough of their favourite, de-
manded Lardve; the poor man appeared hand in
hand with the actress Zeaucour, who had acted
the part of Jocasta. He could scarce utier a few
words, gnd seemed ready to faint away when the
curtain dropt.

Saint Priest who acts the same parts, is a per-
former of great talents, but still he is no Larive.

Saint Fal, a handsome well-looking man, acts
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the lover in dramas and tiagedies. His trium-
phant part is Rodrigo in the Cid of Corneille, only
in two or three passages I am not quite pleased
with him; for instance, when he relates to the
King his engagement with the Moors, he ex-
presses with his voice, the quiet of the night and
the noise of the battle. The French applauded
him on that occasion; but whoever knows the
rules of a good mimic, will have no liking for
such unnatural acting.

Sainval is the first tragic actress, and ax(hough
she be already too old for the part of Inamorata’s,
and has but few personal attractions, yet she
pleases by her fine and feeling manner,

Reaucour is a real Medea, and, of course, un-
paxallcled in that part. A majestic form, large

c3 eyes, -
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eyes, that dart forth from under thick ‘eyg.
lashes, like lightning in the night; jet black M-g
regular features without gracefulness; t ;
‘without tenderness; something harsh even in her
smiles; and strong impressive voice; in a we
Medea.  Methinks 1 see still the fiery mantle
painted with magic figures, fluttered about thé
angry demi-goddess, and the sharp dagger fright.
fully glittering in her hand, and crying with her
Tooks. Itis impossible for any one to repm
her, the following lines with as much expression:
Le destin de Medee est d’etre criminelle,
Mais son cceur etoit fait pour aimer la vectin. =t
- Theactress Contat, more famous for her beauty
and her coquetry, than for her acting, performs
the enamoured part in comedy and drama, and
sometimes in tragedy. ~ She is already past 30, but
she is still pleasing, and the pit is full of her for-
tunate and unfortunate admirers. It is said that
a young Count lost his reason on her account,
and became a Carthusian.  She shines most in
the new piece Le Couvent-..the black dress, the
white veil, the look of innocence.—Poor Count,
I don’t wonder you lost your senses! She is al-
ways ercored in the aria:

Lattrait qui fit cherir ces lieux,
Est le charme de Vinnocence, &c.

She
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She has a voice delightful beyond expression.
Yet ameng all the players none please so much as
‘ AMolé,the only inimitable Molé ; he generally acts
‘the father in comedy.  Our Pomeranzew* seems
to be a pupil of his. I have seen and admired
him twice in Moliere’s, and in Fabres Misan-
thropes, and often in Mercier’s drama, called
Montesquien has he forced tears from my eyes.
Surely the author of the immortal work on laws,
must have had such a noble aspect, such a phi-
~ lanthropic benevolent smile as Molé.

Of all the other performers on this theatre, I
shall say nothing. The number is considerable.
Only this I cannot help observing : that the Comic
Muse of the Englishand Germans, stands far be- -
hind the French Thalia. English comedies are
generally tedious, or at least stuffed with gross
and indelicate jests, repugnant to pure morals
and good taste ; and the Germans do not deserve
to be mentioned, some few excepted, which do
not exceed mediocrity.

The theatre called ftalian, though nothing but
French pieces are sung there, is the one that
pleases me most. I visit it very frequently, and
always with equal pleasure. The compositions of
French musicians, the performance of the cele-
"brated Dugazon, and the singing of the lovely

#* QOne of the best actors of the Theatre of Moscow.
05é-
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Rose-Renaud, afford me the greatest delight.
The latter is unquestionably the best singer ia
Paris, and deserves the approbation of the publie
who adore her. Two new pieces brought for-
ward on this stage, pleased me more partic'ularly.f
The first is Raoul, or Blie Beard; and the other |
Peter the Great. 3
Raoul, a rich nobleman, falls in love with the
sister of a poor Knight, the charming Rosalia,
and offers her his hand, along with most splendid
presents.  Rosalia feels an inclinagion for young
Vergis, whoadores her; but poor Vergis can
offer her nothing but a tender heart, and that does
not with every girl outweigh the gifts of fortune.
Raoul’s riches dazzle the eyes of Rosalia. She
looks on his presents: what taste, what magni-
ficence! A head dress of diamonds particularly
takes her fancy. She puts it on, places herself
before the mirror, and reaches her hand to proud -
Raoul. Poor Vergis flies with his tears to so-
litude.  Rosalia now lives in a pompous castle,
whete she is honoured like a divinity, and where
every thing flatters her vanity. Sometimes, but
only seldom, a sigh escapes from- her faithless -
breast: sometimes, but not often, she thinks she
might have been more happy with the good, the
loving Vergis, than with the cold Raoul. Soon
' ; _ aftes
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without arms, surrounded by a2 number of ene-
mics? only one chance remains for him. He
sends off his-boy to Rosalia’s brother, and disco- '
vers all to him. Meanwhile Raoul returns; he;
is'informed of all, and with a dreadful voice com-
mands Rosalia to prepare for death. No tears,
no sighs moved him—there is no escaping. In
vain does the impatient Vergis look out at the
window for the arrival of the brother, vl\{o assist-:
ance. At lengh the despairing lover discovers
himself; he informs Raoul who he is, confesses
that he loves his wife, and offers to die with her.
Raoul throws him into a dungeon, and Rosalia
expects the deadly stroke. Already the sword
flashes over her head; when all at once the door
is broke open —armed Knights rush in, they fall
on Raoul and his warriors, they conquer, and
Rosalia knows her brother. Her cruel husband
is murdered, and the tender Vergis lies at her feet,
Here cogcludcs the piece to which Gretry has
composed admirable music. .

The Operetta of Peter the Great has ve}'y moyv-
ing scenes, at least for a Russian. The scene is
in a village not far from the Russian frontiers,
where the Emperor stays with his friend Lefort,
in order to learn ship-building. He works in the
docks from morning till night. Every one ad-’

mires
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mires his industry, and he is known by the name
of \he good, diligent, and sensible'Peter. The
young handsome Michud, who pérfarms this
part, appeared to me a living picture of our great
Eapcror.  Perhaps chis resemblance was imagi-
nary ; but I took care not to destroy a deception
which afforded me so much enjoyment.

In the same village lived the charming Cathe-
rine, a young virtuous widow, and the favourite
of all the inhabitants of the place. Pefer, quick
and fiery in all his passions, falls in love with the
fair youthful Catherine,and discovers his passion.
Catherine loves him inreturn ; her eyes had never
seen a more handsome and amiable man, and never
did her heart agree better with her eyes: she does
not conceal her inclination, and reaches her hand.
At this confession tears of rapture overflow her
fair face, The Emperor swears to her to make
her his spouse; the promise fell from his lips, it
is sacred to him. Lefort being alone with him
shews his astonishment at such a resolution.
“ What!” says he, ¢ a poor peasant shall becomne
“the consort of my Emperor? But thou art
“ unigue in all thyactions: thou wilt raise in thy
“land the dignity of man; and thy great mind
* looks down with contempt on the petty preju-
“dices of vanity. Nobility of soul is alonc of

P, *¢ value
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“ value in thy eyes, and Catherine has that nob;.
“lity—then fet her become the spouse of my
¢« Emperor, of my father, of my friend !"*

The seeond act begins with the espousals.  Old
men of 100 years, supported on the shoulders of
their grandchildren, approach the bride, holding
out their cold trembling hands, and with tearful
eyes, wishing her joy. Young maidens crown
the loving pair with garlands of roses, and sing
noptial hymns. ¢ Good Peter,” said“the old
men, “ love always thy fair kind Catheiine, and
¢ continue the friend of our village.” The Mo-
narch much affected, turned to Lefort, and whis-
pered to him: “ this is the second happy hour of
¢ my life—the first was when I formed the resolu-
¢ tionto be the father of my people, and solemnly
“ vowed to the Almighty that 1 would fulfill this
““ resolution.” Now the company is seated around
the young couple, all serene and happy. The
old men know that Eefort sings well; and they
ask of him a pretty song ; but “ none of your new
“ fashioned things, some of the good old ones.”
Lefort takes the guitar, aud, after reflecting for
some time, sung as follows :—

Once on a time there was a Prince—
A good Prince and Emperor;

_ Him the great and little loved
As their friend and father.
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« truth in thy song, otherwise thou couldst not
¢ have sung it with so much feeling.” What
must have been Peter’s feelings on this occasion !
The scene now changes. Mentschikoff appears,
and takes the Emperor aside: he informs him that
it is reported in Russia he is dead; malcontents
have every where raised the standard of revolt, so |
that his presence is become indispensable in Mos-
cow. Finally, he acquaints him that hig faithful
regiment, called Preobraschenski, is in the neigh-
bourhood, and awaits him on the frontiers. Petar
does not fear the revolters: he knows that one
look of him is enough to dispel every cloud from
Russia’s horizon; but he hastens to shew him-
self to his faithful guards. The tender Catherine
misses her friend, she seeks for him every where,
but is told he is gone—she is thunderstruck.
‘¢ Peter has betrayed me, he has forsaken me ;”
these words die away on her pale lips— she swoons
away. When she recovers she beholds Peter at
her feet: no more the poor labourer, but the
mighty Emperor surrounded by his grandees.
Catherine’s eyes sce none but her beloved; over-
joyed at secing him, she forgets every thing clse.
At length Peter discovers to her who he is. ¢ I
‘¢ sought for a tender heart,” says he, embracing
her, ¢ a heart that could love me, not as Em-
¢¢ peror,
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¢ peror, but as man—I have found it. My heart
¢ and hand are thine—take my crown also; it
* will not adorn you, but you will graceit.”” Ca-
therine is astonished at this discovery; but the dia-
dem has no charms for her. She would have pre-
ferred Jiving with her dear Peter in a peaceful
cottage, but still sheloves himon a throne. The
-courtiers now pay their obeisance to her, the
whole Preobraschenschish guard appear on the
stage: the joyful salutation ¢ God save Peter and
Catherine” resounds on every side, and while the
Emperor embraces his spouse, the curtain drops.

I wipe my eyes and rejoice that Iam a Russian.
The author of the piece is Bouilli. It isonlya
pity that the ¢ostume should be so little observed.
The Emperor, Mentschikoff, and Lefort, appear
in Polish dresses; and the officers and soldiers of
the Preobraschenschish regiment wear the garb of
Russian peasants, green with yellow sashes. Some
of my neighbours in the pit assured me that was
the true national dress in Russia; I was toodeeply
engaged with the piece to glvc them better in-
formation,

On Monsieur’s theatre are commonly acted
Italian Opera Buffa’s, and only now and then a
lile French piece. The troop that plays here,
is sald to be ane of the best, and not to have its

D 2 equal



equal even in Italy. We find, indeed, some rare
talents here. Madame Balletti is the first singer,
and not only famous for her voiceand her beauty,
but also for her irreproachable conduct! A Pari-
sian actress virtuous! that is, indeed, a rare phoe-
nomenon; and on that account the English Lords,
with a sigh, call her the Pheenix. Among the men

are celebrated Rafanelli, Mandini, and Viganoni.
The new theatre des Varietés, is the most mag-
nificent among all the play-houses here: an ele-
gant hall, boxes finely ornamented, and excellent
corridors. Here they perform comedies and dra-

thas; sometimes very well; sometimes so so.

The well-known Monvel, one of the best
players in Paris, Lecain’s rival, plays now on
this stage; he is old, and has neither voice
nor figure; but all these defects are remedied by
his art and his excellent action. Every word he
says makes impression—his eyes look as if dead,
but in a moment they sparkle with the most lively
fire. Larive, Monvel, and Molé, are perhaps
the best players in Europe. Besides these five,
there are a great many lesser theatres in Paris;
for instance, in the Palais Royal, on the Boul-
evards; and each has its friends: for not the rich
only, who live merely for pleasure, but the me-
_chanic, the savoyard, the pedlar, visit the theatre,
at
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I was particularly enchanted with a duet, supg
by Lais and Rousseau. The orchestra was silent,

the audience scarcely breathed, but—it baffles all
description.

LParws, April

HOW comes it that I feel sometimes distressed
without knowing why? Wherefore is day often
changed into night before my eyes, hewever
bright the sun shines in the heavens? YWho will
explain to me these melancholy sensations which
seize the heart with an involuntary oppression,
and petrify the soul? Are they, perhaps, fore-
bodings of approaching evil, or consequences of
past misfortunes ?

In one of those gloomy moods 1 had wandered
about several hours, and found at last I had got
into the Bois de Boulogne, before the old Chateau
of Madrid, which Francis the First built on his
return from Spain, It is surrounded with fossées
and arches, and the terrace overgrown with grass;
where, of yore, Fiancis enjoyed all the pleasures*
of love, where he slumbered amid the soft melody
of harps and guitars in the voluptuous embrace—

there
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<« Jowed me to occupy this hall, because the wip-
¢ dows are entire, and I am sheltered from wind
<« and weather—O the good kind man !’ So you
have a daughter! “¢ I had, now she is yonder—
¢ yonder above. Ah! I lived with her as in Pa-
« radise; we were quietand happy in a little hut;
¢ then matters went better, people had hearts at ’
¢ that time. My daughter was beloved by all ; she: |
< liked to sing, and when she sat at the window,
« or gathered flowers in the wood, every body
« stopped to listen, My heart leapt for joy. Our
¢t landlord was humane. When Louisaasked, he
“ readily granted us a delay for the payment of his
‘ rent; but when she was dead, I was driven away
¢ from my cottage, poor and naked; they bade me
¢t wander through the world and soften the stones
¢ with my tears.” Have you norelations? “ Yes,
“ yes; but now-a-days every B8dy takes care of
¢ himself: nobody is in want of me, and 1 do not
¢ like to be a burthen. Thank God, I have found
“shelter here. Do you Kiow that King Francis
‘¢ resided in thiscastle ? Sometimes, methinks, I see
¢ him walking about in the night with his Ministers
¢ and Generals, and conversing with them about
¢ times past.”” Andare younotafraid? ¢ Afraid,no:
¢“itis longsince I forgot that. But what must be-
¢ come of you, my good woman, when you are

¢ sick,
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¢ sick, or cannot help yourself for old age? What
* will become of me ? Why I'shall die and be bu-
* ried, and there’s an end o” me.”” We were both
silent; Istepped to the window and looked at the
sctting sun, which mildly shone on the picturesque
scenery. Heavens! thought I, what pomp and
beauty is every where in nature, and how much
misery and wretchedness in the moral world!
Can the poor wretch, oppressed with the load of
sufferings, spurned at by the cold and hard-
hearted, can he rejoice in the gilded magnifi-
cence of the sun, and the fine azure of the sky?
Do the charms of the verdant meadows and woods
solace him. Ah,no: he mourns alwaysand every
where, the poor sufferer! Cover him, dark night,
with thy veil: off with him, thou, tempest on thy
wings, to where the good are free from sorrow,
and where the waves of eternity cool and refresh
the distressed heart. The sun was set—]I pressed
the old woman’s hand, and prepared to return.

=

Paris, May
1 HAVE just received your letter—I need not
tell you how rejoiced I am, How can you have
the heart not to write to me for three months?

Surely
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Surely you know not what your silence has cost

me, otherwise you would not have made me w‘?zit’;

solong. Forgive me, dear friend, if this looks like
a reproof; I was indeed very unhappy. Now;“
I thank God, all is forgotton. You think it looked
as if I could not leave Geneva? Ab, if you knew
how long time scemed to me there! But why,
then, do you ask, did you not set out? Merely
because from day to day I expected to hear from
you; meanwhile time went on. I shouid have
wished to have continued my journey with a.
quiet heart; but, alas, I could not. ;

Yes, my dear A, you are in the right, Paris
has not its equal: no where can you find such a
field for philosophical reflexion—no where are
there so many objects of attention for him who
knows thearts—no where can one enjoy so many
pleasures and recreations as here; but also there
are no where more dangerous shelves for philo-
sophy, and especially for morals, as here: ‘a thou-
sand snares are laid for ey y weakness of the
heart. One sails here on a perilous ocean, whose
stormy billows toss you from Scylla to Charibdis.
Syrens in abundance, and their song so sweet and
lulling to sleep; how easy it is to forget one’s self
and to fall asleep; and that has always bad con-
sequences. ‘The first and most inevitable is, an
empty purse, Howevery
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However, the pleasures of Paris are not always
costly ; on the contrary, you may live here very
happy, at a small expence—I would only be un-
derstood, of the paths of an orderly moral life;
for whoever chooses to cultivate an intimate ac-
quaintance with actresses and opera singers, who-
ever visits gambhng-houses, and makes a party,
he must be as richas a lord ; but without spending

very much, one may pass the time very agreeably
in the followmg manner :— You rent a room in
one of the best hotels.* While drinking coffee,
which, by the bye, they never make so good ei-
ther in Germany or in Switzerland as here, you
read newspapers, where you always find some-
thing remarkable, something to make you laugh
or weep; meanwhile arrives the talkative divert-
ing friseur, who relates bons mots and anecdotes
in plenty of Mirabeau and Maury, of Bailly and
La Fayette, whilst he embalms the hair with the
finest odours of Provence, and strews the whitest
and finest powder on it. After this ybu put on
a simple clean frock, and saunter through the
town. You visit the Palais Royal, the Thuil-
leries, the Elysian Fields; you go to some fa-

+ In the hotels yon find only lodgings and attendance. Tea
214 coffee you order from an adjoining coffce-hiouse ; as also

. ‘iner from a traiteur.
i mous



36

mous author or artist, to the print-shops, or ‘fo
Didot, to admire the elegant editions of the Greek
and Latin Classics. Dinner time comes—now
you go to some Hestorateur, where for a ruble,
you get five or six good dishes, with a desert,

Till the play-houses open you spend your time in
visiting some church full of monuments, a pic-
ture-gallery, a library, ora cabinet of natural h}fér-
tory; and when the clock strikes six, you enter
the opera, or some other play-house, just as you
seek food for the eyes or the ears, as you wish .to
laughor to cry.  After the play you refresiéyour-
self in a coffee-room of the Palais Royaf; ‘with 2
cup of bavaroise. You view the fine illumination
of the shops, the arches, and the allies ; sometimes
lend an ear to the conversation of the profound
politicians, and then return into your quiet apart-
ment, where you ruminate on the whole (fay,
and perhaps write some lines of your journal, at |
last you throw yourself on a soft bed, and fally|
asleep with consoling thoughts of the approach-
ing morn: thus ends our day, and even our life.

So do I spend my time in Paris, serene and
contented. : ‘

Now some words on the principal buildingsin
Paris. The Louvre, was at first nothing farther
than a dreadful fort, and served for a mansion tc |
the
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finite! Louis XIV. for along time inhabited the
Louvre, but at length he gave Versailles the pre-
ference to it, and it became the mansion of Apollo
and the muses. All the academies were trans.
ferred hither, and the best authors had here apart- |
ments. In devoting tlms his ﬁa‘lgcé to genius, |
Louis provided both for his own fame, and for the |
honour of arts and sciences. w3 L

While spj*’u'ng of the Louvre, I cannot omit -
the Obelisk “of Snow, which the poor erected
‘over against it in the hard winter of 1788, as a
proof of their gratitude to the King, who had pro-
vided them with fire-woad. All the Parisian
poets made inscriptions on this rare monument,
among which the following was the best:

This monument which, to a good King,

The thanks of the poor erccts, is, indeed, of snow ;
But it is dearer to Lis paternal heart

Than precious marble bought with the people’s sweat.

In order to preserve the memory of this affectlﬁf
ing occurrence, a rich individual, of the name of
Joubot has caused to be erected a marble statue be-
fore his house, on which are found all the inscrip-
tions of the original monument—T have been to
read them; but as it occurred to me how the poor |
King is treated now, I could nothelp thinking 5 -
monument is a true proof of French inconstancy.

» 2 T%: i
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the faded rose of beauty, the joy in becommg‘
mother of the Dauphin, the thought that all
France awaits the day with eager impatience, and *
that millions would celebrate her happy delivery, d
her tenderness towards her husband, to whom bﬁ,‘;
her-looks she secms to say, I am m“hfe. ;
*“ we have a son,”—all that is bea:uufﬁ‘l‘ly‘ﬁ}"
pressed in the ﬁmet affecting manner on Mary f
countenance. The Queen is evidently the grand
object of the artist; she has the first place in 3;1
the paintings, for Rubens painted by her order’
after Henry's death; ahd, mdeed, the Mﬂaweri‘rfg‘
painter has dome what neither a flattering hista-
rian nor a flaitering poet could do. He prejudices
in Mary’s favour, “and forces one to lave her:
Among the allegorical figures, one fair face struck
my eye; it seemed done with pamcular atten-
tion. My guide informed me that it was the |
fair Helen Forman, spouse of Rubens, whom the
lmmg painter every where introduced. I love
people of a tender heart, and this ¢rait of Rubens
made him so much dearer to me.

The gavden of the Luxembourg was formerly
the favourite walk of the French wgters, they
meditated the plans of their works in the thick
shaded allées. [Tere Mably went often along v s
hxs Friend Condillac; here the enthusiastic K ¢

gy
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of the first floor; all the rest is devoted to the p 28
sures of the public, or to the profits of the ov
You find plav houses, clubs, concerrs; X

and shops. Rich forexgnershere rent apartme ts3
the most brilliant nymphs of the first class lodge
here, and not far distant the most contempti
of these creatures. Every thing. you can find in|
Paris, (and what can youw not find?) 18 to be met
with in the Palais Royal. Do you want a nes

fashioned frock ? come here and put it o, Do
you wish to furnish out your apartments with the
finest furmture or to ornament them with every
kind of elegance ? here you find all ready, Do
you look for paintings or prints of the first artists? §
come hither and choose. The most precious |
yewels of all kinds, gold and- silver vases, in a |
word, every thing is here to be had for money;
even libraries in all languages, and in all branches,
stand ready to be arranged in the most elegant
bpokcases. And in this castle of enchantment yot
can metamorphose, in one half hour, the wildest
native of New Zealand into the smartest Parisian
beau, and procure him all the splendor of a finan- 4
cier, the blooming Lais not excepted who dies
every minute for love to lm; y,«@?? 4
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Parrs, May, 1790.

TO-DAY the young Scythian Karamsin had
the happiness to be introduced to Barthelemi—
Plato in the academy of inscriptions. They had
promised to procure me his acquaintance; but
when I saw him to-day, I went up and accosted
him. «1I am a Russian,” said I, ¢ and have
““ read Anacharsis; the works of great immortal
¢ talents enchant me, therefore permit me to offer
“ you the homage of my most profound respect,
“ although in expressions somewhat barbarous.”
He rose from his arm-chair, reached me his hand,
and his friendly look assured me of a favourable
reply.

‘Iam glad to be acquainted with you,” an-
swered he, ‘I love the North, and the hero of
¢ my book is no stranger to you.’ :

“ Much should I desire,” said T, * to bear
some resemblance with him. I am in the aca-
demy, and Plato stands before me; my name

is far from being so famous as that of Ana-
¢t charsis.”’*

43
&
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® 11 me requt, says Anacharsis of Plato, avec antant de po-
itesse, que de simplicité, ct me fit un si bel eloge du philosophe
Anacharsis, dont je descends, que je rougissois de porter Ia
méme nom, ANacHaRs, vol.vii-"CﬁT‘f- ,‘

# You
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past 70, and yet his voice is pleasant, his gaic
firm and erect, and all his motions lively.—
Literary labours do not, therefore, make a man
old betimes, as is commonly thought: not a se-
dentary life, but an irregular loose life furrows
the cheek with wrinkles.  Barthelems never
knew but the passion for renown, and this was
always regulated by his philosophy. Howev’ér,I
“like the immortal Aontesquieu, he has been ena-
moured with friendship, and he has had the hap-
piness to shew his generous attachment to his
friend, the dismissed minister Chozseul, whom he
followed in his retreat. He has alluded to him
and his spouse in dnacharsis’s travels, under the
name of drsamas and Phedime, in the follow-
ing aﬂ"ecting terms ; T j
** How often were your names on the point of
‘“escaping from my heart and my pen; how
‘¢ bright do they shine before mine eyes, when I
¢ describe any great quality of the mind, or of
¢ the heart! You have asacred claim on ' this
* book, I undertook it en the spot graced by
** your presence; and although I concluded it far
‘from Persia, yet I always wrote under your
¢ eyes, for never shall vanish from my mind, the
¢ memory of the hours I have spent with you;*
it will make the happiness of my remaining

(13 days’
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for savages—not to shave is just as bad as not to
pair ones nails—it only protects a small portion
of the face from cold; but for that, how inconve-
nient is it in summer, even in winter when hoar.
frost, snow, and icicles hang on it. Does not a
muff covering the face do much more service?
To choose the best in all things is the character
of a good sense, and Peter declared war against
our ancient customs, because, in the first place,
they were good for nothing in thems%lves, and
then prevented the introduction of foreign im-
provements infinitely more important and useful.
It was necessary to break at once the old Russian
obstinacy, in order to make them pliable and do-
cile. Had Peter been the ruler of a solitary isle,
remote from all others, he certainly would have
found in his own great mind, ways and means to.
render his people happy; but as he lived in Eu-
rope, where arts and sciences flourished every
where but in Russia, he needed only to tear the
veil which concealed from us all the progress of
the human mind, and to call out to us: * there, be-
¢ hold, first equal these, and then outdo them!”>

The Germans, French, and English, were se-
veral centuries before the Russians; but Peter
drove us with a strong hand, and now perhaps we
only fall a few years short of these nations. All’
“the
5 :







the Russians who were not rcady, were not npe
to be enlightened. g ook

Under the Czar Alexis Mzchaelowu’s, thcro
were already many foreigners in Moscow; b
they had no influence on the Russians, who wo
have not the least intercourse with them. The
beaux of those days drove on sledges in the Ger-
man Slobode,* and this was enough to make them
frec-thinkers. Nothing but the cﬂicacxous will,
and the unlimited power of the Czar, could pro.
duce so sudden and so violent a change.

Our connection with other European states was
but too feeble, and the improvements of foreigners
could therefore have little effect on Russia; per-
haps several centuries would not have been suffi-
cient to produce what Peter the Great did in 20
years.  Even as Sparta would never have been
great without a Lycurgus; as little would Russia
have been enlightened without Peter the Great.

All the while, my friends, you are sitting with
me at the Academy of Insciiptions; meantime
they have read a dissertation on the Painting of
the Greeks, and a panegyric on a deceased Mem-
ber.  On this occasion I have made an observa-s |

A e e

® One of the suburbs of Moscow, where at that time foreleﬂ'
ers lived.
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tion, which has often occurred to me in the play-
Fhouses : the French public never lose a good
sentiment, or a lucky expression of an authior,
without applauding it.  Sentiments give a parti-
cular pleasure, even though they express nothing
uncommon; for instance, it was said in the Eu-
flogy of the departed Academician, * This is a
“proof that noble minds prefer a pcaceful con-
“ science, to the noisy pursuits of ambition.” At
these words the whole audience applauded. The
sitting concluded with proposing a prize-question
for the Antiquarians. I complimented M. Leves-
gue on his good Opini'én of the Russians, to whom
he is kind enough to allow common sense, and
every disposition for science. Barthelemi honour-
ed me with some civilities, which I returned as well

asI could, and we parted like old acquaintance.
This day I have seen the author of the excel-
lent tales, which, though they appear to be writ-
ten in so easy and familiar a style, are perhaps
unique of their kind and inimitable. Need I tell
you that I here speak of Marmontel? But you
ought to be better acquainted with him; you
ought to hear him talk of the fortunate periods
Of the French hterature, which are gone never
more, to return ! For the period of Poltaireand a
Rousseau, of the Encyclopedic and L’ E.sprllf des
oLz,
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Loiv, is not inferior to that of a Racine, a I’(n.
leau, and a Lafontaine; and the house of Ma-
dame Necker, and that of Baron Olsbach, are
the scenes perhaps of as much wit as was ever
displayed in that of Ninon de I Enclos. “k

Marmontel’'s physiognomy is exceedingly en- !
gr':gmg, and his conversation shews that he has|
frequented the best company of Paris, A Ger-f
man traveller, however, whose name Llas escapedi
my memory, describes him as a man of rough
rustic manners | Marmontel, though turned of
sixty, united himself lately in_marriage to an
“amiable young woman, with whom he lives hap-

pily in rural solitude, without camng much about
the capital.

Laharpe resides in my nexghbauuhood
Guenegaud-street; his talents, the excellency of
his style, his fine taste, and his critical abilities, |
have long procuted him universal esteem. He
is undoubtedly the best ‘rragic writer next to #ol-
Zaire.  His trﬁgedics however, have too litile
fire and sensilility ; but his versification is beau-
tiful. and his expression nervous. . At present he
writes i eenjunction with Chanyfort, who is also )
a membet of the academy, the literary part of (hm
Mercure de Erance., :

Mercier and Florian are both here, buti have |
not yet had an opportunity of sceing them.

Paris,
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her looking-glass, seems to pay more attention to
her own charms than to the homage of Zinaldo,
who is seated near her. Fenus is unloosmg her
girdle to give it—to whowm is not seen —but in
all probability to the divinity ef this temple; her
look seems to say, what do you think? To the
bed of pleasure, which is studded with never fad- |
ing roses, you ascend by a few steps; and here, |
no doubt, every Adonis must bend the knee. Be- |
hind the bedchamber, in a hall of a moderate size,
is a marble bason for bathing; it is surrounded
at the top by a gallery for the musicians; in all
probability the nymph here splashes in the water
according to musical time. A door leads from
- this hall into the garden of the Uesperides, where
all the walks are strewed with flowers, while the
air is filled with a thousand different perfumes:
here and there you discover picturesque meads
and groves, and every plant and leaf seems to
have been selected from a thousand. A serpen-
tine walk conducts to a moss-covered rock, in
which is discovered a rustic grotto, with the fol-
lowing inscription: ¢ Art leads to Nature, she
st stretches out to you her friendly hand.” And
in another ;;lace: « Here I enjoy the pleasure of
“¢ reflection.” A young Englishman who ae-
companied us; on reading this inscription, ex-
claimed:
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and the emulation of the members, the union of
general celebrity to individual fame, and mutual
assistance, gives wings to the progress of genius;
It cannot be denied that the Parisian academies
have always displayed more activity, and been of
more use, than any other learned societies.

The French Academy, properly so called, was
established by Cardinal Richelieu, for the pur-
pose of improving the French language, and was
confirmed by the Parliament and the Ring. Its
motto is, *“ & l'immortalité.” Itis only a pity
that it was indebted for its existence to so severe
a minister ; that every new member on his ad-
mission must deliver an oration in his praise, and
that one half of the members consist of ignorant
men, who possess no other qualification than
rank! Such people acquire very little honour
from a literary title, and the reputation of the
academy is lessened. It is much to be wished
that people would confine themselves to their
station! The most perfect equality, however,
prevails among Messieurs les quarantes. At
first they sat on common chairs, but one of the
members of rank having assumed an elbow-chair,
all the rest followed his example— C’est tougours
quelgue chose ! The most valuable fruit of this
learned tree, is without doubt the dictionary of

: the
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the French language—Dictionnaire de I’ Acad-
mie. It is justly entitled to the merit of accuracy
and purity, but it is not perfect; and in the first
edition the word ¢ Academy” is wanting. On
the other hand Johnson’s English, and Adelung’s
German Dictionary, are far more perfect.—
Poltaire was fully sensible of the imperfection
of the Dictionnaire de I' Academie,and had con-
ceived the idea of improving it, and rendering it
more complete; but death prevented him from
carrying into execution this design.* The Aca-
demy has ‘also several times employed itself on
criticism, but this is very seldom the case at pre-
sent. For example: through respect towards its
founder Richelieu, it endeavoured to prove that
the Cid of Corneille is a paltry performance; but
the friends of the Parisian Theatre, out of spite,
have praised it the more. The Academy would
certainly be of greater utility, were it to publish
a Critical and Literary Journal ; for what might
not be accomplished by the combined talents of
the best writers? But still it is attended with
some advantages. A number of the first writers
arc indebted for their existence, to the ambition
of ebtaining a place in this establishment, or have

. .

* The ingenious Rivarol has long promised a new Philoso-
phical Dictionary of the French language, but he is said to be
deficient in application. 2 written:

G 3 SR
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written in order to obtain its approbation. Twe
prize subjects, in poetry and eloquence, are pro-
posed every year, and the prizes, which consist
of gold medals, are adjudged on St. Louis’s day.
Should it be asked why Zafontaine, Moliere, John
Baptiste Rousseau, Diderot, Dorat, and many
other celebrated writers, were not members of
the Academy? ‘The answer is easy: passions
and envy are inseparable from human nature, and
it is often more honourable not to be an acade-
mician—true ‘merit never remains unsewarded,
There are a public and posterity ! and the princi-
pal thing is nat to obtain, but to. deserve reward.
blockheads only are vexed that they are not able
to procure places. To pievent the mortification
of a writer refusing the honour of being a mem-
ber of the Academy, it is a standing rule, that
those only are chosen who offer themselves for
the vacant places. The bitterest enemy of thisaca-
demy was Piron. His bon mot—¢¢ Messieurs les
“ quarante ont de Uésprit comme quatre;” and
his humourous epitaph—*¢ Ci-git Piron ; 1l ne fut
“ rien, pasméme Ac ademicien,” are well known.
But what does great honour to the Academy
is, that in the hall where the members meet,
among the portraits of the most celebrated wri-
ters, is found the bust of Piron. This may be
called magnaniimous revenge !

The
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as the most agreeable young Frenchman. His
daughter is educated entirely for the service of
the heavens; she learns mathematics and astro-
nomy; and he calls her, in joke, his Urania,

Lalande keeps up an epistolary correspondenee. .

with the most celebrated astronomers of Europe,

and speaks with gr,gt respect of Bode, of Berlin.
Lavoisier is the g;nius of chemistry. He has
enriched this branch of science with innumerable
discoveries ; and, what is of most importance,
all truly useful to mankind.  As he wasa farmer-
general before the revolution, it may readily be
conceived that he is worth millions; but his
riches do not make him indifferent towards the
sciences, they rather serve him as the means of
extending their boundaries. Chemical experi-
ments are for the most part expensive, but La-
woisier spares no expences, however great, pro-
vided there be any hope of enriching the sciences
with a new discovery. Besides, he makes the
poor participate in his superfluity ; with the one
hand he embraces the unfortunate as his brother,
and with the other puts money into his pocket.
He may be compared to Helvetius, who was also
a farmer-general, and a friend to science and the
poor. . But the philosophy of the latter is no-
thing, when put in competition with the che-
mistry
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toms, and monuments of antiquity, are the ob.
jects of its research ; hitherto it has published

above forty volumes of memoirs, which may
justly be called a gold mine of history; they

transport the reader back, as it were, to the pe-

riods of the an&fersians, Greeks, and Ro--
mans ; they make one live in former times, and

be at home in Athens and in Rome. The device

in this academy is the historical muse, holding in |
her 1ight hand an ivy erown, and with her left
pointing to a pyramid, in which is seen the fol-
lowing inscription—* Vetat Mori.”

I shall mentionalso the Academies of Painting,
Sculpture, and Architecture, which all hold their
sittings in the Louvre, and which are all lasting
monuments of the love for science entertained by
Louis XIV. or rather by his minister, Colbere.

Paris, May.
WHAT do you think I inspected to-day?
Nothing less than the streets of Paris; but you
may easily ‘conceive that'I allude only to those
which exhibit any thing werthy of notice. As1
had forgot to carry with me my map of Paris,
which would have been the best guide,i tra=

versed
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versed the city from one end to the other, in one
of the wretched hackney-coaches. I set off
about ten in the morning, and ordered the coach-
man, above all things, to drive to the Fountaine
d’dmour. As he had never read Swint Foix,
‘he did not understand me.&ﬁer he had lost
himself in conjectures, without coming to the
point, I explained to him the enigma: * Ej bien
“ dans la rue de la Truanderie.” ¢ Ala bonne
€ /zeure,”'replied he, ¢ wous autres etrangers,
¢ wous ne dites le mot propre, qu'a la fin de la
¢ phrase;” and so saying, he pgoceeded to la
Truanderie. The fellowmg is the history of
the Fountain of Love : :

Agnes Hellebick, a young beauty in the Court
of Philip Augustus, was unfortunate in her love.
As the Leucadian rock wasat too great a distance
from Paris, she threw herself into a well in la rue
Truanderie, and put an end tothe torment which
she suffered from her passion. Three hundred
years after, a young man, reduced to a state of
despair, by the cruelty of the object of his affec-
tion, threw himself into the :ame well, but - with
more caution, and with better fortune. He fell
to the bottom without sustaining the least hurt,
and was not drowned. His beloved hastened

after him, on the wings of the zephyr, let down a
rope
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rope and drew up the advemurous.knight, on
whom she bestowed both her heart and her hand,
The lover, to shew his gratitude, -caused the well
to be rebuilt, and the following words, in large:
gothic letters, to be inserted on it: :

§
¢ L’amour m’a refait,

“ En 1525, tout-a-fait.”

After this event, which was known through-
out all Paris, young people of both sexes repaired
hitherin crowds; and amidst dancing and tender |
songs, swore to each other eternal fidelity. The
fountain became an altar of love. A celebrated
preacher, however, of that period put an end to
this indecency. He pointed out to parents with
great zeal, what might be the consequences of
such pilgrimages; and his sermons produced such
an cffect,. that the pious folks demolished the
Fountain of Love. The place is still shewn |
where it existed. I drank here a glass of the
Seine water, besprinkled the earth with the re-
mains of it, and exclaimed, ¢ @ ? 4mour !

The street now named Pavillon-street, was for-
merly called Diana-street, in honour of Ditna de
Poitiers, whose character 1 have learned from
Brd:ztnme, and whose memory I esteem; she
possessed in the highest degree every female
clarm, and by her beauty, which she retained till

her
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ner latest years, ruled in the heart of King Henry
II. A figure like that of Minerva; the dignified
| look of Juno; a majestic gait; dark brown hair,
which reached to the ground; black and spark-
ling eyes; a delicate complexion, embellished
with lilies and roses ; the bosom of the Medicean
Venus; and, what was better than all, a feeling
heart and a cnltivated understanding, were the
charms by, which she was distinguished. The
King was desirous that the Parliament would de-
clare her daughter to be legitimate; but Diana
replied, “ I had a right to your hand, but ob-
“ tained only your heart, for 1love you; but I
« will not consent that the Parliament should
¢ publicly declare me to be your mistress."’ —
Henry followed her advice on every occasion,
and therefore did nothing but good. She was
fond of the sciences and of poetry, and was the
muse of the witty Maro.

The city of Lyons caused a medal to bestruck
in honour of her, with the inscription *“ omniuns
« yictoremwicl.” ¢ 1saw Diana,” says Bran-
tome, * when in her sixty-fifth year, and could
** not sufficiently admire her beauty ; every charm
“ was displayed in her countenance.” Which
of our modern beauties would not envy the cha-
tacter “of this rare female? But to be like her,

yOL. IIIL H they
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they need only imitate her manner of life. She
generally rose at six in the morning, washed her~
self with pure well water, without thinking of
paint, pomade, essences, or cosmetics. She often
appeared on horseback, and was never idle. This
is the best recipe for preserving beauty! As I had
no hope of seeing her grave, for she was buried
at Anete: I scattered a few flowers over the spot
where she resided.  Inthe rue des Ecrvvains, T
saw the house inhabited by Nickolas Flumel, and
his dear Pernille, in the 14th century ; and where
~ their i lmages cut in stone surrounded with gothic
inscriptions and hleroglyplucs are still to be seen,
Necholas Flamel was originally a poor man,
who supported himself by copying papers; but.
to the astonishment of all who knew him, he
suddenly became the benefactor of the poor; dis-
tributed, with a liberal hand, rich donations to
widows and orphans, founded hospitals, and built
several churches. This gave rise to various re-
ports, some were of opinion that he had found a
hidden treasure; others believ ‘ed that he had dis-
covered the secret of the phllosopher s stone, and
considered him as a gold-maker; while others
suspected that he had intercourse with spirits ;
some also asserted that the cause of his riches
was to be sought for in his connection with the
2 Jews,
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Jews, who at that time were expelled from France,

Flamel died without the rruth being discovered ;
several years after, some persons who had the curi-
{ osity to dig up the earth in his cellar, found a great
quantity of coals, and varions vessels and cruci-
bles, filled with a hard earthy mass. The super-
stition of Alchymists rejoiced on account of this
new light which excited their vain hopes; and
many, who wished to become rich by following
Flamel’s ¢ example, suffered their property to va-
nish in smoke.

Some centuries after,” when Fiamel and hig
history were entirely forgotten, Paul Lucas, the
celebrated traveller, who, by the bye, is a great
liar, recalled them to notice by the following fa-
ble:—¢ During my stay in Asia,” says he, ¢ 1
“ became acquainted with a dervise, who spoke
* all languages, and who appeared to be a young
“ man, though above a hundred years of age.
“ This dervise assured me, that Flamel was still
‘ alive, and that, through fear of being impri-
‘“ soned on account of his knowledge of the phi-
** losopher’s stone, he had made his escape, and
‘“ bribed the physicians to pretend that he was
“ dead ; since that time, continued the dervise,
* Flamel and his Pernille have led a philoso-
“ phical life, residing sometimes in one place,_ and

H 2 ¢ sometunes
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“ sometimes in ancther; he is my bosom friend,
“and 1 met him not long ago.” That Paul
Lucas should relate this fable, does not excite so
much surprise, as that Louis XIV. should have
sent such a man to travel for the improvement of
the sciences. I stayed a few minutes in Flanel’s
house, turned up the earth with iny cane, and
found indeed stones, but not that of the philo- |
sophers. iy :

I would not live in la rue Ferronerie for the
whole world—what horrid recollection! Here
vell, by the hiand of an assassin, Henry IV, ¢ Le
¢ seul roi,” says Voltaire, “ de qus le peuple ait
* gardé la memoire.”” Magnanimous hero ! be-
neficent monarch! thou madest a conquest of no
foreign countries, but subdued thy own in order
to render it happy! Thy plain but expressive
words will never be forgotten: 1 will not rest
* till each of my subjects is able to have a fowl
“in the pot on a Sunday.” And the answer
which thou gavest to the Spanish Ambassador :
* It is not surprising that you should no longer
** know Paris: before, the father of the family
 was absent, but he has returned and takes care
“ of his children himself.” Henry’s mind had
been formed amidst his misfortunes, and his own
sufferings had taught him to set a value on the

; happiness

i
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happiness of others ; he wasacquainted with that
friendship which grows and shoots up amidst -
storms. Some good Frenchmen, through grief
for the loss they had sustained by his death, fol-
lowed him to the grave; among these, in parti-
cular, was the then governor of Paris, Levigue.

The coachman stopped and called out, “ this
“ is the rue de la Ferronerie I”” ¢ No:’ returned
I, “goon!’ I disdained to tread on the ground
which didenot open to swallow up the detestable
Rawillac. '

The sue du Temple brought to my recollec-
tion the unfortunate lot of the Knights Templars,
who, as long as their order was poor, con-
tinued to be modest, courageous, and magnani-
mous; but afterwards, when they became rich,
their only deities were pride and luxury. Philip
the Fair (who was not so in'regard to his mind)
and Pope Clement V. on the evidence of two
profligates, condemned to death the principal
Knights of the Order of the Templars: by the
most horrid tortures they were compelled to con-
fess themselves guilty of the most heinous crimes,
such as denying Jesus Christ, worshipping wood-
en images, entering into a covenant with the
devil, sacrificing children in the cruelest man-
mer, &c. Several knights acknowledged their

a3 enermities
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enormities on the rack, but others remained sted-
fast, and exclaimed, amidst the most dreadfil tora'
ments,  There is a God who knows that weare.
““innocent!” Molé, the Grand Master-of the
Order, when conducted to the scaffold, was offer-
ed a pardon on condition of publicly shewing his

repentance, and imploring mercy. A zealous

legate previously described, in a long oration, all
the pretended crimes of the Knights Templars,
and concluded by saying:  Here stands their
master; he will now discover the blasphemous

*“ sccret of the Order.” ¢ Yes," replied the un- ,

fortunate veteran, ¢ I will speak the truth ;* then

stepping forward, and rattling his chains, he con- | |

tinued—* Hear, O Almighty God ! my oath. I
* swear that the order is innocent; that it has al-
* ways discharged its duty to christianity with the
* utmost zeal; that it has always maintained the
‘ true faith, and taken pleasure in doing good;

' the rack alone extorted from me a contrary
* confession, and I pray to God t

hat he will par-
* don my weakness;

I see the malignant fury of
‘ our persecutors; I seethe sword and the flames
* prepared for us—the will of God be done! I
‘ am ready to suffer every thing to make atone-
‘ ment for ca]umniating my brethren, for violat-
* ing truth, and offending against our Holy Faith.?
H 3 He
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He was burnt the same day; and even in the
midst of the flames he never ceased proclaiming
the innocence of his brethren, and imploring hea-
ven to grant him strength to support his torture.
The spéctators melted into tears, and rushed to-
wards the pile to collect the ashes of the unfor-
tunate martyr, which they carried off as a sacred
relic.  What times | what monsters among the
human race! The rapacious Plnhp seized on the
property of the Order.

By what means could I banish from my mind,
the remembrance of their shameful transactions?
I could find no better method than by driving to
Isle de Notre Dame, where, in the reign of
Charles V. the Chevalier Maguer, in the sight of
all Paris, fought with a dog—but a dog who might
have served as a pattern to many men. The spot,
which was the scene of this singular rencounter,
1s still shewn. The following circumstance gave

| rise to it:—Adubry Mondidier, while taking a so-

litary walk in the neighbourhood of Paris, was
murdered and buried under a tree; his dog,
which he had left at home, went out at night to
search for his master, and discovered his grave in
the forest ; having remained some days on the
spot, till hunger compelled him to return to the
city,. he hastened to the Chevalier drdilliers,

a friend



: 80
a friend of the deceased, and by his melancholy
howling, gave him to understand that their com-
mon friend was no longer in existence. Ardilliers
offered the dog food, and endeavoured to quict
him by caresses, but the distressed animal con.
tinued to howl, licked his feet, and laying hold
of his coat, pulled him towards the door. Ar-
dilliers at length resolved to followed him; the
dog led him from-street to street, and conducted
him from the city to a large oak in the forest,
where he began to howl louder, and to scratch
the earth with his feet. Aubry’s friend surveyed
the spot with melancholy foreboding, and order-
ed his servant to dig up the earth; in a little time
he discovered the body of his friend. Some time
after the dog accidentally met the murderer of
his master, rushed upon him, barked and attacked
him with so much fury, that the spectators could :
with difficulty extricate him. The same circum-
stance occurred several times. The faithful ani-
mal, which in general was as quiet as a lamb,
became like a raging tyger, every time he saw
this person who had murdered his master. This
circumstance excited great astonishment, and
some suspicions having arisen, it was remember-
ed that Maquer, on several occasions, had be-
trayed symptoms of enmity to Aubry; and va-
Tious
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horror excited by the cruel deedsitrecords, drops
from my hands, I will read, by way of consola-
tion, the history of the dog. S
There is oné street in Paris called Rue & Enfer; ,
the cause of this appellation was as follows: Sazné
Louts, a. mild prince, gave to the followers of
Bruno, who had founded the Carthusian Order,
a small house with a garden, not far from an old
castle, built by King Robert, and which had long
‘stood empty. A report was suddenly $pread that
this castle was haunted, and in particular that a
green monster, half man and half dragon, walked
about in the apartments, threw itself at night inte
the streets, and fell upon the passengers; Louis
immediately made a present of the castle to the
Carthusians, under condition they would drive
away the evil spirit. The green monster thus
disappeared, and the monks afterwards remained
in quiet possession of their extensive habitation ;
but the street to this day has retained the name of
Rue d'Enfer. i
I next drove to Millecocur, where Francis I.
resided some time, that he might be nearer the
beautiful Duchess d’ Estampes, who had made a
conquest of his tender heart, The apartments
which he occupied were ornamented with paint=
ings, emblems, and inscriptions, all relating to
love,
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love. 1T have seen,” says Saural, « many of
¢ these emblems, but I remember only one of
‘them: a burning heart between an alpha and
# ' an omega, which, in all probability, alluded to
“ the constancy of love.” At present the bath-
ing-room of the Duchess is employed as a stable ;
Francis’s bed-room serves a hatter as a kitchen,
 and the Cabinet de delicesis inhabited by a cobler.

In consequence of an old law, no swine are
suffered to run about the streets in France. The
cause of this law may be learned in Rue Maltors,
where a sow formerly occasioned the death of
young King Philip, the son of Louis le Gros,
Being on horseback a sow suddenly rushed from
a house and startled his horse; Philip, by this ac-
cident, was thrown, and died the next day.

The street 2uimgquempols, is become cele-
brated by the financeering schemes of the Scotch-
man Law. An immense crowd of people hur-
ried to the office, established in this street, in order
to exehange Louis d’ors for bank notes. Here
the hump-backed presented their humps to the
brokers who wrote upon them. The servant
purchased the equipage of his master, and the
philosopher was hurried from his study by the

| demon of avarice, in-order to join the crowd of
the votaries of fortune; but the dream vanishedé
' an
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and nothing remained but paper. ¢ The projec.
“ tor of this unfortunate system,” says Mercier,
in his Picture of Paris, ¢ died of hunger, at Vex
*“ nice, after having been for some time before
¢ the most extravagant man in Europe.”’

‘My expedition to survey the streets, terminated
at length in rue de .la Harpe, where 1 saw the
ruins of an old Roman edifice, called the Palais
des Thermes. A large arched ‘hal],‘a}“)ove forty
feet in height, is still standing. Antiquaries are
of opinion that this building was. occupied by
Fulian, at the time when he was proclaimed
Emperor by the Galliclegions ; but the magnifi-
cent gardens, aqueducts, and other works of art,
mentioned by ancient historians, have been en-
tirely destroyed by the hand of time. This edi-
fice was inhabited by the Frankish Kings of Clo-
vis’s race; and the charming daughter of Charle-
magne here did penance for the weakness of her
tender heart; afterwards it was the rendezvous of
lovers in the higher ranks, and at present pigeons
are exposed in it for sale.  Right! thought I, for
are not doves the birds of Venus?

In this street also lived Mignot, the celebrated
pastry-cook, mentioned by Boileawin his satires : |

“* Mignot, c’est tout dire, et dans le monde entier,
¢ Jamais empoisonneur ne sut mieux son métier.”

The
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The pastry-cook was exceedingly angry at
these sarcastic lines and sued the poet; but the
judges laughed at his complaint, and therefore he
tried to be revenged in another manner. He
prevailed on the Abbé Cottin to write a satire
against Botleau, «caused it to be printed, and dis- -
tributed it with his cakes all through the town.

AN ACQUAINTANCE AT THE OPERA.

1 accompanied Reinkold, the German, to the
Opera—entrer dans ectte loge, Messicurs | —we
entered, and found two ladies with a Knight of
St. Louis. * You had better stay here, gentle-
*“men,”’ said one of the ladies to us; “ you see
“ that we arenot full dressed, and the high fea-
*¢ thers of the other ladies would hide from you
“ the whole theatre.” ¢ You are exceedingly
¢ palite,” replied I; and we scated ourselves in
the back part of the box. The engaging civility
of the ladies had prepossessed me in their favour,
and I was desirous of having a nearer view of
them. Reinhold, in the mean time, having ad-
dressed me in Russian, the ladies and the Knighy
of St. Louis, whose curiosity was excited by the
unknown sounds, turned their faces towards us,
and gave me an opportunity of considering the
golite lady a little more closely, She was a

VoL, 1L 1 charming
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<harming young Blondine, and her black dress
served as a foil to heighten the delicate whiteness
of her complexion: a ribbon of a sky-blue co-
lour, was bound round her unpowdered flaxen
hair, and a bunch of roses formed a contrast wit
the lilies of her bosom. ¢ Are you agreeabl
¢ seated?”” said she to me, with a smile of friend-
ship; I assured her that it was impossible for me
to be more so. This was not the case with Rein-
hold. The Knight of St. Louis, who moved from
the one side to the other, without any cause, put
him out of all patience. ¢ T would not stay her
¢¢ for all the world!”’ exclaimed he; ¢ this d—d
*“ Frenchman is so restless, he will: rub the skin
¢ from my knees;”” with these words my Ger-
man quitted the box. The beautiful Blondine
first looked at the door, then at me, and said,
¢ Your friend, Sir, seems to have been dlsplcased
¢ with our company.”

AutHor. He wished to go to the opposit
side of the theatre.

LA BroxpINe. Andyou meanto stay with us?

AutHor. If you will give me permission.

La Bronp. You are very polite.

Knicur. I observe that you have a nosegay,
of roses in your bosom— you arefond of roses?
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La Bronp. How can I be otherwise; arenot
roses an emblem of our sex? ; ;

Knicur. But they have no smell.

AvutHor. I beg your pardon, Sir; I smell
their perfume though I am farther from the lady.

La Bronp. Farther? But what hinders you
from approaching, since you are so fond of the
smell of roses; there is room here by me—you
are an Englishman.

Avutaor. When the Englishmen are so for-
tunate as to obtain your favour, I shall that mo-
ment cease to call myself a Russian.

KN1cHT. You are a Russian! Look ye, Ma-
dam, I conjectured as much—J ai voyagé dans
le Nord; je me ‘connols aux accens. Je wous
Pai dit dans le moment.

La Bronp. And Ireally took you foran Eng-
Yishman—Je raffole de cette nation.

KnicuT. Those who, like me, have been in
all countries, and who understand all languages,
can never be mistaken, Is it nottrue? In Russia
the people speak German?

Avuraor. No: Russian.

Kwicar. Or Russian—that is all the same.

« Every part of the house is full,  said La

Blondme, interrupting our dialogue, and looking
" 12 ' towards

s
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towards the pit, * and I am glad of it, for! love

¢ mankind.”

Knigur. You would be ung)'atcful'ivf ‘you

did not.

This is tooe bad, thoug.xt I; he takes the words

from my mouth.

Kwniout. Butaccordingtothe lawsof Moses,, i

you must hate the women.

LA Bronp. Why so?

Knieut. Moses says love for Iovc ancl ha-
wred for hatred ! 7

La BLonD, (smiling). Iam a Chrigtian; but

l

it is, nevertheless, truc: the female sex seldom -

love cach other. : =
*« But how comes that?’> said I innocently.

La Bronp. How comes it>—She smelt her |

roses, cast her eyes towards me, and at length
asked, how long I had been at Paris, and how
long 1 intended to remain in it,

<« When the roses wither on the bush,” re-
plied I, in a sorrowful tone, ¢ I shall no longer
£Che here.?

La Browp, (looking at her nbscgay). Mine
blooms also in winter.

Avuthor, Nothingis impossible to Art! But
Nature never loses her right; Ler roses are more
beautiful.

La
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Kni16uT, (laughing). A mere romance! a
mere romance ! : e

The conversation was here interrupted, for the
theatre was at once illuminated, and the specta-
tors clapped their hands as a testimony of their joy.

La Blondiné said, with a smile, the men are
pleased with the light, and we have an aversion
to it; as a proof of it, see how pale that young |
lady opposite to us has become.

Kn1iouT. That happens because she imitates
‘the English women, and does not paint.

AvuTHOR. A pale complexion has its cham:s,
and women who paint do wrong. :

The Blondine turned towards the pit—and lo?
she also was painted ; how was it possible to make
atonement for my rudeness ? T was lost—as good
fortune would have it the music began,and Gluck’s
Orpheus enchanted me so much, that 1 entirely
forgot my Blondine; 1 therefore thought of Jean
Jacques, who was not fond of Gluck, but became
«quite charmed whep he heard his Orpheus.—
When the connoisira thronged around him as
he was retiring from the theatre, in order to hear
his opinion, he began to sing with a low voice,
“ JSai perdu mon Euridice, vien w’ égale mon
“ malheur,” wiped his eyes, and departed with- !
. : out
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with a friendly, Je wous salue, Monsieur. [
knew not what to think. Not wait the beautiful
ballet Calypso and Telemachus! The box now
appeared to me too large, too gloomy. I conti-
‘nually cast my eyes towards the door, as'if I ex-
pected her to return. Whe was she? was she
worthy of my attention ornot? The Parisian la-
dies of rank are not accustomed to be so familiar
with strangers ; every rule, however, has its ex-
ceptions ; she still continued to afford exercise to
my imagination, even during the ballet; and it
appeared to me that I $saw' many - countenances
like hers among the female dancers. 1 returned
home, and could not get her from my mind.

Here the tale is ended, say you, but perhaps
not; Ishall, perhaps, meet her some where in the
Champs Elysées, or the Bois de Boulogne ; de-
liver her from the hands of robbers, drag her from:
the waves of the Seine, or save her from a fire—
I'sec you smile—a mere romance! exclaim you,
with the Knight of St. Louis, and I sigh over the
incredulity of your heart. One truly might lose
all desire to travel, and to write an account of
what one has seen.  Well, well, T shall be silent.

Paris,
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few sous, can refresh yourself with lemonade or
ices; you at thesame time can read the Gazettes ;
you hear news of every kind, and opinions on
men and works of literature; you talk and de-
claim as you please. Inautumn and winter peo-
ple in narrow circumstances always find here, by
a good fire, an agreeable shelter from the cold,
to which they would otherwise be exposed, and
at the same time enjoy the pleasure of conversa-
tion. Vive Pascal! vive Procope! wive Soly-
man Aga! : .

At present there are more than 600 coffee~
houses in Paris, and each has its orator; but
among this number there are about ten distin-
guished over all the rest, five or six of which are
in the Palais Royal alone, namely, Café de Foi,
du Caveau, de Valois, de Chartres, &c. The
first 1s elegantly furnished, and the second is or-
namented with marble busts of the most cele-
brated of the Parisian composers. Here you find
busts of Gluck, Sacchini, Paccini, Gretry, and
Phillidor. Here also is 2 marble tablet, with the
following inscription; “ On ouvrit deux souscrip-
¢ tions sur cetie table; la premiere le 28 Juillet,
“ pour repeter Pexperience d’Annonay; La
“ deuvieme le 29 doiit 1183, pour rendre hom-

% .711_“{“
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- learned on enquiry that they were bathing houges;
« I entered one of them, paid my twenty-four sous,
and bathed in a small neat cabin; I found every
thing here wonderfully clean. The water is con-
veyved into each cabin by a pipe. People are
taught also to swim. I saw three men swim here
with great dexterity.

There are at Paris also warm baths, which are
often presgribed by the physicians. The best
and most expensive are called Bains Russes, de
vapeurs, ou de fumigations simples et composées:
For about the value of two roubles you are bath-
ed, rubbed with sponge, and fumigated with va-
 rious kinds of herbs, as in the Grusinian baths,

at Moscow.
Yesterday I paid a visit to the Hotel—Dieu,
where all patients without distinction of religion
' or nation are received, whatever may be their dis-
case. Their number oft times amounts to 5,000 ;
they are under the care of eight physicians, and a
hundred surgeons; and are attended and nursed
by 150 nuns, who also provide for their cleanli-
ness. Twenty-four ecclesiastics are continually
" employed in preparing the dying for death, or in
" burying the dead; T inspected only two of the
wards ; it was impossible for me to proceed any
| farther, I was takenill, and for a long time after
P voritage e o0 X the
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the groans of the dymg, and of those suﬂ“ermg
from excruciating pain, still seemed to resound
in my ears.

Notwithstanding: the good regulahons and ¥
great care which prevail here, of 2 1000 patients,
250 generally die. How could people think of
establishing such hospitals in the middle of cities?
And how is it possible to drink the water of the
Seine, which receives all the impurijties of the
Hotel Dieu? Whata horrid idea! Fortunate are
they who leave Paris in good health! I hastened
to the theatre to dispel my melancholy ideas, and
a slight attack of fever. ;

The King’s library at Paris is the first in the
world—so at least the librarian asserted ; it con-
sists of six large halls filled with books. The
mystical writings alone occupy a space of 200
fect in length, and 20 in breadth; of poetical
works there are more than 40,000 volumes; of
Tomances 6,000; and of voyages and travels
7,000. The whole library contains more than
200,000 volumes, and 60,000 manuscripts. The
regularity and good order which prevail here are
wonderful ; you have scarcely asked for a book
when it s put into your hands. - Being a Russian
I was shewn a Sclavonic bible, and the instrocs
tions drawn up by the Empress for the new code

of
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| of laws. ~Charles V. inherited, from his prede-
cessor King John, twenty books, and as he was
fond of readiag he increased this number to 900,
E"and was the founder of the library. There is
here also a collection of coins, where I saw, with
much pleasure, the shields of the two greatest
Generals of antiquity—Hannibal and Scipio.
For what agreeable recollections are we indebted
to history !, During my early days, when I first
read the Roman history, I imagined myself to
be nothing less than a little Scipio; after that
period I always venerated himas my hero. Han-
‘ntbal I hated in the fortunate days of his cele-
brity; but on the decisive day, under the walls of
Carthage, I in my heart wished h‘im‘ to be vic-
torious ; and at last, when all the laurels on his
forehead had withered, when persecuted by the
malignant spirit of the revengeful Romans, he
. wandered about from one country to another;
I was then the warmest friend of the unfor-
tunate, but great Hanntbal; and the bitterest
enemy of the cruel Republicans. There are
shewn also in the libraty, two airows of the Ame-
iiriean savages, the points of which are tinged with

} #50 strong a poiscn, that whenan animal is wound--
ed by them, it dies in the course of a few mi-
nutes. -In one of the apartments of the lower

%2 story,

|
|
|
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story, stand two globes of an extraordinary size;
the upper part of them passes through the roof |
into the second story ; they were the work of the
monk Coronelli. ‘The collection of engravings
in the library is also worthy of attention.
. There are several more public and private li-
braries in Paris, which are open to every person
on certain fixed days. Here you may read and
make extracts at pleasure. No: there is nota
second Paris in the world, either for men or let-
ters, or the curious in general! Every thing is
here collected and ready—only make use of it !
The Royal Observatory is built without iron $
or wood. The meridian, which traverses all
France, from Colioure to Dunkirk, passcs through
a large hall in the first story, an apartment called
la salle des secrets, exbibits a very singular phe-
nomenon; when you apply your mouth to a
pillar, and speak with a low voice, whatever you
say can be heard by another person, who stands
ata considerable distance, near an opposite pillar,
and the person who stands in the middle between
both hears nothing. An explanation of this phy-
sical curiosity has been given by Kircher. The :
suBtcrraneous labyrinth of the observatory, gvhiin /
is employed for several meteorological experi-
ments, cannot be visited without guides furnished

B
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. with torches; three hundred and sxxty Steps con-
duct you to this abyss, where breathing is almost
suspended by a thick damp atmosphere. 1 have
been told that two monks who entered this ca-
vern, with a company of curious travellers, being *
separated from each other, and their torches go-
ing out, sought to return but in vain, and eight
days after were found dead.

Louis XIV. erected the most elegant Hospital
for Invalid® in all Europe, in order to shew his
gratitude to the old worn-out warriors; often did
he visit it alone, unaccompanied by guards, and
confiding in the attachment of his veterans. These
. invalids afford a melancholy spectacle to the phi-
losopher, and the sight of them must affect every
heart; some of them are incapable of walking,
others are fod like children. Here some are pray-
ing before the altar; there others seated in a cir-
cle, under the shade of the trees, are talking of
the victories which they purchased with their
blood. With what pleasure I pull off my hat
before the grey-headed veteran, who bears in his
body the indelible marks of courage, and the im-
pression of glory! War isa misfortune; but cou-
xrage undoubtedly is one of the most exalted of the
virtues, ¢ A cowaxd » says Corporal Trim, in

K3 Tristram

T

T T —
.



.

102

Tristram Shandy, ¢ may be an honest man; but
“ it is certain that every bad man is a coward.”

When Peter the Great saw the Hospital of
Invalids at Paris, the honourable warriors were J
seated at table. Peter filled to himself a glass of |
wine, called out, ** Your healths, comrades!’’
and drank it to the last drop. :

The architecture and painting of this edifice
are excellent.

&

Paris, May.
ON the 13th of May I went to the village of j;
Surenne, near Paris, where I was told the mostq
virtuous of all the young women of eighteen years
of age wasto be crowned, amidst great ceremony,
with roses; but how unfortunate! This year the
Féte de la Rosiére was not celebrated. The Hotel
de Ville had not paid the interest of the capital,
left by a person, named Elliot, for the purpose of
rewarding rural inmocence, ‘though it amounted
only to 300 livres, The clergyman of the place
was accustomed to announce the names of three 1
of the most virtuous young women, and from 4
these three the old people of the village choseq
: one, |

5

|
|
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|
|
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one, who was then decorated with flowers, and
led in procession through the village, amidst songs
in praise of her virtue. The Parisian Jadies used
formerly to participate in this festival—innocence
so near Paris is indeed a wonder. :
I dined in the tavern with the country folks,
dressed out in their holiday clothes, who treated
me with their red wine, which they assured me
“was as good and as pure as the virtue of their
- maidens;» one of them, who stroked back his long
white ruffles with a look of conscious pride, told
me that his three daughters had obtained the
prize of virtue, and were then married to men
of worth, ]

I had not for along time been so charmed
with rural simplicity as on that day. Rural sim-
plicity and innocence so near Paris! I thought I
should never be tired with the conversation of the
honest rustics, and their wives. and daughters.
The latter are free without being impudent.—
' 4 Where are you going with that book under
+¢ your arm?”’ said I to a pretty looking girl-
* To church,’ replied she, ¢ to say my prayers.’
* What a pity that I am not of your religion,
‘¢ my pretty maid,” added 11 should like to pray
~ along with you, ¢ Mais le bon Dicu est de touics

¢ les. religions, Monsieur,’ replied she. You
g must
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must allow, my dear friend, that such philosoph.
cal ideas in a country girl are not very common.
In general all the inhabitants of the villages ap-
‘peared to me to be intelligent and happy people.
The cheerful disposition of my mind at that time,
contributed not a little perhaps to make me view
every thing in a favourable light.

I spent the evening no less agreeably, in the
magnificent garden of the Duke of Infantados,

and the Princess Chimer, at Issy. Here thereis

a matchless alley of chesnut trees, which is not
inferior to that even of the Thuilleries, and at the
one end of it is a large reservoir. The view
from the terrace isalso beautiful. The castles of
Meudon and Bellevue, the Bois de Boulogne, aa
immense plain, through which the Seine flows,
and Mount Valerien, on the boundary of the ho-
rizon, all together produce an excellent effect.

In general the environs of Paris are very plea-
sant; every where are seen beautiful villages,
allées, and gardens; every where some treasure ‘s
of art presents itself to the sight. Almost every
country church can shew some fine paintings, or
remarkable monuments; and for some days past

I have been wandering about from morning till g
late at night, through the country adjacent to |

this capital, for every thing is blooming at. pre-
sent,
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sent, and the spring, by an insensible transition,
will soon be lost in summer.

Paris, May.

1 SELDOM visit my acquaintance, or the
circle of their friends in this city. I set great
value on my time, and it grieves me to lose it in
three or four houses to which I have access. Be-
sides, the cold civility of the Parisians is to me
not very inviting. Madame G—— assures me,
that the best writers assemble at her house, but I

!never saw there one of much importance. The
conversation is desultory, every thing relates to
some particular affair, and the whole is a jargon
unintelligible to a stranger. To be silent and
yawn, or to answer trifling questions, such as,
How intense is the cold in general at Petersburgh?
Whether among us people commonly travel with
rein deer? is not very pleasant. And though
Madame G keeps a very good table, I would
rather dine with any restaurateur, where I am
astonished at the multitude of the guests, and
often listen to their noisy conversation, or think
and plan out how I'am to spend the remainder of

the day. - Madame N——j another of my fe-
male
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male acquaintance, is excecdingly amiable ; and
- I have sometimes enjoyed great pleasure in her
company. We ralked of Switzerland, of Rous.'
seau, of the happiness of a simple country life,
and of the attachment to metaphysical disquisi-
tions; but there is something here also which
displeases me. Young Baron D visits this
lady likewise; and when he enters the door my
presence is superfluous; this wounds my vanity a
little; and the Baron, though not a German
Baron, does not see me with a very civil look.
He rolls himself besides the hostess on the sopha,
acts the part of an‘absentperson, ora deep thinl’(er;&
lays his head ‘on the cushion, and exhibits every
kind of rudeness, As he is not on such occa-
sions shewn the door, he thinks he has a right' to
*shew the door to others; I therefore take my hat
and depart. At present Madame N—— has re-
solved to make a tour to Switzerland, and to be-
come an inhabitant of the Mountains of Neuf-
chatel, which Rousseas has described in his letters
to d’Alembert. 'The Baron laughs at this whin,
and calls it an old romantic conceit, :

Few Russians reside here at present;; besides our
Ambassador, his secretary, and i interpreter, there
are only the families of P wnce G—— and Prince
Vi -, 1 visit them frequcmly. D

, wha
lives
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lives only on his salary, has, however, a beautifyl
library, and possesses a great number of curious
manuscripts in different Janguages. He has ori-
ginal letters of Henry IV. Louis XIII.  Louis
XIV. and Louis XV.; of Cardinal Richeliey,
Queen Elizabeth, &c. He is acquainted with all
- the librarians of Paris, and by their means often
obtains these rarities for a trifle, especially during
the present turbulent times. On the day when
the mob plundered the archives of the Bastile,
he purchased, for a louis'd’or, a whole chest full
of letters, among which were one of Crebillon’s,

i jun. who was sometime confined in the Bastile, to
~the Lieutenant of Police, and the diary of a pri-
soner in the time of Louis XIV. D is con-
vinced that this diary was kept by the unknown
prisoner, called commonly the man with the iron
mask, and to whom the public attention was first
calledby Poltaire. 'The place in Voltaire’s works,
where this historical problem is introduced, is
well known. In the lite of the Duke de Riche-
lieu, lately published, a solution of it is given;
but whether just or not, will perhaps ncver be
ascertained. According to the author of this
45 work, the man with the iron mask was a twin-
brother of Louis XIV. and shut up in that man-
ner 5y Cardinal Richelien, that he might not
contend

e
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contend for the throne. This supposition is as
improbable as that the diary, which my country.
man values so much, should have been written J
by the man with the iron mask. The proof -
which he adduces for its being his, is as follows:
In several places the prisoner speaks of chocolate
being brought to him in the morning; and in
the time of Louis XIV. chocolate was not used
but by persons of the first distinction. ; It is well
known that there was no prisoner of consequence
in the Bastile, except the man with the iron mask,
‘consequently the diary must have been kept by
him; but whoever may have been the author of '}
this diary, it contains nothing worth notice; com- \
plaints of languor and of the cruelty of imprisone
ment, ill written and badly spelt—that is all.

Paris, May.

FOR several . days successively I have gone
every morning about ten o’clock, to the Convent
of the Carmelites, in the Rue §t. Jucques. You j
will no doubt ask for what purpose? To see the ¢
church of the convent perhaps, which is the oldest |
in Paris, and formerly surrounded by a wood,
where 8t Denis concealed himself in a deep

. cavern
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cavern from his enemies, and from those of Chris-
tianity ? Or perhaps to settle the dispute among
. the antiquaries, whether this church originated
from paganism, or was built by King Robert?
Or whether the figure over the portal be a Ceres
or the Archangel Michael ? Or to admire the ele-
gant altar, with its bronzes, its gilding, and its bas-
reliefs? No, my good friends, you have not yet
guessed the reason. I visit the convent of the
Carmehtes merely to see, to admire, and to offer
up my adoration to the charming Magdalen of -
Lebrun. What a wonder of the most incompa-
ts1able art! Here you do not find cold colouring
. -and inanimate canvas; but life and angelical beauty
in affliction; and tears, tears which fall boiling
hot on my breast from celestial eyes! Ah, ile}"
was sensible of the vanity of the world, andﬁe‘
misery of the passions! Her heart dead to every
thing worldly, pants only after things on high.
It is not the pains of hell that she fears; no, she
is afraid only of being unworthy of the love of
him whom she so ardently loves—the love of her
heavenly father—a sensation which pure souls
. alone can experience. Pardon! exclaims her
dook Pardon! repeats her heart.  *Ah! for what
weaknesses would not such sincery and pious re-
pentance obtain pardon; I will not say from God,
VoL, 1L, L who
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who is goodness itself, but from the most hard-
hearted of men? I never imagined that a paint-
ing could be so eloquent and affecting! The lon« é‘
ger I viewed it the more I was sensible of its ~
beauties. The countenance, the attitude, the
" hands, the hair playing in ringlets over her snowy
bosom, and in particular the eyes red with weep-
ing—how beautiful altogether! I have seen and
admired several celebrated productiqns of the
pencil, but this painting I wished to have in my
possession; I would place it before me in my re-
tired study; I would incessantly survey it, and
congratulate myself on my happiness; in a word, o
I am in love with it. y k@
But shall I disclose to you a secret charm with
which it in particular attracts me? Lebrun, under
the character of the Magdalen, has given a por-
trait of the beautiful and tender Duchess Laval-
liere, the mistress of Louis XIV. who, in him
loved not the king but the man, and to him sa-
crified every thing—her heart, her innocence,
her peace of mind, and the world. I represent
to myself the calm moon-light night, on which
~the amiable Lavalliere sauntered about with her,
female friend$ in the park of Versailles, and re-t
plied, in the following manner, to their friendly ,;
raillery; * You talk to me of the handsome men
at
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magnificence and taste, is, no doubt, of great va-
lue; but I would not give one short sketch of
the characters of the most celebrated men at Paris
who do not live in palaces; but for the most part
in garrets unknown, and in the midst of poverty,
this would afford a wide field for the collector of
anecdotes! For here poverty often teaches peo-
ple the most singular means of getting a liveli-
hood ; how many are there here who have not
a single sous of certain income, and yetdaily ap-. |
pear well dressed at the Palais Royal, in the thea-
tres, and public walks; and who, were we to
judge from their looks, live as free from care as
the fowls of heaven—but how is this done? In
many different ways—they have methods, with-
out number, of gaining something which are not
known in any place but Paris,

Thus for example: a well-dressed man, of a
noble appearance, who, over his dish of bavaroise,
talks fluently, tells all kinds of pleasant anecdotes,
and jokes with great ease and freedom, may be
seen every day in the Caffé de Chartres; and.
how does he live? By the sale of bills pasted
up, which every night, when all others are {
asleep, he tears down from the corners of the }
strects, and carries it to the pastry-cooks, who

give him a few sous for his trouble. He then
lays
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who had obtained permission from the keeper of |
the library, to serve the amateurs of literature as |
a living catalogue.  Thirty years he has gained
his tread in this manner: heis cdntent_ed with
whatever he gets, be it an &cu, or only a few sous.
The Parisian beggars always endeavour to
maintain a decent appearance; they receive alms
without blushing; but for a harsh word they are

ready to assassinate one —for they wear swords.
In this gallery of remarkable ‘perspns; a stoic
of this city, known under the name of Quatorze
Oignons, ought not to be forgokten.? He isareal
Diogenes, who denies himself every thing, even
the most urgent necessaries. By profession he
is a porter, and his whole property consists of
a basket, which he employs during the day to
carry any thing for hire, and in the night makes
it an alcove, under which he sleeps perfectly
sound on the bare ground, or wherever he can.
For forty years he has carried his basket, which
be patches when necessary, and which is thus,
from time to time; renewed, as the human body
isaccording to the physicians.: Fourteen onions.
form his daily nourishment, to this he is not at
all constrained by want; on the contrary, he gives
to the poor who ask for an alms, and lends money
without ever demanding it back. - He carns daily
from
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Paris, May.

TO-DAY I have seen two remarkable instis
tutions, the school for persons born deaf and
dumb, where these children of misfortune are in-
structed, by ‘means of signs, in readjng, writing,
and the sciences; and an establishment for per-
sons born blind, who are  also taught reading,
music, and other branches of knowledge.  The
former of these institutions was establighed by the
Abbé P Epée, and is now under the direction of
the A6b¢ Sicard, whe devotes himself with great
zeal to the occupation of raising these imperfect
to the rank of perfect beings; and instead of hear-
ing, and a tongue, gives them, as it were, a new |
organ, A young Swede who acc'ompanied-»me
to see this institution, wrote on a bit of paper the
following words: ¢ You, no doubl, regret much
“ the loss of your former instructor, /' Epée,” |
and gave to one of the pupils, born deaf and
dumb, who, immediately taking up a pen, wrote
under the question the following answer; ¢ Cer-
¢ tainly, he was our benefactor. He awakened
 in us reason, gave us ideas, and another in=
“ structor not inferior in ability and zeal, who,
¢« like him, is our teacher, our friend, and our*
“father.” Many of these deaf and dumb are
. passionately
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ing at his feet. ~ Peter the Gredt, it is said, when
he saw this monument, observed to the Duke de
Richelieu, the Cardinal’s nephew, ¢ 1 would
* have readily given one. half of my kingdom to
«¢ the great Richelieu, could I have learnt from
¢ him the art of governing the other.””  But this
1 do not helieve, or our great Emperor. was not
well acquainted with the Cardinal’s character ;
for though a good minister, he was,a man void
of fecling, and an implacable enemy, who patro-
nized the arts through vanity, and persecuted
great talents in such a manner as shewed little-
ness of mind. No: I would have represented
Richelieu, not in the sacred arms of religion, but
ir*the arms of that monster which Feltaire ﬁu
his Henriade describes in the ‘followihg manner;

“ Fille de I'Jnteret et de I’ Ambition,

“¢ Dont naquirent la fraude et la seduction.

¢ Ce monstre ingenieux en detours si fertiley

““ Acéablé de soucis, parait simple et tranquille ;
‘¢ Ses yeux creux et pergans, enemis du repos,

* Jamais du doux sommeil n'ont senti les pavots;
* Par ses deguisemens & toute heure elle abuse,
“ Les regards éblouis de I'Europe confuse

e : : o
‘ Le mensonge subtil, qui conduit ses discours, !

.

“ De la verité méme empruatant le secours, -‘;’R. |

* Du sceau du Dieu vivant empeint ses 1mpostm'ev, 5
“ Et fait servir le Ciel & venger ses injures.” :

In

]
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«¢ never forgot his royal descent. His death was
¢ worthy of his life.” v

Near the tomb of the: unﬁormmtc ng, ﬁhat
piety has erected a monument to maternal afs
fection. A black marble urn stands on a white
pedestal, with the following inseription: ¢ She
¢ was the friend of her children, who. shed tears
¢ of gratitude over her grave: our extraordinary
“ love was above her comprehension (what a
“ trait!) This monument is deducted to good
“ feeling minds. = Here lies Maria Howaid,
¢« Countess de Cossais, who died Sept. 29, 1779.”

Not far from this affecting epitaph, may be
seen another curious one, on the monument of
the Chevalier Brissac: * Who am 17 one off
¢ the dead or of the living? oneof thedeads no,
“ one of the living. Thou askest why, and I
¢“ answer because my name lives throughout the
‘ whole world.”’  In this church élso,is,;he'beaw
tiful groupe of Pilon, the three Graces—elegant
figures, cach more beautiful than the other. It
is indeed somewhat singular to see Heathen deities
in a Christian church,  This was a whimsical
idea of Catherine of Medicis; she gave orders
that her heait, together with that of Henry IL.
should rest in an urn placed on thc head Qf the
Graces, y : mligngi o g

2 ; In




123

In the church of St. Stephen, in the singular
architecture of which the Grecianand gothic taste
are united, the grave of the affecting Racine,
without any marks of distinction but his name,
which reminds us of the master-pieces of the
French Melpomene, is the most noble monument.

Here also is interred Pascal, known as a philo-
sopher, a theologue, and a witty writer, whose
Lettres Provinciales are still esteemed as models
of the best French style. -

Tournefort, the celebrated botanist and travel-
ler, and the able physician Tonnier, are also in-
terred in this church. ‘The epitaph of the last
. mentioned isas follows : * Mortals may new fear
_* death, for Tonnier is no more.”

Here likewise is the grave of the French pain-
ter Le Sueur, who has been called the French
‘Raphael, and who was the object of the envy and
persecution of ZLebrun, and of other painters of
his time.  Lebrun could not hear his name men-
tioned without being agitated by the most violent
passion; and when he heard that he was lying at
the point of death, he exclaimed, ¢ A stone now
drops from my heart!” Another time, when
viewing' a painting of Le Sueur’s, and thought
that no one was near him, he exclaimed to him-
sclf, * Excellent! wonderful! incomparable ™
- M 2 It
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¢ good reputaticn behind them, either by their
“ lives or their actions. The name of honest
¢ Matthias Chartieux will remain his best monu-
% ment. 1559.” ..

In the church of the Benedictines is the mo-
nument of the unfortunate James 1I. According
to the orders given in his will, he was interred
without any pomp, and his tombstone contains
only the following words : * Ci-git Jacques I1.
“ Roi de la Grande Bretagne’” He was un-
doubtedly one of the most unfortunate of kings,
for no one pitied him in his misfortunes.

The church of the Carmelites is worthy of no-
tice, on account of a magnificent monument
erected here by the Messrs Boullenais, to theii
parents; but the history of the order of the Car-
melites, written in Latin, is still more remarkable.
According to this book, not only all the eele-
brated Chrlstlans, but several great men among
the Pagans, such as Pythagoras, Numa Pompi-
lius, Zoroaster, the Druids, &e. were monks of
this order, which was founded by the pious her-
mits of Mount Carmel, in Syria!

The chureh of St. Germain contains the grave &
of the French Horace Malesherbes, of whoms
Boileau says, that he was the first writer ac-
quainted with the secret art of placing each word

in
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Smyrna he was desirous to see the ruins of Ephe. |
sus, the neighbourhood of which was at that time
frequented by a band of robbers, who were a ter-
ror to the whole surrounding district, and to all
travellers,. What did our mtrepxd Count? He
engaged two of the free-booters belonging to this
band as guides, but under this condition, that
they should not obtain their reward till they
brought him safely back to Smyrna. He then
dressed himself in the simplest attire, carried no-
thing with him but some paper and a pencil, and
went straight to the den of the robbers, where he
disclosed to their chief the motive of his journey
The latter, after commending his curiosity, in
formed him that there were other remarkabh
ruins not far distant, and even supplied him with |
a couple of Arabian horses to convey him thi-
ther.  The Count accepted this effer with great
satisfaction, and rode to the place. Towards
night he returned, highly gratified with what he
had seen, and thanked the chief of the robbers;
who carried his hospitality so far, as to make him
stay with him all night. Next day the Count exa-
mined the ruins of Ephesus at his ease, and re |
turned safe to Smyrna.  Cuylus is the author
several works, of which his collection of antiqui-
ties and his fables are best known,

The
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of the sages of Greece; and the many coloured
windows represent all the objects in a variety of -
shades, which refer to the various opinions of men.

Beneath the pavillion is a grotto, into which the
rays of the sun penetrate through some fissures.
All the produce of the mineral kingdom are here
collected. A roaring cascade falls from another |
rock, and mixes its foaming stream with the clear
waters of a pond which wash the foof of a black
marble monument, surrounded with cypress trees:
an affecting sight for any one who has loved and
lost the object of his love.

Have you a mind, my friends, to descend with |
me into the regions below? The earth opens be- }
fore you: you descend on steps of stone, a thick :
darkness surrounds you; it is too late to think of
returning, you must penetrate farther into this
, region of obscurity in an unknown path. A dis-
turbed imagination hears the murmurs of Styx
and Cocytus; soon, soon will Cerberus bark.
But, be easy, a sudden ray darts from afar on your
tye; some steps farther and you arrive again at
the light of day, on the banks of a murmuring ]
brook, in the midst of a: delightful landscape.
Here, my friends, refresh yourselves with me;
sit down on the soft grass and enjoy the sweet
evening. :

Tam
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it to the simple Tkerese, who could not indeed
count an hundred, but could feel all the beauties

of this immortal romance, and could weep. The

house is small, and lies on the declivity of a hill,

between beautiful fields and vallies, :

I have also been at Montmorency, where Rous
seau wrote Emile; and at Passy, where #ranklin)
lived. I have besxdes visited Bellevite, which
well deserves its name; and St. Cloud, where is
the most famous artificial cascade in Europe.

My servam Bieder, who assures me he knoyvs
Paris as he does his own garret room, had often
pressed me to visit the King’s Garde-Méuble,
“Itis not right, Sir,’” said he, ‘¢ that you havel

¢ been three months in Paris without seeing the

¢ greatest curiosity in it. What are you doing?
““ You run about in the streets, and the environs
¢ of the town, and visit only the theatre. Here
*¢ is your hat and cane; you must‘ come and see
““ the Royal Garde-Meuble.” 1 took my hat
and staff, and allowed him to conduct me to the
Place Louis-quinze, where, in a large building,
supported by pillars, is the Garbe-robe of the
King. Here I found indeed a great collection of
rare and valuable things, gold and silver vases,
precious stones, cups, coats of mail and arms of
all kinds. 'The most remarkable appeared to qu; ;

1st.
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lars to the Flemish artists—they are wr,ough(“{f-
ter drawings of Raphael and Julio Romano—
they represent the battles of Scipio, the Acts of
the Apostles, and the Fable of Psyché. Here.
you also find the best tapestry of the Gobelines,
wonderful works, which for draught, colour, and
shading, do not yield to the finest paintings. My
servant was ever repeating to me: £k baen,
** Monsieur? ek bien, qu'en dites vous 2"’

Now one- word or two of this Bieder. He is
by birth a'German, but has forgotton his mother
tongue. He lives at the same hotel with me, in.
a garret-room, and. is as poor as Irus, and as ho-
nest as Socrates: every thing he buys for me is as
cheap as possible, and he always frowns when 1
pay any thing too dear. One day I dropt, on the
stair-case, a paper with five louis d’ors in it, Bie-
der, who followed me, picked it up, and honestly
brought it to me. ¢ Thou art honesty itself,
“ Bieder,” said I to him. ¢ 21 faut bien, Mon-
* sieur, que je le sois, pour ne pas dementir mon
- * nom,’* answered he.

Once, I do not remember on what occasion, I
spoke to him somewhat harshly. ¢ Monsieur,”
said he, * deschoses parcilles ne se disent point
“en bon Frangais. Je suis trop seasible pour

* Bieder, in German, means upright, honest,
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emotion you leave the tower and enter ali
grove, sacred to the Muses and to Peace. Here |
murmurs a fountain resembling Vaucluse, where
the grass, the flowers, the zephyrs, the birds, and
Petrarch sung of love. Among all the houses
dispersed in a picturesque manner over the mea-
dow, that destined for Rousseau distinguishes it-
self; it was not finished till after his death; its
appearance is quite rural, but extremely neat.—
Beside it lies a little garden, a meadow watered
by a rivulet, thickset-trees, a bridge fixed on two
beeches, and a little altar with the inscription, |
¢ d P dmatic, le baume de la vie.’ |
Rousseauremoved to Ermenonville on the goth
of May, and died on the 2d of July, in the same
year; so that he enjoyed the peaceful and charm- |
ing solitude in which he lived here, but a short |
time: yet he had already acquired the love of all .
the inhabitants of Ermenonville, who, to this day, |
cannot speak of him without tears. With the |
world, literature, renown, with every thing he
was disgusted. Nature alone preserved its rights
over his heart to the last. Never did his hand
take up the pen at Ermenonville; It was only
cmployed in distributing alms.  His greatest plea-
sure consisted in walking about, conversing with
the country people, and in playing mnocentlv
1 wu"
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' . .
¢ every where; and can a traveller seek them
*“ out wio comes and goes like a comet? Friend-
“ ship is a necessary of life, and so every one
* seeks for it4in an object than can be relied on,
¢ But every thing thata stranger has a right to
“ expect, the Frenchman offers it as a pleasant
‘“ nosegay. 'The levity and inconstancy he is re- |
“ proached with, are mingled with other amiable
“ qualities, which, in some degree, are insepara-
44 ble from these feelings, He is inconstant, and|
¢ therefore not vindictive, nor a_*jarbour,
ill-will, Praise and admiration do W8t last long. !
with him, no more than hatred and envy.—
From levity he re_]ects the good and chooses
the bad; but he is the first to laugh at his |
error, or even to weep at it, if necessary. A
cheerful levity accompanies him. thmugh life.
When the Englishman rejoices at the discovery
of a new island, the Frenchman is transported |
ata witticism.  Full of sensibility he is easily
set on fire by the love of truth, fame and great
enterprizes; but his love does not last: yet
may the moments of his love, of his hatred;|
and of his enthusiasm, have dreadful conse- |
¢ quences— witness the events of the lcvo!utmn.
“* P:ty if this violent convulsion of the political
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*‘ to him as light as a feather.—Where father Lo-
‘* renzo, with the mildsaintly look, begged for his
* convent; and where he gave him nothing ?—
‘“ but where he would have paid twenty pounds
“ sterling, for an advocate to justify Yoric in -
. Yoricls eyecsg
¢ The room is on the second. ﬂoor, nght over.
* you; but it is occupied: an Englishwoman
¢ and her &aughtcr lodges in it.” Ilooked up and
saw a flower-pot in the window, and beside it a
young lady, standing with a book in her hand.
Yoric’s travels to be sure, thought I. I thank
* you sir, said I, to the talkative Frenchman. But
‘¢ give me leave to ask something more.. Where
< is the Remise, where Yoric made acquaintance
¢ with the charming sister of Count L ? and
« where he was reconciled with father Zorenzo
“and his own conscience? where Yoric ex-
¢ changed his tortoise-shell box, with the horn
¢ one of father Lorenzo, which was dearer to
« him than the richest gold snuff box set with
« brilliants. ¢ That remise, sir, is fifty yards
¢ from this place, but it is locked up, and the key
¢ is with Mpr. Dessein, who is now at'® vespers.’
The officer laughed, made me a bow and left me.
« M, Dessein is at the play,” said a person pass-
« ing by.—¢M, Dessein is on guard, c‘ried ano-
& ther
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temperate friend could not help calling for a bot-
tle du meilleur ; an excellent wine. A German
who sat next me, proved, in the most convincing
manner, that this was the true nectar which flow-
ed out of the horn of Amalthea. :
*“ I'have always heard,” said an Englishman,
* that the Germans were a learned people, and
“now T believe it.” ¢ Praiment, Monsieur,
‘ wous eles savant comme tous les diables.” The
German smiled, and was heartily pleased with
his eulogy. g ;
I went to my room and threw myself on my
bed, where T fell soon asleep; butafter a few mi-
~-nutes T was awakened by the uproar which the
merry Englishmen were making in the next room.
They sung, they hallooed, they stamped with
their feet, they jumped -and leaped as if they
would pull down the house. For half an hour T
bore with it; but seeing there was no end, I called
to the waiter, and desired him to inform the Bri-
tons that there were other strangers in the house
who pethaps loved peace and quiet; and after
some God-damns all was hushed.

Calars,,
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calls them lilies, illumined by Aurora; and their
melancholy looks seem to say, ‘‘ I have a heart|
*¢ susceptible of the softest emotions of love !
Dear, lovely Englishwomen, how dangerous to
a tender heart.! more dangerous than Calypso
and her nymphs ! and the country which ye in-
habit, is by your charms converted into an en-
chanted island. Woe to the poor stranger who
lands upon its shores! He beholds, with indif-
ference, his ship a prey to the flames; and his
ardent looks seek only his beloved Eucharis.®
Where will he find a Mentor to save him by
precipitating him headlong into the sea?

But make yourselves easy, my friends; in spite
of all the charms with which I am surrounded,’
I am not_entirely lost. I have still strength and
resolution left to ascénd on a high hill, on which
stands an ancient castle, and where they shew
strangers a well 300 feet deep, and abrass cannon
three fathoms in length, which our guide jokingly
called Queen Elizabeth’s pocket-pistol.

From the top of this hill we enjoyed a charm-
ing prospect : on one side the county of Kent,
thickly strewed with towns and. viHages, and

|

*® Ttis well known to the readers of Fenelon, that Telema-
chus, being enamoured of Eucharis, ene of Calypso’s nymphs,
was no wise affected by the burning of his ship,
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recollect that I must look out for a lodging for
myself and portmanteau. I had one day found
on the stairs of my hotel, in Paris, a card, on
which was written: “ Mr. Romelli, No. 108,
¢ Pall-Mall, London, has apartments to let for |
¢ strangers.”” ‘T'his now occurred to me, and I
ordered a hackney.coachman to drive me to Mr.
Romelli’s. It is said, that a Frenchman being at
_ the point of death, sent for his confessor in ordi-
nary, and it was discovered that the Reverend Fa-
ther had been dead above twenty years. Thus
it now happened to me: Mr. Romelli had died |
fifteen years before; I was therefore obliged to
go in search of another lodging, and at last came
to a French Hotel, where I was shewn into a
small chamber. ¢ Itis not large,” said the land-
lord, ¢ and is already occupied by a youn'g emi-
‘¢ grant; buthe isa good-natured gentleman, and
¢ will willingly share it with you.” My fellow-
lodger was not at home: in the chamber I saw
nothing but a bed, a guitar, cardsand a black pair
of silk breeches, which you will recollect, formed
likewise a part of Yorick’s baggage, when he
set out on his tour through France. I sent fora
barber, and they brought me a thick phlegmatic’
- Englishman, who, having first unmercifully flay-
ed my face, plaistered. my head' with flour and
tallow.
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The French Government granted pensions on
the moonshine.* The Briton laughs at this,
chinks his guineas, and orders the lamps to be
lighted in broad day-light.

I am fond of large and populous cities, in whlch
one 'may live more retired and solitary than in the
smallest village. I liketo look at the innumera-
ble unknown faces which, like Chlnesp, shadows,
pass in rapid succession before me, qu leave but
slightand scarcely perceptible impressions upon
my mind. I willingly lose myself in the manifold
variety and difference of the ﬁegtmg objects that
rush by me, and then suddenly return from my -
reverie to self-recollection. My phdoso;ghy is
invigorated by the sight of the madness and va-
nity of others; while, on the other hand, in the
shades of solitude, I often surpuze iy thoughts,
wandering to the most ms;gmﬁea.nt trifles in the
world. The moral world, as well as the heavenly
badies, has two quite opposnte powers; by the
one it artracts, by the other it repels our hearts,
The former of these powers is most active in so=
litude; but the latter, on the contlarv, exerts its
influence more eﬁ'ectually in thc society of men.

* In moon-light nights the hmpl‘were not lighted; and the
money thus saved was applied towards the payment of some
peusions,

‘But
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the day-time; if the passenger be not continually
on his guard, he will be in danger of tumbling
intq one of these tiaps. These openings are ei~
ther the-vents of subterraneous kitchens and ta-
verns, or the windows of the coal.cellar. For
most part of the houses in London have a sunk-
_ story, usually comp}ehending the kitchen, cellars,
and servants’ apartments. Mendicants, and other
poor people, are likewise for the most part lodged
in these subterranean dwelling-places.  In Paris

it is quite otherwise: there the poor people live |
near the clouds, in the sixth story: there they |

have poverty over head, and here they tread it
under foot.

Almost all the houses in London are small,
* parrow, builtsvith bricks, and not white-washed,
that the effects of the pit.coal smoak may be the

less perceptible; and in passing along the streets,

one soon becomes tired with the uniformity of
their appearance. But then the internal arrange-
ment is so much the moreagreeable. Here every
thing is simple, neat, and almost rural.  The stairs
and floors of the rooms are covered with beauti-
ful carpets, most of the furniture is made of ma-
hogany, and no where is a single particle of dust
to be scen.  There are not, indeed, any large
halls; but the apartments are commodious.—

; Stiangers

|













228

who have had a good education, understand
French, but they are not fond of conversing in
that language ; and on that account I very much |
lament my inability to speak the English with
more fluency. How different in this respect is it
in Russia, where a person unacquainted with the
French tongue, must remain quite dumb, in
what are called polite companies; and where
every one, though hardly able to stajpmer out a
Comment vous portez-vous ? murders the French
language, merely to avoid conversing with Rus- |
sians 1n the Russian language. Is not this a dis-
grace tous? Why should we be ashamed of our ¢
mother tongue, and become mere apes and par-§
rots? Ourlanguage is a4s well adapted as anyother
for social converse: but then our fashionable

gentlemen and ladies must make themselves per-
fectly masters of it, so as to be able to express |
their ideas in it with correctness and .elegance.—-‘}
Nothing, however, seems to me so rediculous as
to see our wits and literati striving to attain dis-
tinction as French authors, - Poor devils! how
happy they are, 1f a Frenchman deign to say,

Pour un étranger, Monsieur w'écrit.pas mal!
Pardon me my friends, if my patriot zeal made
-me almost forget Baxter and his dinner. Except
a dish of French soup, it was enmely in the Eng-
o hshf
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To-day T was likewise at a meeting of the
Royal Society, being introduced by Mr. P. who

is one of the fellows. We were accompanied by -

a young Swedish Baron, a gentleman of consi-
derable talents, and a very pleasing companion.
As we entered the hall where the society meets,
.he held out his hand to me, and said with a smile,
¢« Here, Sir, we are friends;* the Temple of the
¢ Muses is the Temple of Peace.” I smiled, and
we embraced one another like brothers.  Mr. P.
exclaimed, ¢ Bravo! bravo!” but the other Eng-
lishmen looked at us with astonishment; for it is
not usual in England for men to embrace—Ah'!
they understood us not—they did not suspect that
we were giving a good example to two nations,
which, through the mysterious working of sym-
pathy, will perhaps soon be followed by them.
In the hall, where the Royal Society meets,
stands a large table covered with books and ma-
nuscripts; behind this table sat Mr. Banks, the
President, with his hat on; before him lay a golden
-sceptre, indicating that Science is the Queen of
the world. The secretaries read the letters
had been received since last meeting':;;?t’h1 t
of them were from French literati, At the ewl
of each letter the President took off his hat, and

‘ ;
* Sweden was then at war with Russja.
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said, ¢ We thank M. N. for the present he has
¢ been pleased to send us.””  He then passed his
judgment on several works, but with great can-
dour and moderation. -~ At last several papers
were read, of which, however, I understood but
little.  After sivting two hours the meeting ‘was
adjourned. - Mr. P. presented me to the Presi-
dent, who understands the French language, but
does not gpronounce it correctly. Sir Joseph
Banks is a placid, modest, unassuming man; and
mote polite than Knglishmen generally are.

London, July, 1790,

IN London there is not, indeed, so much to
attract the attention of the stranger as in Paris
still, however, there are many things to be seen,
and I spend a few hours every day in visiting thre
most remarkable buildings, the public institutions, |
and different kinds of collections.

This inorning I went to Mr. Townley’s, who
possesses a rare collection of antiques, Egyptian :
statues, and ancient basso-relievos, among which
be lives, like 2 miser among his treasures.

England, which may justly boast of her philo-
sophers and eminent writers in every branch of

5 Y2 literature,
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literature, has produced very few distinguished
artists. There are at present however, some
good painters, whose works are exhibited i in the
Shakespear Gallery. Mr. Boydell was the first
planner of this grand undertaking; and in the
execution of it he has been aided and supported
by the artists and the public, witha truly patriotic
zeal. The most interesting scenes in the drama-
tic works of Shakespear, are depicted ip a manner
equally honourable to the poet, and to the present
English School of Painting. The liberal sub-
scriptions of the patrons of the arts supplying a
sufficient fund, more than twenty painters are at
-present employed to enrich the gallery. I have
visited it several times with great pleasure ; andas
I know almost the whole of Shakespear by heart,
1 easily conjecture the subject of the pxctures,
without requiring any explanation. I am parti-
colarly well pleased with the works of Mr.
Fuseli, a native of Switzerland, and an old
friend of Lavater’s.* He particularly excels in
painting the fantastical, or enchanted scenes of

* Tn their youth theyA both became enamoured of the same
"woman; and Lavater geuerously sacrificed his love in favour
of his friend. Fuseli afterwards went to Italy, and devoted
himself to the Art of Painting; and there he seems to have

forgotten his friend ; but Lavater always spoLe of him with the
warmth of affection..

Shakespear,
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that the London smoak has blackened it from top
to bottom. '

On entering the church my conductor advised
me to place myself in the centre, exactly under
the cupola, and here I remained a considerable
time viewing this superb work; but ‘my reflec-
tions and sensation were very different from what
you probably would imagine. 5 What,”’ thought
1, «are all our cupolas, when compared with
* the grand cupola of the heavens® And How
¢ much labour and talents are required to produce
such insignificant things as the most magnifi-
cent structure reared by the hand of man!
What'is art but the puny ape of nature, when
she vainly strives to emulate her majestic subli-
mity and grandeur.” Inthe meantime my Cice-
rone who was shewing me the arcades, and other

3

3

3

"

ornaments, directed my attention to the paintings
in the cupola, pointed to the organ, and the co- |
lumns of the gallery, wonderi ing that no sound |

of admiration escaped my lips.  In the choir there

is a throne for the Bishop of London, and a seat |

for the Lord-Mayor. Suddenly such heavenly
music began, that I no longer thought of seeing,
but instantly became all ear. The singers were’
beauriful boys in white; to me they seemed angels,
and their sacred strains penetrated” my whole soul. '

“Phene
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that it looked more like a heathen temple than 2
christian church ; the architect in vain contend-
ed against this prejudice; he was obliged to sub-
mit, and drew another plan of the intended
edifice. ;

The Tower was formerly the palace, where the
kings of England resided; but at last was con-
verted into a state prison. It contains the royal
miat, an armory, and a menagerie of wild beasts.
The crown jewels are likewise kept here.

I had a short time before been reading Hume’s
history, and on entering the Tower, the long series
of princes, who had either languished here in
confinement, or suffered a cruel death ; arose be-~
fore me. The English history abounds witl
deeds of shame and horror. I may safely
venture to assert, that more victims have been |
sacrificed to civil discord in Fngland than in any
other country of Europe. Protestants and catho-
lics alternately murdered e€ach other ; the repub-
licans rose in arms against the royalists, and the
royalists against the republicans ; and each party
and sectin their turn massacred their opponents.
How many virtuous patriots, how many wise
statesmen and ministers have fallen under the axe
of the executioner! With what bitterness of heart,
with what extravagance of opinions, is almost

cyery
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every page of the British annals disgraced! The
book drops out of the reader’s hand, and it is im-
possible to love the English while one is perus-
ing their history.  What parliaments! the Roman
Senate under Caligula, was scarcely so corrupt,
Cromwell owed his greatness not so much to his
talents, as to his low and treacherous cunning,and
to the fanaticism of the age, in which he lived.
The speeches which he pronounced in parliament,
are replete with nonsense and absurdity : he loses
himself in a multitude of unmeaning words, for
the purpose of saying nothing. It is only men
of little souls, who have recourse to such con-
temptible subterfuges; but if the speeches, and
writings of Cromuwell, ave all e:ﬁpty, and void of
sense ; it must be allowed, that the opposite qua-
lities eminently distinguish the \-';'ritings of his
Secretary, the celebrated Milton, whom his divine
poem, his reputation, and the genqral esteem of all
ranks saved from the gallows, when Charles the
second wa’s restored to the throne of his father.

They first shewed us the wild beasts, and then
alarge room, containing the trophies of the vic-
tory of the English fleet, over the invincible
Spanish ‘armada. The sight of these various
kinds of flags and weapons, is a very interesting
oue to me. I thought of Philip, and of Elizabeth

‘ i 3 of
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—of the proud humility of the former, and of the
modest greatness of the latter. 1 thé;xgh( of the .
interesting moment, when the duke of Sidonia
prostrated himself before his sovereign, and in-
formed him of the destruction of his fleet; and
the latter graciously held out bis hand to him,
with these words, * it was the will of God!” 1
thought of the enthusiasm of the citizens of
London, and the soldiers, when Eligabeth came
among them like a propitious divinity, and said
to them, ¢ fiiends do not forsake me, and your
¢ country.” To which they unanimously re-
plied; “we are determined to die for thee, and

¢ to save our country "’ Like the Spanish arma-
da, all the great armaments in ancient and mo-
dern times, have ended in shame and destruction.
God works mighty wonders by the hands of the
weak. There a small band of Greeks, defeats |
thc‘innumerablq host of the Persians; here the
Dutch fishermen, and the shepherds of the Alps,
annihilate well appointed armies.—Here Venice,
and Prussia, contend alone against all Europe,
and force their enemies to agree to honourab]e
terms of pacification. : &
We then went into thearmory; a beauuful and |
yet a terrific sight.  The walls, and pillars, are
covered with resplendent weapons of war : a hun-
: dred
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aged by fire, there remain only a few unconnect-

ed parts, among which, a large hall, particularly

deserves to be mentioned, the cieling being paint-
ed by Rubens. Here likewise we were shewn
the window, whence the unfortunate ‘Charles I.
came out upon the scaffold. In the place where

he lost his life, stands a marble statue of James II.

with his finger pointing to the spot where his
father was executed. : Bl

The admiralty, the Mansion House, or palace
of the lord mayor, and the Bank, must likewise be
reckoned among the largest and most magnifi-
«cent buildings in London; Somerset house, how-
ever, surpasses them all in stateliness, and extent;
for though it be not yet finished, it resembles a

small town. It is built in a grand and beautiful

style of architecture, and contains many of the

_ public offices.  The most distinguished among
the houses, belonging to individuals, are those of
the dukes of Bedford, and Devonshire, and of the
Earl of Cliesterfield, and Carlton house, the pa-
lace of the prince of Wales, which however, does
not give us a very exalted idea of the taste of the
owner, or rather of the architect who built it.
The other houses of London, are almost without
exception, small, and nowise remarkable with
respect to external appearance:

** dshall
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eagerly rushing by one another, fly, with the ra-.
pidity of lightning; towards the goal, seize the
flag, and fall senseless to the ground. How charm..

ing to see the winged coursers, which, Tike Pega- |

sus, scarcely touch the ground with their lioofs !
And then to.contemplate the faces of the specta-
tors and participaats, where hope and fear—and
then again hope and rapture, or despair; are al- ;
ternatcly so strongly depicted. But while we.
were thus amusing ourscl‘vEs, while én fancy we
were already joining the innumerable crowd in.

applauding the victor, judge how great was our

disapp’oir\ltmem, when we found that we had ar-
rived too late, and that all was over, Wae laugh-.
ed at one another, and went to see Windsor Pa-~
lace; it standspon an eminence which rises gra.
dnally, and almost impcrceptibly; but there is'a
most extensive and charming prospect from the
castle; on one side we see a plain, where the |
majestic Thames winds his course through groves ]

and thickets; and on the other, a mountain co- |

vered with wood. The Princesses were walking
on the terrace, in a simple white dress and straw
hats, and with sticks in their hands; so that they
looked more like shepherdesses than the daugh-
ters of a king. Some of them were playing and
running about, and one calling out to the other, .
' ~ ; o Sister |
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fall' of St. George, and of the Knights of the-
garter, is large, and built in a beautiful style of

“architeeture ; in the oval of the cieling, there is-
a picture of Charles IL. in the robes of the order,.
and behind him allegorical female figures, repre~
senting the three kingdoms of England, Scotland,,.
and Ireland, over which Abundance and Religion.
hold a crown; Monarchy is likewise personified:
here, and Learning, Religion,and Eternity:—]Jus-
tice, Valour, Moderation, and Deliberation, are
driving away Treason, and Rebellion. In an oc~
tagon at the side of the throne, under the cross of
8t. George, which is incircled with Cupids, and
the garter, stands the motto Hony soit, quimal y
pense!  As at Versailles every thing reminds.
the spectator of Louis XIV. so every thing here
reminds me of Charles II.. a monarch however,.
whose memory is not very dear to the English.
patriats:

In Windsor Park. |
UNDER the shade of the high oaks of Wind-
sor park, lulled by the song ofithe birds, the mur-
muring of the Thames, and the gentle susurrations:
of: the wind among the branches ; I passed seve-
ral

‘e
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ral hours in sweet forgetfulness:—TI did not sleep!
but I dreamt—rapturous and melancholy dreams,—

Delightful visions, and hopes. of the youthful
¢ heart, will ye ever be realized ? is the vivacity
with which I now feel them, perhaps a pledge
that my fond wishes will one day be fulfilled ?—
or shall I, with all my claims to happmess, shall
1 know it only in dreams? shall I see only afar
off, like the distant lightning piercing through
the dark clouds, and at the close of my life eg.
claim ¢ alas I have not lived!”

Iam in a melancholy mood, but how pl'easing
is this pensive sadness ! youth is indeed the most
charming period of our existence ; our creative
imagination then paints futumy in the gayest co-
lours,  Every thing seems possible, and nothing
at a distance. Love and glory, the two idals
of a heart of sensibility, stand near us, behind'a
thin transparent veil of gauze, and hold out their
hands to heap their choicest gifts upon us. The
heart beats high with ardent expectation, and
loses itself in. wishes, enjoying the ideal happi-
ness of futurity, more than.even reality itself.

But alas ! too soon the bloom of youth fades
away; experience ‘dries up the heart, and teaches
how difficult it is to reach the bowers of happiness,

\. j though.
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thongh on first commencing our cafeer, it ap-
peared so very easy; we see that fancy gave a
false] lustre to the pleasures of life, threw-a veil Jo
over its pains and defects. The season of youth T
hath passed away, Love, like the sun has va-
nished beneath the horizon, leaving nothing in the’
heart but pleasing melancholy recollections:—a
tender longing, not unlike the sensation we feel
,on parting with our dearest friends, when we do
not expect to see them again on this_side the
giave, succeeds to the passion of love. Andas
for glory, which is said to be the last consolation
of a heart dilacerated by love, it too like the
rose of love, has its thorns, its delusions, and its §.
pangs ; how few have been rendered happy by ¥
it. The first gleam of success awakens the hy-
dras of envy and malignity, which pursue you;
with their hisses to the grave, and even spit their
venom upon your bier, Our life may be distin- |

guished into two epochs; the one of hope, the
other remembrance: till he arrive ata certain age, |
man in the pride of his hope, looks only into fu-
turity, fondly flattering himself there, there a lot
worthy of my heart, awaits me. Present losses
affect him but little ; while through the dim mist
of futurity he fancies he can espy an inexhaustible |
fund of enjoyment, which will amply indemnify
him ; >
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him; but when the fire of youth burns 1essﬁerce¥y, 3
when his self love a hundred times thwarted and
offended, involuntarily subsides into sober discre-
Tton; when after having been a hundred times
deceived, he at length begins to listen with less
I Yﬁrplicit faith,to the flattering’ whispérs of hope
and ambition ; then he indignantly turns from
the visions of futurity, to the days that are gone
by, and endgavours w supply the happiness of*
deceived expectations, by a few pleasing recol-
lections, and consoles himself with this ihought:
Ali then truly lived in Arcadia '—and now pro-
perly, appfeciates present enjoyments; a fine day,
anagreeable walk, an interesting book, the con-
versation of a friend, and even the earesses of his
faithful dog, who has not deserted him like his
fluttering mistress draw tears of joy and gratitude
from his eye ;—and now the death of a favourite
bird fills his heart with the bitterness of grief.
Where these two epochs nearly border upon
one another, the eye cannot see, and the heart
cannot feel. When I was in Switzerland, I one
day walked forth into the fields at sun rise, seve- -
ral people who met ‘me, salated me with a
“ good morning sir!”’ 1 insensibly lost myself
in reveries, and what farther happenéd to me, I
know not; but suddenly a friendly good evening
Sir,
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sir; restored me to a state of self-recollection 3—
I looked up, and was astonished to find that the
sun had already set:—even so is it with the life ;:
-of man,—first it is said of us, ¢ how young®he
¢ is!*> and then all at once, “ how old he is!”

London, July, 1790.

THIS morning I set out with two of my coun.
trymen, on an expedition to Greenwich. We |
hired a boat, the day was fine, and our hearts
were void of care. ' We passed under the majestic -
bridge, and between the innumerable ships moor- A
¢d on each side of the Thames, the various views '
of which are highly entertaining to the eye of a
stranger ;—we conversed about various subjects,

. and among others about the invention of money,
which works so many miracles, and contributes
somuch to render life useful, and agreeable. A
piece of gold, or what is still more wonderful, |
a bit of paper, which is sent from Moscow to |
London, gives me as it were the talisman of some
powerful wizard; power over men and things;
I wish, and instantly my wishes are gratified, 1

say do this, and it is done. Every thing seems
to wait my commands. I take a fancy to visit
e Greenwich;; |
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Greenwich; and at the sight of the shining
pieces of metal, the haughty English forget their
pride, and gladly obey my orders. The Thames

% foams under their oars, and I have the pleasure ‘
of viewing the manifold scenes of nature, and of
shuman industry.  Thus passed the time, imper-

ceptibly away, till we arrived at Greenwich.
The first thing that attracted our attention was
the object of our excursion, the Royal Hospital
of Greenwich, where grateful England bestrews
with flowers the old age of her naval heroes, the
supports of her power and glory. Few Kkings
have so beautiful a habitation as these brave ve-
terans. This magnificent structure consists of
two palaces, separated in front by an open place,
but joined at the back by a colonnade and the go-
vernor’s house; behind which there is an exten-
sive park. ‘The brave old invalids may see, from
their terrace, the ships sailing by on the Thames.
What pleasing recollections must not this awaken
in their minds! Thus they formerly ploughed
the waves with an Anson, or a Cook. And on
the other hand, the seamen on board of the ships,
who sce these veterans enjoying tranquillity and
case in their old age, will feel their hands and
hearts invigorated by the consolatory thought,
when they reflect: ¢ Therea safe portis prepared
YOL. 1L AA “ for
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¢ for my declining years: our country is grate-
¢ ful, and will not fo‘rget us after we have devoted
¢ the days of our strength to her service.”

The interior decorations of the Hospital have -
almost all a reference to navigation, Atthe door |
stand two globes ; and there is a mariner’s com-
pass in the cupola of the great hall. = Here Eurus
descends from the East, and drives away the
morning-star; there Auétel', surrogxnded with
dark clouds and lightning, pours down torrents of
rain. Zephyr bestrews the earth with vernal flow-
ers; and Boreas, with his dragon-wings, scatters
hail and snow around; here are seen the English
flag adorned with trophies, and the principal rivers
of Britain loaded with treasures; there are the por-
traits of the most ‘celebr'ated ‘astronomers, whose
labours have unproved the art of navigation.

The names of the worthy patriots who contri-
buted towards the fund for building the hospital,
are recorded on the walls in letters of gold, and
among them is the picture of William the Third,
whose memory is still so dear to the English na-
tion. He is represented as. treading Arbitrary
Power and Tyrapny under foot. Under several .
paintings, mostly allegorical, we read the follow-
ing inscriptions: Anglorum spes magna—Sa-
{us publica—Securitas publica. :

4 s Each




267

Each of us was obliged tp pay a few shillings
for permission to look about us here; but we gave
it with pleasure, as they were to be applied to the
j use of so excellent an establishment. :

You probably recollect the happy reply which

our Peter the Great made to William the Third,
when the latter asked him what pleased him most
inEngland. *“To find,” said the Czar, ¢ the
“hospital fpr invalid seamen resemble a pa-
“lace, and your Majesty’s palace a hospital.”
" In England there is much that descrves com-
mendation; but above all, the public institutions,
which are so many speaking proofs of the bene-
'ﬁcent wisdom of the government.  Salus publica
scems indeed to be their motto, and it is not with-~
out reason that the English love their country.

Greenwich is a handsome town; Queen Eli-
zabeth was born here. Having dined at a coffee-
house, we took a walk in the park, and then re-
turned by water to London, where we arrived at
ten o’clock in the evening, and entered—the ha-
bitation of a Fairy or a Sorcerer.

Imagine to yourself long alleys—and whole
j8toves  superbly illuminated—galleries, colon-
nades, pavillions, niches, most beautifully painted,
and adorned with the busts of eminent men: in
the midst of the green bushes, illuminated trium-

AA2 phal
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phal arches, under which music resounded—on
every side an innumerable multitude of persons
of both sexes—every where tables spread for a
feast. My eyes, overcome with the splendour of
the scene before me, sought a place of darkness
to repose on; I accordingly stepped into a nar-
row covered walk, and I was informed that they
called this the Walk of the Druids. 1 proceeded
farther, and discovered by the light of the moon,
and the reflection of the distant lamps, a wilder-

ness, and a number of small hillocks, which’

they call the Roman Camp: here is a grove of

cedars and cypresses. On an eminence standsa

marble statue of Milton; and farther on there is

an obelisk and a Chinese garden—but I returned |

to the orchestra.
You will guess that I am speaking of Vauxhall;

an English invention which is warthy of an en-

lightened and wealthy people, and which they

have in vain endeavoured to imitate and rival in
other countries.

The orchestra generally plays favourite airs of
the English; and some of the best actors and
actresses of the London theatres sing here; and
the auditors frequently throw money to them, as
a sign of their approbation, =

Suddenly

—
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Suddenly I heard the sound of a bell, and saw
every body flocking towards one spot; I likewise
hastened thither without knowing why. A cur-
tain was drawn up and we saw the following
words, displayed in letters of fire: * Tuke care
“ of your pockets;” for on such occasions the
pick-pockets are most busily employed. We
then saw a transparent painting, representing a-
rural scene—it is pretty enough, but certainly not
worth the ‘roub]e of being almost squeezed to
death to get a sxght of it.

Vauxhall is frequented by people of every rank
and condition, lords and footmen, ladxeg, and girls
of easy virtue. Someare actors, and other's’nlere-
ly spectators.

The subjects of - the paintings in the gallernes
are taken chiefly from Shakespear, and the Eng-
lish history.  In the large rotunda, to which the
orchestra is transferred in ramy weather, all the
walls are covered with mirrors, so that one sees °
his image reflected on every side.

About cleven o’clock many parties began to
Sup in the pavilions. Never before had I secn
§0 many persons at table—it was, assuredly the

greatest feast at which I had ever been present.

Vauxhall is two English miles distant from
London, and is open every evening during the
AA3 summer
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summer season. Towards morning I returned to
my lodging, highly satisfied with the entertain.
ment of the preceding day.

During summer the little theatre, in the Hay=
market, only is open; but here many of the best
actors, belonging to the Drury-lane and Covent-
garden company, are engaged; the house isusually
quite full. I saw here Shakespear’s Hamlet; but
I should rather wish that I had not seen it: these
players merely speak, but do not act—their dress
is ‘generally improper, and the scenic decorations
are indifferent. Hamlet wore a black coat in
the Frenth fashion, with his hair tied in a thick
club, and a blue ribbon.  The queen wore a hoop
petticoat, and the king a Spanish cloak. Li-
very-servants came upon the stage during the act~ |
ing, to shift the scenery, &c. How much better -
they manage these things at the theatres in Paris!
My anger was kindled against the actors, but
more on Shakespear’s account than my own; and !
I wondered at the patience of the audience, whose
devout attention nothing could disturb. Fhere
was not much clapping; but the scene which met
with the greatest approbation was—the grave-dig-
gers! Indeed nothing engaged my attention ex-

- cept Ophelia, represented by a beautiful and well-
dressed actress, who performed her paxt ina very
fecting
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affecting manner, especially in the scenes where
she appears in a state of madness. She put me
in mind of Dugazon, in Nina. I likewise saw
the opera of Inkle and Yarico, which was acted -
incomparably better than Hamlet; and a few co=
medies which were productive of a good deal of
laughter. The tragic powers of Mrs. Siddons
are highly spoken of; but at present she is not in
London. :

I was infinitely better pleased with the Italian
_ Opera; I feard a Marchesi and a Mara sing in
Andromache. What a heavenly music! The af-
fecting duet, ¢ 2uando mat, astri. tiranm, ¥c.
still thrills in my ears. '

London, July, 1790.

THIS morning I met, not far from Cavendish-
square, anold blind beggar, who was led about
by—a dog. The animal stopped, and fawningly
licked my feet; at the same time the old man said
to me, in a low weak voice, ¢ Good Sir, I am
“ poorandblind.” I gave himatrifle; he thank=
ed me, pulled the string to which the dog was
fastened, and this faithful guide immediately pro-

ceeded forward. I followed them, and was pleas-
3 : ed
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ed to observe with whatsagacity and care the dog
conducted his blind master in the middle of
the pavement, as far as possible from all holes and*
obstruction.  He frequently halted, and fawned
and wagged his tail at those passing by-—but with
a certain degree of discrimination, as if he under-
stood something of physiognomy ; and he was
seldom mistaken, for most of these to whom he
-addressed himself, gave something to the beggar.
I followed them through several streets; and at
last the dog stopped near a woman, who was in- |
deed no l()ﬂgér young, but looked tolerably well

for her years. = She was dressed in a very wretch-

ed garb, and sang a ballad in a plaintive voice, ac-

companying herself on a lute. A pretty little

boy, who was likewise very badly dressed, stood

at her side, hplding some puinted papers in his

hand. As soon as he saw the beggar he ran up

to him, and saluted him, The old man thanked

him, and immediately inquired after his mother;

¢ How charmingly she sings! I always listen to

* her with pleasure.” The boy then began to play

with the dog, and the beggar in the mean time en-

tered into conversation with the woman. She re-

peated her song, and in passing I threw a few half- -

pence into her lap: on observing this the boy

came up to me with grateful mien, éng gave me

- one
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one of his papers; it was the ballad sung by his
mother, and contained nothing but a pious appeal
to Christians; but, my friends, if youhad heard
the woman sing it, you would, like me, have
shed tears in reading it.

London, July, 1790.

LAST pight I slept in a coach.—At exght n
* the evening I set out with a party of my country-
men to Ranelagh. We were on foot, and that
we might not arrive too late—Ranelagh being
two English miles distant from my lodging in
Oxford-street—we rather ran than walked.

| About ten o’clock we entered a large round hall,
very beautifully illuminated, in’which loud
music resounded. In the summer season the
fashionable world assemble at Ranelagh. Round
the hall there are two rows of boxes, where one
may drink tea, and view the multitude of people
in the rotunda, going round, and round in a cir-
ce. After tea we went into the garden, in
which splendid fireworks were exhibited. We
were much pleased with this spectacle; we
were much incommoded, however, by the sparks
which covered us from head to foot. When we
returncd to the rotunda, I sat down in one of the -
boxes,
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“boxes, by the side of an old gentleman, who
whistled like uncle Toby, but did not otherwise
interrupt my reflections on the multitude conti-
nually passing before my eyes. = Perhaps the
great number -of candles might dazzle my eyes:
but it seemed to me that I had never before seen
so many handsome women and men, assembled
together, as.in this place : such a sight is certain-
ly very interesting. Unluckily I had a violent
head-ach, and was obliged to leave my compani.

ons. - With much difficulty I found a hackney

coach, and having directed the coachman to
drive to my lodgings, I soon fell asleep; when I
awoke the coach was sténding before the‘doorof
the hotse, and in looking at my watch, I was as-
tonished to find italready 5 o’clock in the morn~
ing, I asked the coachman the cause of this delay,

and was informed by him, that he had been obliged

to stop at one place, his coach being entirely hem-
med in by the great multitude of carriages which
blocked up the road.

London, July, 1790,
THIS morning I visited the British Muscum,
where among other curiosities, I saw the original
of the celebrated Magna Charta. This contract
. of

’
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of the people with their king, was made in the
13th century; the barons having forced king John
tosignit, and it has continued to the present time,
the ground work of the British constitution. At
that period, when the rest of Europe was still im-
mersed in the grossest barbarism, the kings of
England already had secured their subjects from
the abuse of arbitrary power.  Security of pro-~
perty, and it’he prbtection of the law are the two

. great advantages which were confirmed to the

English in the Magna Charta.

From the British Museum, I weat tothe East-
India housé, and reviewed with astonishment
their immense warehouses: A company of mer-

| chants possesses rich, and extensive tracts of

country, and even whole kingdoms, appoints
governors, and other commanders, maintains

large armies, wages 'war, and makes treaties of

peace; truly that is s-ingular]—-the affairs of the
East-India ‘company are under the nanagement
of 24 directors, one of whom acts as president.’
The goods imported by them are all sold by pub-
lic auction, and although they supply almost all
Europe, with East-India merchandize, and re-
ceive:millions in return, yet so exorbitant are their
expences, that they are burthened with a debt to
avery considerable amount. There is then, more
¢ honour
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honour than profit in this undertaking ; but then
it must be gwned, that the wholesale English
merchant need not envy any person in Europe,
whatever be his rank, :

London, August, 17g0.

THE banks of the Thames are very beautiful,
they might be called flower-beds ; fO{ in spite of .
the eternal mists which hang over England, Flora
reigns here in all her splendour. How pleasant
are the small cottages, covered to the very roof
with foliage and flowers, or embowered in the
shade of high and spreading trees, through which
scarcely a ray of sunshine can penetrate !

But 'tis the picture of uncorrupted manners,
and of domestic happiness, which one sees in
these villages, that parucularly delights me.
Many of the wealthy citizens of London, pass
the summer in the country, and every Sunday I
go to a neighbouring village, where I attend
divine service, and hear a good moral sermon, in
Yorick’s popular manner. It gives me much
pleasure to contemplate the contented ' faces of |
fathers and husbands, who seem to be addressing
their ardent prayers to heaven, only for the pre-
servation of what they already possess. The -
" mothers

>
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mothers are surrounded by their children ;—never
did I see such fine children, with complexions
like milk and blood—all litle Emilius’s and So-
| phias. From church every family yeturns to
their garden, which with a slight sketdh of ima-
gination, one might easily fancy to be recesses in
‘Milton’s Paradise; only that luckily no scdu\cing
serpent is to be found in them. The affectionate

- wife walksshand in hand with her.beloved part-
ner; and no volatile airy fop, or cicisbeo flutters -
around her. Ina word an old batchelor could
not possibly refrain from a sigh, at the sight of
the beautiful sprightly children, and the chaste
discrect mother. Yes my dear friends, in this
country the women are chaste and modest; and
of course their husbands must be happy. Here
the happy couple live only for one another, and
not for the world, Though this be more parti-
cularly the case with respect to the middling
classes of society ; yetitis true, likewise, that an
English Lord, and Duke, knows nothing of the
incessant dissipation, which seems to be the very
element of our fashionable world. A ball or con-
cert 1s here so rare éphenomenon, that even the
newspapers speak of them; but among us it is
aa inviolable custom, to be either continually out

~ @ visiting or to receive company at home. The
VOL, III. BB Englishman
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Englishman on the contrary looks for happiness

at home, and rarcly wishes to have witnesses of |

his domesnc felicity. And what are the conse-

quences “.¢ ?of this continual gadding about?

Fashxonaﬂﬁ ladies, who are always upon the pub-
lic stage, are anxious only to acquire theatri-

cal virtues ; to dress with taste, to walk with an |

enchanting step, to ogle and smile witha winning

grace, is the only merit, the attainmexy of _wyich g
is thought worth aiming at by such ladies as are
always in company, and only sleep and dress at |

home. To-day there is a supper, to-morrow a
ball ;—the dancing continues till morning ; can
it then be expected, that domestic duties should

on the following day engage their attention? Not ﬁ

so the English ladies; educated for a domestic
life, they early acquire the inclinations and habits
which render even solitude agreeable, and cf
course become good wives, and good mothers.

If I step into a house here, in the. e morning, Iam

sure to find the mistress of it, engagcd in some
occupation ; either sewing or knitting, or read-
ing some instructive book, playing on the piano-

forte, or drawing, or instructing her children,.

fondly looking forward to the hour, when her
consort returns from the counting-house, and the
exchange, or comes out of his study, and smiling.

® exclaius

i

—
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London, dugust, 1790, ;
IN the Literature of the English, as well as in

their character, there are many particulars, which

inseveral instances render it inimitable.  Britain -

is the native country of descriptive poetry, in
which the Germans, and the French, are merely
the imitators of the English, who in thcir.pictures
of nature, know how to embellish t}‘le minutest

traits, Thomson’s Seasons are yet wnigue in |
their kind. They are indeed a true mirror of |

nature; Saint Lambert it is true, pleases the
French better, but to me seems like a Parisian
ZLlegant, who makes an excursion from town to
his villa, where he views nature from his win-
dow, and then writes fine verses upon iti—
Thomson on the contrary, is like a Scotch hunter
who with his gun on his shoulder, passes his
whole life in the fields and woods, and occasion-
ally reposing upon some hill or rock, draws with
2 light hand and a clear-sighted eye, a sketch of
the surrounding scenery.  Saint Lambert is an
agrecable guest of nature; but Thomson is her
domestic friend, and kinsman. . The' English
poets arc distinguished by a certain simplicity,
not unlike that which pleases so much in Homer.
In their poems reigns a soft melancholy, which

. flows

.
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flows rather from the heart, than the ima<
gination, and they are distinguished by a singular
but pleasing wildness and extravagance, which,
as in an English garden, delights to bring a thou-
sand unexpected objects before our eyes. Mil-
ton’s description of Adam and Eve, and Dryden’s
Ode on St. Cecilia’s Day, are undoubtedly the
most beautiful flowers of English poetry. Mil-
ton’s Subhme Poem, however, as is well known,
was for a long time neglected or held in little
estimation; till Addison’s criticism in the Spec-
tator, held it up to general admiration.
- In dramatic poetry the English do not possess
any thing of note, except the works of one wri-
ter; but then this writer is the immortal Ska/e-
Spear, and the English are rich in this depart-
ment of literature.

It requires not the genius and wit of Voltaire,

to direct the shafts of -ridicule against the weak
_ parts of Shakespear: a very common portion of

understanding is sufficient for this purpose. Bat
such as are incapable of fecling the great beauties
with which Shakespear abounds, are too despica-
ble antagonists to enter the lists with. In fact,
most of the critics of Shakespear may be com-
pared to wanton boys, who in the streets surround

2 BB 3 . a man
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. man in a foreign garb, and make sport of his
strange appearance. %

Every author bears the statnp ofihe age hehved
in.  Shakespear courted the approbation of his
contemporaries, and therefore gave way to their
prevailing taste. That which then seemed re-
plete with wit and humour, is now tedious and
vepugnant to our feelings; this isthe natural con-
sequence of the progress of taste and refinement,
which not even the greatest genius cafl foresee or -
calculate upon, But every man of first-rate ta._,;
lents, though obliged in some respects to humour
the prejudices of the times, builds, nevertheless,
for posterity. Local and conventional beauties
vanish; but whatever is founded upon the human
heart, and the immutable nature of things re-
mains, and retains its force in Homer as well as
in Shakespeare. © The greatness and truth of cha-
Tacter, an interesting development of events, the
deep insight into the recesses of the human heart,
and the sublime ideas which we meet with in the
works of the British Dramatist, will ever act with
irresistible force upon persons of sensibility. Ido
not know any other poet who possesses such an
all-comprehensive, fertile, and inexhaustible ima-
gination, as Shakespear. Every species of poetry

s




283

is to be found in his works. Heis the darling
son of the Goddess Fancy, who seems to have
surrendered to him her magic wand, the wonder-
working power of which he displays every step
he takes in her wild enchanted garden.

The modern English tragedians aim atstrength
of expression ; but in fact, the contrary quality
distinguishes their works, in which we indeed
meet with Shakespearian bombast, but look in
vain for SBakespear’s genius. In their represen-
tations of the passions, they almost always over-
step the bounds of nature and truth; but perhaps
this may be owing to the drowsy phlegmatic Eng-
lishmen’s being but little affected by what is com-
mon and true, so that it requires something un-
common, marvellous, and terrific, to make anim-
pression upon their sluggish minds. At least it
would seem, that without thunder and lightning,
murders and funerals, crimes and phrenzy, it is
impossible to fix theirattention. Delicate touches
even by the pencil of a master remain unnoticed;
and the soft noiseless tones, sighed forth from a
tender impassioned heart, produce no effect upon
a London audience.

Addison’s celebrated tragedy is good only in
the scenes where Catospeaksand acts; the other
scenes, and especially the love scenes, are into-

ST a lerable.
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London, August, 1790:

THIS evening, when I rung the bell of my
little study, there appeared, instead of Jenny,
who is not remarkable for personal attractions, a
beautiful young girl about seventeen years of age.
I was at a loss what to think of it, and looked at
hc&:mhout saying a word. At last she asked
me, with a curtsey, and her cheeks suffused with
a deep blush, what I pleased to want: She like-
wise informed me, that, this being Sunday, Jenuy
| had been permitted to take a walk out of town,
and had requested her to supply her place at home
Y for a few hours. I asked her name? ¢ Sophia.”

I Her rank in life? ¢¢ Servant at a lodging-house.”

Her avocations and amusements? ¢ Work and a
“ good book.” Her hopes and expectations ?
“To save a few guineas and then return to her
“poor father, at her native place in Kent.” So-
phia brought me tea,and poured it out; after much
entreaty on my: part, she drank a cup herself, but I
could not prevail upon her to sit down; and she
blushed at every word, however much I was on
my guard to say nothing in the least 1mpropr_r.
I was astonished to find how fluently I conversed
with her; the proper words and expressions spon-
taneously occurring to me without any effort, so

, : 4hat
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that I'am confident, if I conversed every day with
the charming SOp_hia, I should, in the course of
a month, learn to speak English as well as the

most eloquent of the parliamentary orators. I 7
own it, my dear friends, that the Englishwomen, |

even those of inferior rank, are very lo'veiy;'
The Sunday is here a day of peculiar holiness

and solemnity: even the poorest day-labourer ab-

stains from work; all shops and warehouses are
shut, the Exchange is empty; none of the thea-
tres is open, and nowhere is the ear cheered with
the sound of music, Every body goes to church;
and many, whom business detains in town all the

week, hasten into the country. - The public|
walks swarm with well-dressed persons; eventhe |

poorest mechanic making on this day as decent
an appearance as his circumstances will permit.
- What the guinguettes are at Paris, the tea-
gardens are at London; the landlords provide
‘punch, tea, butter, and cheese, for their custom-
ers. Here the young chambermaids appear in all
their finery, to look out for lovérs and husbands,

or to see their friends and acquaintances: here |
they treat one another, and collect anecdotes, and -

make obseivations, sufficient te farnish a fund of
conversation for all the ensuing week. Besides
male and female servants, one alse meets here

¢ withy
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with mechanies, merchants’-clerks, journeymen
apothecaries—in a word, such people as enjoy life
with some degree of taste. The decency and
stillness that reign in these gardens, make a plea-
sing impression upon the mind of a stranger, and
give him a favourable idea of the English cha-
 racter.  But how diametrically opposite will his
sentiments be, if he chance in the evening to pecp
down into the subterraneous tap-rooms and gin-
shops, where the refuse of the English populace
ate exhibiting a disgusting scene of outrageous
drunkenness, and gross debauchery. Thus it is
évery where in civil society: the good is at top
; and in the middle; but at the bottom—here we
turn aside from the nauseous sight ; for the lees
of good and of bad wine are equally disgusting.

On this occasion I cannot help remarking, that
in the evening | have met with more indications
of dissoiute morals in the streets of London than
even in Paris. Without entering into any farther
remarks on this disagreeable subject, of which
the less is said, the better; it may suffice to
mention, that one frequently sees among the un-
fortunate victims of libertinism, girls not more
than twelve years of age; and there are aban-
doned mothers who scruple not to sell their daugh-
lers to the procuresses.

B

I began
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I began this letter with innocence, and I close -

it with objects of horror and disgust. Wil you
forgive me, my lovely Sophia? et

London, August, 1790,

YESTERDAY I was at the tavern where the
partizans of Fox gave a treat to the clectors of
Westminster;- for there happens now to be an
election of the Members of Parliament.  West-
minster sends two representarives to the House of
Commons: one of the candidates, Admiral Hood,
is supported by the King’s Ministers; and the °
other, Mr. Fox, by the Opposition party. ~As IL’{
entered the tavern, I was obliged to drink a glass
of wine to Mr. Fox’s health. ~ The persons pre-
sent made a great noise and uproar, vociferating,
¢« Long live Fox! Fox for ever! Our wise and
¢ honest Fox! A fox only in name! but in fact
*¢ a true patriot, and the firm friend of the people |
¢ of Westminster !”

Farly this morning I set out with a party of my’
countrymen to Covent-garden, where the elec-
tion is held; with difficulty I forced my way
through the crowd to the hustings, or a tempo-
rary wooden booth, where the electors give their

votes.
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votes. The candidates had not yet arrived ; but
their fricnds. were busily employed in furthering
their interests; some of them made speeches to the
L people, waved their hats, and bawled out, ¢ Fox -
“ for ever ! Hood for ever I’ Here we saw men
with stars, and the insignia of knighthood, fami-
liarly shaking hands with taylors and coblers!
But all at once a little man negligently drest, and
whose extegnal appearance indicated nothing ex-
traordinary, came upon the hustings, and taking
off his hat, made asign that he intended to speak.
Silence imxhediatcly ensued, upon which the ora-
tor, after taking a few pinches of snuff, with
which his waistcoat was copiously bestrewed,
thus began :—¢¢ Fellow-citizens! True English
“ freedom has been long out of fashion; but I
“am an admirer of the principles of our ances-
“ tors, and love my country in the good old way.
“They tell you that the present day is the tri-
“ umph of your civil rights and liberties ; but can
“it with propriety be said, that you are actually
“in the possession or exercise of these rights,
“ when they propose to you to choose two Mem-
“ bers of Parliament out of only two candidates ?
“ They are already elected! The Ministry has
# coalesced with the Opposition, and both par ties
“ make sport of you.” Herehe again took a
VOL, 111, cc few
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few pinches of snuff; and the people exclaimed,
¢ That is true—they are only humbugging us!’
The orator then proceeded: ¢ Fellow-citizens !
“ Tor- the purpose of preserving your rights,
¢ which are dear to my heart, I propose my-
¢ self a candidate to represent you in Parliament.
¢¢ I foresee that I shall not be elected; but at
¢ least you will have had an opportunity of
¢ choosing out of a greater number of candidates.
« I am Horne Tooke : my name may probably
“ not be new to many of you, and it is well
“ known that the Ministers bear no very great
¢¢ affection towards me!’’> ¢ Bravo, bravo!’ ex-
claimed several of the electors; ¢ we will give
¢ him our votes.’ Q

An old dCCI'Cpld grey-headed man, who walked
upon crutches, then went up to Mr. Tooke—and
I heard the name of Wilkes repeated by several
of those around me.

You are acquainted with the history of this man,
who some time ago acted so conspicuous a part
in this country, boldly withstanding the ministry,
and even the Parliament, and thus became the idol
of the people. But notwithstanding his preten-
sions to patriotisw, he seems to have been chiefly.
influenced by self-interest ; and he shewed him-
self such a formidable antagonist of the govern-

ment, ‘
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ment, merely that he might force himself into a
lucrative place; and when he had succeeded, he
retired from the tumultuous stage of party strife.
He now addressed Mr. Tooke, to the following
purport: * My fiiend; with a trembling hand I
¢ inscribe your name in the list; and I shall die
¢ contented, if you be chosen the representative
“of this city!” Horne Tooke embraced him
without arey mark ot emotion—and took a pinch
of snuff!
. Mr. Horne Tooke was, in the time of the Ame-
rican war, parson of Brentford; and having writ-
ten some bitter invectives against the Court, was
thrown into prison. - But this has rlot tamed him;
and he still considers it an honour to stand for=
ward as the determined enemy of the ministry.
‘He is a good nervous speaker, and writes still
better than he speaks. By several of the literati
he is supposed to be the author of the celebrated
Letters of Junius.
- We now heard several people vociferating—
‘¢ Make room for the candidates! Make room for
“ the candidates!”” and immediately there ap-
peared a procession, preceded by flags bearing
the names of Fox and Hood, and the following
inscription: *¢ For our Country, fot the People,
* and the Constitation!”” After the flags follow-
’ cc2 : ed
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ed the friends of the candidates with cockades in
their hats, and last of all ‘the candidates them-
selves; Fox, a short thick man, about fortys
five years of age, with black hair and bushy eye-
brows, and a ruddy fresh complexion, dressed in
a blue frotk; Hood, a tall meagre man, about
fifty years of age, and dressed in the uniform of
an Admiral. They mounted the hustings, and
each of them made a speech to the pedple. The
election then commenced: the citizens went up
to the hustings to give their votes; this lasted
several hours. In the meantime a boy about
thirteen years of age, climbed up to the top of the

building, and called out, over the heads of the °

candidates, ¢ Fox for ever! and the devil take
¢ Hood!™ And ina momentafterwards, * Hood
t¢ for ever! and the devil take Fox!”? No one
reproved him, and even the candidates seemed as
if they did not hear him. - s

At last the names of the new—elccted members
were proclaimed. Hood and Fox had a majority
of votes: Horne Tooke only 200, but he, never-
‘theless, returned thanks to the people as well as
the successful candidates.. ¢ I should not have
« believed,” said he, ¢¢ that’ Westminster con-
* tained 200 patriots; but I -am convinced of- xt,
and I rejoice at it from my heart.”

They

{
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They now seated Fox.in a chair, ornamented
-with laurel, and carried him *home in triumph.
Flags waved over his head, martial music resound-
ed, and a thousand voices exclaimed, ¢ Huzza,
“and Fox for ever!”” , This is the fifth time that
Fox has been chosen Member of Parliament for
Westminster: no wonder, then, that he seemed
so much at kis ease in his triumphal chair; some-
times smiling, and then again contracting his
thick black eye-brows. Hood’s party likewise
proposed to chair him, but he declined that ho-
nour; and one of his friends remarked—‘* Our
 Admiral loves only naval triumph!”

I am now going to relate to you, my friends,
an occurrence of a very different kind. Mr. N.
lately came to England, as courier from Peters-
burgh. He i is rather advanced in years, yet, not-
withstanding his prominent belly, is continually
Alying from one country to the other, that he may
save a few ducats out of his travelling allowance,
to maintain his wife and family; you will not
blame him, then, when I inform you that he is of
a very economical turn, and would not purchase
here 2 new coat, but walked about the streets of
London in his “short blue uniform, a long red
waitcoast, and a skipper’s hat of black velvet.
,But the populace in this city is not remarkable

;- cc3 for
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for politeness ; the boys ran after him, called him
. a scare crow, vexed, and plagued him in a thou-
sand ways. We his countrymen, endeavoured
to persuade him fo dress himself like other peo-
ple, and at last gained a victory over his parsi-
mony. Mr. N - ordered a taylor to make
him a fashionable new frock, bought a' fine hat,
and gave us his word, that he would put on his
fine cloaths on the day of the W estminster elec-
tion—we called upon him in the m%rning, but
were astonished at the appearance he made. |
Over his new coat he had put ona thick blue
coat, and his hat was covered with a wax cloth,
to defend it from dust and rain; we tore—oﬁ:‘
both these safe-guards, assuring him that the sk"ygy
was serene, and that he need not be under any
apprehension of rain,—and then set out towards
Covent garden. Poor man, how much he is to
be pitied | the weather continued fine till about
5 o’clock, when we were returning home. Sud-
‘denly the sky was overcast, and it began to rain.
‘Our friend N immediatély hastened to take
shelter under a gateway, furiously venting his
‘imprecations against us ; we likewise stopped, and
i a short' time found ourselves surrounded by a
great number of people ; -a few moments after-
wards we observed our friend, who had entered
2 nto
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| into an animated conversation 'with ons of the
bye-standers, all. at once he turned pale and re-
mained immoveably fixed to the spot, as if he had
been changed into a statue.—Some pick-pocket
had stolen his purse, which he had been holding
with his hand in his pocket ; but in the heat of
conversation with his unknown neighbour, he
had inadvertently pulled his hand out of his pocket
in order to enforce his argument by an expres-
sive gestu‘re, and in two seconds his purse was
gone. Are you not astonished at the expertness
of the London thieves ? We had advised Mr. N—
to leave his money at home, but unluckily he
did not attend to our salutary counsel.

No where are the thieves so publicly tolerated
as in London. They lave their clubs, their ta-

“verns, and are divided into several classes, such as |
highwaymen, footpads, house-breakers, and pick=

pockets.  The English are not fond of a strict

PN

police, and would rather be robbed, than watch-

ed. But then they are generally very much up-
on their guard; they carry little money with
them, and do not willingly go out at night; espe-
cially irLthe city. We Russians once took it into
our heads, to drive to Vauxhall, about eleven
o’clock; when we got out of town, we observed
five" ill-looking fellows behind the coach; we

» ordered
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ordered the coachman to stop, and drive them
away, but considered it most prudent to return
to town : the villains would undoubtedly have
watched a fit opportunity to attack and rob us.
Another time Iand my fiiend D, put two
thieves to flight, ~ Walking one evening near
Richmond, we had lost our way, and wandered
to a wild spot near the Thames. It was near
midnight, and the weather stoxmy ; all at once
we espied two men sitting under a tre€. What
could they be doing there in the open fields, and
in the rain? It was natural for us to suspect them
of some evil design; but how should we act in
this emei'gency; at last we determined to save
ourselves by ashew of boldness, payer d’ audace
as the French say, and walked with a quick and-
firm step towards them.—They jumped up and
ran away. . :

In England they never puta person in prison
because he is suspected to be a thief; he must be
caught in the fact, and his guilt proved by wit-

nesses. Badly would it fare with any one who
should bring an accusation of theft without suffi-
cient legal evidence.

+London,
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London, August, 1790.

“WHEN a s[rangér sees how quict and domes-
tic a life the English Lords lead in the capital, he
Is at'a loss to guess in what manner they dispose
of their income ; but when he visits their country
seats, he will soon be convinced that even the'larg-
est revenue, may be insufficient to defray the ex-
pences of fnany of them : large palaces, extensive
gardens, horses, hounds, rural seats, these are
the obicéts upon which they profusely squander
their money The Russian nobility, ruin them-
selves in the capital, and by travelling; and the
Englishman at his country-house. ~A Lord who
comes to London, considers himself nearly as a
a traveller, and therefore thinks that it is unneces-
sary to mvxte guests, or glve entertainments. He
1s not ashamed to go in an old coat, and on foot
to dine with the Prince of W;ﬂes, or to ride upon
@ common hack: and ifa particular acquaintance
or intimate fiiend ‘happen to dine with him, the
‘entertainment con51sts at most of only five
dishes.

For many years past, the English have been n
the habit of visiting Italy, of buying up the rarest
and best productions of the arts, in ancient and

modern times. The gxandson adds to the collec~
thll
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tion of his grand-father, and works of art, which
were formerly the delight of the artists and con-
noisseurs in Italy, are now buried in his rural pa-
lace, where he guards them like the Golden fleece,
and the curious artist frequently wanders about
like another Jason in the labyrinths of the park,
looking in vain for the object of his research.

The following are the most beautiful of the
country-houses in the neighbourhood ef London,
which I had an opportunity of seeing.

The Belvedere of Lord Thurlow, where there
is a magnificient prospect of the surrounding
country, and of the Thames covered with innu-

merable ships. The house of the Earl of Mans- -

Jield, where there is a beautiful hall, which is
thought to surpass every thing of the kind in
England. The country seat of the Duke of De-
vonshire, which is perhaps the most considerable
building in England. It is situated between
dark rows of cedars. The chateau of the Dufke
of Dorset, in the midst of a wild park, where
there is a very beautiful hermitage in the gothic
style, and some well executed artificial ruins:
That of the Earl of Buckinghamshire, with very
pleasant groves of chesnut trees, and a beautiful

- grotto surrounded with odoriferous shrubs.  Sion
house belonging to the Duke of Northumber-

land,

|

«
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. land, noted for its large gardens, through which
. the river Thames flows. Lastly the country-seat
| of Lord Walpole, in the gothic style of architec-
' ture; - and of the Earl of Tilney, from the
terrace of which we had a beautiful view of a ri-
ver, canals, alleys, an uncultivated common, and
| woods; of Alderman Thomas, called naked
| beaut_y ; of Messts. Byng and Carew, where we
| aw oranggs trees an hundred years old, which are
i 2 great rarity in England.

. All these country houses contain rich collec-
tions of pictures, and other productions of the
. fing arts ; likewise green-houses and hot-houses,
4in which exotic plants from every quarter of the
| globe are preserved; and extensive ranges of sta-
{ Pling, where the horses are better lodged than
many of the poorer classes of human beings.
You have read Gullrver’s Travels, and will prob-
ably recollect that he came into a strange land,
where men were servants to-the horses, who
could not be persuaded to believe that there was
any country where the noble equine race were
subject to the cortemptible animal, called man.
It was not ¢ill I came hither, that I fully under-
stood this satire of Swift. His ridicule is aim-
ed against his countrymen, who treat their horses

like beloved friends. The swift footed race hor- -
’ 4 ses
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ses in England, are not indeed members of parlia- 1?
ment, but in other respects, they may without
flattery be consndel ed as the lords of the men.

The architecture of the country places, and
houses is in good style; taste seems to have been
scared sway from the capital, and to have taken
up herabode in the villages. g

The country round London, is beaunful in
every direction, but there are no good prospects
except at the top of high steeples, and eminen-
ces, for every thing, even fields and meadows,
are here inclosed, and which ever way we look
we see hedges, walls, and other fences.

The most delightful places are situated on the
banks of the Thames, and the finest prospects
are to be seen from Windsor and Richmond.—
Richmond, in ancient times the residence of the
English kings, is now undoubtedly the most
beautiful village in the world, and is justly called
the British Frascati; the palace and gardens are
inconsiderable, but the prospect from the hill, on
which Richmond rises in the form of an amphi-
theatre, is extraordinarily charming. The eye
follows the course of the Thames, as it winds for
many miles through fruitful plains, meadows,
woods and gardens : indeed the whole of the
adjacent country resemblesa garden ; whata glo-

* * rious



301

ricus spectacle at sunrise! between Richmond
‘and Kingstoa there is a large park, which cannot
| indeed be compared with that at Windsof, but
' which is however, considered to be one of the
best in"the kingdom. = From a hill in this park,
‘we likewise enjoyed an extensive, and delightful
prospect; we were told that twelve counties
‘might be seen from its summit.

The gajdens at Kew, which has been greatly
‘improved, and embellished, by the present king,
certainly does not deserve to have so much pains -
bestowed upon them. - The situation is low, so
as to afford no prospect :—the Chinese, Arabian,
Turkish, Roman, and Greek styles of architec-
ture, are here found. intérmixt; one now sees
2 Chinese pleasure house, and on proceeding 2
little farther, a Turkish mosque; and in another
part of the gardens, Greck or Roman temples.

_ From Richmond, I one day took a walk to
Twickenham, a neat pleasant village, where
Pope used to reside. This village contains a
- great number of handsome houses, but I thought
none of them worthy my attention, except that
which was formerly inhabited by Pope, and now
 belongs to Lord Stanhope. I saw his study, his
arm-chair, the tree incircled spot where he trans-
lated Homef; a grotto in which stands a mar-
VOL. HII - - Dn. . ble
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ble bust of him; and whence the Thames is
seen flowing by, and lastly a willgw a hundred
years old; under the shadow of which, the poet

was fond of sitting. I broke off a twig, and w

shall carefully preserve it for his sake. InTwick-
enham church stands the monument erected to
the memory of Pope, by his friend Dr. Warbur-
ton. It consists of a bust, with the following
epitaph under it, written by Pope himgelf.

Heroes and Kings! your distance keep,
In peace let one poor -poet.s.le_AeP, .
Who never flattered folks like yo’h —
Let Horace blush and Virgil too!

Ts that stricly true, Mr Pope ?

In the same church, lie the remains of the im-
mortal T%omson, but without monument o epi-
taph. : Fiyd i :

I likewise visited the ground near Barnet,

_where on an Easter-day, in the year 1471, a

bloody battle was fought, which decided the fate
of the house of York and Lancaster. A stone

pillar has been erected on the spot.

Atavillage called Bromley, I saw the ruins of 1

Cromwell’s Livuse.

The village of Charlton is remarkable, part-

#

ly ‘on account of its beautiful sitﬁa;ion,' and °

i . partly '
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partly on account of the Horn Fair, which is
annually held there.  All the inhabitants there
wear horns on their heads. It is said, that king
John being one day fatigued with the chace,
came to Charlton, and alighted at the house
of a peasant; the hostess a handsome young wo-
man, happened to please him, and he so plainly
discovered his inclinations before the husband,

that the latger in a fit of jealous rage, threatened

to kill him @ but when John made himself known,
the peasant became more civil ; and’ the king to
indemnify him for the uneasiness he had occasion-
ed him, gave the village of Charlton, on con-
ditian, that every one should wear horns at the
annual Fair: I leaveit to you to make your own

comments on this ridiculous custom.
Hampton-court, which was built by Cardinal
Wolsey, was formerly so magnificent a palace,
that Grotius calls it a fit habitation for the Gods,
two hundred and eighty gilded beds with silk
curtains, were constantly kept ready for the ac-
commodation of the guestss the table utensils
were of silver, and the drinking cups of go]d.
The English Richelieuw and Dubois—for Wolsey
In many respects resembled both these French
ministers, at Jast began to be apprehensive of the
rapacious jealousy of Henry the VIII. and made
DD 2 a present
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thing is covered with fogs, and with the smoke
and exhalations of pit- coal.  Seldom, vcry sel- -
dom do the bright rays of the sun penctrate
through the dense atmosphere: and what s life
without sunshine? An Ttalian once ‘wrote from
London to his friend in Naples: ¢ Give my com-

*¢ pliments to the sun; for it is a long time since
¢ 1 had the pleasure of secing him.”

The English winters are not, indeed, so cold as
ours; but then we have in Russia, daring the
winter season, the finest clearest days, such as are
seldom seen here even in summer. Is it to be
wondered at, then, if the English bear some re-
semblance to September?

In the second place, the coldness of the Eng-
lsh ehzz5el does not suit me. I have, indeed, ‘
heard a French emigrant say: ‘¢ That it is a vol-
% cano covered with snow and ice;” but I'stand
In eager expectation—no flame, however, bursts
forth, and in the mean time I perish with cold.
My Russian heart delights in the spontaneous
effusious of a free and lively conversation; it
loves the play of the eyes, rapid changes of mien,
and expressive motions and gesticulations. The
Englishman is for the most part silent; and even
when he speaks, he speaks with the same indif-_
ference as if he were reading a book, and betrays

: - none

©
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degree than other nations. Butin what is the
wit of the English displayed? Is it, perhaps,
in their caricatures—and their mirth? Is it, per-
haps, in the gross farces that are exhibited at their
theatres? Chearfulness, in fine, I no where meet
with; for even the most ludicrous caricatures
cannot make them laugh. If, h'dwever,‘at'any

time they do happen to laugh, you would believe |

that they were in a fit of the hysterics. No, no,
ye haughty lords of the main, who areas gloomy

as the mists which hang over the element of your

glory, leave to your rivals, the French, the play-
fulness of wit. Boast of the solidity of your un-
derstanding as much as you please; but give me

leave to say, that you are deficient in the delicacy

of fancy, the sprightly agrecableness of imagina-
tion, and that lively' flow of ideas, which alone

can give a zest to conversation. ~ Ye may be men

of understanding, but ye are very dull and tedious
companions.  Far be it from me, however, to say
the same thing of the Englishiwomen: these are
rendered lovely by their beauty, by the sensibility

and tenderness in their eyes; but on this subject I

have already explained my opinion in my former

letters.  Here I have been speaking only of

the men. :
‘Gencerosity

e 4 L
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their ot in this point of view! Their word may
be depended upon, and their politeness and con.
versation is sincere. Perhaps this is owing to the
spirit of commerce, which teaches them to value
and preserve the good opinion and confidence of
others. But with the strictest integrity, they are
refined, artful, egotists in commerce, in politics,
and in their private connections. ‘Every thing is
weighed well, and calculated before hand; and
personal advantage is commonly the result.  Men
of a cold phlegmatical character are indeed eom-
monly the greatest egotists, for they follow the
dictates of the understanding rather than the heart;
but the underst.:ﬁding as invariably inclines - to-
wards self-interest, as the magnetical needle pointg
towards the North Pule, - * To do good without
“ knowing why;” that is the act of our poor
simple hearts, Mr. P -, my London acquaint-
ance, for instance, calls upon me every morning,
and offers his services to be my goide to whatever
place I may wish to visit; but this kindness is
not altogether disinterested, for Mr. P. is fond of
strolling about in the morning, and a companion
is very acceptable; and besides my simple ques-
tions and observations occasionally divert him.
Perhaps, too, he may be pleased with my sincere
expressions -
.

|
{
|
|
|
|
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expressions of gratitude; for his politeness and at.
tention to a stranger. In this manner the Eng-
lish are very willing to oblige others.
- The English are likewise proud; and most of
all, they pride themselves wupon their political
dggnstitdt'ibh.‘ “Dﬁﬁri'g“»?hy"é't_ij I have read De
Lolme with greatattention. The laws are good;
and to render the nation really happy, nothing 1s
_wanting but that they be properly executed. #An
English Minister needs only to observe a few for-
malities prescribed by the constitution, and then
he may do whatever he pleasesr With guineas
and lucrative places, he easily gains over a majo-
§ ity of the Members of Parliament; and the few
/] who oppose him make only an useless empty cla-
1 mour, which generally ends in nothing. This,
however, is an important circumstance, that the
Minister must always be a2 man of eminent ta-
lents, so that he may beable to reply immediately,
with clearness and energy, to the arguments ad-
vanced by his adversaries in Parliament. But of
still greater importance is it, that he cannot, with-
out great danger, make a bad use of his power.
, The English are so well acquainted with their
real interest, that if ever a Pitt should venture to
pursue measures diametrically opposite to the ge-
nucral'good, he would certainly soon lose the ma-
T jority
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Jjority of votes in Parliament—and then he would
be a conjuror without his magic wand. It is not
so much the Constitution, then, as the enlightehed
state of the public mind, that is the trée palladium
of the English. Every civil constitution must,
however, necessarily be modified according to
the character of the people for whom it is des-
tined; and that which is good in England, may
perhaps be unsuitable in other countrigs.
he English, in fine, are reproached with rude-
ness towards stréngers. This accusation”is not,
however, so well founded as formerly. The po-
lite title of Frenck Dog, with which the London
populace honoured all foreigners, has for some
tune past been rather out of fashion. I one day |
happened to be travelling in the stage-coach with
an English farmer: when he heard that I was a
foreigner, he turned towards me with a serious
mien, and said to me, ¢ It is well to be an Eng-
¢ lishman; bat it is still better to be a good man:
¢ Frenchman or German, if he be a good man,
¢ he is my brother.” But all the English far-
mers have not such liberal sentiments. In general
the lower class of Englishmen look upon foreign-
ers as pitible half-savages. ¢ Let him alone, he
“is a foreigner!” is an excldmatlon one fre-
quently hears in the streets of LondonL pro-

nounced
!

-
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‘nounced with a tone that seems to say, « He is a
“ poor contemptible creature!”’

- Those who believe that happiness consists in

} siches and ‘abundance, would be tempted soon to

alter their opinion, if they saw the wealthy na-
bobs, who, sutrounded with every thing that can
minister to enjoyment, have no relish for any
thing, and die long before their death. This is
the Engligh spleen; a moral disease, which is,
however, known likewise in other countries, by
the names of ennui and tedium vite. Itis, how-
ever, more frequent in England than elsewhere ;
the principal causes of which are probably the
‘moist foggy air, the heavy food, and want of suf-
ficient exercise. What a singular being is man'!
He complains of the cares and sorrows with
which he is oppressed; and when he has every
thing he wished for, when he is free from all care,
he yawns from listlessness and wearisomeness.
The rich Engli'shman travels, becomes a virtuoso,
a man of taste and a collector; launches out into
every species of extravagance, marries a wife,
and at last shoots himself—and all this merely
from ennui: He is unhappy from a superabun-
dance of good fortune. This, however, is‘ prin-
cipally the case with the idle Creesus’s, whose
fathers, or grandfathers, amassed princely for-
YOL. IXI‘. : EE tunes
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tunes in India. Those, on the contrary, who

are of an active disposition, and engaged in the

bustle of commerce, are rarely attacked by the

sp.]een. ; : :
Is not the spleen perhaps likewise the source

of those numberless oddities, which would else-

where be considered as so many symptoms of in-
sanity, but which are here merely called whim ?
Those who have lost all relish for the rational
pleasures oflife, begin to hunt after false and fan-
tastical enjoyments, and endeavour to excite at
least astonishment by something uncommon,
when they no ]ougel: find it poésib[e to dazzle the

eyes of others, by a display of their splendid hap- ;

,/-

piness. I could relate to you a great number of
these whims, with accounts of which the Eng-
lish newspapers and journals are filled, but we

will leave to Britons the privilege of boasting af ‘

their follies, to our comfort however we may say,
ifin England it is allowed to indulge in foolish
whims, there is not among us any prohibition
against being over wise, and the one is frequently
as ridiculous as the other. ‘

The unbounded liberty to live according to
one’s onefancy, and to do on every eccasionwhat-
ever one pleases, provided it does not militate
against the welfare of others, produces in England

a greab
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a great number of original characters, and is 2
rich source for the writers of novels. The other
countries of Europe resemble regular gardens,
where one tree is of the same size as the other,
where the walks are all in a straight line, and

‘where every thing is laid out with the greatest

uniformity. An Englishman on the contrary,
grows up like the oaks of the forest, which

though all of the same genusor family, are distin«

guished by numberless dissimilitudes; and it ap-
pears to me that Fielding was not under the ne-
cessity of inventing the characters of the person-
ages in his novels, but only drew faithful copies

from nature.

“1f I were desired todefine the national charac<
ter of the English with a single word, 1 should
call them sullen, just as the Erench are called vo-
latile, and'the Italians cunning. . It is pleasant

~ enough to see England. The manners and cus-’

toms of the inhabitants, the progress of cultiva~
tion, and the improvements of arts and sciences,
are objects worthy the attention of the traveller;
but to live in England, for the purpose of enjoy=
i*: the pleasures of social intercourse—that

ould be like xcarchmg for flowers in a sandy

sercs this opinion agrees with that of all the

foreigners, with whom I have formed an ac-
EEZ acquamtance




316 !

quaintance here, I should very wxllmgly take a
second voyage to England, but I now leave it
without regret.

On board of ship, September, 1790.

YOUR friend is already at sea, hastening back
to his dear native land; when I went on board
of the ship, the captain conducted me into the-
cabin, and shewed me my bed, which rather res
sembles a coffin, For my comfort he told me,
that a beautiful young lady who sailed with him
as a passenger, from New York, to England had
died in it, of an inflammatory fever ;—and nel:
haps thought 1, it may serve me likewise for a -
death bed—and then laid myself down in peace,
and soon fell asleep. :

A loud noise awakened me, they were heaying
the anchor. "I went uvpon deck; the sun was
just risen, the ship was already i n motion, and
flew with full sails through the tiers of shlps
moored in the Thames. As we passed, the sai-
lors hailed us, and waving their hats, wished us
a good voyage. I viewed with pleasure, the
beautiful banks of the Thames, which with the
parks, meadows and villas, scemed. rapndly to
pass us, and we soon came into the open sca,

where
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where I amused myself with the sight of the
‘boundles expanse, with the foaming of the waves,
| with the whistling of the storm ; ruminating up=-
on the adventurous boldness of man. The Eng-

lish coast began to disappear in the dipnness of the
| distant horizon; and I chearfully bid it a last
;f%faxewell
[ But soon my eyes too were overspread with
dxmness and my head began to turn round; how

dreadful the sea-sickness is; it seemed as if my
heart would leap out of my body, tears flowed in
streams down my cheeks, and I felt an insup-
| portable oppression. The captain advised me to
' eat which he assured me, was the best remedy for
'the sca. sickness. I threw myself an hundred
& times upon my bed, but an hundred times got up
' ‘again, and sat down upon the deck, where [ am
_ bedashed with the spray of the waves: do not
~ suppose this to be merely a rhetorical figure ;—no
. the sca actually rose so high that the waves rolled
over the deck, and one of them had nearly wash-
ed me into the place where the anchars are laid.
My sickness lasted three days; at last I had the
good fortune to fall asleep, and when Iawoke, I
found myself fiee from even the slightest indispo-
sition, T could searcely believe my own sensations.
1 _]umped uf ith alacrity, and while I was dress-
EE 3 ing



ing myself, the captain came into the cabin with
a sorrowful mien, and said to me: there isa dead
calm, and the ship makes no way.” T hastened
upon deck—and what a magnificent spectacle
presented itge]f to my view, the ocean resembled
a mirror, with the sun shining upon it. The.
sails were hanging down loose and motionless, an¢
the seamen sitting in a mournful posture; every
onc on board seemed to be displeased but myself:
I rejoiced like a child at my recovery$ and was
delighted with the beautiful prospect of the tran- |
quil face of the ocean. On every side a smooth
boundless plain, and every where the dazzling
picture of the reflected sun.  In about an houra
light breeze sprung up, which began to curl the
surface of the sea, andto fill our sails. We now
met some Norwegian boats ; our captain made a
signal to them, andin a few minutes the deck was
covered with fish; you may easily imagine how
well pleased I was at such a sight, as I had not
caten any thing during the three preceding days,
and did not much relish the salt beef or pork, and
pease-pudding, : the fare which the English cap- |
tains usually provide for their passengers.  Two |
dishes of fish are now placed upon the table,

and you must therefore give meldeave to lay down
X
my pen. 3
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the slightest change of the wind—and in an in|
stant the others jumped up, mounted the ’shrouds:
and shifted or lowered the sails; for our shlp,
thongh of considerable bulk, is manned with nf
more than nine sailors.  About three in the morn’
ing I went to bed; and now for the first time tht
rolling of the ship seemed to me an agreeable ma.
tion, composing me to sleep like the rocking a
a cradle.

*;n' -

PR « !
Maria W#%% was born in England ; her fa.
ther, one of the most zealous partizans of th
Opposition party, became at last so tired with hi
unavailing contest with corruption, and so dis
gusted'with England, where he was obliged daily
to witness the triumphs of his antagonists, that
he left his native country and emigrared to New-
York. His daughter Maria, the vietim of her
father’s political principles, left behind her in
London her heart and happiness. She loved an!
amiable worthy youth, and was beloved by hm}.‘
with equal ardour and constancy. After a resi-|
dence of five years in America her father died.!
~ She shed sincere tears of filial affection upon his
bicr, and then hastened to return‘to England. |
Animated with love and hope, he embarked on'
board of a ship bound to Europe\ but on the
v veryl

1
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very first day of the voyage, she was attacked by
1 2 severe fit of illness. The Captain advised her
if to return—¢ No, no!”’ answered Maria, ¢ Iam
¢ determined to proceed without delay to Eng-
i land; delay is even worse than death !” Her
ever mcreascd and she became delirious. She
then fancied that she was sitting at the side of
) her beloved, and told him what she had suf-
| fered on gccount of their long separation. But
‘now, added she, 1 am happy! Now I die con-
tented in thy arms.  But, alas ! her beloved was -
far away, and Maria died in the arms of her maid.

. The lifcless body of the lovely girl was consigned

to a watery grave ! and now I occupy her bed!

¥ asked the Captain: ¢ And would you, then, -
« throw me likewise into the sea, if I happened to |
§ ¢ dic on board of your ship?” ¢ Whatelse could
¢ we do? answered he, shrugging up his shoul= ¢
ders.  * No, no!” exclaimed I; ¢ dear Mother |
¢¢ Earth, I hope thou wilt allot me some tranquil |
*“ spot, where my bones may repose in peace !”’

To-day we narrowly escaped shipwreck. The
man At the chelm had drank a few glasses too
ml.gg;b and di it observe a flag which was fixed
upon a rock in order to warn the mariners of
theiz danger.  Fortunately the Captain discovered

it

¢
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it in the very moment when it was yet possible|
- to save us. We were only a few fathoms fromjs
the rocks: the Captain called out to the sailors,§¢
they flew up the shrouds, the sails were shifted fe
and the ship tacked about. Admirable celerity. "
and expertness ; the sea, it must be owned, is the
proper element of the English. The Captain
was- greatly enraged at the steersman: he threat~

B

ened to strike him, and to throw him gverboard.
Tears trickled down the cheeks:of the culprits
¢ 1own it, Captain,” said he, ¢ that I am iy
¢ fault; but rather throw me eoverboard than!

e e

“ strike me. Disgrace is more terrible o au |
¢ Englishman than even death itself.” S

I have, in the course of eight days, become so
accustomed to a sea-life, that I should not be ]
afiaid to undertake a voyage round the world.
The storm rages incessantly ; the ship is conti=
nually so inclined to one side, that it is impossible
to walk a single step upon deck without laying |
hold of a rope.  In the cabin, where all the fur- ¢,
niture and utensils are fastened with nails, every
thing, nevertheless; is frequently threwn into con- f§
fusion by the violent shecks. I am already ac-!
quainted with the colours of every nation, and |
when we meet a ship, I take u}\d\e speaking-:
trumpet, and hail it with a ¢ from whepce come:

¢ you p” Yesterday
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