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My dog had made a point on a piece of fal-
low ground, and led the curate and me two or
three hundred yards over that and some stubble
adjoining, in a breathless state of expectation,
on a burning first of September.

It was a false point, and our labour was
vain; yet, to do Rover justice, (for he’s an
excellent dog, though I have lost his pedi-
gree,) the fault was none of his, the birds were
gone ; the curate shewed me the spot where
they bad lain basking, at the root of an old
hedge.

Tstopped, and cried hem! The curate is fat-
ter than I; he wiped the sweat from his brow.

There is no state where one is apter to pause
and look round one, than after such a disap-
pointment. It is even so in life. When we
have been hurrying on, impelled by some warm
wish or other, looking neither to the right-

hand, mor to the left, we find of a sudder .nat *

all our gay hopes are flown; and tb. only
slender consolation that some friend ¢an give
s, is to poipt where they were once to be
: A2
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s
found. And, lo! if we are not of that com-
bustible race, who will rather beat their heads
in spite, than wipe their brows with the curate,
we look round and say, with the nauseated. list-
lessness of the King of Istael, # All is vanity
and vexation.of spirit.” &
1 locked round-with some such grave apopl-
thegm in my mind, when I discovered for the
fivst time, a venerable pile, to which the in-
closure belonged. Anair of melancholy hung
about it. There was a‘languid stillness in the
day, and a single crow, that perched on an old
tree by the side of the gate, seemed to delight
in the echo of its own croaking. :
I leaned on my gun, and looked; but I had
not breath: enongh to ask the curate a question.
T shserved catving on the bark of some of the
trees : ‘twas: indeed the only mark of human
art about the place, except that some-branches
appeared to’ have been lopped, to give a view
of the cascade, which was formed by a little rill
at some distance. : :
Just at that instaht T saw pass between the
trees, a young lady with a bools in her hand.
I stood upon a stone to observe her ;. but the
curate sat him: down on' the grass, and leaning
his back where I stood, teld me, © That was
the daughter of a neighbouring gentleman of
“lie name of WazrzTon, whom he had seen walk-
ing. “here move than onee, R
»Joue time agy,’ he said, ¢ one HARLEY
lived th 're, a whimsical sort of a man 1 am
totd, but I was not then in the cure ; though;
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if 1 had a turn for those things, I might know
a good deal of his history, for the ﬂteatest part
of 1t is still in my. possession.”

¢ His history I' said I.. ¢ Nay, you may call
it what you please,” said the curate; °for in-
deed it is no more a history than it is a sermon. -
The way I came by it was this: Some time
ago, a grave, oddish kind of a man boarded at
a farnier’s in this parish.  The country-people
called him The Ghost: and he was known by
the slouch in his gait, and the length of his
stride. I was but lltr.le acquainted with him,

for he never frequented any of the clubs here-

abouts.  Yet for all he used to walk a-nights,
he was as gentle as a lamb at times; for I have
seen him playing at te-totum with the children,
on the great stoneatthe door of our chur ch-yard.

G Soon after I was made curate, he left the
paush, and went nobody knows whither ; and
in his room was found a bundle f‘ papers,
which was brought to me by his landlord. I
began to read them, but I soon grew, weary of
the task ; for, besides that the hand is intoler-
ably bad, I could never find the author in one
strain for two chapters to‘rethcr, and I don’t
believe there’s a single sylloumn from begin-
ning to end.’

<1 should be glad to see this medley,’ said L.,
¢ You shall see it'now, answered the curates”
¢ for-I alivays take it along with msa sho-«mg.””
¢ How came it so torn ?’ <o is excelleat wad-

ding,’ said the curate. This was #/plea of

expediency Iewas not in' a condition to answer;
A3 ’ o
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S THE MAN OF FEELING.

¢ Let them rub it off by travel,” said the
baronet’s brother, who was a striking instance
of excellent metal, shamefully rusted. I had
drawn my chair near his. Let me paint the
honest old man: ’tis but one passing sentence
to preserve his image in my mind.

-He sat in his usual attitude, with his elbow
rested on his knee, and his fingers pressed on
his cheek. His face was shaded by his hand 5
yet it was a face that might once have been
well accounted handsome' its features were
manly and striking, and a certain dignity re-
sided on his eye—brows, which were the largest
I'remember to have seen. His person was tall
and well made ; but the indolence of his nature
had noy inclined it to corpulency. | :

His remarks were few, and made only to his
familiar friends; but they were such as the
world might have heard with veneration: and
his healt, uncorlupted by its ways, was ever
warm in the cause of virtue and his friends.

He is now forgotten and gone! The last
time I was at Sllton-hall I saw his chair stand
in its corner by the fire-side ; there was an ad-
ditional cushion on it, and it was occupied- by
my young lady’s favounte lap-dov I drew
near unperceived, and pinched ifs ear in the

- bitterness of my soul; the creature howled,
“and ran to its mistress She did not suspect
the w thor of its misfortune, but she bewailed
it in:th e most patlietic terms ; and, kissing its
lips, lailit gently on her lap, and covered it
with a cambric handkerehief. I sat in my old
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friend’s seat; I heard the roar of mirth and
gaiety avound me; poor Ben Silton! I gave
thee a tear then; accept of one cordial drop
that falls to thy memory now.

< They should wear it off by travel. —Why,
it is true, said I, that will go far; but then it
will oftens happen, that in the velocity of a mo-
dern tour, and amidst the materials through
which it is commonly made, the friction is so
violent, that not enly the rust, but the metal

. too, is lost in the progress. .

Give me leave to'correct the expression of
your metaphor, said. Mr Silton. That 1s not
always rust which is acquired by the inactivity
of the body on which it preys; such, perhaps,
is the case with me, though indeed I was never
cleared from my youth ; but (taking it In its
first stage) it is rather an encrustation, which

Nature has given for purposes of the greatest

wisdom,

You are right, I returned ; and sometimes,
like certain preeious fossils, there may be hid
under it gems of the purest brilliancy.

Nay, taﬂher continued Mr Silton, there are
two distinct sorts of what we call bashfulness ;
this, the awlkwardness of a booby, which a few
steps into the world will convert mto the pert-
ness of a coxcomb ; that, a consciousness, which
the most delicate feelings produce, and the most »

~ extensive knowledge cannot always remove. -,

From the mcxdantv I haye already related,
I imagine it will be concluded; that Hafley was
dfthe latter s ﬂp‘em es of bashful animals ; "at least;
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if Mr Silton’s principle is just, it may he ar-
gued on this side; for the gradation of the
firSt-mentioned sort, it is certain, he never at--
tained. Some part of his external appearance
was modelled from the company of these gen-
tlemen, whom the antiguity of a family, now
possessed of bare £.250 a-year, entitled its re-
presentative to approach. These indeed were
not many; great part of the property in his
neighbourhood being in the hands of merchants,
who had got rich by their lawful ealling abroad,
and the sons of stewards, who had got rich by
their lawful calling at home; persons so per- .
fectly versed-in the ceremonial of thousands,
tens of thousands, and hundreds of thousands,
{whose degrees of precedency are plainly de-
monstrable from the first page of the Complete
Accomptant, or Young Man’s best Pocket
Companion), that a bow at church from them,
ta such a man as Harley, would have made the
parson look back into his sermon for some pre-
cept of Christian humility.

CHAP: XII.

OF WORLDLY INTERESTS.

THERE are certain interests which tho world
suppoies every man to have, and which there-
fore aru properly enough termed worldly ; but
the ‘wor.3 is apt to make an erroneous estimate:
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Ignorant of the dispositions which constitute

our happiness or misery, they bring to an un-

distinguished scale the means of the one, as
connected with power, wealth, or grandeur,
and of the other with their contravies. Philo-
sophers and poets have often protested against
this decision ; but their arguments have been
despised as declamatory, or ridiculed as ro-
mantic. :

There are never wanting to a young man
some grave and prudent friends to set him
vight in this particular, if he need it; to watch
his ideas as they arise, and poins them to those
objects which a wise man should never forget.

Harley did not want for some monitors of
this sort. He was frequently told of men,
whose fortunes enabled them to command all
the luxuries of life, whose fortunes were of
their own acquivement ; his envy was incited
by a deseription of their happiness, and his
eiulation by a recital of the means which had
procured it. &

Harley was apt to hear those lectures with
indifference ; nuy; sometimes they got the Letter
of his temper; and as the instances were not
always amiable vi , on his part, some re-
flections, which I am persuaded his good na-
ture would else haye avoided. !

Indeed, I have observed one ingredient,
somewhat necessary i a man’s composition to-
wards happiness, which peopPe of feeling wbuld
do well to acquire,—a certain respectafor the
follies ofmanlend ; for there are so many fools,
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avhom the opinion of the world entitles to re-
gard, whom accident has placed in heights of
which they are unworthy, that he who cannet
zestrain his contempt or indignation at the
sight, will be too often quarrelling avith the °
disposal of things to relish that share which is
allotted to himself. T do not mean, however,
‘to insinuate this to have been the case with
Harley ; on the eentrary, if we might rely on
his own testimony, the conceptions he had of
pomp and grandeur served to endear the state
which Providence had assigned him.

He lost his father, the last surviving of his
parents, as T have already related, when he was
a boy. The good man, from a fear of offend-
ing, as well as a regard to his son, had named
him a variety of guardians; one consequence
of which was, that they seldom met at all to
consider the affairs of their ward; and when
they did meet, their opinions were so opposite,
that the -enly pessible method of conciliation -
was, the mediatory power of a dinner and a
‘bottle, which commonly mterrupted, not ended,
the dispute ; and after that interruption ceased,
left the consulting parties in a condition not
very proper for adjusting it. His education,
therefore, had been but indifferently attended
to; and, after being taken from a country-
school, at which fie had been boarded, the
young gentleman was suffered to be ‘his own =
maSterin the subéequent branches of literature,
with snme assistance from the parson of the
parish, in languages and philoscphy, and fron

ir
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the exciseman, in arithmetic and book-keeping.
©One of his guardians, indeed, who, in his youth,
had been an inhabitant of the Temple, set hims
o read Coke upon Lyttleton ; a book which is
very properly put into the hands of beginners
in that science, as its simplicity is accommo-
dated to their understandings, and its size te
their inclination. He profited bus little by the
perusal ; but it was not without its use in
the family; for his maiden' aunt applied it
commonly to the laudable purpese of pressing
fier rebellious linens to the folds she had al-
Totted them.

There were particularly two ways of in-
creasing h?; fortune; which might have occurred
to people of less foresight than the counsellors
we have mentioned. One of these was, the
prospect of his suceeeding to an old lady, a
distant velation, who was known tobe possessed
of a very large sim in the stocks; but in this
their hopes were disappointed s for the young
man was so untoward in his disposition, that,
notwithstanding the instructions he daily re-
ceived, his visits ragher tended to alienate than
gain the good-will of his kinswoman. He
sometimes looked grave when the old lady told
the jokes of her youth : he often refused o cat
when she pressed upoa bim, and was se_!dom_()r
never provided with sugar-candy or liquorice

swhen she was seized with. a fit of coughing;
nay, he bad once the rudenéss to fall asldbp,
*while she was describing the compositign and
wirtue of her fasourite cholic-water. In short,
Vor. I, B :
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he accommodated himselfso ill to her humour,
that she died, and did not leave him a farthing.
The other method pointed out to him was,
an endeavour te get a lease of some crown-
Jands, which'lay contiguous to his little pater- ‘e
nal estate. This, it was imagined, might be
easily procured, as the crown did not diaw se
much rent as Harley could afford to give, with
wery considerable profit to himself; ‘and the
then lessee had rendered himself so sbnoxious
to the ministry, by the digposal of his vote at
an. election, that he could not expect a re=
newal. This, however, needed some ‘interest
with the great, which Harley or his father ne-
ver possessed. - :
. His neighbour, Mr Walton, having heard
_of this affair, generously offered his assistance
to accomplizh it, He told him, that though he
had long been a stranger to courtiers, yet he
believed there were some of them who might
pay regard to his recommendation; and that,
if he thought it worth the while to fake a -
London journey upon the business, he would
furnish him with a letter of introduction to a
baronet of his acquaintance, who had a great
deal to say with the First Lord of the Treasury.
When his friends heard of this offer, they
pressed him with the utmost earnestness to ac-
cept of it-  They did not fail to enuinerate the
imany advantages which a ccrtain &egree ofm
spirit and assurence gives a man who would
make a figure in the world; they repeatede
their Jnstances of good forfupe in others,a- «

(S
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seribed thewm all to a happy forwardness of dis-
position ; and made so copious a recital of the
disadvantages whieh attended the opposite
weakness, that a stranger who had heard them
wounld have been lod to imagine, that in the
British code there was some (lisqllafi{’)ring sta-
‘tute against any citizen who should be con-
victed of —modesty.

Harley, though be bad no great relish for
the attempt, yet could net resist the torrent
of motives that assaulted him; and as he
needed but little preparation for his Journey, a
day, not very distant, was fixedfor his departure,

CHAP. XIIL.
THE MAN OF FEELING IN LOVE.

r.[‘]m day before that on which he set out, he
went to take leave of Mr Walton. We
would coneeal nothing ;—there was another
person of the tamily to whom alsothe visit was
intended, on whose account, perhaps, there
were some tenderer feelings in the bosom of
Harley, than his gratitude for the friendly no-
tice ot that gentleman (though he was seldom
deficient in that virtue) could inspire. Mr

. MWalton Ifad a daughter, and such a danghter !
we will attempt some description of her &y
und by. : ; ¢

- Harley’s notigns of the beautiful, were not

: B2
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were as sure of commanding respect, as their
mistress was far from demanding it. Her
voice was inexpressibly soft; it was, according
to that incomparable simile of Otway’s,

< like the shepherd’s pipe upon the mountains,
‘When all his little flock’s at feed before him.’

The effect it had upon Harley, himself used
to paint ridiculously enough ; and ascribed it
to powers which few believed, and nobody
cared for. 5

Her conversation was always cheerful, but
rarely witty; and, without the smallest affec-
tation of learning, had as much sentiment in it
as would have puzzled a Turk, upon his prin-
ciples of female materialism, to account for.
Her beneficence was unbounded ; indeed, the
natural tenderness of her heart might have
been argued, by the frigidity of a casuist, as
detracting from her virtue in this respect, for
her humanity was a feeling, not a principle ;
but minds like Harley’s are not very apt to
make this distinction, and generally give our
virtue credit for all that benevolence which is
instinetive in our nature.

As her father had some years retired to the
country, Harley had frequent opportunities of
seeing her. He looked on her for some time
merely with that respect and admiration which
her appearance seemed to demand, and the
opinion of others donferred apon her. Irom
this cause, perhaps, and from that extreme sen-
sibility of whigh we have taken frequent notice,

a

a
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Harley was remarkably silent in her presence.
He heard her sentiments with peculiar atten-
tion, sometimes with looks very expressive of
approbation, buc seldom declared his opinion
on the subject, much less made compliments to
the lady on the justness of her remarks. ;

From this very reason it was, that Miss Wal-
ton frequently toock mere particular notice of

him than of otler visitors, who, by the laws of

precedency, were better entitled to-it. 1t was
a mode of politeness she had peculiarly studied,
to bring to the line of that equality, which 1s
ever necessary for the ease of our guests, those
whose sensibility had placed them belew it.
Harley saw this ; for though he was a child
in the drama of the world, yet was it not alto-
oether owing to @ want of knowledge on his
part ; on the contrary, the most delicate con-
sciousness of propriety often kindled that hlusk
which maived the performance ef it. This
raised his esteem something abeve what the
most sanguine descriptions of her goodness had
Ireen able to do'; for certain it is, that notwith-
standing the laboured definitions which very
wise men have given us of the inhevent beauty
of virtue, we are always inclined to think her
handsemest when she condescends tosmile upon
ourselves,
It would be trite to observe the easy grada-
" tion from esteem to love. In the boscin of
Hartey there scamte needell a transition ; for
ghgre were certain seasons when his ideas were
Hushed to a degree much above.theiy common

0
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complexion. In times not credulous of inspi-
ration, we should account for this from some
natural cause ; but we do not mean to account
for it at all. It were sufficient to describe its
effects ; but they were sometimes so ludicrous,
as might derogate from the dignity of the sen-
sations whiclt produced them to describe.

. They were treated, indeed, as such by most of

Harley's sober friends, who often laughed very
heartily at the awkward blunders of the real
Harley, when the different faculties, which
should have‘prevented them, were entirly oc-

* cupied by the ideal. In some of these pa

roxysms of fancy, Miss Walton did not fail to

. be introduced ; and the pieture which had been

drawn amidst the surrounding objects of unno
ticed levity, was now singled out to be viewed
through the medium of romantic imagination.
It was improved of course, and esteem was a
word inexpressive of the feelings which it
excited.

CHAP. XIV.

HE SETS OUT ON HIS JOURNEY.—THE
BEGGAR AND HIS DOG,

HE had taken leave of his aunt on the eve of *
his intended departlre ; butthe good lady® af-
fection for her nephew interrupted h;r sleep,
and, early as i was next morning when Harley
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came down stairs to set out, he found her in
the parlour with a tear ‘on her cheek, and her
caudle-cup in her band. She knew enough‘of
physic to prescribe against going abroad of a
morning with an empty stomach.  She gave.her
blessing with the draught; her instructions
she had delivered the night before. They con-
sisted m?)stly of negatives; for London, in her
idea, was so replete with temptations, that it
needed the whole armour of her friendly cau-
tions to repel their attacks.

Peter stpod at the door. We have men-
tioned this faithful fellow formerly. Harley’s
father had taken him up an orphan, and saved
him from being cast on the parish ; and he had
ever since remained in the service of him and
of s son. Harley shook him by the hand as
he passed, smiling, as'if he had said, ¢ I will
not weep.! He sprung hastily inte the chaise
that waited for him : Peter folded up the step.
¢ My dcar master,’ said he, shaking the solitary
lock that hung on either side of his head, ¢ I
haye been told as how London is a sad place.’
He.was choaked with the thought, and his
benediction could not be heard ; .but it shall
be heard, honest Peter! where these tears will
add to energy.

In a few hours Harley veached the inn where
he proposed breakfasting; but the fulness of
his heart would not suffer him te eat a morsel.
He walked out oxf the road; and gaining a lit-
tle height, stood gazing on that quarter he had
lefs, - He looked for his wonted prospect, hiy
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fields, his woods, and his hills ; they were lost
in the distant clouds ! He penciled them on the
clouds, and bade them farewell with a sigh 1

He sat down on a large stone to take out a
little pebble from his shoe, when he saw, at
some distance, a begaar approaching him.  He
had on a loose sort of coat mended with diffe-
rent coloured rags, amongst which the blue and
the russet were predominant. He had a short
knotty stick in his hand, and on the top of it
was stuck a ram’s horn ; his knees, (though he
was no pilgrim) had worn the stuff of his
breeches ; he wore no shoes, and his stockings
had entirely lost that parg of them which should
have covered his feet and ancles ; in his face,
Towever, was the plump appearance of good
humour ; he walked a good round pace, #nd a
crook-legged dog trotted at his heels.

¢ Qur delicacies,” said Harley to himself,
¢ are fantastic; they are not in nature! that
beggar walks over the sharpest of these stones
barefooted, whilst I have lost the most delight-
ful dream in the world, from the smallest of
them happening to get into my shoe/—The
beggar had by this time come up, and, pulling
off a piece of hat, asked charity of Harley; the
dog began to beg t00:—it was impossible to
resist both; and, in truth, the want of shoes
and stockings had made both unnecessary, for
HayleY had destined sixpence for him before.
The beggar, on receiving it, poured fortls bles-
sings without number : and, with a sort of smile
on his countgnance, said to Harley, ®that if he
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wanted to have his fortune told.’—Harley
turned his eye briskly on the beggar ; it was an
unpromising look for the subject of a predic-
tion, and silenced the prophet immediately. I
would much rather learn,’” said Harley, ¢ what
it is in your power fo tell me. Your trade must
be an entertaining one ; sit down on this stone,
and let me know something of your profession:;
1 have often thought of turning fortune-teller
for a week er two myself.’
¢ Master,” replied the beggar, ¢ I like your
frankness much ; God knows I had the humour
of plain-dealing in me from a'child ; but there
is no doing with it in this world ; we munst live
as we can; and lying is, as you call it, my pro-
fession ; but T was i some sort forced to the
trade, for I dealt once in telling truth.
¢ I was a’ labourer, Sir, and gained as much
as to make me live. T never laid by, indeed ;
for I was reckoned a piece of a wag, and your
wags, I take it, are seldom rich, My Harley.”
¢ So,’ said Harley. ¢ you scem to know me.’
¢ Ay, there are few folks in the country that I
don’t know something of: How should T tell
fortunes else?” ¢ True; hut to g0 on with your
story s you were a labourer you say, and a
wag : your industry, I suppose, you left with
your old trade ; but your humour you preserve
to be of use to you in your ney.”
¢ What signifies saduess, Sir; a man°grows
lean gn't.  But I was brought to my idleness
by degrees;; first I couid not work, and it went
2gainst nty stomach to worl ever after.  1was
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seized with a jail-fever at the time of thie assizes
being in the county where I lived ; for I was
always curious to get acquainted with the fe-
lons, because they are commonly fellows of
much mirth and little thought, qualities I had
ever an esteem for. In the height of this fever,
Mr Harley, the house where I lay took fire, and
burnt to the ground. T was carried out in that
condition, and lay all the rest of my illness in
a barn. I got the better of my disease, how-
ever; but I was so weak that I spit blood when-
ever I attempted to work. I had no relation
living that I knew of, and I never kept a friend
above a week, when I wasable to joke. Isel-
dom remained above six months in a parish, so
that I might have died before I had found a set-
tlement in any. Thus I was forced to beg my
bread, and a sorry trade I have found it, Mr
Harley. T told all my misfortunes truly, bug
they were seldom believed ; and the few who
gave me a halfpenny as they passed, did it with
a shake of the head, and an injunction not to
trouble them with a long story. In short, I
found that people don’t care to give alms with-
out some security for their money; a wooden
leg, or a withered arm, is a sort of draught
upon heaven for those who chuse to have their
money placed to account there ; so I changed
my plan, and, instead of telling my own mis-
fortumes, began to prophesy happiness to others, *
This I found by mach the better way. Wolks
will always listen when the tale is their own;
and of many who say they do not believe in

O °
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fortune-telling, I have known few on whom it
had not a very sensible effect. I pick up the
names of their acquaintance ; amours and little

. squabbles are easily gleaned among seryants

and neighbours ; and indeed people themselves
are the best intelligencers in the world for our
purposc.  They dare not puzzle us for their
own sakes, for every one is anxious to hear
what they wish to believe ; and they who ve-
peat it to laugh at it when they have done, are

generally more serious than their hearers are

apt to imagine. With a tolerable good me-
mory, and some share of cunning, with the help
of walking a-nights over heaths and church-
yards, with this, and shewing the tricks of that

. there dog, whom T stole from the serjeant of a

marching regiment, (and by the way he can

steal too upon occasion), I make shift to picle

up a livelihood. My trade, indeed, is none of
thehonestest ; yetpeople are not much cheated
neither, who give a few halfpence for a pros-
pect of bappiness, which, I have heard some
persons say, is all that a man can arrive at in
this world. But I must bid you good day, Sir ;
for I have three miles to walk before noon, to
inform some boarding-school young ladies, whe-
ther their husbands are to be peers of the realm,
or captains in the army: a question which I
promised to answer them by that time.”
Harley had drawn ashilling from his pecket ;
but®irtue hade Ifim consi®er on whom he was
going to bestow it.— Virtue held back his agm ;
but a milder form, a younger sisser of Virtue's,

S
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days into the country.’ Harley thanked him
for his information ; and was turning from the
door, when the other observed, that it would
be proper to leave his name, and very oblig-
ingly knocked for that purpose. ¢ Here is a
gentleman, Tom, who meant to have waited on
yourmaster.” ¢ Your name if you please, Sir 2’
¢ Harley.'—¢ You'll remember, Fom, Harley.’
—The door was shut. ¢ Since we are here,”
said he, ¢ we shall not lose our walk, if we add
a little to it by a turn or two in Hyde-park.’
He accompanied this proposal with a second
bow, and Harley accepted of it by another in .
return. g

The conversation, as they walked, was bril-
liant on the side of his companion. The play-
house, the opera, with every occurrence in high
life, he seemed perfectly master of; and talked
of some reigning beauties of quality, in a man-
ner the most feeling in the world. Harley ad-
mired the happiness of his vivacity ; and oppo-
site as it was to the reserve of his own nature,
began to be much pleased with its effects..

Though I am not of opinion, with some wise
men, that the existence of objects depends on
idea; yet I am convinced that their appearance
is not a little influenced by it. The optics of
seme minds are in sounlucky a perspective, as
to throw a certain shade on every picture that

- is presenited to them ; while those of others, (of -
which number was Harley, ) like the mirross of

- the ladies, have a wonderful effect in bettering
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baceo in his cheek, whose eye was rather more
vivacious, and whose dress was something
smarter.

The first-mentioned gentleman took notiee
that the room had been so lately washed, as
not to have had time to dry ; and remarked,
that wet lodging was unwholesome for man or
beast. He looked round at the same time for
a poker to stir the fire with, which he at last
observed to the company, the people of the
house had removed, in order to save their coals.
This difficulty, however, he overcame, by the
help of Harley's stick, saying, ¢that as they
should, no doubt, pay for their fire in some
shape or other, he saw no reason why they
should not have the use of it while they sat.’

The door was now opened for the admission
of dinner. ¢ I don’t know how it is with you,
gentlemen,’ said Harley’s new acquaintance ;
¢ but I am afraid I shall not be able to get
down a morsel at this horrid mechanical hour
of dining.” He sat down, however, and did not
shew any want of appetite by his eating. He
took upon him the carving of the meat, and
criticised upon the goodness of the pudding.

When the table-cloth was removed, he pro-
posed calling for some punch, which was rea-
dily agreed to; he secemed at first inclined to
make it himself, but afterwards ehanged his
mind, und left that province to the waiter,
telling him to have it pure West Indian, o~ he
gould not taste a drop of it.

when the punch was brought, he unJertock

: C3
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intelligence ; and while the remainder of the
punch lasted, the conversation was wholly en-
grossed by the gentleman with the fine waist-
coat, who told a great many ¢immense comi-
~cal stories,” and ¢ confounded smart things,”
as he termed them, acted and spoken by loxds,
ladies, and young bucks of quality, of his ac-
quaintance. Atlast, the grazier, pulling out a
watch; of a very unusual size, and telling the
hour, said, that he had an appointment, ¢ Is
. it so late 2 said the young gentleman ; ¢then
I am afraid I have missed an appoimtment al-
ready ; but the trath is, I am cursedly given
to missing of appointments.” :
When the grazier and he were gone, Har-
ley turned to the remaining personage, and
asked him, If he knew that young gentleman ?
¢ A gentleman !’ said he, ¢ ay, he is one of your
gentlemen at the top of an affidavit. I knew
him, some years ago, in the quality of a foot-
man ; and, I believe, he had sometimes the
honour to be a pimp. At last, some of the
o ks, to whom he had been serviceable
capacities, had him made a gauger; in
ation he remains, and has the assurance
to pretend an acquaintance with men of quality.
The impudent dog! with a few shillings in his
- pocket, he will talk you three times as much
as my friend Mundy theve, who is worth nine
. thousand, if he’s worth a farthin g.  But I know
the rascal, and despise him, as he deserves:’
Harley began to despise him too, and to
conceive some indignation at having 3at with
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patience to hear such a fellow speak nonsense.
But he corrected himself, by reflecting, that

he was perhaps as well entertained, and in-

structed too, by this same modest gauger, as
he should have been by such a man as he had
thought proper to personate, And surely the
fault may more properly be imputed to that
rank where the futility is real, than where it 1s
feigned ; to that rank, whose opportunities for
nobler accomplishments have only served to
vear a fabric of folly, which the untutored band
of affectation, even among the meanest of man-
kind, can imitate with success.

CHAP. XX.

HE VISITS BEDLAM.—THE DISTRESSES OF
A DAUGHTER,

O:= those things called Sights in London, which
every stranger is supposed desirous to, see,
Bedlam is one. To that place, therefore, an
acquaintance of Harley’s, after having accom-
panied him to several other shows, proposed a
visit.  Harley objected to it, ¢ because,” said
he, T think it an unhuman practice to €xpose
the greatest misery with which our nature is
afilicted, to every idle visitant, who cun afford
a t-ifling perquisite to the keeper; especially
as 1t is a distress which the humane must see
with tle painful rcflection, that it is uub in
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their power to alleviate it.” He was over-
powered, however, by the solicitations of his
friend and the other persons of the party,
(amongst whom were several ladies) ; and they
went in a body to Moorfields.

Their conductor led them first to the dismal
mansions of those who are in the most horrid
state of incurable madness. The clanking of
chains, the wildness of their cries, and the im-
| precations which some of them uttered, formed

a scene inexpressibly shocking.  Harley and
his companions, especially the female part of
them, begged their guide to return. - He seem-
ed surprised at their uneasiness, and was with.
difficulty prevailed on to leave that part of the
house without showing them some others ; who,
as he expressed it in the phrase of those that
keep wild beasts for shew, were much better
worth seeing than any they had passed, being
ten times more fierce and unmanageable.

He led them next to that quarter where
those reside, who, as they are not dangerous
to themselves or others, enjoy & certain degree
of freedom, according to the state of their dis-
temper. 3 ;

Harley had fallen behind his companions,
looking at a man who was making pendulums
with bits of thread, and little balls of clay.
He had delineated a segment of a circle on the

=wall with chalk, and marked their different vi-
brations, by interseeting it wish cross lines.> A
decent looking man came up, and smiling at

1
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the maniac, turned to Harley, and told hinm,
that gentleman had once been a very cele-
brated mathematician. ¢ He fell a sacrifice,”
said he, ¢ to the theory of comets; for having,
with infinite labour, formed a table on the con-
jectures of Sir Isaac Newton, he was disap-
pointed in the return of one of those luminaries,
and was very soon after obliged to be placed
here by hisfriends. If you please to follow me-
Sir, continued the stranger. ¢ I believe I shall
be able to give you a more satisfactory account
of the unfortunate peaple you see here, than
the man who attends your companions.” Har-
ley bowed, and accepted his offer. ;

The next person they came up to had
scrawled avariety of figures on a piece of slate.
Harley had the curiosity to take a nearer view
of them. They consisted of different columns,
on the top of which were marked South Sca
annuities, India stock, and Three per ¢ent. an-
nuities consol. ¢ This,” said Haxley’s instrue-
tor, ‘was a gentleman welllknown in ‘Change-
alley. He was once worth fifty thousand

pounds, and had actually agreed for the pur- -

chase of an estate in the West, in order to
realize his money ; but he quarrelled with the
proprietor about the repairs of the garden-wall,
and so returned to town to follow his old trade
of stock-jobbing a little longer; when an un-
lucky fluctuation of stock, in which he was en-;
ga-ed to an imnense extcnt, reduced him at
once to poverty and to madness.

Paor wretch ¢

SR
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be told me tother day, that against the next
payment of differences, he should be some hun-
dreds above a plum.—

‘It is a spondee, apd I will maintain it,’
interrupted a voice.on his left hand. This as-
sertion was followed by a very rapid recital of
some verses from Homer. ¢ That figure,” said
the gentleman, ¢ whose clothes are so bedaubed
with snuff; was a school-master of some repu-
tation. He came hither to be resolved of some
doubts he entertained concerning the genuine
pronunciation of the Greek vowels. In his
bighest fits, he makes frequent mention of one
Mr Bentley. -

¢ But delusive ideas, Sir, are the motives of
the greatest part of mankind, and a heated
imagination the power by which their actions
are incited. The world, in the eye of a philo-
sopher, may be said to be a large madhouse.’
1t is true,” answered Harley, ¢ the passions of
men are temporary madness; and sometimes
very fatal in their effect: 2

< From Macedonia’s madman to the Swede.”

¢ It was, indeed,’ said the stranger, ¢a very
mad thing in Charles, to think of adding so
vast a country as Russia to his deminions ; that
would have been fatal indeed ; the balance of
the North weuld then have been lost ; but the
Sultan apd I would never have allowed it.—
¢ Sir l'ssaid Harley, with no small surprise _on
his countenance. ¢*Why, ye8, answered the
other, # the Sultan and I ; do you know-me ? T
am the Chan ofTartary. -
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died in a few days, lamented by every one that
knew him, This news soon reached his nis-
tress, who was at the same time pressed by her
father to marry a rich miserly fellow, who was
old enough te be her grandfather. The death
of her lover had no effect on her inhuman pa-
rent; he was only the more earnest for her
marriage with the man he had provided for her;
and what between her despair at the death of
the one, and her aversion to the other, the poor
young lady was reduced to the condition you
see her in.  But God would not prosper such
cruelty ; her father’s affairs soon after went to
wreck, and he diedsalmost a beggar.’ :
Though this story was told in very plain lan-
guage, it had particularly attracted Harley's
notice; he had given it the tribute of some
tears. The unfortunate young lady had till
now seemed entranced in thought, with hex eyes
fixed on a little garnet ring she wore on her
finger ; she turned them new upon Harley.
£ 'VIy Billy 1s' no more ' said she, < do you weep
for my Billy 2 Blessings on yountears ! 11 would
weep t0o, but my brain is dry ; and it burns, it
burns, it burns'—She drew nearer te Harley.
—¢Be comforted, young lady,’ said he, ¢ your"
Billy is in heaven.’—¢Is he, indeed ? and shall
we meet again? and shall that frightful man
(pomtmg to the l;eeperl) not b there ?— Alas |
I am grown naughty of late ; 1 have almost for-
gotten .to think of heaven ; yet I pray sorie-.
- times ;. when I can, I pray; and sometimes I
Yor. I, D i

&
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sing; when I am saddest F sing:—You shall
hear me—hush !

¢ Light be the earth on Billy’s breast,
And green the sod that wraps his grave !”

There was a plaintive wildness in the airnot to
- be withstood ; and, except the keeper’s, there
was not an unmoistened eye around her.
¢ Do you weep again ?’ said she; ¢I would
not have you weep; you ave like my Billy s
you are, believe me ; just sohelooked when he
gave me this ring ; poor Billy! it was the last
time ever we met |— v ;
¢ “Twas when the seas were roaring—I love
you for resembling my Billy ; but I shall never
love any man like him.'—She stretched out her
hand to Harley ; he pressed it between both of
his, and bathed it with his tears.—¢ Nay, that is
Billy’s ring,” said she, ¢ you cannot have i, in-
deed ; but here is another, look here, which I
plaited to day of some gold-thread from this bit
of stuff; will you keep it for my sake? T am a
strange gitl l—but my heart is harmless ; my
poor heart; it will burst some day ; feel how it
‘beats '—She pressed his hand to her bosom,
then holding her head in the attitude of listen-
ing—¢ Hark | one, two, three! be quict, thou
little trembler : my Billy is cold l—but I had
forgotien the ring.—She put it on lis finger.
—~Farewell ; I must leave you now.—=She
would have withdrawn her hand ; Harley held

o
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bred to no profession, beeause his father’s for-
tune, which descended to him, was thought suf-
ficient to set him above it; the other was put
apprentice to an eminent attorney. In this
the expectations of his friends were more con-
sulted than his own inclination; for both his
brother and he had feelings of that warm kind,
that could ill brook a study so dry as the law,
especially in that department of it which was
allotted to him. But the difference of their
tempers: made the characteristical distinction
between them. The younger, from thie gentle-
ness of his nature, bore with patience a situa-
tion entirely discordant to his genius and dis-
position. At fimes, indeed, his pride would
suggest, of how little importance those talents
were, which the partiality of his friends had
often extolled ; they were now incumbrances
in a walk of life where the dull and the igno-
rant passed him at every turn; his fancy and
his feeling were invincible obstacles to emi-
nence in a situation, where his faney had no
room forexertion, and his feeling experienced
perpetual disgust. But these murmurings he
never suffered to be heard ; and that he might
not offend the prudence of those who had been
concerned in the choice of his profession, he
continued to labour in it several years, till, by
the death of a relation, he succeeded to an
estate of a little better than :é’.lOO'a.year,o .
with which; and the small epatrimony left him,
he retired into the country, and made & love- ©
match with'a young lady of a_temper similar
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to his own, with whom the sagacious world
pitied him for finding happiness.
¢ But his elder brother, whom you are to see
at supper, if you will do us the favour of your
company, was naturally impetuous, - decisive,
and overbearing. He entered into life with
those ardent expectations by which young men
are commonly deluded ; in hisfriendships, warm
to excess; and equaily violent in his dislikes.
He was on the brink of marriage with a young
lady, when one of those friends, for whose lio-
nour he would have pawned his life, made an
clopement with that very goddess, and left him,
besides, deeply engaged for sums which that
good friend’s extravagance had squandered.
¢ The dreams he had formerly enjoyed were
now changed for ideas of a very different na-
ture. He abjured all confidence in any thing
of human form ; sold his lands, which still pro-
duced him a very large reversion, came to
‘town and immured himself with a woman who
_had been his nurse, in little better than a gar-
ret ; and has ever since applied his talents to
the vilifying of his species. In one thing I
must take the liberty to instract you ; however:
different your sentiments may be, (and differ-
ent they must be), you will suffer him to go on
without contradiction ; otherwise he will be si- -
lent immediately, and we shall not get a word
from_him all the night after.” Harley promised
to remember this injunction, and accepted, the
invitation of his friend. 3
When they arrived at the houge, ttey were
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be made of an amiable character, and the words
fonour and politeness were applied toit. Upon
this, the gentleman, laying down his pipe, and
changing the.tone of his countenance, from an
ironical grin to something more intently con-
temptuons’; ¢ Honour ! said he, ¢ Honourand
Politeness ! this is the coin of the warld, and
passes current with the fools of it. ~You hayve
substituted the shadow Honout, instead of the
substance Virtue ; and have banished the rea-
lity of friendship for the fictitious semblance,
which you have termed politeness : politeness, .
which consists in a certain ceremonious jargon,
more ridiculous to the ear of reason than the
. voice of a puppet. You have invented sounds,
[ which you worship, though they tyrannize over
- your peace; and are surrounded with empty
forms, which take from the honest emotions of
joy, and add to the poignancy of misfortune.’
—¢ Sir,” said Harley—His friend winked to
him, to remind him of the cantion he had re-
ceived. He was silenced by the thought.—
The philosopher turned his eye upon him: he
examined him from top to toe, with a sort of
triumphant contempt. Harley’s coat happened
to be a new one; the other’s was as shabby as
could possibly be supposed to be on the back
of a gentleman : there was much significance
in his look with rcgard to his cont: it spoke
. «of thq sfeekness of felly, and the thread bare-
ncss of wisdom, 5 o (]
bo® Tigh,” continued he, ¢ the most amiable,
y as well as the most natural of vistues, 3.ou are
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Parliament, and studies the constitution at
Avthur's, !

¢ Nor are your females trained to any more
wsefal purpose. They are taught, by the very
rewards which their nurses propose for good
behaviour, by the first thing like a jest which
they hear from every male visitor of the family,
that a young woman is a creature to be mar-
zried ; and when they are grown somewhat older,
are instructed, tha¢ it is the purpose of mar-
riage to have the enjoyment of pin-money, and
tlie expectation ofa jointure.”

* ¢ These, indeed, are the effects of luxury,
which is perhaps inseparable from a certain de-
sree of power and grandeur in a nation. But
it is not simply of the progress of luxury that
we have to complain.  Did its votaries keep in
their own sphere of thoughtless dissipation; we
might despise them without emotion ; but the
frivolous pursuits of pleasure are mingled with
the most important concerns of the state ; and
public enterprise shall sleep till he who should
guide its operation has decided his bets at New-

* Though the curate could not remember having shewn
+his chapter to any body, I strongly suspect that these po-
Titical observations are the work of a later pen than the
yest of this performance. There seems to have been, by
some accident, a gap in the manuseript, from the words,
& Iixpeetation of a Jjointuze,’ to these, ¢ In short man is an
animal, *ewhere the present blank ends 5 and some other

: persor® (for the hand is different, and the ink whiter) has

Hilled part of it with sen®iments of 1%s own. Whoever he
was, heseems to have canght some portion of the spirit of
ihe manhe personates, L)

.
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wealth and power, beecause they have never
been able to attain any high degree in either;
they boast of generosity and feeling. They
tell us (perhaps they tell us inrhyme) that the
sensation of an honest heart, of a mind univer-
sally benevolent, make up the quiet bliss which
they enjoy ; but they will not, by this, be ex-
empted from the charge of selfishness. Whence
the luxurious happiness they describe in their
little family eireles? Whence the pleasure
which they feel, when they trim their evening
fives, and listén to the howl of winter’s wind ?
Whence, but from the secret reflection of what
houseless wretches feel from it 2 Or do you ad-
minister comfort in afflietion—the motive is at
hand ; I have had it preached to me in nineteen
out of twenty of your consolatory discourses
—the comparative littleness of our own mis~
fortunes. ;
¢ With vanity your best virtues are grossly
tainted. . Your benevolence, which ye deduce
immediately from the natural impulse of the
heart, squints to it for its reward. There are
some, indeed, who tell us of the satisfaction
which flows from a secret consciousness of good
_actions ; this secret satisfaction is truly excel-
lent—when we have some friend to whom we
may discover its excellence.’
Ile now paused a moment to re-light his
. spipe, wlen a clock, that stood at his back,
struck eleven; he started up at the soumd,
® took his hat and his cane, and nodding good
> Dight with his head, walked out of th® room.

<
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his present. condition. This was a very inter-
esting dialogue to Harley ; he was rude enough,
therefore, to slacken his pace as he approached,
and at last to make a full stop at the gentle-
man’s back, who was just then expressing his
compassion for the beggar, and regretting that
he had not a farthing of change about him. Ag
saying this, be looked piteously on the fellow. -
There was something in his physiognomy which
“caught Harley’: tice ; indeed physiognomy
was one ef Harley’s foibles, for which he had
been often rebuked by his aunt in the country ;
who used'to tell him, that when he was come
to her years and experience, he would know
that all's not gold that glisters ; and it must be
ewned, that his aunt was a very sensible, harsh-
looking maiden lady of threcscore and up-
wards. - But he was too apt to forget this cau-
tion ; and now, it seems, it had not occurred to
him. Stepping up, therefore, to the gentle-
man, who was lamenting the want of silver,
¢ Your intentions, Sir,’ said he, ¢ are so good,
that T cannot help lending you my assistance
to carry them into execution,” and gave the
beggar a shilling. The other returned a suit-
able compliment, and extolled the benevolence
~_of Harley. They kept walking together, and
benevolence grew the topic of discourse.
The stranger was fluent on the subject.
..=* There'is no use of money,’ said he, ¢ equal to
that of beneficence. With ethe profuse & is
® Iost; and even with those who lay it out ac-
cording to the _prudence of the worlde the oh-
Yor. L E
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ful old fellow, for no other reason, but that his
age had ineapacitated him; so I gave him an
annuity of ten pounds, with the help of which
he has set up this little place here, and his
daughter goes and sells milk in the eity, while
her father manages his tap-room, as he calls it,
at bome. I can’t well aslka gentleman of your

appeavance accompany me ‘to 50 paltx‘y @
plice——¢ d Harley, interrupting him,

her enter it than the most
n town'; to give to the ne-
cessitous, ometimes be a weakness in the
man ; to encourage industry, is'a duty in the
citizen,”  They entered the house accordingly.
‘On 2 table, at the corner of the room, lay a
pack of cards, loosely thrown together. The
old gentleman reproved the man of the house
for encouraging so idle an amusement. Harley
attempted to defend him, from the necessity of
accommodating himself to the humour of his
guests, and, taking up the cards, began to
shuffte them back wards and forwards in his hand. -
< Nay, I don’t think cards so uixpardonable an
amusement as some do,” replied the other ; ¢ and
now and then, abous this time of the evening,
when my eyes begin to fail me for my book, 1

“divert myself with a game at piquet, without

finding my mworals a bit relaxed by it.” ¢ Do
you play piquet, Sir? (to Harley.) Harley

- answered in the affinmative; upon which the

|
|
%4
|
|

other proposed playirs a pool at a shilling tBc

game, doubling the stakes; adding, that he

never played higher with any body. S
k2
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with a voice tremulous and faint, asked him foe
a pint of wine, in a manner moze supplicatory
than is usual with those whom the infamy of
their professien has deprived of shame. He
turned round at the demand, and looked sted-
fastly on the person who made it. )

She was above the common size, and ele-
gantly formed ; her face was thin and hollow,
and showed the remains of tarnished beauty.
Her eyes were black, but had little of their
lustre left; her cheeks had some paint laid on
without art, and productive of no advantage to
her complexion, which exhibited a deadly pale-
ness on the other parts of her face.

Harley stood in the aftitude of hesitations
which she interpreting to her advantage, re-

- peated her request, and endeavoured to force
a leer of invitation into her countenance. He
took her arm, and they walked on to one of
those obsequious taverns in the neighbourhood,
where the dearness of the wine is a discharge
in full for the character of the house. From
what impulse he did this, we do not mean to
inquire, as it has ever been against our nature
to search for motives where bad ones ave to be
found.—They entered, and a waiter shewed
them a room, and placed a. bottle of claret on
the table. :

Harley filled the lady’s glass, which she had
no sooner tasted, than dropping it on the floor, .
and - eagerly catching his arm, her eye grew
fixed, her lip assumed a clayey whiteness, and
she fell back lifeless in her chair. :
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Harley started from his seat, and, catching
her in his arms, supported her from falling to
the ground, looking wildly at the door, as if
he wanted to run for assistance, but durst not
leave the miserable creature. It was not till
some minutes after, that it occurred to him to
ring the bell, which at last however he thought
of, and rung with repeated violence, even after
the waiter appeared. Luckily the waiter had
his senses ewhat more about him; and
snatching up'a bottle of water, which stood on
a bouffet at the end of the room, he sprinkled
it over the hands and face of the dying figure
before him. She began to revive, and, with
_ the assistance of some hartshorn drops, which

Harley now for the first time drew from his
pocket, was able to desire the waiter to bring
her a crust of bread; of which she swallowed
some mouthfuls with the appearance of the
keenest hunger.  The waiter withdrew : when,
turning to Harley, sobbing at the same time,
and shedding tears, ‘I am sorry, Sir,’ said she,
¢ that I should have given you so much trouble,
* but you will pity me when I tell you, that till
new I have not tasted a morsel these two days
past-—He fixed his eyes on her's—every cir-
cumstance but the last was forgotten; and he
took her hand with as much respect as if she
had been a duchess. It was ever the privilege
. of misfortune to be revered by him.— Two
days’—said he, ¢and I bhave fared sumptu-
ously ,every day!—IFe was reaching to the
bell; she understood his meaning, and pre-
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gratitude, I hope, I shall still have left.’—He
took a larger stride ¢ Powers of mercy that
surround me ! cried he: ¢do ye not smile upon
deeds like these? to calculate the chances of
deception is too tedious a business for the life
of man—The clock struck ten!——When he
was got downr staivs. he found that he had for-
got the note_of her lodgings; he gnawed his
lips at the delay: he was fairly on the pave-
ment, when he recoll: cted having left his purse!
he did but just prevent himselt from articulat-
ing an imprecation. He rushed a second
time up info his chamber. ¢ What a wretch I

am !’ said he; “ere this time perhaps—" °Twag

a perhaps not to be borne ;—two vibrations of 2
pendulum would have served him to lock his
bureaun s—but they could not be spared.
When he reachied the house, and inquired
for Miss Atkins, (for that was the lady’s name),
he was shewn up three pair of stairs, into a small
room lighte!! by one narroy lattice, and patched
round with shreds of different-coloured paper.
In the darkest corner stood something like a
bed. before which a tattered coverlet hung by

way of curtain. He had not waited long when

she appeared, Her face had the glister of new-
washed tears on it. I am ashamed, Sir,” said
she, ¢that you shoyld have taken this fresh
piece of trouble about one so little worthy of it ;
]_.)ut, to the humane; I know
30 goodness for its own sake ; if you have pa- .
tience for the recital of

ate; though it cannot excuse my faults,” Har-

there is a pleasur= (.

|

my &tory, it may palli- 7
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ley bowed as a sign of assent; and she began
as follows :

<1 am the daughter of an officer, whom &
serviee of forty years had advanced no higher
than the rank of captain. I have had hints
from himself, and been informed by others, that
it was in somec measure owing to those prin-
ciples of rigid honour, which it was his boast to
possess, and which he early inculcated on e,
that he had been able to arrvive at no better
station, My mother died when I was a child s
old cnough to grieve for her death, but incap-
able of remembering her precepts. Though my
father was doatingly fond of her, yet there were
some sentiments in which they materially dif-
fered ; she had been bred from her infaney in
the strictest principles of religion, and took the
morality of her conduct from the motives which
an adherence to those principles suggested.
My father, who had been in the army from his
youth, affixed an idea of pusillanimity to that

- wvirtue, which was formed by the doctrines ex-
 cited by the rewards, or guarded by the ters

rors of revelation; his darling idol was the ho-
nour of asoldier; a term which he held in such
reverence, that he used it for his most sacred
asseveration. When my mother died, I was
some time suffered to continue in thase senti-
ments which her instructions had produced ;
hut soon after, though, from respect to her me=
mory; my father did not ahsolutely ridicule
them, yet he shewed, in his discourse to others,
so little regard to them, and at times suggested
Vor. I, L r
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of the metropolis, the company my father had
introduced me into, had given me a degree of
good breeding which soon discovered a supe-
riority over the young ladies of our village. I
was quoted as an example of politeness, and my
company courted by most of the considerable
families in the neighbourhood.
¢ Amongst the houses where I was frequently
invited, was Sir George Winbrooke’s. Ifehad
two daughters nearly of my age, with whom,
though they had been bred up in those maxims
of vulgar doctrine, which my superior under-
standing could mot but despise, yet as their
_good nature led them to an imitation of my
manners in every thing else, I cultivated a par-
ticular friendship.
¢ Some months after our first acquaintance,
Sir George’s eldest son came home from his
travels. His figure, his address, and conversa-
tion, were not unlike those warm ideas of an
accomplished man which my favourite novels
had taught me to form; and his sentiments on
the article of lelwmn were as liberal as my
own. Wlhen any of these happened to be the
topic of our discourse, I, who before had been
silent, from afear of being single in opposition,
now kindled at the fire he raised, and defended
‘our mutual opinions with all the eloquence I
was mistress of. He would be respectfuily at-
— tentive ali the while; and when I had ended,
‘woura raise his eyes from the ground, look 1t
. me with.a gaze of 'tdmlmtmn, smd express his
- applause in the highest strain of enccmiums
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This was an incense the more pleasing, as T
seldom or never had met with it before ; for
the young gentlemen who visited Sir George
were for the most part of that athletic order,
the pleasure of whose lives is derived from fox=
hunting. These are seldom solicitous to please
the women at all ; or if they were, would never
think of applying their flattery to the mind.

¢ Mr Winbrooke observed the weakness of my
soul, and took every occasion of improving the
estcem he had gained. He asked my opinion
of every author, of every sentiment, with that

submissive diffidence, which shewed an unli- -

mited confidence in my understanding. I saw
myselfrevered, as a superior being, by one whose
judgment my vanity told me was not likely to
err ; preferred by him to all the other visitors of
my sex, whose fortunes and rank should have
entitled them to a much higher degree of no-
tice. I saw their little jealousies at the dis-
tinguished attention he paid me ; it was grati-
tude, it was pride, it was love! Love which
had made too fatal a progress in my heart, be-
fore any declaration on his part should haye

warranted a return; but I interpreted every
look of attention, every expression of compli-

ment, to the passion I imagined him inspired
with, and imputed to his sensibility that silence
which was the effect of art and design. At

length, however, he took an opportunity o'

d_claring his love. He pow expressed himself
in such ardent terms, that prudence might
have caspected their sincerity ; but pradence

{
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“within an hour of Mr Winbrooke, and acci-
dentally alighted at the very inn where he was.
¢ He started, and turned pale when he saw
me ; but recovered himself in time enough to
make many new protestations of regard, and
begged me to make myself easy under a disap-
pointment which was equally afilicting to hin.
He procured me lodgings, where I slept, or
rather endeavoured to sleep, for that night,
Next morning I saw him again ; he then mildly
observed on the imprudence of my precipitate
flight from the country, and proposed my re-
moving to lodgings at another end of the town,
to elude the search of my father, till he should
fall upon some method of excusing my conduct
to him, and reconciling him to my return.  We
took a hackney coach, and drove to the house
he mentioned. : :
¢ It was situated in a dirty lane, furnished
with a tawdryaffectation of finery, with some old
family-pictures hanging on walls which their
own cob-webs would better have suited. I was
struck with a secret dread at entering ; nor was
it lessened by the appearance of the landlady,
who had thatlook of selfish shrewdness, which,
of all others, is the most hateful to those whose
feelings ‘are untinctured with the world. A
girl, who'she told us was her niece, sat by her,
playing on a guitar, while herself was at work, -
with glie assistance of spectacles; and had a
prayer-book, with the leaves folded down in
severzl places, lying on the table before” her.
Perhaps, Siv, T tire you with my minuteness;
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‘¢ Honour, my Emily,” said he, ¢is the word of
fools, or of those wiser men who cheat them.
'Tis a fantastic bauble, that does not suit the
gravity of your father’s age; but whatever it
is, I am afraid it can never be pei‘fectly restored
to you. Exchange the word, then, and let
pleasure be your objectnow.” At these words,
hie clasped me in his arms, and pressed his'lips
rudely to my bosom. I started from my seat.
¢ Perfidious villain I' said I, ¢ who darest insult
the weakness thou hast undone. Were that
father here, thy coward soul would shrink from
the vengeance of his honour! Curst be that '
wretch who has deprived him of it! Oh! doubly
curst, who has dragged on' his hoary head the
infamy which should have crushed her own ! I
snatched a knife which lay beside me, and would
have plunged it in my breast ; but the monster
prevented my purpoese, and smiling with a grin
of barbarous insult, ¢ Madam,” said he, * I con-
fess you are rather too much in heroics for me.
I am sorry wé should differ about trifles; but
as I seem somehow to have offended you, I
would willingly remedy it by taking my leave.
You have been put to some foolish expence in
this journey on my account ; allow me to reim-
burse you.’ So saying, he laid a bank-bill, of
what amount I had no patience to see, upon the
table.  Shame, grief, and indignation, choaked
my utterance; unable to speak my wrongs, and
unable to bear them in silence, I fell in as~oon
at his feet.

“¢ What happened in the interval I cannot
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“ready owed for board and lodging ; and that
for her other good offices I had nothing but
thanks to give her.”
¢ My dear child,’ said she, ¢ do not talk of
paying; since I lost my own sweet girl, {here
she wept), your very picture she was, Miss
Emily, T have nobody, except my niece, 60
whom I should leave any little thing I have
been able to save. You shall live with me, my
dear, and I have sometimes a little millinery
work, in which, when you are inclined to it,
you may assist us. By the way, here are a
pair of ruffles we have just finished for that
gentleman you saw here at tea; a distant re-
lation of mine, and a worthy man he is. "Twas
pity you refused the offer of an apartment at
his country-house; my niece, you know, was
to have accompanied you, and you might have
fancied yourself at home; a most sweet place
it is, and bat a short mile beyond Hampstead.
Who knows, Miss Emily, what effect such a
visit might have had! If I had half your -
beauty, I should not waste it pining after e’er
a worthless fellow of them all.” I felt my heart
swell at her words ; I would have been angry if
I could’; but I was in that stupid state which’
is not easily awakened to anger. When I
would have chid hev, the rcproof stuck in my
throat; I could only weep ! :

< Her want of respect increased, as Ihad not

spirit to assert it. My workswas now ratuer
imposed’ than offered, and I became a drudge
for the bread T eat; but my dependence and
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miserable beings in whose society I have since
remained. ]
€Ol did the daughters of virtue know our
sufferings ; did they see our hearts torn with
anguish amidst the affectation of gaiety which
our faces are obliged to assume! our bodies
tortured by disease, otir minds with that con-
sciousness which they cannot lose ! Did they
Lknow, did they think of this, Mr Harley !-—
their censures are just ; but their pity, perhaps,
might spare the wretches whom their justice
should condemn.
¢ Last night, but for an exertion of benevo-
lence, which the infection of our infamy pre-
vents even in the humane, T had been thrust
out from this miserable place which misfortune
hias yet left me; exposed to the brutal insults
of drunkenness, or dragged by thap justice
which' I could not bribe, to the punishment
which may correct, but, glas! can never amend,
the abandgned abjects of its terrors. From
that, Mr Harley, your gogdnesshas relieved me.?
He beckened with his hand : he would have
stopped the mention of his favours; but he
could not speak, had it been to beg a diadem.
She saw his tears; her fortitude began to
fail at the sight, when the voice of some stran-
ger on the stairs awakened her attention. She
listened for a moment ; then starting up, ex=
claimed, ¢ Merciful God ! my father's voice !’
. She had scarce ugtered the word, when he
“door burst open, and a man enteredin the garb
+ ofanofficer, When he discovered his daughtex
Yoz, I i G |
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and Harley, he started back a few paces; his
look assumed a furious wildness! he laid his
hand on his sword. The two objects of his
wrath did not utter a syllable. ¢ Villain " he
cried, ¢thou seest a father who had once a
daughter’s honour to preserve: blasted as it
now is, behold him ready to avenge its loss !’

Harley had by this time some power of ut-
terance. ¢ Sir,’ said Ire; ¢ if you will be a mo-

~ment calm’—¢ Infamous eoward !’ interrupted

 theotlrer, ¢ dost thou preaeh calmness to wrongs
like mine?” He drew his sword. ¢ Sir,” said

. Harley, ¢let me tell you,'—The blood ran
quicker to his cheek—his pulse beat one—no
more—and regained the temperament of hu-
nianity '—¢ You are deceived, Sir, said he,
* you are much deceived ; but I forgive suspi-
cions which your misfortunes have justified. I
would not wrong you, upon my soul L would
not, for the dearest gratification of a thousand
worlds : my heart bleeds for you !

His daughter was now prostrate at his feet.
¢ Strike;’ said she, ¢ strike here & wretch, whose
misery cannot end but with that death she de-
serves.”  Her hair had fallen on her shoulders!
her look had the harrid calmness of out-breath-
ed despair! Her father weuld have spoken ;
Lis 1ip quivered, his cheek grew pale! his eyes
Tost the lightning of their fury ! there was a re-
proach in them, but with a mingling of Lity! He
tured them up to Heaven—then on his daugh »
ter.—He laid his left hand on his heart—the
sword d-opt from his right—he burst into tears,
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CHAP. XXIX. /
THE DISTRESSES OF A FATHER.

7 T Arvey kneeled also at the side of the unfor-
tunate daughter. ¢ Allow me, Sir,’ said he,
¢ to entreat your pardon for one whose offences
have been already so signally punished. I
know, I feel, that these tears, wrung from the
heart of a father, are more dreadful to her than
all the punishments your sword could have in-
flicted; accept the contrition of a child whom
Heayen has restored to you.” “Is she nat lost,” .
answered he, “irrecoverably lost ? Damnation !
a comxmon prostitute to the meanest ruffian !'—
¢ Calmly, my dear Sir,’” said Harley, ¢did you
know by what complicated misfortunes she has
fallen to that miserable state in which you now
behold her, I should have no need of words to
excite your compassion. Think, Sir, of what
once she was! Would you abandon her to the
insults of an unfeeling world, deny her opportu-
nity of penitence, and cut off the little comfort
that still remains for your afflictions and her
own!" ¢Speak,’ said he, addressing himseclf to
his daughter ; ¢ speak, I will hear thee.’=The
desperation that supported her was lost; she
fell to the ground, and bathed his feet with
her tears. :

Harley undertook her eause : He rclated the
treacheries to which she had fallen a sacriuce,
and again selicited the forgiveness of her father.
He looked on her for some time in-silence ;

Ga2
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owed to his benevolence. When he returned
into the room where they were, Atkins raand
embraced him; begged him again to forgive
the offence he had given him, and made ihe
warmest protestations of gratitude for his fa-
vours. We would attempt to describe the joy
which Harley felt on this occasion, did it net
occur to us, that ene half of the world' could
not understand it though we did; and the
other half will, by this time, have understood
it without any deseription at all.

Miss Atkins now reticed to her chamber fo
take some rest, from the violence of the emo-
tions she had suffered. When she was gone,
her father addressing himself to Harley, said,
¢ You have a right, Sir, to be informed of the .
present situation of one who owes.so much to
your compassion for his misfortunes. My
daughter, I find, has informed you what that
was at the fatal Jjuncture when they hegan.
Her distresses you have heard, you have pitied
as they deserved'; with mine, perhaps, 1 cannot
so easily make you acquaintéd. You have a
feeling heart, Mr Harley; I bless it that it has
saved my child; but you neyer were a father,
a father torn by that most dreadful of calami-
ties, the dishonour of a child he doated on!
You have been already informed of some of the
circumstances of her elopement. I was then
from howe, called by the death of a relation,
who, though he would never advance m.. &
shilling; on the utmost exigency, in his lifetime,
left me all the gleanings of his frugality at his

G 3 :
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certainly some mistake in the affair, desired her
to leave me.
¢ When she was gone, 1 threw myself into a
ehair, in that state of uncertainty which is of
all others the most dreadful. The gay visions
with which I had delighted myself; vanished in
an instant. I was tortured with tracing back
the same circle of doub¢ and disappointment.
My head grew dizzy, as I thought. I called
the servant again, and asked her a hundred
gquestions to no purpose; there was not room
even for conjecture.
¢ Something at last arose in my mind, which
we call Hope, without knowing what it 1s. I
wished myself deluded by it ; but it could not
prevail over my returning fears. I rose and
walked through thercom. My Emily’s spinnet
stood at the end of it, open, with a book of
music folded down at some of my favourite les-
sons. [ touched the keys; there was a vibra-
tion in the sound that froze myblaod. Ilooked
around, and methought the family-pictures on
the walls gazed on me with compassion in their
faces. I sat down again with an attempt at
more composures; I started at every creaking
of the door, and my ears rung with imaginary
noises t : :
“I had not' remained long in this situation,
when the arrival of a fiiend, who had aceiden-
_tally heard of my return, put an end to my
doubts, by the recital of my daughter’s disho -
sour.  He told me he had his information from

i
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a young gentleman, to whom Winbrooke had
boasted of having seduced her. :

<1 started from my seat, with broken curses
on my lips, and, without knowing whither I
should pursue them, ordered my servant to load
my pistols, and saddle my horses. My friend,
however, with great difficulty, persuaded me to
compose myself for that night, promising to
accompany me on the morrow to Sir George
Winbrooke’s in quest of his son.

¢ The morrow came, after a night spent in a
state little distant from madness. We went as
early as decency would allow to Sir George's.
He received me with politeness, and indeed
compassion ; protested his abhorrence of his
son’s conduct, and told me that he had set out
some days before for London, on which place he
had procured a draft for a large sum, on pre-

- tence of finishing his travels ; but that he had _

not heard from him since his departure.

¢T did not wait for any more, either of infor-
mation or comfort ; but, against the united re-
monstrances of Sir George and my friend, set
out instantly for London, with a frantic uncer-
tainty of purpose; but there all manner of
search was in vain. I could trace neither of
them any farther than the inn where they first
put up on their arrival ; and after some days
fruitless inquiry, returned home destitute of”
every little hope that had hitherto supported
me.  The joarreys I hal made, the restless
nights I had spent, above all, the perturbatior
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of' my mind, had the effect which naturally
might be expected ; a very dangerous fever was
the consequence. From this, however, con-
trary to the expectations of my physicians, T
recovered. Tt was now that I first felt some-
thing like calmness of mind ; probably from
being reduced to a state which could not pro-
duce the exertions of anguish or despair. A
stupid melancholy settled on my soul ; I could
endure to live with an apathy of life ; at times
I forgot my resentment, and wept at the re-
membrance of my child. -
¢ Such has been the tenor of my days. since
that fatal moment when these misfortunesbegan,
till yesterday, that I received 2 letter from a
friend in town, acquainiing me of her present
situation. Could such tales as mine, Mr Har-
ley, be sometimes suggested to the daughters
of levity, did they but know with what anxiety
the heart of a parens flutters round the child
hieloves, they would be less apt to construe into
harshness, that delicate concern for their con-
duct, which they often complain of as laying
restraint upon things, to the young, the gay,
and the thoughtiess, seemingly harmless and in-
different.  Alas! I foodly imagined, that I
needed not even these common cautions! my
Emily was the joy of my age, and the pride of
my soul !—Those things arc mow no more!
.they are lost for ever ! Her death I could have
borne! but the death of her hononr has added
Bblequy and shanie to that sorrow which hends
-y grey hairs to the dust s
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thing  that should be vacant.’ Even Harley
could not murmur at such a disposal.—*¢ Per-
haps,” said he to himself, ¢some war-worn
officer, who, like poor Atkins, had been ne-
glected from reasons which merited the highest
advancement ; whose honour could not stoop
to solicit the preferment he deserved ; perhaps,
with a family, taught the principles of delicacy,
without the means of supporting it ; a wife and
children—gracions Heaven! whom iny wishes
would have deprived of bread !"

He was interrupted in his reverie by some
one tapping him on the shoulder; and, on
turning round, he discovered it to be the very
man whe had explained to him the condition
of his gay companion at Hyde-park corner.
‘I am glad to see you, Sir,’ said he; °I be-
lieve we are fellows in disappointment.” Har-
ley started, and said, that he was at a loss to
understand hinr. ¢ Poh | you need not be so
shy,” answered the other; ¢ every one for him-
self is but fair, and I had much rather you had
got it than the rascally gauger.” . Harley still
protested his ignorance of what he meant,
¢ Why, the lease of Bancroft-manor; had not
you been applying for it?” < I confess I was,’
replied Harley ; ¢ but I cannoet conceive how
you should be interested in the matter.’—
¢ Why, I was making interest for it myself,’

_said he, €and I think I had some title. T voted

for this same baroneg_ at the last alection, ai.d
*made some of my friends do so too; though I

. would not have you imagine that I scld my
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. CHAP., XXXIII.

HE LEAVES LONDO}»VT.—CHABACTERS IN A
STAGE-COACH. il

T company in the stage-coach consisted of
a grocer and his wife, who were going to pay
a visit to some of their country friends; a
young officer, who took this way of marching
1o guarters; a middle-aged gentlewoman, who
had been hired as house-keeper to some family
in the country; and an elderly well-looking
man, with a remarkable old-fashioned periwig.
Harley, upon entering, discovered but one
vacant seat, next the grocer’s wife, which from
his natural shyness of temper, hie made no.
seruple to occupy, however aware that riding
backwards always disagreed with him.
Though his inclination to physiognomy had
met with some rubs in the metropolis, he had
not yet lost his attachment to that science:
he sct himsclf, therefore, to examine, as usual,
the countenances of his companions. Here,
indeed, he wasnot long in.doubt as to the pre-
ference ; for, besides that the elderly gentle-
man, who sat opposite to him, had features by
nature more expressive of good dispositions,

«. there was something in that periwig we men-

_tioned, peculiarly attractive of Harley's re-
gard. A
*" He had not been'long employed in these
. speeulations, when he found himselt aftacked
Vor. I. H :
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with that faintish sickness, which was the na-
tural consequence 6f his situation in the coach.
The paleness of his countenance was first ob-
served by the housekeeper; who immediately
made offer of her smelling-bottle, which Har-
ley, however, declined, telling at the same time
the cause of his uneasiness. The gentleman
on the opposite side of the coach, now first
turned his eye from the side-direction in which
it had been fixed, and begged Harley to ex-
change places with him, expressiag his regret
that he had not, made the propesal before.,
Harley thanked him, and, upon being assured
that both seats were alike to him, was about
to aceept of his offer, when the young gentle-
man of the sword, putting on an areh look,
laid hold of the other's arm. ¢So, my old
boy,” said he, ¢ I find you have still some youth-
ful blood abeut you, but, with your leave, I
will do myself the henour of sitting by this
lady ;" and took his place accordingly. The
grocer stared him as full in the face as his own
short neck would allew ; and his wife, who was
a little round-faced woman, with a great deal
of colour in her cheeks, drew up at the compli-
ment that was paid her, looking first: at the
officer, and then at the housekeeper.

This incident was productive of some dis-
course ; forbefore, though there was sometimes -
a cough or a hem from the grocer, and the of-
ficsr now and_then hummed a few notes of a
song, there hiad  not a single word passed the
Lips of sny of the campany.
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Mrs Grocer gbserved, haw ill convenient it
was for people, who could not be drove back-
wards, to travel in astage. This brought on
a dissertation on stage-coaches in general, and
the pleasure of keeping a chay of one’s own ;
which led to another, on the "great riches of
Mr Deputy Bearskin, who, according to her,
had onge been of that industrious order of
youths, who swept the crossings of the streets,
for the conyeniency of passengers, but, by va-
rious fortunate accidents, had now acquired an
immense fortune, and kept his coach and a
dozen livery-seryants.  All this afforded ample
fund for conversation, if conversation it might
be called, that was carried on solely by the
before-mentioned lady, nobody offering to in-
terrupt her, exeept that the officer sometimes
signified his approbation by a variety of oaths,
a sort of phraseology in which he seemed ex-
tremely conversant. She appealed, indeed, fre-
quently to her husband for the authenticity of
certain facts, of which the good man as often
protested his total ignorance; but as he was
always cailed fool, or something very like it;
for his pains, he at last contrived to support the
credit of his wife without prejudice to his con-
scienee, and signified his assent by a noise not
unlike the grunting of that animal which in
shape and fatness he somewhat resembled.

The housekeeper, and the old gentleman
who'sat next to Harley, were now observed to
oe fast asleep ; at which the lady, who had been
-at such pains to entertain them, muctered

82 83 :
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some words of displeasure, and upon the offi-
cer’s whispering to smoke the old put, both she
and her husband pursed up their mouths into
a contemptuous smile. Harley looked sternly
on the grocer: ¢ You are come, Sir,’ said he,
¢ to those years when you might have learned
some reverence for age: as for this young man,
‘who has so lately escaped from the nursery, he
may be allowed to divert himself.” ¢ Damme,
Sir,” said the officer, ¢do you call me young?'
striking up the front of his hat, and stretching
forward on his seat, till his face almost touched
Harley’s. It is probable, however, that he dis-
covered something there which tended to pa-
cify hima; for on the lady’s entreating them not
to quarrel, he very soon resumed his posture
and calmness together, and was rather less pro-
fase of his oaths during the rest of the journey.
It is possible the old gentleman had waked
time enough to hear the last part of this dis-
course; at least (whether from that cause, or
that he too was a physiognomist) he wore a
look remarkably complacent to Harley, who
on his part, shewed a particular observance of
him: indeed they had soon a better opportu-
nity of making thejr acquaintance, as the coach
arrived that night at the town where the aoffi-
cer’s regiment lay, and the places of destina-
tion of their other fellow-travellers, it seems,
were at no great distance ; for next morning
we old gel fleman and Harley were the only
passengers remaining. : :
When they left the inn in the morning,
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Harley, pulling out a little pocket-book, be- .
gan to examine the contents, and make some °
corrections with a pencil. ¢ This,” said he,
turning to his companion, ¢is an amusement
with which I sometimes pass idle hours at an
inn: these are quotations from those humble
poets, who trust their fame to the brittle tenure
of windows and drinking glasses.” ¢ From our
inns,’ returned the gentleman, ¢ a stranger might
imagine that we were a nation of poets, machines
at least eontaining paetry, which the metion of
a journey emptied of their contents: is it from
the vanity of being thought geniuses, or 2 mere
mechanieal imitation of the custom of others,
that we are tempted to scrawl rhyme upon
such places ?’ :
¢ Whether vanity is the cause of our becom-
ing rhymesters or not,” answered Harley, *itis
a pretty certain effect of it. An old man of my
acquaintance, who deals in apophthegms, used
to say, That he had known few men without
envy, few wits without ill nature, and no poet
without vanity ; and I believe his remark is a
pretty just one ; vanity has been immemorially
the charter of poets. In this the ancients were
more honest than we are: the old poets f_'re-
quently made boastful predictions of the im-
mortality their works will obtain for them ; ours,
in their dedications and prefatory discourses,
- employ much eloquence to praise their pa-
, trons, and much seeming modest, to coYtdem_n
themselves, or at least to apologize for their .
» productions to the wo]r;d ; but this, in my opi-
&)
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nion, is the more assuming manner of the two;
for of all the garbs I ever saw Pride put on, that
of her humility is to me the most disgusting.’

¢ It is natural enough for a poet to be vain,’
said the stranger: ¢ the little worlds which hes
raises, the inspiration which he claims, may ea-
sily be productive of selfimportance ; though
that inspiration is fabulous, it brings on ego-
tism, which is always the parent of vanity.’

¢ It may be supposed,’ answered Harley, ¢ that
inspiration of old was an article of religious
faith 5 in modern times it may be translated, a
propensity to compose ; and I believe it is not
always most readily found, where the poets have
fixed its residence, amidst groves and plains,
and the scenes of pastoral retirement. The
mind may be there unbent from the cares of
the world ; but it will frequently, at the same
time, be unnerved from any great exertion ; it
will feel the languor of indolence, and wander
-without effort over the regions of reflection.’

¢ There is at least,” said the. stranger, ¢one
advantage in the poetical inclination, that it is
an incentive to philanthropy. There is a cer-
tain poetic ground, on which a man cannot
tread without feelings that enlarge the heart :
the causes of human depravity vanish before
the romantic enthusiasm he professes, and many
who are not able to rcach the Parnassian
lieights, may yet approach so near as to be
be*ered by the air of the climate.’ i

© L have always: thought so,’ replied Hatley 5
“but thisis an argument with the prudent against

a
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. it; they urge the danger of unfitness for the
world.” . g
¢ I allow it,” returned the other; ¢but I be-
lieve it is not always rightfully imputed to the
« bent for poetry : that is only one effect of the
common cause.—Jack, says his father, is in-
deed no scholar; nor could all the drubbings
from his master ever bring him one step for-
ward in his accidence or syntax ; but I intend
him for a merchant.—Allow the same indul-
gence to Tom.—Tom reads Virgil and Horace
when he should be casting accounts ; and but
t'other day he pawned his great coat for an edi-
tion of Shakespeare.—But Tom would have °
been as he is, though Virgil and Horace had
never been born, though Shakespeare had died
alink-boy ; for his nurse will tell you, that when
he was a child, he broke his rattle, to discover
what it was that sounded within it; and burnt
the sticks of his go-cart, because he liked to see
the sparkling of timber in the fire.—"Tis a sad
case ; but what is to be done ?—Why, Jack
shall make a fortune, dine on venison, and drink
claret.—Ay, but Tom—Tom shall dine with
his brother when his pride will let him; at
other times he shall bless God over a half-pint
of ale and a Welsh rabbit'! and both shall go to
heaven as they may.—That's a poor prospect
for Tom, says the father.—To go to heaven! I
cannot agree with him.’
¢ Perhaps,’ said_ Harley,. ¢v.e now a-lays
* discournge the romantic turn a little too much.

S
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Our boys are prudent too sgon. Mistake me
not, I do not mean to blame them for want of
tevity ‘or dissipation; but their pleasures are
those of hackneyed vice, blunted to every finer
emotion by the repetition of debauch; and *
their desire of pleasure is warped to the desire
of wealth, as the means of procuring it. The
immense riches acquired by individuals have
erected a standard of ambition, destructive of
private morals, and of public virtue. The
weaknesses of vice are left'us; but the most al-
lowable of our failings we are taught to despise.
Love, the passion most natural to the sensibi-
lity of youth, has lest the plaintive dignity it
once passessed, for the unmeaning simper of ‘a
dangling coxcomb; and the only serious con-
cern, that of & dowry, is settled, even amongst
the beardless leaders of the dancing-school.
The Frivolous and fhe Interested (might a sa-
tirist say) are the charaeteristical features of
the age ; they are visible even in the essays of
our philosophers. They laugh at the pedantry
of our fathers, who complained of the times in
which they lived ; they are at pains o persuade
us how much those were deceived ; they pride
themselyes in defending things as they find
them, and in exploding the barren sounds which
had been reared into motives for action.” To
this their style is suited ; and thie manly tone of
reason is exchanged for perpctual efforts at
snec: and ridie, le. This I hold to be an alarm-
Jng crisis in the corruption of a state ; when
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to any distance he had a mind: but as he did
‘things frequently in a way different from what
other people call natural, he refused these of-
fers, and set out immediately a-foot, haying first
put a spare shirt in his pocket, and given direc-
tions for the forwarding of his portmantesua.
This was a method of travelling swhich he was
accustomed to take: it sayed the trouble of
provision for any animal but himself. and left
him at liberty to chuse his quarters, gither at an
inn, or at the first cottage in which he saw a
face he liked ; nay, when he was not peculiarly
attracted by the reasonable creation, he would
sometimes consort with a species of inferior
rank, and lay himself down to sleep by the side
of a rock, or on the banks of a rivalet. He
did few things without a motive, but his motives
were rather eccentric ; and the usual and ex-
pegdient were terms which he held to be very
indefinite, and which therefore he did not al-
ways apply to the sense inwhich they are com-
monly understood. Tt %

The sun was now in his decline, and the
evening remarkably serene, when he entered a -
hollow part of the road, which winded between
the surrounding banks, and seamed the sward
in different lines, as the choice of travellers had
directed them to tread it. It seemed to be lit-
tle frequented now, for some of those had partly
recoyered their former verdure, The scene
was such as irduced Harley to stand and enjoy
it; when, turmng round. ais notice was at-
tracted by an object, which the fixture of his
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eye on the spot lie walked, had before prevented
him from observing. ;

An old man, who from his dress seemed to
haye been a soldier, lay fast asieep on the
ground'; a knapsack rested on a stone at his
right hand, while his staff and brass-hilted sword
were crossed at his left.

Harley looked on him with the most earnest
attention. He was one of those figures which
Salvator would have: deawn ; nor was the sur-
rounding scenery unlike the wildness of that
painter's back-grounds. The banks on each
side were covered with fantastic shrub-wood,
and at a little distance, on the top of one of
them, stood a finger-post, to mark the direc-
tions of ‘two roads which diverged from the
point where it was placed. A rock, with some
dangling wild flowers, jutted out abeve where
the soldier lay, on which grew the stump of a

large tree, white with age, and asingle twisted -

branch shaded his face as he slept. His face -
had the marks of manly comeliness impaired

by time; hisforehead was not altogether bald,
but its hairs might have been numbered'; while
a few white locks behind crossed the brown of
his neck, with a contrast the most venerable to
a mind like Harley’s. ¢ Thou art old,’ said he
to himself; “but age has not brought thee rest
for its infirmities ; I fear those silver hairs have
not found shelter from thy country, though
that neck has been, bronzed, ir its service.
The stranger waked: He looked at Harley
- with thie appearance of some confusion ; it was
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a pain the latter knew too well to think of eaus-
ing in another; he turned and went on. The
old man re-adjusted his knapsack, and followed
in one of the tracks on the opposite side of the
road.

When Harley heard the tread of his feet
behind him, he could not help stealing back a
glance at his fellow-traveller. He seemed to
bend under the weight of his knapsack; he
halted on his walk, and one of his arms was
supported by a sling, and lay motionless across
Lis breast. He had that steady look of sor-
row, which indicates that its owner has gazed
upon his griefs till he has forgotten to lament
them ; yet not without those streaks of compla-
cency, whicha good mind will sometimes throw
into the countenance, through all the incum-
bent load of its depression.

He had now advanced nearer to H: arley, and,
with an uncertain sort of voice, begged to know

what it was o'clock ; ¢ I fear,” said lie, ¢ sleep
~ has beguiled me of my time, and I shall hardly
have_light enough left to carry me to the end
of my journey.” ¢ Father!” said Harley, (who
by this time found the romantic enthusiasm
 rising with him), ‘how far do you mean to go'?’
¢ But a little way, Sir,” returned the other ;
¢ and indeed it is but a little way I can manage

now : 'tis just four miles from the height to the .
village, whither T am going” ¢I am going .

there t00,’ s.4d Harley; ¢ we may make the

road shorter to'each other. Youseem to have
served your country, Sir, to have served it

o
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you?—¢"Tis a long tale,” replied Edwards;
“but I will try to tell it you as we walk.
¢ When you were at school in the neighbour-
hood, you remember me at South-hill : that
farm had been possessed by my father, grand-
father, and great-grandfather, which last was a
younger brother of that very man’s ancestor,
who is now lord of the manor. I thought [
managed it, as they had done, with prudence ;
I paid my rent regularly as it became due, and
had always as much behind as gave bread to
me and my children. But my last lease was
out soon after you left that part of the country ;
and the squire, who had lately got a London
attorney for his steward, would not renew it,
because, he said, he did not chuse to have any
farm under £.300 a-year value on his estate ;
but offered to give me the preference on the
same terms with another, if I chose to take'the
one he had marked out, of which mine was a
art. A

Vhat could I do, Mr Harley ? I feared the
ndertaking was too great for me ; yet to leave,
at my age, the house I had lived in from my
crad]e:_;g,“l could not, Mr Harley, I could not ;
there was not a tree about it that I did not
look on as my father, my brother, or my child:
so I even ran the risk, and took the squire’s
offer of the whole. But I had soon reason to

repent of my bargain; the steward had taken .

ca-e that m) former farm should be the best
1and of the division : I was obliged to hire more
servantr, and I could not have my eye over

(o}
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them all; sofme unfavourable seasons followed
one another, and I found my affairs entangling
on my bands. To add to my distress, a con-
siderable corn-factor turned bankrupt with a
sum of mine in his possession : I failed paying
my rent sa punctually as I was wont to do, and
the same steward had my stock taken in exe-
cution in 3 few days after. So, Mr Harley,
there was an end of my prosperity. However,
there was as much produced from the sale of
my effects as paid my debts, and saved me from
a jail : I thank God I wronged no man, and the
world could never charge me with di_shonesty.

¢ Had you seen us, Mr Harley, when we were
turned out of South-hill, I am sure you would
have wept at the sight. You remember old
Trusty, my shag house-dog ; I shall never for-
get it while I live . the poor creature was blind
with age, and could scarce crawl after us to the
door ; he went, however, as far as the goose~
berry-bush, which, youm. 3' remember, stood on «
the left mde of the yard; he was wont to,
bask in the sun there; when he had reached
that spot, he stopped; we went on: I called
to him; he wagged his tail, but did not stir;
I called again ; he:lay down 1 whistled, and
cried Trusty ; he gave a short howl, and died !
I could have lain down and died tog ;. but
God gave me strength to live for my children.”

The old man now paused a moment to take
breath. He eyed Ha:ley s face 5 1 wvas bathe 1
with tears : the story was grows aamiliar to him»
self; he dropped one tear, and no.more.

12

o
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¢ Though I was poor,’ continued he, ¢ I was
not altogether without credit. - A gentleman
in the neighbourhood, whe had a small farm
unoccupied at the time, offered to let me have
it, on giving security for the rents; which [
made shift to procure. It wasapiece of ground
which required management to make any thing
of; but it was nearly within the compass of
my son’s labour and my own. We exerted all
our industry to bring it intp some heart. We
began to succeed tolerably, and lived contented
on its produce, when an unlucky accident
brought us under the displeasure of a neigh-
bouring justice of the peace, and broke all our
family-happiness again.
¢ My son was a remarkable good shooter ; he
had always kept a pointer on our former farm,
and thought no harm in doing so now; when
one day, having sprung a covey of partridges in
our own ground, the dog, of his own accord, fol-
" lowed them into the justice’s. My son laid down
~hiscun, andwentafter hisdog to bring him back.
" The game-keeper, who had marked the birds,
came up, and seeing the pointer, shot him just
as my son approached. Thecreature fell, my
son ran up to him ; he died with a complaining
sort of cry at his master’s feet. Jack could
‘bear it no longer; but, flying at the game-

keeper, wrenched his gun out of his hand, and, &

with the butt-end of it, felled him to the ground. |
- ¢ He haocarce got home, when a constable
came with a warrant, and dragged him to pri-*

son, There he lay, for the justices would not
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take bail, till he was tried at the quarter-ses-
sions for the assault and battery. His fine was
hard upon us to pay; we contrived, however,
to live the worse for it, and make up the loss
by our frugality ; but the justice was not con-
tent with that punishment, and soon after had
an opportunity of punishing us indeed. <

¢ An officer with press-orders came down fo -
our country, and having met with the justices,
agreed that they should pitch on a certain num-
ber, who could most easily be spared from the
county, of whom he would take care to clear it.
My son’s name was in the justice’s list.

< "Twas on a Christmas eve, and the birth~
day toe of my son’s little boy. The night was
piercing cold, and it blew a storm, with showers
of hail and snow. We had made up a cheering
fire in an inner room; I sat before it in my
wicker chair, blessing Providence, that bad still
left a shelter for me and my children. My"
son’s two little ones were holding their gam-
bols around us; my heart warmed at the sight;
1 brought a bottle of our best ale, and all our
misfortunes were forgotten. ;

¢It had long been our custom to play a game
at blind-man’s buff on that night, and.it was
not omitted now ; so to it we fell, I, and my -
son, and his wife, the daughter a neighbouring
farmer, who happened to be with usat the time,
the two-children, and an old maid servant, who
had lived with me from a child. _shelot £11
on my son to be blindfolded..—~We had conti=
nued some time at our game, when he groped

15
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his way into an outer room in pursuit of some
of us, who, he imagined, bad taken shelter
there. We kept snug in our places, and enjoyed
his mistake. Hehad not been long there, when
he was suddenly seized from behind. ¢I shatl
have you now,” said he, and turned about.
¢ Shall you so, master ?” answered the ruffian,
who had laid hold of him; ¢ we shall make you
play at another sort of game by and by.'—At
these words Harleystarted witha convulsive sort
of motion, and grasping Edwards’ sword, drew
it half out of the secabbard, with a look of the
most frantic wildness. Edwards gently replaced
it in its sheath, and went on with his relation.
¢ On hearing these words in a strange voice,

we all rushed out to discover the cause. The
room by this time was almost full of the gang.
My daughter in-law fainted at the sight; the
maid and I ran to assist her, while my poor son
remained motionless, gazing by turns on his
children and their mother. We soonrecovered

~ her to life, and begged her to retire and wait
the issue of the affair ; but she flew to her hus-
band, and clung round him in an agony of ter-
ror and grief. ]

“In the gang was one of a smoother aspect,
whom, by his dress, we discovered to be a ser-
jeant of foot. He came up to me, and told me,
that my son had his choice of the sea or land __
service, whispering at the same time, thut if he
chuse the Tan Y, he might get of, on procuring
him' another man;-and paying a certain sum for
his freedsm, The money we could just muster
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tears; but the serjeant, who had seemed the
softest before, was now the least moved of them
all. He conducted me to a party of new-raised
recruits, who lay.at a village in the neighbour-
hood ; and we soon after joined the regiment.
I had not been long with it, when we were or-
dered to the East Indies, where I was soon
.made a serjeant, and might have picked up
some money, if my heart had been as hard as
some others were ; but my nature was never of
that kind that could think of getting rich at the
expence of my conscience.
¢ Amongst our prisoners was an old Indian,
whom some of our officers supposed to have a
treasure hidden somewhere, which isne uncom-
mon practice in that country. They pressed
him to discover it. He declared he had none ;
but that would not satisfy them; so they or-
dered him to be tied te a stake, and suffer fifty
lashes every morning, till he should learn to
speak out, as they said. Oh! Mr Harley, had
you seen him, as I did, with his hands bound
belind him, suffering in silence, while the big
drops trickled down his shrivelled cheeks, and
wet his grey beard, which some of the inbuman
soldiers plucked in scorn ! I could not bear it,
I could not for my soul; and one morning,
" when the rest of the guard were out of the way,
I found means to let him escape. I was tried
by a court-martial for negligence of ay post,
a~d orderc ', in eompassion of my age, and
having got this..ound in .y arm, and that in
my leg. in the service, only to suffer 300 lashes,
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and be turned out of the regiment; but my
sentence was mitigated as to the lashes, and I
had only 260. When I had suffered these, I
was turned out of the camp, and had betwixt
three and four hundred miles to travel before I
could reach a sea-port, without guide to con-
duct me, or money to buy me provisions by the
way. [ set out, however, resolved to walk as
far as I eould, and then to lay myselfl down
and die. But I had scarce gone a mile, when:
I was met by the Indian whom I had delivered-
He pressed me in his arms, and kissed the
marks of the lashes on my back a thousand
times'; he led me to a little hut, where some
friend of his dwelt ; and, after I was recovered
of my wounds, conducted me so far on my
journey himself, and sent another Indian to
guide me throagh the rest. When we parted,
he pulled out a purse with two hundred pieces
of gold in it ¢ Take this,” said e, “my dear
presecver, it is all T have been able to procure.
I begged him not to bring himself to poverty
for my sake, who should probably have ne need
of it long ; but he insisted on my accepting it.
He embraced me :—* You are an Englishman,’
said lie, “but the Great Spirit has given youan
Indian beart; may he bear up the weight of
your old age, and blunt the arrow that brings
it rest!’ We parted; and not long after I made
_ shift to zet my passage to England. *Tis about
a week since I landed, and I am _omng to ¢.d
my dayc in the armsof my s0u,  This sum may
be of use to him and his ehildren; 'tis all the



106 THE MAN OF FEELING,

value I'put upon it. I thank Heaven I never
was covetous of wealth ; I never had much, but

was always so happy as to be content with my-

Titele.”

When Edwards had ended his relation, Har-
ley stood a while looking at him in silence; at
last he pressed him in hisarms. and when he
had given vent to the fulness of his heart by a
shower of tears, ¢ Edwards,” said he ¢ let me
_hold thee to my bosom ; let me imprint the vir-
tue of thy sufferings on my soul. Ceme, my

_ honoured veteran ! let me endeavour te soften
the last days of a life, worn eut in the service
of humanity ; call me also thy sen, and let me
cherish thee as a father’  Edwards, from whom
the recollection of his own sufferings had scarce
forced a tear, now blubbered like a boy; he
could not speak his gratitude, but by some
short exclamations of blessings upon Harley.

 CHAP. XXXV.

HE MISSES AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE.—AN
ADVENTURE CONSEQUENT UPON IT.

Waex they had arrived within a little way of
the village they journeyed to, Harley stopped

short, and looked steadfastly on the morldering

wells of a».ined house that stood on the mad-
side. ¢ Ohheav-as! he c.ied, ¢ what do I'see ?
silent, unroofed, and desolate { Are all thy gay
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tenants gone & do T hear their hum no more 2
Edwards, look there, look there! the scene of
my infant joys, my earliest friendships, laid
waste and rumous! That was the very school
where I was boarded when you were at South-
hill ; ’tis but a twelvemonth since I saw it stand-

ing, and its benches filled with little cherubs; = =

that opposite side of the road was the green on
which they sported ; see it now ploughed up!
I would have given fifty times its value to have

~ saved it from the sacrilege of that plough.’

¢ Dear Sir,” replied Edwards, ‘perhaps they
have left it from choice, and may have got
another spot as good.” ¢ They cannot,” said
Harley, ‘they cannot; I shall never see the
sward covered with its daisies, nor pressed by

“ the dance of the dear innocents ; ¥ shall never
see that stump decked with the garlands which
their little hands had gathered. These two
long stones which now lie at the foof of it, were
once the supports of a hut I myself assisted to
rear ; I have sat on the sods within it, when we
had spread our banquet of apples before us, and
been more blest: Oh! Edwards! infinitely
more blest than ever I shall be again.”

Just then a woman passed them on the road,
and discovered some signs of wonder at the at-
titude of Harley, who stood, with his hands
folded together, looking with a moistened eye
.on the fallen pillars of the hut. Ha sas to

- much entranced in thought to gbs'ér‘ve her at

all'; but Edwards civilly accosting her, desited
- to know, if that had not been the school-house,
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and how it came into the condition in which'

they now saw it ? ¢ Alack-a-day ! said she, ¢it
was the school-house indeed ; but to be sure,
Sir, the squire has pulled it down, because it
stood in the way of his prospects.” ¢ What'!
how ! prospects! pulled down ! cried Harley.:
¢ Yes, to be sure, Sir; and the green, where
- the children used to play, he has ploughéd up,
because, he said, they hurt his fence on the
other side of it.. ¢ Curses on his narrow
heart,’ eried Harley, “that could violate a right
so sacred ! Heaven blast the wretch !

* And fram his derogate body never spring
A babe to honour him.

But I need not, Edwards, I need not, (recover-
ing himself a little), he is cursed enough al-
ready ; to him the noblest source of happiness
is denied ; and the cares of his sordid soul shall
know it ; while thou sittest over a brown crust,
smiling on th 'gmangled Iimbs that have saved
thy son and his children ¥ ¢ If you want any
thing with the schoal mistress, Sir,” said the
woman, ‘T can shew you the way to her house.’ -
He followed her without knowing whither he
went.

They stopped at the door of a snug habita-
tion, where sat an elderly woman with a boy
and a girl before her, each of whom held asup-
per of bread and milk in their hands.” . ¢‘Fhere;

Lir, is the.school-mistress. —¢ Madam, said '
Harley, ¢ was no¢ an old venerable man school-

master here some time ago?’ ¢ Yes, Sir, he

e

i
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was ; poor man! the loss of bis former school-
house, I believe, broke his heart, for he died
soon after it was taken down; and as another
has not yet been found, I have that charge in
the mean time.’—¢ And this boy and gul, 1
presume, are your pupils #—¢ Ay, 8ir, they are
poor orphans, put under my eare by the parish
and wore promising childven I never saw.
¢« Qrphans ! said Havley. ¢ Yes, Sir, of honest
creditable parents as any in the parish ; and it
is a shame for some folks to forget their rela-
tions, at a time when they have most need to
remember them.’ ¢ Madam,” said Harley,
¢ Jet us never forget that we areall relations.’
He kissed the children.
¢ Their father, Sir,’ continued she, ¢ was a
fatmer here in the neighbourhood, and a sober
industrious man he was 3 but nobody can help °
misfortunes ; what with bad ctops, and bad
debts, which are worse, his affairs went to
wreck ; and both he and his wi ed of broken
hearts. And a sweet coupls y were; Sir ;
there was not a properer man tolook on in the
county than John Edwards, and so indeed were .
all the Edwards's” ¢What Edwards’s? cried
the old soldier hastily. ¢ The Edwards's of
South-hill ; and a worthy family they were.’—
¢ South-hill ! said hein a languid voice, and fell
back into the arms of the astonished Harlcy.
"The scwool-mistréss ran for some wator, and a
smelling bottle, with the assistarcerof wli“ch
. they soon recoverea the unfl.stunate Edwards.
e stared wildly for some fime, then folding
Vor, I. K
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his orphan grand-children in his arms, ¢ Oh!
my children, my children !’ he cried, ¢ have I
found you thus? My poor Jack! art thou
gone? I thought thou shouldst have carried
thy father’s grey hairs to the grave! and these
little ones'—his tears choked his utterance, and
he fell again on the necks of his children. o4
¢ My dear old man!" said Harley, ¢ Provi-
dence has sent you to relieve them; it will
bless me, if I can be the means of assisting
you.’—* Yes, indeed, Sir,” answered the boy ;
¢ father, when he was a-dying, bade God bless
us; and prayed, that if grandfather lived, he
might send him to support us.'—¢ Where did
they lay my boy ?* said Edwards. ¢In the |
Old Church-yard,” replied the woman, ¢hard
by his mother.’—¢I will show it you,” answered
- thé boy : ¢for I have wept over it many a time,
when first I came amongst strange folks.” He
took the old man’s hand, Harley laid hold of =
his sister’s, and they walked in silence to the
church-yard s
There was an old stone, with the corner -
broken off, and some letters, half covered with
moss, to denate the names of the dead : there
was a cyphered R. E plainer than the rest: it |
was the tomb they sought. “Here it is, grand-
father,” said the boy. Edwards gazed uponit
without uttering a word: the girl, who had
only sighed before, now wept outright: her '
brother's. “bed, but he stifled his sobbing. ‘I
have told sister” said he, ¢ that she should not, »
take it so to heart; she can knit already,and I
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with invisible hinges, in his pocket. But we
take our ideas from sounds which folly has in=
vented ; Fashion, Bon ton, and Verti, are the
names of cerfain idols, to which we sacrifice’
the genuine pleasures of the soul : in this world
of semblance, we are contented with personat-
ing happiness ; to feel it, is an art beyond us.

It was otherwise with Harley; he ran up
stairs to his aunt, with the history of his fellow-
travellers glowing on his lips. His aunt was: |
an economist; but she knew the pleasure of =
doing charitable things, and withal was fond of *
her nephew, and solicitous to oblige him. She °
received old Edwards, therefore, with alook of
more complacency than is perhaps natural to
maiden ladies at threescore, and was remark-
ably attentive to his grandchildren : sheroasted -
apples with her own hands for their supper,
-and made up a little bed beside her own for
the girl. Edwards made some attempts towards
an acknowledgment for these favours; but his
young friend stopped them in their beginnings.
¢ Whosoever receiveth any of these children’—
said his aunt; for her acquaintance with her
bible was habitual.

Early next morning, Harley stole into the
room where Edwardslay : he expected to have
found him a-bed ; but in this he was mistaken:
‘the old man hadrisen, and was leaning over his
sleepin,; orandson, with the tears flowing down.
nis cheeks. At first he did not perceive Har-
ley; when he did, he endeavoured to hide his’
grief, and crossing his eyes with his hand, ex-<

PRESONIENS
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pressed his surprise at seeing him so early astir.
¢ I was thinking of you,’ said Harley, ¢ and your
children : I learned lastnight that a small farm
of mine in the neighbourhood is now vacant :
if you will occupy it, Ishall gaina good neigh-
bour, and be ablz in some measure to repay
the notice you took of me when a b)y ; and as
the furniture of the house is mine, it will be
so much trouble saved.” Edwards’ tears gushed
afresh, and Harley led him to see the place he
intended for him.

The house upon this farm was indeed little
better than a hut ; its situation, however, was
pleasant ; and Edwards, assisted by the benefi-
cence of Harley, set about improving its neat-
ness and convenience. He staked out a piece
of the green before for a garden, and Peter,
who acted in Harley’s family as valet, butler,
and gardener, had orders to furnish him with
parcelsiof the different seeds he chose to sow
in it. I have seen his master at work in this
listle spot, with his coat off, - and his dibble in
his hand, It was a scene of tranguil virtue to
have stopped an angel on lis errands of mercy !
Harley had contrived to lead a little bubbling
brook through a green walk in the middle of
the ‘ground, upon which he had erected a miil
in mmiature tor the diversion of Edwards’ in-
“ant grandson, and made shift 1 in its construc-
tion to introduce a pliant bit of wood, cnat an-
swered with its fairy clack to the murmuring of
the rill that turned it. I have seen him stand

 listening to these mingled sounds, with his eyes
K3
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inhabitants received them on the terms of
friendly commerce? You say they are happier
under our regulations than under the tyranny of
their own petty princes. I must doubt it from
the'conduct of those by wham these regulations
have been made. They have drained the trea-
suries of Nabobs, who must fill them by op-
pressing the industry of their subjects. = Noris
this to be wondered at, when we consider the
motive upon which those gentlemen do not
deny their going to India. The fame of con-.
quest, barbarous as that motive is, is but a
secondary consideration. There are certain
stations in wealth, as well as in rank and honour,
to which the warriors of the East aspire. It is
there, indeed, where the wishes of their friends
assign them eminence, and to that object the
question of their country is pointed at their re-
turn. When shall I see a commander return
from India in the pride of honourable poverty ?
—You describe the victories they have gained ;
they are sullied by the cause i which they
fought: you enumerate the spoils of those vic-
tories ; they are covered with the blood of the
vanquished ! ;
¢Could youtell me of some conqueror giving
peace and happiness to the conquered 2 did he
accept the gifts of their princes to use them for
* *he comfort of those whose fathers, sons, or
husbands, fell in battle? did he us~ s power
to gain security and, freedom._to the regions of
oppression and slavery ? did he endear the
British name by examples of generosity, whick
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the most barbarous or most depraved are rarely
able to resist? did he return with the con-
sciousness of duty discharged to his country,
and humanity to his fellow-creatures? did he
return with no lace on his coat, no slaves in his

. retinue, no chariot at his door, and no Bur-
gundy at his table P—these were laurels which
princes might envy—which an honest man
would not condemn ¥’

¢ Your maxims, Mr Harley, are certainly
right,” said Edwards. ‘I am not capable of
arguing with you; but I imagine there are
great temptations in a great degree of riches,
which it is no easy matter to resist; those a

- poor man like me cannot describe, because he
never knew them ; and perhaps I have reason
to bless God that T never did; for then, it is
likely, I should have withstood them no better
than my neighbours. For you know, Sir, that
it is not the fashion now, as it was in former
times that I have read of in books, when your
great generals died so poor, that they did not
leave wherewithal to buy them a coffin ; and
people thought the better of their memories for
it, If they did so now-a-days, I question if
any body, exeept yourself, and some few like
you, would thank them.’

‘I am sorry,” replied Harley, ¢ that there is
so much truth in what you say ; but however
the gene.al current of opinion may point, the
feclings are not yet lost that applaud benevo-
lence, and censure inhumanity  Let us endea-

+-vour to Jtrengthen them in ourselves ; and we,

y
i
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who live sequestered from the noise of the mul-
titude, have better opportunities of listening
undisturbed to their voice.’

They now approached the little dwelling of
Edwards. A maid-servant, whom he had hired
to assist him in the care of his grandehildren,
met them a little way from the house : ¢ There
is a young lady within with the children,” said
she. Edwards expressed his surprise at the
visit ; it was, however, not the less true; and
we mean to account for it.

This young lady, then, was no other than
Miss Walton. She lad heard the old man’s
history from Harley, as we have already related .
it. Curiosity, or some other motive, made her
desirous to see his grandchildren; this she
had an opportunity of grautfying soon; the chil-
dren, in some of their walks, having strolled as
far as her father’s avenue. She put several
questions to both ; she was delighted with the
simplicity of their answers, and promised that,
if they continued to be good children, and do
as their grandfather bid them, she would soon
see them again, and bring some present or
other for their reward. This promise she bad
performed now. She came attended only by
her maid, and brought with hera complete suit
of green for the boy, and a chintz gown, a cap,
and a suit of ribands, for his sister. She had
time “enough, with her maid’s assistonce, to
equip them in their new habilinents be‘ore
Harley and Edwartls returead.  The boy heard
his grandfather’s voice, and, with that silent joy

L]
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Was it from this motive that Peter came one
morning into his master’s room with a meaning
face of recital ? His master indeed did not at
first observe it ; for he was sitting with one shoe
buckled, delineating portraits in the fire. ‘I
have brushed those clothes, Sir, as you erdered
me.” Harley nodded his head; but Peter
observed that his hat wanted brushing too ; his
master nodded again. At last Peter bethought
him, that the fire needed stirring ; and, taking
up the poker, demolished the turban’d head of
a Saracen, while his master was seeking out a
body for it. ¢ The morning is main cold, Sir,”
said Peter. ¢Isit?’ said Harley. ¢Yes, Sir;
1 have been as far as Tom Dowson’s to fetch
some barberries he had picked for Mrs Mar-
gery. There was a rare junketting last night -
at Thomas’s, among Sir Harry Benson’s ser-
vants ; he lay at Squire Walton’s, but he wonld
not suffer his servants to trouble the-family s
so, to be sure, they were at Tom’s, and had a
fiddle and a hot supper in the big room where
the justices meet about the destroying of hares
and partridges, and them things; and Tom's
eyes looked so red and so bleared when I called
him to get the barberries :— And I hear as how
Sir Harry is going to be marrieC to Miss Wal-
ton.” ¢How! Miss Walton married !’ said
Harley. ¢ Why, it mayn’t be true, Sir, for all
tmat ; but Tom's wife told it me, and te Le'sure

" the servants told her, and their master tolu
them, as I guess, Sir; but it n.ayn't be true for
all that, as [ said befare.’—¢ Have dore with
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now-a-days, it is money, not birth, that makes
people respected; the more shame for the
times.
Harley was in no very good humour for en-
tering into a discussion of this question; but
he always entertained so much filial respect for
his aunt, as to attend to her discourse.
¢We blame the pride of the rich;” said he,
¢ but are not we ashamed of our poverty ?*
¢ Why, one would not chuse,” replied his
aunt, ¢ to make a much worse figure than one's
neighbours ; but, as T was saying before, the
times (as my friend Mrs Dorothy Walton ob-
serves) are shamefully degenerated in this re-
spect. There was but tother day, at Mr Wal-
ton’s, that fat fellow’s daughter, the London
Merchant, as he calls himself, though I have
heard that he was little better than the keeper
of a chandler’s shop :—We were leaving the
gentlemen to go to tea. She had a hoop for-
sooth, as large and as stiffi—and it shewed a
pair of bandy legs, as thick as two. I was
nearer the door by an apron’s length, and the
pert hussy brushed by me, as who should say,
Make way for your betters, and with one of
her London bobs—but Mrs Dorothy did not
let her pass with it ; for all the time of drink-
ing tea, she spoke of the precedency of family,
and the disparity there is between people who
are conse of something, and your m».aroom-
gentry who wear their coats of arms in thew
purses.’ :
Her indignation was interrupted by ‘he arri-
Yox. L
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val of her maid with a damask table-cloth, and

a set of napkips, from the loom, which-had been

spun by her mistress’s own hand. There was
P Y. 1 |

the family crest in each corner, and in the mid-

dle a view of the battle of Worcester, where

one of her ancestors had been a captain in the
king’s forces; and, with a sort of poetical li-
cence in perspective, there was seen the Royal
Oak, with more twigs than leaves upon it.

On all this the good lady was very copious,
and took up the remaining intervals of filling
tea, to deseribe its excellencies to Harley ; add-
ing, that she intended this as a present for his
wife when he should get one. He sighed and
looked foolish, and commending the serenity
of the day, walked out into the garden.

He sat down on a little seat which com-
manded an extensive prospect round the house.
He leaned on his hand, and scored the ground
with his stick: ¢ Miss Walton married ! said
he, ¢ but what is that to me? May she be
happy ! her virtues deserve it ; to me her mar-

riage is otherwise indifferent: I had roman-
tic dreams ! they are fled |—if is perfectly in-

different.”

Just at that moment he saw a servant, with a
knot of ribands in his hat, go into the house.
His cheeks grew flushed at the sight. He kept
his eye fixed for some time on the door by which
he hx entered, then starting to his feet, hastuy
fullowed' him. ;

i b s 2

‘When he appr.ached tixe door of the kitchen |

where he supposed the man had entered, his
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heart throbbed so violently, that when he would
have called Peter, his voice failed in the at-
tempt.. He stood a moment listening in this
breathless state of palpitation : Peter came out
by chance. “Did your honour want any thing 2’
—<¢ Where is the servant that came just now
from Mr Walton’s ?’ ¢ From Mr Walton’s,
Sir! there is none of his servants here that I
know of’—¢ Nor of Sir Harry Benson's ?’—He
did not wait for an answer ; but having by this
time observed the hat with its party-coloured
ornament hanging on a peg near the door, he
pressed forwards into the kitchen, and address-
ing himself to a stranger whom he saw there,
asked him, with no small tremour in his voice,
¢ If he had any commands for him ?° The man
looked silly, and said, ¢ That he had nothing to
trouble his honour with.’—¢ Are you not a ser-
vant of Sir Harry Benson’s —¢No. Sir’—
¢ You'll pardon me, young man; I judged by
the fayour in your hat.’—¢Sir, I'm his Ma-
Jjesty’s servant, God bless him! and these fa-
vours we always wear when we are recruiting.’
—¢ Recrniting 1" his eyes glistened at the word ;
he seized the soldier’s hand, and shaking it vio-
1en§ly, Sidered Peter to fetch a bothle ofibis
aunt’s best dram. The bottle was brought :
¢ You shall drink the king’s health,” said Har-
ley, ¢in a bumper.’ ¢ The king and your
houour.—* Nay, you shall drink the ung’s
health by itself; you may drink mine in ano-'
ther. Peter looked in his muster’s face, and
filled with some little reluctance. ¢ Now to
: L2
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your mistress !’ said Harley, ¢ every soldier has
a mistress.’” The man excused himself—¢ To
your mistress! you cannot refuse it.) *Twas
Mrs Margery’s best dram! Peter stood with
the bottle a little inclined, but not so as to dis-
charge a drop of its contents: ¢ Fill it, Peter,
said his master, ¢fill it to the brim. Peter
illed it 5 and the soldier, having named Suky
Simpson, dispatched it in a twinkling ¢ Thou
art an honest fellow,” said Harley, ¢ and I love
thee;" and shaking his hand again, desired
Peter to make him his guest at dinner, .and
walked up into his room with a pace much
quicker and more springy than usual.
This agreeable. disappointment, however. he
was not long suffered to enjoy. The curate
happened that day to dine‘with him.  His visits,
indeed, were more properly to the aunt than
the nephew ; and many of the intelligent ladies
in the parish, who, like some very great philo-
sophers, have the happy knack at accounting
for every thing, gave out that there was a par-
ticular attachment between them, which wanted
only to be matured by some more years of
courtship to end in the tenderest connection.
In this conelusion, indeed, supposing the pre-
mises to have been true, they were somewhat
justified by the known opinion of the lady, who
freauently declared herself a friend to the ce-
remonl of former times, when a lover might
nave sighed seven years at his mistress’s feet,
before he was aowed the liberty of Lissing her”
hand.  "Tis true Mrs Margery was now about.

4
|
|
i
|
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her grand climacteric;—no matter ; that is just
the age when we expect to grow younger.
But I verily believe there was nothing in the
report ; the curate’s connection was only that
of a genealogist; for in thar character he was
no way inferior to Mrs Margery herself.  He
dealt also in the present times; for he was @
politician and a newsmonger. ;
He had hardly said grace after dinner, g
he told Mrs Margery, that she might soon ex-
pect a pair of white gloves, as Sir Harry Ben-
son, he was very - well informed, was just going
to be married to Miss Walton. Harley spilt
the wine he was carrying to his mouth ; he had
time, however, to recollect himself before the
curate had finished the different particulars of
his intelligence, and, summing up all the he-
roism he was master of, filled a bumper, and
drank to Miss Walton. ¢ With all my heart,’
said the curate, ©the bride that is to be.
Harley would have said Bride too; but the
word Bride stuck in his throat. His confusion,
indeed, was mauifest ; but the curate began to
enter on some point of deseent with Mrs Mar-
gery, and Harley had very soon after an oppor-
tunity of leaving them, while they were deeply
engaged in a question, whether the name of
some great man in the time of Henry the
Seventh was Richard or Humphry.
“"He aid not see his aunt again till supper ;
the time between he spent in walking, like some
troubled ghost, round the place where his trea-
sure lay. He went as far as a little gcte; thay
A L3
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led into a copse near Mr Walton’s house, to
which that -gentleman had been so cbliging as
to let him have a key. He had just begun to
open it, when he saw, on a terrace below, Miss
Walton walking with a gentleman in a riding
dress, whom he immediately guessed to be Sic
Harry Benson.  He stopped of a sudden ; his

- hand shook so much that he could hardly turn
the key ; he opened the gate, however, and ad-

_ vanced atew paces. The lady’s lap-dog pricked
up its ears, and barked; he stopped again—

< the little dogs and all, ;

Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart, see they bark at me I*

His resolution failed ; he slunk back, and lock=-
ing the gate as softly as he could, stood on tip~
toe looking over the wall till they were gone.
At that instant a shepherd blew his horn ; the
romantic melancholy of the sound quite over-
came him !—it was the very note that wanted
0 be touched—he sighed ! he dropt a tear !—
“and returned.

At supper his aunt observed that he was
graver than usual ; but she did not suspect the
cause: indeed it may seem odd that she was the
only person in the family who had no suspicion
of his attachment to Miss Walton. It was fre-
quently matter of discourse amongst the ser-
vants ; perhaps her maiden coldness—but fo
these-u ings we need not account. 7

In a day or two lie was so much master of
himself as to be able to rhyme upon the sub-
Jjeet. Thedollowing pastoral he left, some time
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¥e know, though 1 cannot express,
Why 1 foolishly doat on my pain 3
Nor will ye believe it the less
That I have not the skill to complain,

* T lean on my hand with a sigh,

My friends the soft sadness condemn 3
Yet, methinks, though I cannot tell why,
1 should hate to bemerry like them,

When 1 walk’d in the pride of the dawn,
Methought all the region look’d brights

Has sweetness forsaken the lawn 2 ;
Hor, methinks, I grow sad at the sight.

When 1 stood by the stream, I have thought
There was wirth in the gurgling soft sound 5
But now ’tis a sorrowful note, ;
And the banks are all gloomy around !
T bave laugh’d at the jest of a friend ;
Now they laugh, and I know not the cause,
Though I seem with my looks to attend,
How silly ! Lask whatit was i

They sing the sweet song of the May,
They sing it with mirth and with glee s

Sure I once thought the sonnet was gay,
But now ’tis all sadness to me,

Oh! give me the dubious light
“That gleams through the quivering shade 5
Oh! give me the horrors of night,
By gloom and by silence array’d !

Let me walk where the soft-rising wave
Has pictur’d the moon on its breast :
Let me walk where the new-cover’d grave

Allows the pale lover to rest !

- Waen shall I in its peaceable womb. 2

Be laid with my sorrows asleep !

Should LAVINIA ¢hance on py tomb—

I could die if ¥ thought she'would svect.
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heave at the thoughts of them, and I made the
most delightful soliloquies. It is impossible,
said I, that there can be half so many rogues as
are imagined.

¢ I travelled, because it is the fashion for
young men of my fortune to travel; I had a
travelling tutor, which is the fashion too; but
my tutor was a gentleman, which it is not al-
ways the fashion for tutors to be. His genti-
lity, indeed, was all he had from his father,
whose prodigality had not left him o shilling to
supportit. ¢

<I have a favour to ask of you, my deav
Mountford,” said my father, ¢ which I will not
be refused : You have travelled, as became a
man ; neither Erance nor Italy have made any
thing of Mountford, which Mountford, before
he left England, would have been ashamed of ;
my son Edward goes abroad, would you take
him under your protection ?—He blushed—my
father’s face was scarlet—he pressed his hand
to his bosom, as if he had said,—my heart does
not mean to offend you. Mountford sighed
twice—¢ I am a proud fool,” said he, ¢and you
will pardon it;—there! (he sighed again), T
can hear of dependance, since if is dependance
‘on my Sedley.—Dependance !’ answered my
father ; ¢there can be no such word between
us: what is there in £.9000 a-year that should
mane m. unworthy of Mountford’s friendsiup 2>
—They embraced ; and soon after I set out on
my travels, with Mouutford fo my guardian,

¢ We were at Milan, where my: fathe~ hap-
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pened to have an Italian friend, to whom he
had been of some service in England. The
Count. for he was of quality, was solicitous to
return the obligation, by a particular attention
to his son : We lived in his palace. visited with
his family. were caressed by his friends, and I
“began to be so well pleased with my entertain-
ment, that I thought of England as of some fo-
reign country.
¢ The Count had a son not much older than
myself. At that age a friend is an easy acqui-
sition: ‘we were friends the first night of our
acquaintance. :
¢ He introduced me into the company of a
set of young gentlemen, whose fortunes gave
them the command of pleasure, and whose in-
clinations incited them to the purchase. After
having spent some joyous evenings in their so-
clety, it became a sort of habit which I eould
not miss without uneasiness ; and our meetings,
which before were frequent, were now stated
and regular.
¢ Sometimes, in the pauses of our mirth,
gaming was introduced as an amusement: it
was an art in which I was novice: I received
instruction, as other novices do, by losing pretty
largely toimy teachers. © Nor was this the only
evil which Mountford foresaw would arise from
the connection I had formed ; but a lecture of
soufinjunctions was not his method efrectams-
mg. He sometimes asked me questions about
the company ; Lat they were such as the curio="
sity of any indifferent manmight have prompted: .
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1 told him of their wit, their eloquence, their
warmth of friendship, and their sensibility
of heart: ¢And their honour,’ said L. laying
my hand on my breast, ‘is unquestionable.
Mountford seemed to rejoice at my good for-
tune and begged that I would introduce him
to their acquaintance. At the next meeting L
introduced him accordingly. b

< The conversation was as animated as usual ;
they displayed all that sprightliness and good
humour which my praises had led Mountford
to expect ; subjects too of sentiment occurred,
and their speeches, particularly those of our
friend the son of Count Respino, glowed with
the warmth of honour, and softened into the
tenderness of feeling. Mountford was charmed
with his companions ; when we parted, he made
the highest eulogiums upon them ! ¢ When shall
we see them again 2’ said he. I was delighted
swith the demand, and promised to re-conduct
him on the morrow.

< In going to their place of rendezvous, he
took me a little out of the road, to see, as he
told me, the performances of a young statuary.
When we were near the house in which Mount-
ford said he lived, a boy of about seven ycars
old crossed us in the street. At sight of
Mountford he stopped, and grasping his hand,
¢ My dearest Sir,” said he, ¢ my father is likely
todo well ; he will live to pray for you, and
to bless you: yes, he will bless you, though
you are an Englishn'an, and some other hard
word that the monk talked of this morning,

Vor. I. M
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which T have forgot, but it meant that you
should not go to heaven; but he shall go to
heaven, said I, for he has saved my father
come and see him, Sir, that we may be happy.’
¢ My dear, I am engaged at present with
this gentleman.’—¢ But he shall come along
with you ; he is an Englishman teo, L fzmcy,
‘he shall come and learn how an Englishman

may go to heaven.’—Mountford smiled, and
we followed the boy together.

¢ After crossing the next street, we arrived
at the gate of a prison. I seemed surprized at
the smht our little conductor observed it.
¢ Are you afraid, Sir,” said he; ¢ I was afraid
once too, but my father and mother are hele,
and I am never afraid when I am with them.’
He took my hand, and led me through a dark
passage that fronted the gate. When we came
to a little door at the end, he tapped; a boy,
still younger than himself, opened i to receive
us. Mountford entered with a look, in which
was pictured the benign assurance of a superior
being. I followed in silence and amazement.

¢ On something like a bed lay a man, with
a face seemmrrly echxatcd with sickness, and
a look of patient dejection ; a bundle of dirty
shreds, seryed him for a pillow ; but he had a
better support—the arm of a femalewho kneeled
beside him, beautiful as an angel, but with a
fadmg languor in her countenance, the stik: ife
& melancholy, that seemed to borrow its shade
from the object ‘on which she gazed, There
was a tear in her eye |—the sick man kissed it
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off in its bud, smiling through the dimness of
his own ——When she: saw Mountford, she
crawled forward on the ground, and clasped his
knees; he raised her from the floor; she threw
her arms round his neck, and sobbed out a
speech of thankfulness, eloquent beyond the

power of language. :
¢ Compose yourself, my love,” said the man
on the bed; ‘but he, whose gooduess has
caused that emotion, will pardon its effects.’
—¢How is this, Mountford ?* said I; ¢ what
do I see? what mustI do ?’ * You see,’ re-
plied the stranger, ‘a wretch, sunk in poverty,
starving in prison, stretched on a sick bed ! but
that is little ;—there are his wife and children,
~ wanting the bread which he has not to give
. them! Yet you cannot easily imagine the con-
scious serenity of his mind; in the gripe of af-
fliction, his hearv swells with the pride of vir-
tue! it cam even look down with pity on the
.man whose cruclty has wrung it almost to
bursting.  You are, I fancy, a friend of Mr
Mountford’s; come nearer, and Il tell vou ;
for, short as my story is, I can hardly command
breath enough for arecital. Theson of Count
Respino (I started as if I had trode on a viper)
has long had a criminal passion for my wife
this her prudence had concealed from me ; but
hie had lately the boldness to declare it to my-
self.” He promised me affluence in exchanges
for honour; and thregtened misery, as its at-
tendant, if I kept it. I treated him with the
contempt he deserved : the consequencé was,
M 2 :
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that he hired a couple of bravoes, (for I am
persuaded they acted under his direction ), who
attempted to assassinate me in the street; but
I made such a defence as obliged them to fly,
after having given me two or three stabs, none
of which, however, were mortal. But his re-
venge was not thus to be disappointed: in the
little dealings of my trade, I had contracted
some debts, of which he had made himself mas-
ter for my ruin; I was confined here at his
suit, when not yet recovered from the wounds
I had received; this dear woman, and these two
boys, fallowed me, that we might starve toge- -
ther; but Providence interposed, and sent Mr
Mountford to our support ; he has relieved my
family from the gnawings of hunger, and rescued
me from death, to which a fever consequent
on my wounds, and increased by the want of
every necessary, had almost reduced me.”
¢ Inhuman villam " I exclaimed, lifting up
my eyes to heaven. ¢ Inhuman indeed; said
the lovely woman, who stood at my side:
¢ Alas! Sir, what had we done to offend him ?
what had these little ones done, that they
should perish in the toils of his vengeance —
I reached a pen which stood in the ink-stand-
JIsh at the bed-side—¢ May I ask what is the
amount of the sum for which you are impri-
sened ¢ T was able,” he replied, ¢ to pay all
but 500 crowns.—I wrote a draught on the
banker with whom I had credit from my father
for 2500, and presenting it to the stranger’s’
wife, * You will receive, Madam, on present-,
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mily.  As to the friendship with which you
where pleased to honour me, the prison, which
I have just left, has exhibited a scene to cancel
it for ever. You may possibly be merry with
your companions at my weakness, as I suppose
you will termiit. T give you leave for derision :
you may affeet a triumph ; T shall feel it.

'Epwarp SenLmy.”

¢ You may send this if you will,’ said Mount- 5

ford coolly ; ¢ but still Respino is a man of ho-
nour 3. the world will continue to call him so.”
—* It is probable,’ I answered, ¢they may; I
envy not the appellation. If this is the world’s
honour, if these men are the guides of itsiman-
ners,—¢ Tut !’ said Mountford, ¢ do you eat
macaroni ?’'—— g

oAb R G I T S

[ At this place had the greatest depredations
of the curate begun. There were so very few
connected passages of the subsequent chapters
remaining, that even the partiality of an editor

could not offer them to the public. T disco- -

vered, from some seattered sentences, that they
were of much the same tenor with the preced-
ing; vecitals of little adventures, in which the
dispusitions of & man, sensible to Jjudee, and

il more warm to feel, had room to unfold -

themselves, Some instruction, and some ex-
ample, T make no doubt, ‘they contained ; but
165 likely that many of those, whom chance
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has led to a perusal of what I have already pre-
sented, may have read it with little pleasure,
and will feel no disappointment from the want
of those parts which T have been unable to pro-
cure: tosuch as may have expected the intri-
cacies of a novel, a few incidents in a life un-
distinguished, except by some featutes of the
heart, cannot have affordedmuch entertainment..

Harley’s own story, from the mutilated pas=
sages [ have mentioned, as well as from some
inquiries I was at the trouble of making in the
country, I found to have been simple to excess.
His mistress, I could perceive, was not married
to Sir Harry Benson ; but it would seem, by
one of the following chapters, which is still en-
tire, that Harley had not profited on the occa-
sion by making any declaration of his own pas-
sion, after those of the other had been unsuc-
cessful. ~ The state of his health, for some part
of this period, appears to have been such as to
forbid any thoughts of that kind: he had been
seized with a very dangerous fever, caught by
attending old Edwards in one of an infectious
kind.  From this he had recovered but imper-
feetly, and though-he had no formed complaint,
his health was manifestly on the decline.

It appears, that the sagacity of some friend
" had at length pointed out to his aunt a cause
from which' this might be supposed to pre_ed;
to wit, his hopeless love for Miss Walton ; for,
according to the conceptions of the world, the
love of @ man of Hatley’s fortune for the heir-
€55 of £.4000 a-year; is indeed desperate.



140 THE MAN OF EEELING.

‘Whether it was so in this case, may be gather-
ed from the next chapter, which, with the two
subsequent, concluding the performance, have
escaped those accidents that proved fatal to the
rest i

CHAP. LY.

HE SEES MISS WALTON, AND IS HAFPPY.

HARLEY was one of those few friends whom
the malevolence of fortune had yet left me: T
could not therefore but be sensibly concerned
for his present indisposition ; there seldom pass-
ed a day on which I did not make inquiry
about him.

The physician who attended him had in-
formed me the evening before, that he thought
him conmderably better than he had been for -
some time past. I called next motning to be
confirmed in a picce of intelligence so welcome
to me.

< When I entered his apartment, 1 found him
sitting on a couch, leaning on his hand, with
his eye turned upwards in the attitude of
thoughtful inspiration, His look had always
an-upen benignity, which commanded esteem ;
there was now somethmg more—a gentle ri-
umph in it.,

He rose, and met me with his usual kind-
ness, When I gave hlm th

13
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had had from his physician, ¢ I am foolish
enough,’ said he, ¢to rely but little, in this in-
stance, upon physic: my presentiment may be
false; but I think I feel myself approaching to
my cnd, by steps so easy, that they woo me to
‘approach it.

¢ There is a certain dignity in retiring from
life at a time, when the infirmities of age have
not sapped our facultics. This world, my dear
Charles, was a scene in which I never much
delighted. I was not formed for the bustle of
the busy, nor the dissipation of the gay; a
thousand things occured, where I blushed for
the impropriety of my conduct when I thought
on the world, though my reason told me I
should have blushed to have done otherwise.—
It was a scene of dissimulation, of restraint, of
disappointment. I leave it to enter on that
state, which I have learned to believe is replete
with the genuine happiness attendant upon vir-
tue. I look back on the tenor of wy life, with
the consciousness of few great offences to ac-
count for. There are blemishes, I confess,
‘which deform in some degree the picture. But
I know the benignity of the Supreme Being,
and rejoice at the thoughts of its exercise in
my favour. My mind expands at the thought
that I shall enter into the society of the blessed,
wise as angels, with the simplicity of children.
Fie had by this time clasped my hand,” And
found it wet by a tear which had just falien
upon it. His eye began tg moisten toc—we
sat for some time silent—At last, with an at-
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tempt to a look of more composure, ¢ There are
some remembrances,’ said Harley, ¢ which rise
involuntarily on my heart, and make me almost
wish to live. I have been blessed with a few
friends, who redeem my opinion of mankind. I
recollect. with the tenderest emotion, the scenes
of pleasure T have passed among them ; but we
shall meet again, my friend, never to be sepa-
rated. There are some feelings which perhaps
are too tender to be suffered by the world.
The world is in general selfish, interested, and
unthinking, and throws the imputation of ro-
mance or melancholy on every temper more
suscepfible than its own. I cannot think but
in those regions which I contemplate, if there
is any thing of mortality left about us, that these
feelingsawill subsist ;—theyare called,—perhaps
they are,—weaknesses here ;—but there may be
some better modifications of them in heaven,
which may deserve the name of virtues” He
sighed as he spoke these last words. He had
scarcely finished them, when the door opened,
and his aunt appeared, leading in Miss Walton.
¢ My dear,” said she, ¢here is Miss Walton, who
has been so kind as to come and inquire for you
herself” T could observe a transient glow upon
his face. . He rose from his seat—¢ If to know
Miss Walton's goodness,” said he, ¢ be a title to
deserve it, I have some claim. She hegoed
- him to resume his seat, and placed herself on
the sofa beside him. I took my leave. Mrs
Mazgery accompaiied me to the door. He
“ was left rith Miss Walton alone.  She inquised

>
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anxiously about his health. ¢I believe,” said
he, <from the accounts which my physicians
unwillingly give me, that they have no great
hopes of my recovery’—She started as he
spoke ; but recollecting herself immediately,
endeavoured to flatter bim into a belief that his
apprehensions were groundless. “I know,’
said he, ¢that it is usual with persons atmy
time of life to have these hopes, which your
kindness suggests: but I would not wish to be
deceived. To meet death as becomes a man,

' is a privilege bestowed on few.—I would en-
deavour to make it mine ;—nor do I think that:
T can ever be better prepared for it than now:—
Lt is that chiefly which determines the fitness of:
its approach.” ¢ Those sentiments,” answered
Miss Walten, ‘are just; but your good sense,
Mr Harley, will own, that life has its proper
value.—As the province of virtue, life is en-
nobled ; as such, it is to be desired. To vir-
tue has the Supreme Director of all things
assigned rewards enough even here to fix its
attachment.”

The subject began to overpower her.—Har-
ley lifted his eyes from the ground—¢ There
are,” said he, in a very low voice, ‘there are
attachments, Miss Walton'—FHis glance met
her’'s—They both betrayed a confusion, and
were both instantly withdrawn.—FEle paused
ol —oments—¢ I am in such a state as cails
for sincerity, let that also excuse it—1It is pei-
haps the last time wa shall' ever meet. I feel
something particularly solemn in the acknow-
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CHAP. LVI.

THE EMOTIONS OF THE HEART.

I ENTERED the room where his body lay ; I ap-
proached it with reverence, not fear: 1 looked;
the recollection of the past crowdet upon me.
I saw that form which, but a little before, was
animated with a soul that did honour to hu-
manity, stretched without sense or feeling be-
fore me. ’Tis a connexion we cannot easily
forget :—I took his hand in mine; I repeated
his name involuntarily ;—1I felt a-pulse in every
vein at the sound. I looked earnestly in his
face ;" his eye was closed ; his lip pale and mo-
tionless. There is an enthusiasm in sorrow
that forgets impossibility ; I wondered that it
was so. The sight drew a prayer from my
heart; it was the voice of frailty and of man!
the confusion of my mind began to subside» into
thought; I had time to Weep.

I tarned with the last farewell upon my lips,
when T observed old Edwards standing. behind
me. I looked him full in the face; but his eye
was ‘fixed on another object: he pressed be-
tween me and the bed, and stood gazing on
the breathless remains of his benefactor. I
spoke to him I know not what; but he tool 10
notice of what I said, and remained in the same
attitnde as before. Fe stood some minutes in
that posture, then turned aund walked towards
the door. He paused as he went;—he re-

] :

Vou. I,



146 THE MAN OF FEELING.

turned a second time : I could observe his lips °

move as he looked: but the voice they would
have uttered was lost. He attempted going
again ; and a third time he returned as before.
—I saw him wipe his cheek; then covering
his face with his hands, his breast heaving with
the most convulsive throbs, he flung out of
the room.

THE CONCLUSION.

His bad hinted that he should like to be buried
in a certain spot near the grave of his mother.
This is a weakness; but is is universally inci-
dent to humanity : ’tis at least a memorial for
those who survive : for some indeed a slender
memorial ‘will serve; and the soft affections,
when they are busy that way, will build their
structures, were it but on the paring of a nail.

He was buried in the place he had desired.
It was shaded by an old tree, the only one in
the church-yard, in which was a cavity worn
by time. I have sat with him in'it, and counted
the tombs. The last time we passed there,
methought he looked wistfully on the tree;
there was a branch of it, that bent towards us,
waving in the wind; he waved his hand, as if

hg mimicked the motion. There was something,
predietive in his look ! perhaps it is foolish to 4

remark it ; but tlere are rimes and places when
I am & child in those things.
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No. 4. Sarurpay, February 26, 1785.
Laudator temporis actl——J UVENAL.

<Ger thee a place, for I must be idle,” says
Hamlet to Horatio at the play. It is often so
with me at public places: I am more employed
in attending to‘the spectators, than to the en-
tertainment ; a practice which, in the present
state of some of our entertainments, I frequently
find very convenient. In me, however, it is an
indolent, quiet sort of indulgence, which, if it
affords some amusement to myself, does not
disturb that of any other body.
At an assembly at which I happened to be
present a few nights ago, my nefice was pecu=
“liarly attracted by a gentlemen with what is
called a fresh look for his age, dressed in a
‘claret-coloured coat, with gold buttons, of a cut
not altogether modern, an embroidered waist-
coatrwith very large flaps, a major wig, long
vufiles nicely plaited, (that looked, however, «s
if the fashion had cowme to-them, rather than
that they had been made for the fashion;;) his
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white silk stockings ornamented with figured
clocks, and his shoes with high insteps, buckled
with small round gold buckles. His sword,
with a silver hilt somewhat tarnished, I might
have thought only an article of his dress, had
not a cockade in his hat marked him for a mili-
tary man. It was some time before I was able
to find out who he was, till at last my friend
Mr S—— informed me he was a very worthy
relation of his, who had not been in town above
twice these forty years; that an accidental
picce of business had lately brought him from
his house in the country, and he had been pre-
vailed on to look on the ladies of Edinburgh
at two or.three puhlic places before he went
home again, that he might see whether they
were as handsome as their mothers and grand-
mothers, whiom he had danced with at balls,
and squired to plays and concerts, near half a
century ago. ¢ He was,’ continued my friend,”
‘a professed admirer and votary of the sex;
and, ‘when he was a young man, fought three
ducls for the honour of the ladies, in one of
which he was run through the body, but luckily
escaped with his life. The lady, however, for
whom he fought, did not reward her knight as
she ought to have done, but soon after married
another man with a larger fortune; upon which
he forswore society in a great measure, and,
thotigh he continued for several years to ao his.
duty in the army, and actually rose to the rank
of lieutenant-colo~el, mixed but little in the
world, aad has for a long space of time resided
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at his estate a determined bachelor, with some-
what of misanthropy, and a great deal of good
nature about him. If you please I will intro-
duce you to him;—Colonel Caustic, this isa
very particular friend of mine, who solicits the
honour of being known to you.” The Colonel
kissed me on both cheeks; and seeming to take =

La liking to my face, we appeared mutually dis-
posed to be very soon acquainted.

Our conversation naturally began on the as-
sembly, which I observed to be a full one. |
¢ Why, yes,’ said the Colonel,  here is crowd
enough, and to spare; and yet your ladies
seem to have been at a loss for partners. I
suppose the greatest part of the men, or rather
boys, whom I see now standing up to dance,
have been breught in to make up a set, as
people in the country sometimes fill up the
places in a dance with chairs, to help them to
go through the figure. But as I came too late
for the minuets, I presume the dressed gentle-
men walked up stairs after they were ended.’
¢ Why, Sir, there are now-a-day no minuets.’
¢ No minuets ¥ (looking for a while at the com-
pany on the fioor:)—I don't wonder at it
« Why, perhaps, Colonel,” said I, ¢ these young
gentlemen have not quite an aspect serious
enough for the pas grave; and yet yonder is
one standing with his back to the fire.” < Why,
ves, there is something of gravity, of almost
melancholy, on his face.” ¢ Yes, melanchuly
and gentleman-like,' said . ¢ as Master Ste-
phen in the play has it ¢ Why, that young



154 PAPERS FROM THE LOUNGER.

man, Sir,—now that I have observed him closer,
—with that roll of handkerchief about his neck,
his square-cut striped vest, his large metal
buttons, and nankeen breeches,—Why, Sir, ’tis
a stable-boy out of place I’

¢ Pray, who are those gentlemen,’ said Co-
lonel Caustic, ¢ who have ranged themselves
in a sort of phalanx at the other end of the s
room, and seem, like the devil in Milton, to
carry stern defiance on their brow.—¢ I have
. not the honour of their acquaintance,’ I re-
plied; ¢ but some of them I presume from the
cockades in their hats'—¢ You do not say so,’
interrupted the Colonel. ¢ Is that the military
air of the present day ? But you must be mis-
taken; they cannot be real scldiers: militia, or
train-band subalterns, believe me, who, having
neither seen service nor good company, con-
trive to look fierce, in order to avoid looking
sheepish. I remember indeed of old, some of
our boys used to put on that fierce air in cof-
fee-houses and taverns; but they could never
dream of wearing it before the ladies.—¢ I
think, however,” said Mr S smiling, ¢ the
ladies don’t seem much afraid of them.'—¢ Why,
your ladies,” answered the Colonel, ¢ to say
truth, have learned to look people in the face.
During the little while I have been in town, I
have met with some in my walks, in great coats,
riding hats, and rattans, whom I could mnot
show an eye to: but I am newly come from
the country ; I shal”keep a better countenance
by and by
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At that moment a lady and her party, for
whose appearance the dancers were waiting,
were just entering the room, and seemed in a
great hurry to get forward. Their progress,
however, was a good deal impeded by a tall
stout young man, who had taken his station
just at the threshold, and leaning his baclk
against one of the door-posts, with his right
foot placed firm on the end of a bench, was
picking his teeth with a perfect nonckalance to
every thing around him. I saw the Colonel
fasten a very angry look en him, and move his
hand with & sort of involuntary motion towards
my cane. The ladies had now got through the
defile, and we stood back to make way for
them. ¢ Was there ever such a brute? said
Colonel Caustic. The young gentleman stalked
up to the place where we were standing, put
up his glass to his eye, looked hard at the Co-
lonel, and then—put it down again. The Co-
lonel took snuff.

< Qur sex,’ said I, ¢ Colonel, is not perhaps
improved in its public appearance; but I think
you will own the other is not less beautiful

* than it was.” He cast his eye round for a few
minutes before he answered me. ¢ Why, yes,’
said he, ¢ Sir, here are many pretty, very pretty
girls. That young lady in blue is a very pretty
girl, _g remember her grandmother at the same
age; she was a fine woman./—¢ But the one
next her, with that faneiful cap, and the pa-
nache of red and wifite featbers, with that ele-
gant form, that striking figure, is not ¢he a fine
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woman ?’—¢ Why, no, Sir, not quite a fine wo-
man; not quite such a woman as a man, (rais-
ing his chest as he pronounced the word man,
and pressing the points of his three unemployed
fingers gently on his bosom), as a man would
be proud to stake his life for.”

¢ But in short, Sir,” continued he,—*I speak
to you because you look like one that can un-
derstand mei—There is nothing about a wo-
nan’s person merely, (were she formed like the
Venus de Medicis), that can constitute a fine
woman. There is something in the look, the
manner, the voice, and still more the silence, of
such a one as I mean, that has ho connection
with any thing material ; at least no more than
just to make one think such @ soul is lodged as
it deserves.—In short, Sir, a fine woman.—I
could have shewn you some examples formerly,
—I mean, however, no disparagement to the
young ladies here ; none upon my honour; they
are as well made, and if not better dressed, at
least more dressed, than their predecessors ; and
their complexions [ think are better. But I
am an old fellow, and apt to talk foelishly.

‘I suspect, Caustic,” said| my fiiend Mr
S , “you and T are not quite competent
judges of this matter. Were the partners of
our dancing days to make their appearance
have, with thelr humble foretops and hrown
tnpowdered ringlets.’—¢ Why, what then, Mr -
S— ¥« Why, I think those high heads ,
would overtop them alittle, that’s all.” < Why,
a3 for che panache,” veplied the Colonel, ¢TI
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have: no objection to the ornament itself; there
is samething in the waving movement of it that
is graceful, and not undignified ; but in every
sort of dress there is a certain character, a cer-
tain relation which it holds to the wearer. Yon-
der now, you'll forgive me, Sir, (turning to
me),; yonder is a set of girls, I suppose, from
theur looks and their giggling, but a few weeks
front the ursery, whose feathers are in such
;d"rlt.nlon, whisked about, hxgh and low, on this
mde and on that’—¢ Why, Sir, ’tis like the
“Countess ofCassowar s menagerie scared by the
entrance of her lap-dog.
mdeed in general,” continued
3 hat of a man or woman of fa-
: ch as to mark some attention
to, appearance, some deference tosociety. The
young men I see here, look as if' they had just
had time to throw off their boots after a fox-
chace. But yet dress is only an accessory, that
should seem to belong to the wearer, and not
the wearer to it. Some of the young ladies op-
posite to us are so made up of ornaments; §0
stu'ck round with finery, that an ill-natared ob-
server might say, their milliner had sent them
hither, as s .,he places her doll in her shop wm-
dow, to exhibit her wares to the company.’
Mr S—— was going to reply, when he was
stopped by the noise of a hundred tongues which
. approached like a gathering storm from the
~ card-room. ’‘Twas my Lady Rumpus, with a
crowd:of women and‘a mob o men in her suite.
They were people of too much censequence to
Yox. L, O
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have any of that deference for society which
the Colonel talked of. My nerves, and those of
my friend S. , though not remarkably weak,
could barely stand their approach ; but Colonel
Caustic’s were quite overpowered.—We accom-
panied him in his retreat out of the dancing-
room ; and after drinking a dish of tea, by way
of sedative, as the physicians phrase it, he called
for his chair, and went home.

While we were sitting in the tea-room, Mr
&5 undertook the apology of my Lady Rum-
pus and her followers. ¢ We must make alfow-
ance,” said he, ©for the fashion of the tirnes.
In these days, precision of manners is exploded,
and ease is the mode.'—¢ Ease !’ said the Colo-
nel, wiping his forehead. ¢ Why, in your days,’
said Mr S , ¢and I may say in mine too,
for I believe there is not much betwixt us, were
there not sometimes fantastic modes, which
people of rank had brought into use, and which
were called genteel because such people prac-
tised them, though the word might not just ap-
ply to them, in the abstract 7—¢1 understand
you, S—— said the Colonel; *there were
such things ; some irregularities that broke out
now and then. There were mad-caps of both
sexes, that would venture on strange things;
but they were in a style somewhat above the
canaille; ridiculous enough, 1 grant you, but
not peﬁeclly absurd ; coarse,. it mlght pe, but .
not dewnright vu]xrar n all ages, I suppose,
people of “condiion did’ sometimes entrench *
themselves behind their titles or their high
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.
birth, and committed offences against what

lesser folks would call decorum, and yet were "
allowed to be well bied all the while; were

sometimes a little gross, and called it witty : and

a little rude, and called it raillery: but ‘twas

false coinage, and neverpassed along.  Indeed,

I have generally remarked, that people did so

only because they could not do better ; ’tis like

pleading privilege for a debt which a man’s

own funds do not enable him to pay. A great

man may perhaps be well bred in a manner

which little people do not understand ; but,

trust me, he is a greater man who is well bred

in a manner that every body understands.’

—_—

No. 6. ‘Sazurpay, March 12, 1785,

A rew mornings ago I was agreeably surprised
with a very early call from my newly acquired
friend Colonel Causgic. ¢ ’Tis on a foolish
piece of business,” said he, ‘I give you the
trouble of this visit. You must know I had an
appointment with your friend S to go to
the play this evening, which a particular affair
that has come across him will prevent his
keeping ; and as a man, after making such an
arrangement, feels it irksome to be disappoint-
ed, (at least it is so with an old methodical
fellow iike me), I have taken the liberty of call=
"ing, to ask if you will supply his place. Imight
have had one or two other c~nductors; but it
is oply with certain people I chuse tc go to

2
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such places.  Seeing a play, or indeed any
thing else, won’t do, at my time of life, either
alone, or in company not quite to one’s mind.
"Tis like drinking a hottle of elaret : the liquor
is something ; but nine tenths of the bargain are
in the companion with whom one drinks it.
As he spoke this, he gave me his hand with
such an air of cordiality—methought we had
been acquainted these forty years;—I took it
with equal warmth,, and assured him, trualy, it
would give me infinite pleasure to attend him.

When we went to the theatre in the evening,
and while I was reading the box-list, to deter-
mine where we should endeavour to find a
place, a lady of the Colorel's acquaintance
happening to come in, begged our acceptance of
places in her box. We entered accordingly ;
and I placed my old friend in a situation where
I thoughthe could most conveniently command
a view both of the company and of the stage.
He had never been in our present house be-
fore, and allowed, that in size and convenience
it exceeded the old one, though he would not
grant so much as the lady and I demanded on
that score. <I know,” said he, ¢ you are in the
right; but one don’t easily get rid of first im-
pressions : I can’t make you conceive what a
play was to me some fifty years ago, with what
teelings T heard the Jast music begin, nor how
my heart beat when it ceased.’—¢ Wiy, it is
very true, Colonel,” said the lady, ¢one can’t
retain those feelngs always.’ < It is some-
thing,’ said I, *to have had them once.’..—
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¢ Why, if T may judge from the little T have
seen,’ replied the Colonel, ¢your young folks
have no time for them now-a-days ; their plea-
sures begin so early, and come so thick.’
¢ "Tis the way to make the most of their time.’
—¢Pardon me, madam,’ said he, ‘I don’t think
50 : ‘tis like the difference between your hot-
house asparagus and my garden ones; the last
have their green and their white; but the first
is tasteless from the very top.’ The lady had
not time to study the allusion ; for her com-
pany began to come into the box, and conti-
nued coming in during all the first act of the
comedy. On one side of Colonel Caustic sat a
lady with a Lunardi hat; before him was
placed one with a feathered head-dress. Lun-
ardi and the feathers talked and nodded to one
another about an appointment at a milliner’s
next morning. I sat quite behind, as is my
custom, and betook myself to meditation. The
Colonel was not quite so paticnt : he tried to
see the stage, and got a flying vizzy now and
then; but in the last attempt, he got such a
Whl\k from Miss Feathers on one cheek, and
such a poke from the wires of Miss Lunardi on
t othel, that he was fain ta glve up the matter
of' seeing ; as to hearing, it was out of the
question.

Gl hope, Colonel, you have been well enter-
tained,” said the mistress of the box, at the end
of the act. ¢ Wonderfully well,” said the Colo-
nel. ¢ Thal: La Mash is 1 monstrous comi-
cal fellow '—<Oh ! as to that, madam, I know

: 03
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nothing of the matter: in your ladyship's box
one is quite independent of the players/——
He made a sign to me: I opened the box door,
and stood waiting for his coming with me.
¢ Where are you going, Colonel 2’ said the lady,
as he stepped over the last bench. ¢To the
play, madam,’ said he, bowing, and shufting
the door.

For that purpose we went to the pit, where,
though it was pretty much crowded, we got
ourselves seated in a very centrical place.
There is something in Colonel Caustic's look
and appearance, so much not of the form only
but the sentiment of good breeding, that it isnot
easy to resist shewing him ang civility in one’s
power.  While we stood near the door, a party
in the middle of one of the rows beckoned to
us, and let us know, that we might find room
by them'; and the Colonel, not without many
scruples of complaisance, at last accepted the
imyitation. /

We had not long been iz possession of our
place before the second act began. Wehad now
an opportunity of hearing the play; as, though
the conversation in the box we had left, which
by this time was reinforced by several new per-
formers, was about as loud as that of the play-
ers, we were nearer to the talkers in front, than
to those behind us.  When the act was over, I
repeated Lady s interrouatory as to the

Colonel’s entertainment, ¢ I begin,’ said he, :

putting his snuff-box to his nose, ¢ to find the
nattention of my former hox-fellows not quite

o
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so unreasonable.’—¢ Our company of this sea-
son,” said a brother officer; who sat near us, to
Colonel Caustic, “is a very numerous one :
they can get up any new play in a week./—¢ I
am not so much surprised, Sir,’ replied the Co-
lonel, € at the number of your players, asI am
at the number of the audience.’—¢ Most of the
new performers are drafts from the English and
Irish stages.’—¢ From the awkward division of
them I presume./—¢ Ycu are a severe critic,
Sir,” replied the officer; ¢but the house has
been as full as you see it every night these
three weels.'—<¢I can easily believe it,” said'the
Colonel. .

As the play went on, the Colonel was asked
his opinion of it by this gentleman, and one or
two more of his neighbotts. He was shy of
venturing his judgment on the pieces they
were kind enough to direct him how to form
one. “This is a very favourite comedy, Sir,
and has had a great rum at Druvy Lane.’—
¢ Why, gentlemen,” said he, ¢I have no doubt
of the comedy being an excellent comedy. since
you tell me so; and to be sure those gentlemen
and ladies who make up the dramatis persona
of it, say a number of good things, some of
them not the worse for haying been said last
century by Joe Miller; but I am often at aloss
to know what they would be at, and wish for a
little of my old friend Bayes's insinuation to di-
rect me.'—*¢ You mean, Sir, that the plot is in-
volved.'—¢Pardon .ne, Sir- not at all; ‘tis &
perfectly clear plot, ¢as clear as the s in the
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cucumber,” as Anthonio in Venice Preserved
says. The hero and heroine are to be married,
and they are at a loss how to get it put off till
the fifth act.”—¢ You will see, Sir, how the last
scene will wind it up.”’—<Oh'! I have no doubt,
Sir, that it will end at the dropping of the
eurtain.’

Before the dropping of the curtain, however,
it was not easy to attend to that winding
up of the plot which was promised us. Be-
tween gentlemen coming into the house from
dinner partics, and ladies going out of it to
evening ones, the disorder in the boxes, and
the calling to order in'the pit, the'business of
the comedy was rather supposed than follow-
ed; and the actors thewselves seemed inclined
to slur it a little. being too well bred not to
perceive, that they interrupted the arrange-
went of some of the genteclest part of their
audience.

When the curtain was down, I saw Colonel
Caustic throw his eye round the house with a
look which T knew had nothing to do with the
comedy. After a silence of two or three mi-
nutes, in whicli“I did not chuse to interrupt
him, ¢Amidst the various calculations of lives,’
said he, “is there any tuble for the life of a
beauty >— I believe not,” said 1, smiling ;
‘there is a fragility in that, which neither Price
nor Maseres ever thought of applying figures
to.'—¢ "Tis a sort of mortality,” continued the
Colonel, ¢ which, .t such a time as this, at the
ending of some public entertainment, 1 have of-
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ten thought on with a very melancholy feeling.-
An old bachelor like me, who has no girls of
his own, except he is a very peevish fellow,
which I hope I am not, laoks on every one of
these .young creatures in some mnieasure as a
daughter ; and when I think how many children
of that sort I have lost—for there are a thou-
sand ways of a beauty's dying—it almost brings
tears into my eyes. Then they are so spoiled
while they do live. Here I am as splenetic as
before I was melancholy. Those flower-beds
we see, so fair to look on,—What useless weeds
are suffered to grow up with them '—¢ 1 do not:
think, Colonel, that the mere flower part is
left uncultivated.’—¢ Why, even as to that, “tis
artificially forced before its time. A woman
has a character even as a beauty. A beauty,
a toast, a fine woman, merely considered as
sugh, has a sort of professional character, which
it requires some sense and accomplishments to
maintain. Now-a-days, there are so many ir-
regulars who practise at fifteen, without a single
requisite except mere outside ! —If we go a lit-
tle farther, and consider a woman as something
more than a beauty; when we regard the sex
as that gentle but irresistible power that should
mould the world to a finer form; that should
teach benignity to wisdom, to virtue grace, hu-
manity to valour; when we look on them in
less eminent, but not less useful points of view,
as those di penates, those household deitics,
from whom man is ‘o find comfort and protec-
tion, whe are to smeoth the ruggedness of his
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labours, the irksomeness and cares of business ;
who are to blunt the sting of his sorrows, and
the bitterness of his disappomtments!—You
think me a fool for declaiming thus:'—¢ No,
upon my soul, don’t I; I hope you think bet-
ter of me than to suppose so.'—¢ But I may
come down from my declamation. Yonder are
a set, fluttering in that box there,—young to
be sure. but they will never be older, except in
wrinkles—I don’t suppose they have an idea in
their heads beyond the colour of a ribbon, the
placing of a feather, or the step of a cotillion!
—And yet they may get husbands.’—¢ If it
please God,” said L—¢ And be the mothers of
the next generation’—¢ Tis to be hoped.’—
¢ Well, well, old Caustic will be in his grave by
that time ¥ e

There was what Shakespeare calls ¢a
ous sadness’ in the thought, at which
well know whether to smile or be sorrowful,
But on the whole, it was ene I did not chuse to
‘press too close on. I feel that I begin to love
this old man exceedingly ; and having acquir-
ed him late, I hope I shall not lose him soon.

No. 81. SATURDAY, September 3, 1785.
rcura miki et rigui ploceant in wallibus amncs. Vize.

(}m: of the most ratural, .s well as one of the
purest pleasures, arising from the effect of ex-
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ternal objects on the mind, is the enjoyment of
rural prospects and rural scenery. « The ideas
of health, contentment, peace, and innocence,
are so interwoven with those of the country,
that their connection has beceme proverbial ;
and the pleasures arising from it are not only
celebrated by those who have experienced their .
sweets, but they are frequently supposed by
thousands to whom they never were known,
and described by many by whom they have
long been forgotten. :

Of them, as of every'othgr cnjoyment, the va-
lue is enhanced by vicissitude ; and long exelu- °
sion is one great ingredient in the delight of
their attainment. Few have been so unfortu-
nate as to have an opportunity of forming a full
idea of that pleasure which a great state-crimi-
nal is said to have felt, when, on being taken
from his dungeon he saw the light, and breath-
ed the open air, though but for that short space
which conducted him to his scaffold. But it
may in some measure be conceived from the sa~
tisfaction which most men have at times experi-
enced in changing the smoky atmosphere and
close corrupted vapour of a ecrowded town, for
the pure elastic breeze of a furze-hill, or the
balimy perfume of a bean-field.

With such increased . enjoyment do I now
feel the pleasures of the country, after being,
_ as Milton says, ‘long in populous city pent.
A very pressing invitation from my friend Cold-
nel Caustic prevailed-over that indolence, which
was always a part of my constitution, ard which
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Y feel advanced life no wise tend to diminish.
Having one day missed half a dozen acquaint-
anee, “one after another, who I was informed
had gone into the country, I came home in the
evening, found a second letter from the Colo-
* nel, urging my visit, read part of Virgil's second.
Georgic, looked from my highest window on the
sun just about to set amidst the golden clouds
of a beautiful western sky, and coming down
stairs, Lordered my man to pack up my portman-
teau, and next morning set out for my friend’s
country-seat, whence I now address my readers.
To me, wlo am accustomed to be idle with-
out being vacant, whose thoughts are rather
wandering than busy, and whose fancy rather
various than vivid, the soft and modest paint-
ing of Nature in this beautiful retirement of my
friend’s, is particularly suited. Here where T
am seated at this moment, in a little shaded ar-
bour, with a sloping lawn in front, covered with
some sheep that are resting in the noon day
+ heat, with their lambkins around them ; with a
grove of pines on the right hand, through which
a scarcely stirring breeze is heard faintly to
whisper ; with a brook on the left, to the gur-

gle of which the willows on its side seem to .

bsten in silence: this landscape, with a back
ground of distant hills, on which one can dis-
cover the smoke of the shepherd’s fire, rising in

. large luzy volumes to a thinly fleckered sky ; all

wis forms a scene peaceful, though enlivened,

oblivious of care yet rich in thought, which.

soothes niy indolence with a congenial quiet,
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yet dignifies it with the swellings of enthusiasm®
and the dreams of imagination.

On this subject of the enjoyment of rural
contemplation, I was much pleased with some
reflections lately sent me by a correspondent,
who subscribes himself Eubulus. €It is the
great error of mankind,’ says he, ¢ that in the
pursuit of happiness, they commonly seek for
it in violent gratifications, in pleasures which
are too intense in their degiee to be of long
duration, and of which even the frequent repe-
tition blunts the capacity of enjoyment. There
is no lesson more useful to mankind than that
which teaches them, that the most rational
happiness is averse to all turbulent emotions;
that it is serene and moderate in its nature;
that its ingredients are neither costly in the ac-
quisition, nor difficult*in the attainment, but
‘present themselves almost voluntarily to a well-
ordered mind, and are open to every rank and
condition of life, where absolute indigence is .
excluded.’ R :

¢ The intellectual pleasures have this pecu-
liar and superlative advantage over those that
are merely sensual, that the most delightful of
‘the former require no appropriation of their ob-
jeets in order to their enjoyment. The con-
templative man, who is an admirer of the beau-
ties of nature, has an ideal property in all its -
_objects. He enjoys the hill, the vale, the
stream, the wood, the garden, with a pleasure
more exquisite, because mor> unallayed, than
that of their actual possessor. To hia each

Vor. L. y
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enjoyment s heightened by the sense of that
unremitting bounty which furnishes it mor is
he dl<qmeLed by the anxiety of maintaining a
possession of which he cannot be depuveﬁ
How truly may he exclaim with the poet!

¢ I care not, Fortune, what you me deny ¢
You cannot rob me of free nature’s grace ;
You cannot shut the windows of the sky,
"Through which Aurora sheiws her brightening face;;
" You cannot bar my constant feet to trace
The woods and lawns, by living stream, at eve =
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace ;
Of Fancy, Reason, Virtne, nought can me bereave.™

¢To a mind of that happy eenformation
which the poet here deseribes, the sources of
pleasure are infinite. Nature is not less de-
lightfal in her general impressions, than when
surveyed in detail ; and to the former of these
the verses above quoted seem chiefly to refer.
It is certain that we expericnce a high degree
of pleasure in certain emeotions, excited by the
general contemplation of Nature, when the at-
tention does; not dwell minutely upon any of
the objectsthat surround us. Sympathy, the
most powerful principle in the human Composi-
tion, has a strong effect in constituting the
pleasure here alluded to. The stillness of the
countly, and the tranquillity of its scenes, have
- sensible effect in calming the disorder of the
passions, and inducing a temporary serenity of _.
mind. By the same sympgthy, the milder pas

5 Castle of Indolence.
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sions are excited, while the turbulent are laid

asleep. That man must be of a hardened
frame indeed, who can hear unmoved the song
of the feathered tribes, when Spring calls folth
¢ all Nature’s harmony ; or who can behold,
without a corresponding emotion of joy and of
gratitude, the xpnuhllmess of the young race
of animals wantoning in the exercise of their
new powers, and invigorated by the benignity
of the air, and the luxuriance of their pasttires.”

My friend, Colonel Caustic. though I will

venture to say for him, that he is neither with-

out the sensibility of mind, nor the emotions of
pious gratitude, which my correspondent justly
* supposes the contemplation of the rural scene
to excite, Jyet surveys it not with feelings of
quite so placid a sort as in some other minds it
will be apt to produce. Here, as every where
else, he stamps on the surrounding objects
somewhat of the particular impression of his
character. That sentiment, which, like the ge-
nius of Socrates, perpetually attends him, the
child of virtue and of philanthropy, nursed by

. spléen; though here it puts on a certain tender-
ness, which it has not in town, and is rather
disposed to complain than to censure, yet walks
with him, not upemployed, th h his woods
and his fields, gid-throws on the finest of their
beauties a tint ®F its own colouring, as the glass
of the little instrument called a Claude Loraine,
dims the landscape which is viewed through it.
I have net been atle to cenvinee Ium, that
the weather is not ver3 much changel ‘from

B2




172 PAPERS FROM THE LOUNGER.

what it was in his younger days; and he quotes
many observations in support of the milder
temperature of the air in those long past sea-
sons. But his sister, .a very respectable maiden
lady, a few years younger than the Colonel,
who keeps house for him, insists on the differ-
ence in stronger terms, and fis surprised at my
~ unbelief, even though it is confirmed by there-
gister.  Ofher faith in this article she shews the
sincerity, by her practice in houseliold-matters,
having, as she tells me, for these fifteen or six-
teen years past, taken out the greens from the
fire-places at least a fortnight earlier than for-
merly, and not uncarpeting the rooms, nor
taking down the window-curtains, till near a
month later than she was wont to do.

On the appearance of his own fields the Co-
lonel does not say quite so much, the culture
he has bestowed on them counteracting in that
particular the natural deterioration ; but where-
ever nature has been left to herself, her pro-
ductions, according to him, bave grown more
scanty. When we start a hare, or flush a par-
tridge in our walks, the Colonel always tells me
there is not one for ten in his grounds that he
used to see. ly ; and he rather seemed to

_enjoy than ole with my waunt of sport,
when T wen sterday a-fishing on the very
same part of the river, fro 1 be informed
me he was of old sure atehing a dish of

trouts in an hour's time, any day of the season.”
Nor. was he quite well pleased with his man’

attempting to account for it, by his
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neighbour Lord Grubwell's having lately sent
down a casting-net for the use 6f his gamekeeper.

On the subject of Lord Grubwell. however,
in other matiers, he is generally apt enough
himself to expatiate. ¢ This man,” said he,
“whose father acquired the fortune which af-
terwards procured the son his title, has startéd
into the rank, without the manners or the taste
of a gentleman. The want of the first would.
only be felt those two or three times in the
year when one is obliged to meet with him ; but
the perversion of the latter, with a full purse to
give it way, makes his neighbourhood a very
untortunaie one, That rising ground¥on the
left, which was formerly one of the finest green
swells in the world, he has put yon vile Gothic
tower on, as he calls it. and has planted balf a
dozen little carronades on the top of if, which
it Is a fayourite amusement with him to fire on
holidays and birth-days, or when some respect-
ed visitor drinks tea there.’” ¢ That will frighten
your Dryads.” said I, smiling. ¢It often fright-
ens my sister,” replied the Colonel; ° and 1 am

* weak enough to let it fret me. T canibear the

man’s nonsense, when it is not heard two miles
off. - ‘Lhat ugly dry gap in thefl)unk opposite,
s the channglof a rill, of which he turned
, to make a serpentine river for his
e, which he had built, withov* -
ing where to find water for it. And irom
i¢ little hills behind, he has rooted out all the
natural fringe of their birch and oak shrub-
wood, to cover their tops with stifft divcul
: P53 : =
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plantations. Then his temples and statues,
with their white plaster and paint, meet one’s
eye in every corner. I have been fain to run
up that hedge. to screen me from all those im-
pettinencies, though it lost my favourite seat
the best half of its prospect.’

But Colonel Caustic has other wrongs from
the innovations of his neighbour, which he suf-
fers without telling them. Lord Grubwell’s
Improvements often intrench on a feeling more
tender than the Colonel's taste, though that is
delicate enough. ~ The scenes around him have
those ties upon my friend which long acquaint-
ance naturally gives them over a mind so sus-

. ceptible as his. ~ As the mythology of the an-
cients animated all nature, by giving a tutelary
power to every wood and fountain, so he has

_ peopled many of the objects in his view with
the images of past events, of departed friends,
of warm affections, of tender reguéts’s and he
feels the change, or sometimes even the im-
provement, as a sacrilege that drives the deity
{rom the place. This sentiment of memory is
felt but very imperfectly in a town; in the
country it retains all its foree, and with Colonel
Caustic it opepates in the strongest manner
possible.  Here he witiidraws himself from an

age which he thinks is in its decline, and finds

i the world of remembrance that warmth of
friendship, that purity of manners, that refine-

ment of breeding, that elegance of form, that |

dignity of deportment, which charmed his
youth. This'is perhaps one cause of his seve-
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rity, when at any time he mi%es with mankind
'tis like leaving an enlightened company of
friends, for the frivolous society of ordinary
men, which often overcomes the temper of the
best-natured people, and, if it ‘does not sink
tliem into sadness and silence, will generally
make them ¢ humorous and peevish.’ :

Even the recollection of sufferings endears
to such a mind as Caustic’s the scene that re-
cals them. I observed, that wherever our
stroll began, it commonly ended in a sombre
walk, that led through a grove of beeches to a
little sequestered dell. "Here I remarked one
tree fenced round in such a manner as shewed
a particular attention to its growth. I stopped
as we passed, and looked on it with a face of
inquiry. ¢ That tree; said the Colonel, observ-_
ing me, ¢is about forty years old.” He went
on a few paces—¢It was planted by:a lady,’—
throwing his eye on the ground, and blushing,
as I thought. ‘It was planted'—He walked
some steps farther; looked back, and sighed.
¢ She was then one of the finest women in the
world.’

No. 82. SaTuRDAY, September 10, 1785.

I ax every day more and more disposed -
congratulate myself on this visit to Colonel
Caustic.  Here I find him with all.his good
qualitiest brought forward, v-ith all his failings
-thrown into the back ground, which onjy serve
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(to carry the simile a little farther) to give
force and relicf to the picture. I am now as-
sured of what before I was willing to believe,
that Caustic's spleen is of that sort which is
the produce of the warmest philanthropy. As
the admirer of painting is most offended with
. the scrawls of a dauber, as the enthusiast in
music is most hurt with the discords of an ill-
played mstrument ; so the lover of mankind, as
Tiis own sense of virtue bas painted them, when
he comes abroad into life, and sees what they
really are, feels the disappointment in the se-
verest manner ; and he will often indulge in sa-
tire beyond. the limits of discretion ; while i in-
difference or selfichness will be contented to
ake men as it finds them, and never allow it-
self 1o be disquieted witle the sereress of dis-
appointed benevolence, or the warmth of indig-
Baat virtue.

1 have likewise made an acquisition of no
inconsiderable value in the acquaintance  of
Colondl Caustic’s sister.  His affection for her
is of that genuine sost, which wasito be expeeted
from the view ol his character I have given.
The first night of my being here, when Miss
Caustic was to retive after supper, her brother
rose, drew back the large arm-chair in which
she sat at table with on pulled the bell-

“*ring with the other, epened the parlonr door
while she was mdkm" her curtsy to me, and
then saluted her as she wen*t‘"out, and bid hex
‘good-night ; and Z1 this with a sert ¢f tender
ceremoldy which T felt then, and feel still, (for
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it is a thing of custem with them,) as one of
the pleasantest pieces of good-breeding 1 had
ever witnessed. €My sister is an excellent
woman,’ said the Colonel, as he shut the door ;
_ cand I don't like her the worse for having
something of the primeval about her. You
don’t know how much I owe her. When I
was a careless young fellow, living what we
called a fashionable life about town, thinking
perhaps, like a puppy as I was, what sort of a
coat I should wear, er what sort of stocking
would best show off my leg; or perhaps practis-
ing my salute before a glass, to enchant the
ladies at a review, my sister Peggy, though se-
veral years younger, was here at home, nursing
the declining age of one of the best of mothers,
and managing every shilling not only of mine,
but of theirs, to make up a sum for purchasing
me a company. Since my mother’s death. and
my being settled here, her attentions have been
all transferred to me ; my companion in health,
my nurse in sickness, witl all those little do-
mestie services which, though they are cyphers
in the general account, a man like'me, whose
home is so much to him, feels of infinite impor~
tance ; and there is a manner of doing them,
quiet, unauthoritative, unbustling way of kecp-~
ing things right, which is often more important
than the things themselves. Then I am in-
debted to her for the tolerable terms I stand in
with the world.  When it grates harshly on
me, (and I am old,sand apt perhaps to be a
little cross at times, ) she contrives son-ehow to
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smooth matters between us; and the apology
T would not allow from itself, I can hear from
her, knowing, as I do, her worth, and the af-
fe'cnon she bears me.——1I were a brute to love
her less than I do’

¢ There is something.” continued the Colonel,
after a little pause, “in the circumstance of
sex that mixes a degree of tenderness with our
duty to a female; something that claims our
protection and our service, in a style so differ-
ent from what the other demands from us;—
the very same offices are performed so differ-
ently;—tis likc grasping a crab tree, and touch-
ing a violet, Whenever I see a man ftreat a
woman not as a woman should be treated, be it
a chambermaid or a kitchen-wench. (met to
say a wife or a sister, though I have seen such
examples,) let him be of what fashion or' rank

. lie may, or as polite at other times as he will,
I am sure his politeness is not of the right
Lreed.  He may have been taught by a danc-
ing-master, at court, or by travel ; but still his
courtesy is not his own, ’tis borrowed only, and
not to be relied on.’

Miss Caustic, with all those domestic and
household accomplishments which her brother
commends, often shows thatshe has been skilled
1 more refined ones, though she has now laid
“em aside, like the dresses of her youth, as un-
suitable to her age and situation.  She can still
tallc of music, of' poetry, of plays and of novels ;
and in conversatiorwith younger people listens
to their dscouxse on those topics with an inter<
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est and a feeling that is particularly pleasing to
them. Her own studies, however, are of a
more serious cast. Besides those books of de-
votion which employ her private hours, she
reads history for amusement, gardening and
medicine by way of business; for she is the
physician of the®parish, and is thought by the
country-folks to be wonderfully skilful. ~Her
brother often jokes her on the number and the
wants of her patients. ¢ I don’t know, sister,’
said he t'other morning, ¢ what fees you get;
but your patients cost me a great deal of mo-
ney. - I have unfortunately but one 1ocipe,
and it is a specific for almost all their diseases.’
—=¢ 1 only ask now and then,’ said she, ¢the
key of your cellar for them, brother; the key
of your purse they will find for themselves.

Yet why should not we be apothecaries that.

way ¢ Poverty is a disease too: and if a little
of my cordials, or your money, can cheer the
hearts of some who have no other malady’'—
¢ It is well bestowed, sister Peggy ; and so we'll
continue to practise, though we should now and
then be cheated.’

<’Tis one of the advantages of the country,’
said I, ¢ that you get within reach of a certain
rank of men, oﬂ:en most virtuous and useful.
whom in a town we have no oppmtumty of

knowmg at all—¢ Why, yes,” said Caustic—
¢ but the misfortune is, that those who could do -

the most for them, seldom see them as thcv
_ought.v 4 have heard that exery body carries a
certain atmosphere of its own along -with it
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which a change of air does not immediately re-
move. So there is a certain town-atmosphere
which a great man brings with him into the
country. He has two or three laced lacquies,
and two or three attendants without wages,
through whom he sees, and hears, and does
every thing; and poverty, industry, and na-
ture, get no nearer than the great gate of his
court-yard.’—'Tis but too true,” said his sister.
¢TI have several pensioners who come with
heavy hearts from Lord Grubwell’s door though
they were once, they say. tenants or workmen
of his own, or, as some of them pretend, rela-
tions of his grandfather’—¢ That’s the very rea-
son,” continued the Colonel; ¢why will they
put the man in mind of his father and grand-
father! The fellows deserve a horse-pond for
their impertinence.—¢ Nay, -but in truth,” re-
plied Miss Caustic, ¢ my Lord knows nothing of
the matter. He carries so mueh of the town-
atmosphere, as you call it, about him. He
does not rise till eleven, nor breakfast till
twelve. Then he has his steward with him for
one hour, his architect for another, hislayer
out of ground for athird. After this he some-
times gallops out for a little exercise, or plays
at billiards within doors; dines at a table of
twenty covers; sits very la his bottle ;
~plays cards, exceptwhen my Lady chuses danc-
Lng, till midnight*and they seldom part till
sun-rise. — - And nds,” said the Colonel,
¢ your Idyllium un my Lord Grubwell's rural
occupations,’ Zag S
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and the place in which we lived was inhabited
by several families, who, like us, had retired
from more public and expensive life, and still
retained somewhat of that polish which former
intercourse-with the fashionable world had con-
ferred. At the age of seventeen, therefore, I
was, I believe, tolerably accomplished ; and
though I knew nothing of high lifc, nor indeed
wished to know it, yet I possessed a degree of -
refinement and breeding rather above what the
circumstances’ of my moaher mmht Imve been
expected to'allow.

Of my beauty I was, like other gu]s, some-
what vain ; but my mother was proud to an ex- .
treme degree., = She looked upon it as a gift by
which my fortune and hers were to be made,
and consequently spared no possible pains to
set it off to advantage. Its importance and its
power were often: inculcated on me; and my
ambition was daily inflamed by the recital of
the wealth and statien which other girls had ac-
quired by marriages to which their beauty alone
had intitled them, I think I héard those in-
stances with more indifference than my mother
wished I should; and could not easily be
brought to comxdex all happiness as centered |
in m,hes or in rank, to which ‘her wwhes and.
hopes were constantly pointed.

These hopes, however, accident put it her
power to accomplish. = At the house of one of
the genteelest of our acquaintance (who had
two daughters nearly of my age) we met with
NMr M , 8 gentleman \vl‘?om the Iq’d_y of the

. > 82
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blush ta hear her speak so; for T had never
thought of kisses in the matter.

That litHe circumstance, however, procured
me her favour so much, that, on being told of
my situation, she begged I might, asshe was
kind enough to express it, be placed under her
protection. As I had heard so much of her
tender-heartedness and her feeling ; as she was
very rich, having been left a widow, with the
disposal of her husband’s whole fortune ; as she .
had nobody buat herself in family, so that it
promised to be an easy place ; all these things
made me very happy to accept of her offu
and I 'wxeed to go home to her house lmmedl-
ately, ier Tast attendant having left her some-
whatsuddenly. I heard indeed, the very morn-
ing after I went thither, that hér servants did
not use to stay long wuh her, which gave me
some little uneasiness; but she took occasion

o inform me, that it was entirely owing to their
cruelty, and want of feeling, having turned
them all off for some nevlect or ill usage of her
little family, as she Sl This Tittla b

~mily, of which T had not heard before, consists

ofa uumber of birds and beasts, which it is the

-~ great ‘pleasure of Mrs ‘Sensitive’s life to keep

‘and to fondle, and on which she is constantly

exercising her senstbﬂxtxes, as she says. My
chief. employment is to. assist her in the care
of'them,

* The waiting on this family of Mrs Sensitive’s

{5 not’ so ¢ task as I (2t first had flatter ed
)
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myself it would have been. We have three
lap-dogs, four cats, some of the ladies of which
are almost always lying-in, a monkey, a flying
squirrel, two parrots, a parroquet, a Virginia
nightingale, a jack-daw, an owl, besides half a
hundred smaller birds, bulfinches, canaries,
linnets, and white sparrows. We have a dor-
mouse in a box, a set of guinea-pigs in the gav-
ret, and a tame otter in the cellar; besides
out-pensioners of pigeons and crows at our
windows, and mice that come from a hole in
the parlour wainscotting, to visit us at break-
fast and dinner time. All these I am obliged
to tend and watch with the utmost care and
assiduity ; not only to take care that their food
and their drink be in plenty, and &oed order ;
not only to wash the lap-dogs, and to comb
the cats, to play on the bird-organ for the in-
struction of the canaries and goldfinches, and
to speak to the parrots and jack-daw for theirs;
but I must accommodate myself, as my mistress
says, to the feelings of the sweet creatures; I
must contribute to their amusement, and keep

thewm in good spirits ; I must scratch the heads

of the parrots; I must laugh to the monkey;
and play at cork balls with the kittens.. Mrs
Sensitive says, she can understand their looks
and their language from sympathy; and that
she is sure it must delight every susceptible
mind to have thus. an opportunity for extend-
ing the sphere of its sensibilities. 3 :
- She sometimes takes an opportunity of ex-
tending something else with poor me. You
Y2
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can hardly suppose what 4 passion she gets into,
if any thing about this fatuily of hers is ne-
glected; and when she chuses to be angry,
and speak hier mind to me a little loud or so,
her favourites, I suppose from sympathy too,
join in the remonstrance, and make such a
concert ! —What between the lap-dogs, the
parrots, the jack-daw, and the monLey there

15 such a barking, squalling, cawing, and chat-
tering I—1VIrs Sensitive’s ears are not so easily
, hurt as her fLelmg:..

But the misfortune is, Mr Lounger, that her
feelings ase only made ial brute creatures, and
don’t e\tend to us poor Christians of the family.
She has no pity on us, no sympathy in the
world for our distresses. ' She keeps a chawmber-
maid and a boy besides myself; and L assure
you it does not fare near so well with us as it
does with the lap-dogs and the monkey. Nay,
1 have heard an old milk-woman say, who has
been long about the family, that Mr Sensitive
himself was not treated altogether so kindly as
some of his lady’s four- footad favourites. He
“was, it seems, 8 good-natuzed man, and not
uch given to complain.  The old wonian says,
he mever beard of his finding faulc with any
thing, but once that Mrs Sensitive insisted on
* taking into bed a Bologna glL)h()Und because
she sald it could not skcp a nights, from the
“coldness of the climate in this wuntry Yet
she often talks of her dear, dear Mr Sensitive,

and weeps when she talks of him'; and she has
. 80t afing tombstate ml~ed over his grave, with
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an epitaph full of disconsolates, and inconsol-
ables, and what not.  To say truth, that is one
way even for a human creature to get into her
good graces; for L never heard her mention
any of her dead friends without a great deal of
kindness and tendet regrets: but we are none
of us willing to purchase her favour at that rate.
As for Lhe living, they have the misfortune
never to be to her llkmo- Ordinary objects of
charity we are ordered never to suffer to come
near her; she says she cannot bear to hear
their Jamentable stories, for that they teax. her"
poor feelings in picces. Besides, she has dis-
covered, that most of them. really deserve no
compassion, and many sensible worthy people
of her acquaintance have cautioned her against
giving-way to her sensibility in that way: be-
cause, in such cases, the compassion of indivi~
duals’is hurtful to society. = There are several
poor relations of hLier husband’s, who, if it had
not been for a settlement he made in her favour
a short while before his death, would have had,
‘I am told, by law, the greatest part of his for-
tune, to whom she never gave a shilling in hex
life. One little boy, her husband’s godson, she
consented to take into the housc; but she
turned him out of doors in less than a week,
because of a blow he gave to Fidele, whe was
stealing his bread and butter. :
bomo of the other members of the famxly
ave almost tempted to steal bread and butger
too. Mrs Sensitive is an economist, though
she spends a greas deal of money_on these
; ; Y3 i 7
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o
No. 96. SaturpAy, December 2, 1786.
TO THE AUTHOR OF THE LOUNGER.
Aureus hane vitam in tervis Saturpus agebat,  VIRG.

Sik,

As in reading, either for instruction or enter-
tainment, one is always most struck with what
comes nearest to one’s self, we who are in the
country Liave been particularly attentive to your
‘rural papers. The family of which I am a
member at present, have been very much enter-
tained with them. We haye found out several
of our acquaintance in the letter of Urbanus ;
and even the picture of yeur godmother, though
a little antiquated, was too strongly marked for
some of our party not to discover a resemblance
to it. Adrastus’s portrait of himself was too
serious for our meddling with. We never al-
- low our imaginations to sport with the sacred-
ness of sorrow,

Since the receipt of those papers, it has be-
‘come an amunsement here to draw sketches for
the Lounger ; and some of us last night after
supper proposed that every one-should paint bis
neighbour. To this fancy and a rainy morning
you owe this letter. I will try to give you the
whole groupe ; I am sure, if I could do it jus-
tioz, it should please your benevolent readers
better than the picture of Urbanus, though I
give thav gentleman perfect-credit for the fide-
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I stole an hour or two in the evening to learn
music, and' had a tolerable knack at making bad
verses when at college. In short there are few
things come across me in which I am quite left
out, and I'have not the vanity of exeellence to
support in any of them: y
I generally spend some months of autumn
in the country, and this season have passed
them very agreeably at the house of a gentle-
man, who, from particular circumstances, I am
pretty confident is the person you onee men- -
tioned under the appellation of Benevolus. A
general idea of his character you have given in
the paper I allude to: of his family, and their
country-life, will you -allow me to try a little
sketch now ?
You have hinted at the use Benevolus makes
“of his wealth.  In the country, as far as we can
gather from those around him, he gives largely ;
but as it is neither from the impulse of sickly
sentiment or shallow vanity, his largesses tend
oftener to incite industry than to supply indi-
gence. Indeed, I have been forced to observe,
than to nurse poverty, is, politically speaking,
to harbour idleness and vice: to prevent it is
much the better way ; for a man seldom thrives
that does not deserve to thrive ; and, except
from some unfortunate accidents, which Bene-
_ volus is ever ready to pity and to redréess, a man
is seldom poor “without ‘deserving to be so.
Th> cccupiers of Benevolus’s estate are gene-
rally thriving : he says, that to promote this is
not an expensive indalgence’; but, on the con-
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trary, that he gains by it. It is sotne money
advanced at first, says he; but no capital is
more productive than that which’is laid out on
the happiness of one’s people. Some plans in-
deed have been suggested to him for doubling
the revenue of his estate, by dispeopling it of
three fourths of its inhabitants; but he would
never consent to them. If I wished for money,
he replied to an adviser of these schemes, there
are many trades you should rather recommend
to me ; but the proudest property of a country
gentleman is that of men.  He has not, how-
ever, that inordinate desire for extending the
bounds of his estate, that some great proprie-
tors have. A gentleman, whose family had
been reduced in its circumstances, offered his
land to him for sale. Benevolus expressed his
sorrow for the necessity that forced the neigh-
bour to this measure, and, after examining into
his affairs, g:ive him credit to the extent of his
debts. The young man went abroad, and from
the recommendation of his honesty and worth,
and great assiduity in business, acquired a for-
tune sufficient to redeem his affairs. Some-
body observed what an enviable purchase that
gentleman’s land would have been to Benevolus.

. “But those acres would not have dined with
me with such a face of happiness and gratitude
as Mr _ did to-day.” ~ %

Such faces, indeed, are a favourite part of
the entertainment at Benevolus's table. One
day of the week, which he jokingly calls his
wife’s rout day, there is an Additionat leaf put
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to the talsle, for the reception of some of the
.prineipal farmers on his estate, from whose
conversation; he says, he derives much useful
knowledge in country business, and in the ma-
nagement of his affairs.  He behaves to them
in such a way as to remove all restraints from
the inequality of rank; and talking fo every
man on the subject he knows best, makes every
man more pleasec with himself, and more use-
fai to those who hear him: The reception in-
deed of those guests strongly marks the pro-
pricty of feeling and of behavicur of the family.
There s none of that sneer and tittering which
one sees among the young gentlemen and ladies
of other tables; the children strive who shall
help the senior farmer of the set; they ask:
questions about the different members of his
household, and sometimes send little presents
to his children. I have had thie charge of some
parties of ‘the young people, who dined with
the farmers in return; and then we have so
many long stories when we come baek in the
_evening. ‘There are no such eggs. nor fowls,
LOr cream, as we meet with in'those excursions.
I am always appealed to as a voucher; and I
canl sately say, that we thought so, especially
when we'took a lang walk, or fished, or shot by
the way.

Benevolus has four sons and three daughters.
Their education ias been serupulously attended
t0; and there are perhaps no young people of
their age more accomplished. - Wihen I speak

 of their Wccomplishiments, Iido not mean only
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their skill in the ordinary branches of education,
music, dancing, dre}wing,’ and so forth. I have
seen such acquirements pass through the me-
mory and the fingers of young people, yet
leave little fruit behind thém. It is not so with
my young friends here; not only are the faculties
employed, but the mind is enriched by all their
studies. I have learned a great deal of true
philosophy, duriag the rainy days of this season,
from the little philosophers in Bensvolus's Ji-
brary ; and when I indulze myself in a mori-e
ing’s lounge beside the young ladies and their
mother, I always rise with sentimentsbetter re-
gulated, with feelings more attuned, than when
I sat down. - The young people’s accomplish-
ments are sometimes shewn, but never exhi-
bited ; brought forth, unassumingly, to bestow
pleasures on others, not to minisier to their own,
vanity, or that of their parents. In music their
talents are such as might attract the applause
of the most skilful; yet. they never refuse to
exert them in the style that may please the
most ignorant.  Music their father confesses he -
is fond of, beyond the moderation of a philoso-
pher i IosTa relaxation, he says. which in-
dulges without debasing the feelings, which em-
ploys without wasting the' mind.  The first
time I was here, I had rode in a very bad day
through a very dreary road ; it was dark before
T reached the house. The. transition from the
battering rain, the howling wind, and aflooded
road, to a saloon lighted cheerily up, and filled
with the mingled sounds of their family concert,
Von: Bl o 7 :

o
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was so delightful, that I shall never forget it.
—There is, however, a living harmony-in the
appearance of the family, that adds considera-
bly to the pleasure of this and every other en-
tertainment. To see how the boys hang upon
their father, and with what looks of tenderness
the girls gather round their mother! ¢ To be
happy at home,’ said Benevolus one day to me,
when we were talking of the sex, ¢is one of
the best dowries we can give a daughter with
a good husband, and the best preventive against
her chusing a bad one.  How many miserable
matches have I known some of my neighbours’
girls make, merely to escape from the prison of
their father’s house! and, having married for
freedom, they resolved to be as little as they
ceuld in their husband’s.’ ’
Benevolus’s. lady, though the mother of so
many children, is still a very fine woman. That
lofty elegance, however, which, in her younger
days, I remember awing so many lovers into 4
adoration, she has now seftened into a matron
gentleness, which is infinitely engaging. There
is a modest neatness in her dress, a chastened
grace in her figure, a sort of timid liveliness in
her conyersation, which we cannot but love’
ourselves, and are not surprised to see her hus-
band look on with delight. In tlie management
of her household concerns, she exerts a quiet
and unperceived attention to her family and
her guests, to their convenience, their sports,
their amusements, which accommodates every
one witbout the tax of sceing it bustled for.’
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In the little circles at breakfast;, where the
plans of the day ave laid, one never finds those
faces of embarrassment, those whispers of con-
cealment, which may be observed in some
houses. Mamma is applied to in all arrange-
ments, consulted in-schemes for excursions, in
the difficulty of interfering engagements, and
is often pressed to be of parties, which she
sometimes enlivens with her presence.
Benevolus, in the same manner, is frequently
the companion of his son’s sponts, and rides
very keenly after an excellent pack of harriers;
though they say he has gone rather seldomer
out this season than he used to do, having got
so good a deputy in me. He was disputing
t'other day, with the clergyman of the parish,
a very learned and a very worthy man, on the
love of sport. I allow, my good Sir,’ said
Benevolus, ¢ that there are better uses for time;
but, exclusive of exercise to the body, there
are so many dissipations more hurtful to the
mind, (dissipations even of reading, of think-
ing, and of feeling, which are never reckoned
on as such, ) that if sport be harmless, it Is use-
ful. * I have another reason for encouraging it
in my son., It will give him an additional tie
to the country, which is to be the chief scene
of his future life, as a man likes his wife the
better that, besides more important accomplish-
ments, she ecan sing and dance; and in both
cases, a man of a feeling mind will connect
with the mere amusement, ideas of affection,
and remembrances of tenderness, Methinks I
o 79

Z
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perceive-an error in the system of education
“which some country gentlemen follow with
their sons.* They send them, when lads, to
study at foreign universities, and to travel into
foreign countries, and then expect them, rather
unreasonably, to become counirysgentlemen at
their return. -~ My son shail travel to see other
_countries, but ‘he shall fist learn to love his
‘own,  There is a polish, there are ornaments,
1 know, which travel gives; but the basisimust
“be an attachment to home. My son’s rufiles

may be of luce, but his shirt must be of more

_ durable scuff?

In this purpose Benevolus has perfectly suc-
ceeded with his'son, who is now eighteen, with
‘much of the information of a man, but with all
the unassuming modesty of a boy. ’Tis his
pleasure and- lis pride to acknowledge the
"claims which his native scenes have upon him.
‘He kiows the name of eyery hamlet, and of its
inhabitants ; he visits them when he can be of
use, gives encouragement to their improve-
ments, and distributes rewards to the industri-
‘ous. In return, they feel the most perfect
fealty and regard to him. The old men ob-
serve how like he'is to his father; and' their
wives trace the eyes and the lips of his mother.

The same good sense in-their management,
and a similar atiention to their happiness, is
shiewn to every inferior member of Benevolus’s
nouschold. His domesties revereand love him;
_yet regularity and-attention aré no where so
habitua’, = Attertion to every guest is one of

!

|
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the first lessons a servant learns at this house,
and an attention of that useful and benevolent
sort, which is exactly the reverse of what is
_practised at some great houses in the country,
where a man is vastly well attended, provided
he has attendants of his own-that make it need-
less; but a person of inferior rank may wait
some time before he can find a scrvant, whose
province it is to take any care of him. At
Benevolus’s, it is every man's province to shew
a stranger kindness; and there is an aspect o
welcome in every domestic one meets. Even
the mastiff-in the court is so gentle, so huma-
nized by the children, and ¢ bears his facultics
so meek,’ that the very beggar is not afraid of
Trusty, though he bays him.

In such guarters, and with such society, I
do not count the weeks of my stay, like your
correspondent Urbanus. The fawily talks of
‘mot visiting Edinburgh sooner than Christmas,
and it is not improbable that I may stay with
them till that time; so if your coffeehouse-
friend takes notes of arrivals this winter, he
may possibly mark me down in my seat in the
coach destined for No. 7., answering the ques-
tions of two cherub-faced boys, who are a sort
of pupils of mine here in all the idle branches
of their education.

I am,
Sir,
- Your most obedient servant,
W. G.
Z3






PAPERS FROM THE LOUNGER. 271
4

in my way : I have been myself on a yisit a¢ the

liouse of the great lady; (I beg her lords

pardon, but that's the way of spgaking in our
neighbourhood). But this comes through Mr
Mushroom too. . You must know; that since he

came home, by presents of shawls and muslins "

to my Lady, and, as some folks say, by lending
some of his spare rupees to my Lord, he is be-
come a great favourite at —— Lodge. And
so.my Lord and Lady and he have laid their
lieads together, that Mr Mushroom shall bg
member for our county the next vacancy ; and
they have been driving and riding aliout among
us, and giving feasts and dances gt —— Lodge
and Mushroom Hall. T fought a little shy, as
the saying is; but Mrs and Miss Mushroom so
tickled the ears of miy wife and daughters, and
my lady talked so much of the happiness she
had formerly enjoyed at my house, and of her
regret for having lost the honour of iny daugh-
ter Mrs ——'s acquaintance, that they were

silly enough to forgive all her former neglect of

them ; and then they so be-laboured me with
the great things that might be expected from
my Lord’s patronage, and Mr Mushroom's at-
tachment to my family, (and they had some
shawls and muslins too), that I at last agreed
to give my vote as they wished. Ol then,
there was so much fuss and kindness, and such
invitations to go to —— Lodge, and 50 many.
honours and pleasures—that, in short, [1r

. Lounger, haying got in my corn and sold my-

cattle, I was prevailed onio lay out a little of
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the m:mey in a new suit, to get a new saddie
and bridle for my mare, to trim my brown colg
for a portmenteau-horse, and mounting John
upon hint, whom I could best spare at this sea-
son too, I accompanied one of my brother-free-

holders, a plain man like myself, who takes a

little of his wite’s advice, to —— Lodge.

As I knew something of the hours there, I
took care that we should not reach the house
till within a few minutes of four, though my
reighbour was in a sort of flutter the last three
miles, fot fear of being too late. But when we
got off our horses, and walked into the lobby,
we found we were much too early for the house.
We had stalked about for some minutes, with-
out knowing where we should go, when, wha

should I see come in but my old acquaintance,

Mr Papillot, though it seems he had forgotten
me; for when I asked him if my Lord or his
Lady were within, he gave me a broad stare, and
said that some of the servants would inform us.

" N_one of the servants, however, chose to be so°
kind ; for though one or two peeped out of this *

and that door, they took no sort of concern in
us, till at last a big surly-looking fellow appear-
ed, pulling down the rufes of his shirt, and
bade us follow him into the saloon. Here we
found an open window, and a half-kindled fire,
and were left to cool our heels for above an
hour, before any living ereature appeared. At
last. a civil enough sort of a gentleman, swhose

name I never heard, for the family called him -

nothing kut Capta®n, came-in, and after talking

»
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a little to us about the weather, the roads,: and
the erop, (though he seemed to have buta bad
notion of’ farming), left the room-again, tellivg
us that my Lord and Lady would soon be down ;
but that dinner was somewhat later the day than
usual, as they and their company had been at
a bear-baiting, my. Lord’s bear having been
backed againsthis neighbour Sir Harry Driver’s
dogs. This accident kept us from our dinner
till six o'clock, by which time my neighbour
and I, who had ‘breakfasted by times, were al-
most famished.  Meanwhile we were left to en-
tertain ourselyes with the pictures, not to men-
tion my: Jady’s Erench lap:dog, which a servant
brought in (I suppose by the time he had been
dressed for dinnzr) and laid on a cushion at the
fireside. I found indeed one of the late num-
bers of the Lounger, which I began to read;
but my neighbour Broadcast yawned so on the
first page, that I laid it by out of complaisance
.to lum. Saon after the lap-dog, some of her
ladyship’s company came in one after another, -
and did us the honeur of staring at us, and
‘speaking to the lap-dog.  The dinner-bell was.
rung before my lady appeared, who, to'do‘her
justice, behaved politely evough, and began to
ask half a dozen questions about our wivesand
children, to which she did not wait for an an-
swer; but to say truth, she had her hands full
of the bear-baiting company, who, when they
were all assembled, made a very numervus
party. My Lord entered a few minutes after
‘ber; he did- not give himself mueh trouble
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about any of us, till on the Captain’s whisper-
ing something in his ear, he came up to where
my neighbour and 1 stood, and said he was
very happy to have the honour of seeing us at
—— Lodge. i ¢
When we went to dinner, we contrived to
place ourselves on each side of our good friend
the Captain, and things went on pretty well,
I knew that at such a table the victuals were
not always what they seemed; and therefore I
was cautious of asking for any.of your figured
dishes. At last, however, 1 got helped to a
mutton-choy, as I would have called it; but
the Captain told me it was a ragout. When I
tasted it, it was so Frenchified, and smelt so of
garlic, which I happen to have an aversion to,
that I was glad to get rid of it as soon (and
that was not very soon) as I could prevail on a
servant to take away my plate. The Captain,
who guessed my taste I suppose, very kindly
informed me there was roast beef on the side-
‘board, and sent a request to a fine gentleman
out of livery, who had the carving of it, for a
slice to me. But whether he thouglit I looked.
like a cannibal, or that the dish, being little in
request, was néglected in the roasting, he sent
me a monstrous thick cut, sored and raw, that
1 could not touch a morsel of it: so I was ob-
liged to. confine my dinner to the leg and wing
of a partridge, which the second course afford-
edime. 1 did not observe how my friend
Broadeast. fared at dinner; but Isaw he catch- .
ed a Tartar at the desert; for happening to
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take 3 mouthful of a peach, as he thought it,
what should it be but a lump.of ice, that stung
his hollow tooth to the quick, and brought the
tears over his cheeks. The wine after dinner
might have consoled us for all these little mis-
fortunes, if we had had time to partake ofit; but
there the French mode came across us again,
and we had drank but a few glasses, and had
not got half through the history of the bear-
baiting, when coffee was brought.

When we went into the drawing-yoom, we
found the card-tables set, and my Lady en-
gaged with a party at whist. She recommend-
ed some of us to the care of a friend of hers, a
Tady somewhat advanced in life, though she
was still 4 maiden one, for they called her Miss
Lurcher, who made up a table at Farthing-Loo.
As this was a game I was used to play at home,
and the stake was so very trifling, I consented
to make one. ' My: neighbour Broadcast re-
fused, and sat down at the other end of the
T00m, to hear une of the young ladies play on
the harpsichord, where he affronted himself by
falling asleep. It had been as well for some
other people that they had been asleep too.
This game, though it began with farthings, soon
mounted up to a very considerable sum, and I -
had once lost to the amount of twenty pounds.
A lucky reverse of fortune brought me a little
up again. and I went to supper only 5000 far-
things, that is, five guineas out of pocket. It
would not become me to suspect any foul play
at —— Lodge ; but I could not helfs observ=
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to our heels; and it was well we did; for we
were within half a yard of being saluted by my
Lord's bear, whose quarters it seems we had
strayed into. The noise of our flight, and his
pursuit, brought a chambermaid, who happened
to be up, to our assistance. and by her means
we had the good fortune to get safely through
the lobby into the lawn, from whence we had
only a mile of two's walk to the inn where
John was put up.

For want of John's attendance, I had com-
forted myself with the reflection, that if he had
not been employed in taking care of me, the
herses would fare the better for it.  But when
we reached the house, we found that John had
beenemployed in nothingbut taking care of him-
self.  The servants of my Lord’s other guests
who were there, kept a very good house, as the

-landlord ealled it; and Johnhadbeen a goed deal
jollier at dinner the day before than his master..
It was with some difliculty we got him on his< |
legs, and brouglhithim along with us. It wasa
long time before wy portmanteau could be
found; and my new bridle, with a plated bit,
. had been exchanged by some clearer-headed
fellow, for an old snaffle not worth a groat:

Such, Sir, is the history of my first visit, and
I hope my last, to —— Lodge. DBut asI have
found the experience even of one visit a little
eéxpensive, I'think it is doing a kindness to peo- .

+ ple in my situation, to let them kuow what they -
have to expect there. When my Lord asks a
vote again, let it be conditionzd on thC part.ef

Vor. L. A a
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the freeholder, that he shall not be obliged to
study the pictures of his saloon above half an
hour, that he shall have somnething to eat and
something to drink at dinner, and be insured
from falling imto the paws of the bear, or the
hands of Miss Lurcher,

I am, &ec.
JorNy HoMESPUN.

No. 100, SATURi)AY, December 30, 1786.

Asoxe the cautions which prudence and
worldly wisdom inculcate on the young, or at
least among those sober truths which experi-
ence often pretends to have acquired, is that
- danger which is said te result from the pursuit
of letters and of science, ‘in men destined for
~ the labours of business, for the active exertions
of professional life. The abstraction of Tearn-
- ing, the speculations of science, and the vision-
_ ary excursions of faney, are fatal, it is said, to
the steady pursuit of common objects, to the .
habits of plodding industry which ordinary bu-
siness demands. The fineness of mind, which
is created or increased by the study of letters,
_ or the admiration of the arts, is supposed to
incapacitate a man for the drudgery by which
professional eminence is gained; as a nicely-
tempered edge, applied to a coarse and rugged
materia', is unahe to: perform what a more
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common instrument would have su\ecessfully
achieved. A young man destined for law or
commerce is advised to look only inte his folio
of precedents, or his method of book-keeping ;
and Dulness is pointed to his homage, as that
benevolent goddess, under whose protection
the honours. of station, and the blessings of
opulence, are to be attained ; while learning -
and genius are proscribed, as leading their vo-
taries to barren indigence, and merited neglect.
In doubting the truth of these assertions, I
think I shall not entertain any hurtful degree
of scepticism, because the general current of
opinion seems of late years to have set too
strongly in the contrary direction; and one
may endeavour to prop the failing cause of li-
terature, without being accused of blameable
or dargerous partiality. :

In the examples which memory and experi-
ence produce. of idleness, of dissipation, an; of
poverty, brought on by an indulgence of Iite-
rary or poetical enthusiasm, the evidence must
necessarily be on one side of the question only.

~Of the few whom learning or genius have led
astray, the ill success or the ruin is marked by
the celebrity of the sufferer. Of the many
who have been as dull as they were profligate,
and as ignorant as they were poor, the fate is
unknown, from the insignificance of those by
whom it was endured. 1f we may reason 2
b ~jor¢ on the matter, the chances, 1 think,
should be on the side of literature.
In young minds or any vivacity, there is a
Aag
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natuaral qéersion to the dradgery of business,
which is seldom overcome, till the efferyescence
of youth is allayed by the progress of time and
habit, or till that very warmth is enlisted on
the side of their profession, by. the opening
prospects of ambition or emolument. From
this tyranny, as youth conceives it, of attention
and of labour, relief: is commonly sought from
some favourite avocation or amusement, for
which a young man either finds o steals a por-
stion of his time ; either patiently plods through
his task, in expectasion of its approach, or an-
ticipates its arrival, by deserting his work be-
fore the legal period for amusement is arrived.
Tt may fairly be questionad, whether the most
innocent of those amusements is either so ho-
nourable or so safe; as the avocations of learn=
ing or of science.  Of minds uninformed and
gross, when yauthful spirits agitate, ‘but fancy
and feeling have no power to impel, the amuse-
ments will generally be either boisterous or ef-
feminate, wiil either dissipate their attention
or weaken their force.. The employment of a
young man's vacant hours is often too little at-
tended to by those rigid masters, who exact
the most scrupulous observance of the periods

_ destined for business.  The waste of time is
“undoubtedly a very calculable Joss; but the

waste or the depravation of mind is a loss'of a
‘much higher denowmination. The: votary of
study, “or' the enthusiast of fancy, may ineL*
“the fprst; but the latter will he suffeved chiefly
by him cyhom igaorance; or want of imagina-

S N Y.
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tion, has left to the grossness of méje sensual .
enjoyments. ; -

In this, as in other respects, the*love of let-
ters is friendly to sober manners and virtuous
conduct, which in every profession is the road
to success and to respect. Without adopting
the common-place reflections against some par-
ticular departments, it must be allowed, that in
mere men of business, there is a eertain: pro-
fessional rule of right, which is not always ho-
nourable, and though meant to be selfish, very
seldom profits. A superior education generally
corrects this, by opening the mind fo different

« motives of action, to the feclings of delicacy,
the sense of honour, and a contempt of wealth,
when earned by a desertion of those principles.

The meral beaty of those dispositions may
perhaps: rather. provoke the smile, than excite
the imitation; of mere men of business and the
world. But I will venture to tell them, that,
even on their own principles, they are mistaken.
The qualities which they sometimes prefer as
more calculated for pushing a young man's way

* in life, seldom attain the end in contemplation
of which they are not so nice about the means.
" This is strongly exemplified by the ill success
~of many, who, from their eailiest youth, had
acquired the highest reputation for sharpness
and cunning: Those trickish qualities look te
small advantages unfairly won, rather than to
great ones honourably attained. The divect,
the open, and the candid, are the surest road
to success in ever} departnent. oft life. It
o “A a8

S
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needs a c_{trtain superior degree of ability to
perceive @ to adopt this; mean and unin-
formed minds seize on corners, which they.cul-
tivate with narrow views to very little advan-
tage: eularged and well-informed minds em-
brace great and honourable objects; and if
they fail of obtaining them, are liable to nene
of those pangs which rankle in the bosom of
artifice defeated, or of cunning over-matched.
“To the improvement of our faculties, as well
2 of our.principles, the love of letters appears
to befavourable. Letters require a certain‘sort
of application, though of a kind pecrhaps very
different from that which business would recom-
mend. = Granting that they are unprofitable in
themselves, as that word is used in the language
of the world ; yet, as developing the powers of
thought and reflection, they may be an amuse-
ment of some use, as those sports of children in
which numbers are used, familiarise them to
the elements of arithmetic. They give room
+ for the exercise of that discernment, that com-
parison of objects, that distinction of causes,
which is to increase the skill of the physician,
to guide the speculation of the merchant, and
to prompt the arguments: of the lawyer; and *
though some professions employ but very few
faculties of the mind, yet there is scarce any
branch of business in which a than, who can
»th'ip‘k will not excel him who can only labour.
We shall accordingly find, in many depart--
ments where learned information seemed of -
- all qualitins the leest necesgary, that those who
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ir fellows,

possessed it in a degree above th
ance; the

haye found, from that very circum®
road to eminence and to wealth. ' -

But I must often repeat .that wealth does
not necessarily create happiness, nor confer dig-
nity : A truth which it may be thought decla-
mation to insist on, but which the present time
seems particularly to require being told.. The

influx of foreign riches, and of foreign luxury,

which this country has of late experienced, has
almbst levelled every distinction but that of moy
ney among us. The crest of noble or illustri-
ous ancestry has sunk before the sucden aceu-

mulation of wealth in vulgar hands; but that -

were little, had not the elegance of manners,
had not the dignity of deportment, had not the
pride of virtue, which used to characterise some
of our high-born names, given way to that tide
of fortune which has lifted the low, the illite-
rate, andtlle unfeeling, into stations of which
they were unworthy. . Learning and genius
have not glways resisted the torrent: but I
know no bulwarks better calculated to resist it.
The love of letters is connected with an inde-
pendence and delicacy of mind, which is a great
preservative against that servile homage which
abject men pay to fortune; and there is a cer-/

tain classical pride, which, from the ‘society of.

Socrates and Plato, Cicero and Atticus, looks
down with an® honest disdain on the wealth=

«_glown insccts of modern times, neither enlight-

e

‘eccd-by knowledge, nor enobled by virtue.
The non omnis morikr of tliespoet draws on fus

v x



284 PAPERS FROM THE LOUNGER.

turity for the deficiencies of thé present; and
even in th “oresent, those avenues of more re-
fined pleasure, which the cultivation of know-
ledge, of fancy, and of feeling, opens to the
mind, give to the votary of science a real supe-
riority of enjoyment in what he possesses, and
free him from much of that envy and regret
which less cultivated spirits feel from theirwants.

In the possession, indeed, of what he has at-
tained, in that rest and retirement from his la-
Eours, with the hopes of which his fatigues were
lightened and his cares were soothed, the mere
man of business frequently undergoes suffering,
instead of finding enjoyment. To be busy, as
one ought, is an easy art; but to know how
to be idle, is a very superior accomplishment.
This difficulty is much increased with persoss,
to whom the habit of employment has made
some active exertions necessary; who cannot
sleep contented in the torpor of indolence, or
amuse themselves with those lighter trifles, in

~which he, who inherited idleness as he did for- -
‘tune, from his ancestors, has been accunstomed

to find amusement. The miseries and mortifi-
cations of the “retired pleasures” of men of bu-
siness; bave been frequently matter of specula-
tion to the moralist, and of ridicule to the wit.
But he who has mixed general knowledge with
professional skiil, and literary amusement with

- professional labour, will have some stock where-

with to support him in idleness, some spring

for his mind when unbent from business, soue

employmont for tlhose houys which retirement

B 2
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or, solitude hus left vacant and L\'Joccupied.

. Independence in the use of one’s™ me is not
the least valuable species of freedL.a.  This li-
berty the man’ of Jetters enjoys; while the ig-
norant and the illiterate often retire from the
thraldom of business, only to become the slaves
of languor, intemperance, or vice,

But the situation in which the advantages of
that endownient of mind which lefters bestow
ate chiefly conspicuous, is old -age, when a
man’s society is necessarily eircumseribed, and
lis powers of active enjoyment are unavoid-
ably diminished.  Unfit for the buztle of affairs.
and the amusements of his youth, an old man, if

- he has no source of mental exertion or employ-

“ ment, often settles into the gloom of melan-
choly and peevishness, or petrifies: his feelings

by habitual intoxication. From an old man
whose gratifications were solely derived from
those sensual appetites which time has blunted,

or from those trivial amusements of which
youth only can share, age has cut off almost
every source of enjoyment. But to him wha
has stored his mind with the information. and
can still employ it in the amusement of letters,
this blank of life is admirably filled up. He
acts, be thinks, and he feels with that literary
world whose society he can at all times enjoy.
There is perhaps no state more capable of com-
fort to ourselves, or more attractive of venera-

. 4/tion from others, than that which such an old
& __oaffords; it is then the gwilight of the pas-
_sions, when they gre mitigited but not extin- -

2 i
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guished, ar'd spread their gentle ‘influence over
the evenin, f our days, in alliance with reason
and in amity-with virtue. :

Nor perhaps, if fairly estimated, are the little
polish and complacencies of social life less in-
creased by the cultivation-of letters, than the
‘enjoyment of solitary or retired leisure. To
the politeness of form and the ease of manner,
business is naturally unfavourable, because busi-
ness looks to the use, not the decoration of
tkings. But the man of business who has cul-
tivated letters, will commonly have softened his
feelings, if 1.2 has not smoothed his manner or
*polished his address. . He may be awkward,
but will seldom be rude ; may trespass in the
Jignorance of ceremonial, but will not offehd
against the substantial rules of civility. In
conversation, the pedantry profession unavoid-
ably insinuates itself among men of every call-
ing. The lawyer, the merchant and- the sol-
dier, (this last perhaps, from obvious enough
“causes, the most of the three,) naturally slide
into the accustomed train of thinking and the
accustomed style of conversation. The pedan-
- try of the man of learning is generally the most
tolerable and the least tiresome of any ; and he
‘who has mixed a certain portion of learning
with his ordinary profession, has generally cor-
ected, in a considerable degree, the abstrac-

tion of the one and the coarseness of the other.
In the more important relations of society,

in the closer intercourse of “riend, of husbany,

- and of fathizr, that saperior celicacy and refine-







