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THE

FILLE De“"CHAMBRE.

L ARG,

%%JIIAT the old French officer had
A
delivered upon travelling, bring-

ing Polonius’s advice to his fon upon the
fame ﬁ'.l\jc("l‘ into my head—and that
bringing in Hamlet; and Hamlet, the
reft of Shakefpear’s works, I flopp'd at
the Quai de Conti in my return home,

to purchafe the whole fet.

The bookfeller faid he had not a fut
i the” world—Comment ! faid 1; taking
one up out of a fet which lay upon’ the
counter - betwixt us.——He [aid, they

Vol. II. A were




2 A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY

were fent him only to be got bound,
and were to be fent back to Verfailles

in the morning to the Count de B——,

—And does the Count do Be—w—, faid
I, read Shakefpear? C'¢ff un Lfprit fort,
replied the bookfeller.—He loves Englifh
books ; and what is more to his ho-
nour, Monfieur, he loves the Englifh
too,  You fpeak this {o civilly, faid I,
that ’tis cxiough to oblige an Englifhman
to lay out a Louis dor or two at your
fhop—The bookfcller made a bow, and
was going to fay fomething, when a
young decent girl of about twenty, who
by her air and drefs fcemed to be fille
de chambre to fome devout woman of
fafthion , came into the fhop and afked
fov Lesr Egavements du  Coeur et de
PEfprit:  the  bookfeller gave her the
book diretly ; fhe pulled out a liule
green fattin purfe run round with a rib-

band
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band of the fame colour, and putting
her finger and thumb into it, fhe took
out the money, and paid for it. As I
had nothing more to flay me in the
fhop, we both walked out at the door
together.
P

——And what have you to do, my
dear, faid I, with The Wanderings of
the Heart, who fcarce know yet you
have one ? nor, till love has fitft told
you it, or fome faithlefs fhepherd has
made it ache, can’{t thou ever be fure
it is fo.—Dicu m'en guarde! faid the
girl. —With reafon, faid I—for if it is
a good one, ’tis pity it fhould be ftolen:
tis-a little treafure to thee, and gives
a better air to your face , than if it
was drefsd out with pearls.

The young girl liftened with a fub.
miflive attention, holding her fattin Purfe

A2 by
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by its ribband in her hand all the time
~—Tis a very fmall one, faid I, taking
Lold of the bottom of it—fhe held it
towards me—and there is very little in it
my dear, faid I5 but be but as good
as thou art handfome, and heaven will
fill it: I had a parcel of crowns in my
hand to pay for Shakefpear; ‘and as fhe
had let go the purle entirely, 1 put a
fingle one in ; and tying wp the ribband

in a bow-knot, returned. it to her.

The young girl made me more a
humble courtely than a low one—'twas
one of thole quiet, = thankful finkings
where the fpirit bows itlelf down—the
body does no more than tell it. I never
gave a gitl a crown in my life which

gave me half the plcafm‘c.

My advice, my dear, would not

have been worth a pin to you, faid I,

if
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if I had not given this along with it : but
now , when you fee the crown, youll
remember it—fo don't, my dear, lay

it ont in ribbands,

Upon my word, Sir, faid the girl,
earneftly , I am incapable—in faying
which , as is ufual in little bargains
of honour, fhe gave me her hand—
En wverité, Monfieur, je mettvai’ cct ar-

gent & part, faid fhe.

‘When a virtuous convention is made
betwixt man and woman, it fanclifies
their molft private walks : {o notwith-
flanding it was dufky, yet, as both our
roads lay the fame way, we made no
{cruple of walking along the Quai de

Conti togethcr.

She made me a fecond courtefy- in
fetting off, and before we got twenty
Asj yards
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yards from the door, as if fhe had not
done enough before, fhe made a fort
of a little flop to tell me again—{he

thank’d me.

It was a fmall tribute, I told her,
which I could not avoid paying to virtue,
and would not be miflaken in the perfon
I had been rendering it to for the world
—Dbut I fee innocence, my dear, in
your face——and foul befal the man who

ever lays a fnare in its way!

The girl feem’d affected fome way or
other with what I faid—fhe gave a low
figh—I found T was not impowered to
enquire at all after it—fo faid nothing
more till T got to the corner of the Rue
de Nevers, where we were to part.

—But is this the way, my dear, faid
I, tothe hotel de Modene? fhe told me
it
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it was——or, that I might go by the
Rue de Guineygaude , which was the
next turn.—Then Ill go, my dear, by
the Rue de Guineygaude, faid I, for two
reafons; firft I fhall pleafe mylelf, and
next I fhall give you the protection of
my company as far on your way as I
can. ‘The girl was fenfible I was civil
—and faid, fhe wifl’d the hoétel de
Modene was in the Rue de St. Pierre—
You live there? faid L—She told me
the was fille de chambre to Madame
R—~—, —Good God! faid I, ’tis the
very lady for whom I have brought a
letter from Amiens—The girl told me
that Madame R——, fhe believed ,  ex-
pecled a firanger with a letter, and was
impatient to fee him—fo I defired the
gicl to prefent my compliments to Ma-
dame R——, and fay I would certainly

wait upon her in the moming.

A4 We
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We flood flill at the corner of-the
Rue de- Nevers: whillt this pafs'd—We
then flopp'd a moment whilft fhe difpoled
of her' Egarements du Cocur &'c. more
commodioufly than cartying them in her
hand——they were two volumes; fo I
held the fecond for her whillt fhe put

the fieft -into. her: pocket; and then fhe
held her pocket, and I put in the other

after- it.

"Tis fweet to fecl by what ﬁnc-fpun

threads' our affections are drawn together.

We fet off a-frefh, and as fhe took
hep third ftep, the girl put her hand
within my arm—Iwas jult bidding her
—but fhe did it of herfelf with that unde-
liberating fimplicity ;  which fhew'd it
was out of her head that the had never
feen me before, For my own part, I
felt the conviction of conﬁmguinity fo

flrongly,
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{lrongly, that I could not help turning
half round to look in her face, and fee
if I could trace out any thing in it of a
family likenefs—Tut! faid T, are we

not all relations?

When we arrived at the turning up
of the Rue de Guineygaude , I ftopp'd to
bid her adieu for good and all: the girl
would thank me again for my company
and kindnels—She bid me adieu twice—
I repeated it as often; and fo cordial
was the parting between us, that had it
happen’d any where elfe, I'm not fure
but I fhould have figned it with a kifs of

charity , as warm and holy as an apofile,

Jut in Paris, as none kifs each other
but the men—I did, what amounted

to the lame thing——

—I bid God blefs her.
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WENE AP A SS PORT,

P ALK 1S,

WHICN I got home to my hotel,
La Fleur told me I had been enquired
after by the Lieutenant de Police—The
duce take it! faid I—I know the reafon.
It is time the reader fhould know it, for
in the order of things in which it hap-
pened, it was omitted 5 not that it was
out of my head; but that had I told it
then, it might have been forgot now-—

and now is the time I want it

I had left London with fo much pre-
cipitation, that it never enter’'d my mind
that we were at war with France; and

had reaclvd Dover , and look'd through
my
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my glafs at the hills beyond Boulogne,
before the idea prefented itfelf; and with
this in its train, that there was no getting
there without a paflport.  Go but to the
end of a fireet, I have a mortal aver-
fion for returning back no wifer than I
fat outy and as this was one of the
greateft efforts I had ever made for know-
ledge , I could lefs bear the thoughts of
it : fo hearing the Count de * ** had
hired the packet, I begg’d he would
take me in his fuite. "The Count had
{fome little knowledge of me, fo made
little or no difficulty —only faid , his
inclination to ferve me could reach no
further than Calais, as he was to
return by way of Bruflels to Paris: how-
ever, when I had once pnfs‘d there , I
might get to Paris without interruption ;
but that in Paris I muft make friends and
fhift for mylelf.—Let me get to Paris,
Monficur le Count, faid I, and I fhall

do
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do very well.  So'I embark'd, and

never thought more of the matter.

When La Fleur told me the I.ieute.
nant de Police had been enquiring after
me=—the thing inflantly recurred—and by
the time La Fleur had well told me,
the mafler of the hétel came into my
room to tell me the fame thing , with
this addition to it, that my paflport had
been particularly afl’d after: the mafler
of the hétel concluded with faying, He
hoped I had one.—~Not I, faith! faid L

The mafter of the hotel retired three
{teps from me, as from an infeced
perfon , as I declared this—and  poor
La Fleur advanced three fleps towards
me, and with that fort of movement
which a good foul makes to fuccour a
diftrefsd one—the fellow won my heart
by it; and from that fingle zrait, 1

Knew
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knew hiss character ‘as perféctly 5 rand
couldorely upon it as firmly, as if he had

ferved me with fidelity for feven years.

Mon' Scigneur ! cried 'the mafler’ of
the hotel—but recollecting himfelf as he
made the exclamation,  he inftantly
changed the tone of it—If, Monficur,
faid he, has not a paflport (apparemment)
in all likelihood he has friends in Paris
who can procure him one.—Not that I
know of, quoth I, with an air of
indiflerence.—Then certes, teplied he,
youll be fent to the Baflile or the Cha-
telet , auw moins.  Poo! faid I, the
king of France is a good natured foul—
he'll hurt no body.—Cela wempéche pas,
faid he—you will certainly be fent to the
Baflille to morrow-morning.— But I've
token your lodgings for a month,

i

anfwerd I, and I'll not quit them a day

before the time for all the kings of

France




I4 A SFNTIMENTALJOURNEY

France in the world. - La Fleur whifper'd
in my car, That no body could oppole

the king of France.

Pardi ! faid my hoft, ces Meffieurs
Anplois  font des gens - trés . extraordia
naives—and having ‘both faid and fiworn

it—he went out,
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il i bl e s N i 1 (G

T e HorEL, ATi-PARaS:

I COULD "not find in my heart to tor-
ture La Fleur's with a ferious' look upon
the fubjet of my embarraflment, which
was the reafon I had treated it {6 cava-
lietly : and to fhew him how light it
lay ‘upon my mind, I dropt the fubject
entirely 5 and "whillt he waited 1pon
me at fupper, talk'd to him with ‘more
than- ufual gaicty about Paris’, and ‘of

the opera comique.—La Flenr had been

there himfelf, and had followed me
throngh the flreéts as far as”'the book-
; feller’s fliop 5 but’ feeing’ me come “out
with ‘the young fille de chambre | and
that we walk'd down the Quai de Conti
together, La Fleur deem’d it unneceflary

to
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to follow me a flep further—fo making
his own refleftions upon it, he took a
fhorter cut—and got to the hotel in time
to be inform’d of the affair of the Police

againft my arrival.

As foon as the honeft creature “had
taken away, and gone down to fup
himfelf , I ‘then began to think a litle

{erioufly about my fituation.—

—And here, I know, Eugenius,
thou wilt finile at the remembrance = of
a fhort dialogue which' pafs'd betwixt us

the moment: I was goiug to fet Out——

I maft tell it here.

Eugenius , - knowing that I was as
little fubject to be  overburthen’d with
money - as . thought , had drawn me
afide to interrogate me how much I had
taken care for; wpon telling him the

exact
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exa® fum, Eugenius fhook his head,
and faid it would not do; fo pulld out
his purfe in order to empty it into, mine.
—TI've enough in confcience , Eugenius,
faid I.—Indeed, Yarick, you have not,
replied Eugenius—I know France and
Italy - better ' than = you.—~But you "don’t
confider, Eugenius, faid I, refufing his
offer , that before I have been: three
days in Paris, I fhall- take care .to fay
ot do fomc(hing ar other for svhich I
fhall .get clapp'd up into the Baftile, and
that 1 fhall live there a couple of months
entirely at the king of France’s expence.
—I beg pardon, faid Eugenius, drily:

really, I had forgot that refource.

Now the event I treated gaily came

ferioufly to my door.

Is it folly,, or nonchalance,  or phi.
lofophy, or pertinacity—or what is it in
Vol. IL B me
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me , that, after all, when La Fleur
had gone down flairs, and I was quite
alone , that I could not bring down my
mind to think of it otherwile than I had

then fpokcn of it to Eugenius?

—And as for the Baflile! the terror
is in the word—Make the moft of it
you can, - faid I to myfelf, the Baflile
is but another word for a tower—and a
tower is but another word for a houfe
you can’t get out of — Mercy on the
gouty ! for they are in it twice a year
—but with nine livres a day, and pen
and ink and paper and patience,  albeit
a man can't get out, he may do very
well within—At leaft for a month or
fix weeks; at the end of which, if he
is a harmlels fellow, - his innocence
appears , and he comes out a better and
wiler man than he went in,
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I had fome occafion (I forget what)
to flep into the court-yard , as I fettled
this account ; * and remember I walk'd
down flairs in no fmall triumph with
the .conceit of my reafoning—RBefhrew
the fombre pencil ! faid I vauntingly—
for I envy not /its powers, which paints
the cviis of life with fo hard and df:h“_v
a cnlourin‘g{. The mind fits terrvified at
the objects fhe has magnified  herfelf,
and blackened : < reduce them to their
proper fize and hve, fhe overlooks them
—"Tis true, faid I, corredting the pro-
polition—the Baftile is not an cvil to be
defpifed—but flrip it of its towers—fill
up the foflé—unbarricade the doors—call
it fimply a confinement , and fuppofe
tis fome tyrant of a diflemper—and not
of a man which holds you in it—the

evil vanifhes, and you bear the other

half without complaint,

B2 I
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I ~was interrupted ‘in the hey-day of
this foliloquy , with a wvoice which I
took to be of a child, which complain-
ed it could not get out.”—I look'd up
and  down the paflage, and fecing
neither man ,; woman, or child, I

went out without further attention.

In my return back through the paffage,
I heard the fame words repeated twice
over; ‘and looking up , I faw it was
a ftarling hung in a little cage.~"1 can't

"get out — I can’t get out,” faid the

ftarling.

I flood looking at the bird: and to
every ‘petfon who came through the pal-
fage it ran fluttering to the fide towards
which they ' approach’'d it, with the
fame lamentation of its captivity—"1I can’t
“get out,” faid .the ftarling—God help
thee! faid I, but Ill let thee out, colt

what
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what ‘it will'y for I' turn’d about - the
cage to get to the door; it was twifted
and ‘double twifted {o faft with wire,
there wwas no ‘getting it open without
pulling the cage to pieces—I took  both

hands to it

The bird flew to the place where 1
was' attempting his deliverance , =~ and
thrufting his “head  through  the ' trellis,
prefvd’ his breaft againft it, as-if ime
patient—1I fear, poor creature ! “faid I,
1 cannot fet thee at liberty—’No,” faid
the flarling—"1 can’t get out—I can’t get

»out,” " faid the flarling.

I vow, I never' had ‘my: affections
more tenderly ‘awakened v or do I re.
member anincident i my life , . where
the diflipated fpirits , to which’ my rea:
{fon had ‘been a bubble, were {o:{ud-
denly call'd ‘home.’ Mechanical as the

B3 notes
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notes were , yet fo trae in tune to na
ture were they chanted, that in one
moment they overthrew all my {yftematic
reafonings upon the Baftile ; and I
heavily walk'd up fhairs , - unfaying every

word I had faid in going down them.

Difguile thyfelf s as: thoun wilt, = fiill
flavery ! - faid I-=flill ‘thou art a Dbitter
draught 5. and though thoufards i  all
ages have been made to drink of thee,
thou art ‘no lefs  bitter on. that accopat,
—'T'is thou., thrice f\weet and gracious
goddels, ' addrefling mylfelf to ListrtTy,
whom all in public or in private worfhip,
whole tafte is grateful, and ever wilt
be fo ,  till Nanuvre hecfelf fhall change
—no zint of words can fpot thy fuowy
mantle , . or chymic power turn'  thy
feeptre  into  iron—with thee to  finile
upon - him as he ‘¢ats his cruft, the
fwain is happier  than . his  monarch,

from
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from whofe court thou art exiled—
Gracious heaven! cried I, kneeling
down upon the laft ftep but one. in my
alcent—grant me but health, thou great
Beftower of it, and give me but this
fair  goddels as my companion—and
fhower down thy mitres, if it feems
good unto thy divine providence, upon

thofe heads which are aching for them,

B 4
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Ar T o O AR S
PARIS.

TH,Z bird in his cage purfued me
into my room; I fat down clole to
my table, and leaning my head upon
'my hand, T begun to figure to myfelf
the mileries of confinement. I was in a
right frame for it, and fo I gave full

fcope to my imagination.

I was going to begin with the miilions
of my fellow creatures born to no inhe-
ritance but flavery; but finding, however
affecting the picture was, that I could
not bring it mnear me, and that the
multitude of fad groups in it did but

diflract me.—

S

il
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—I took a fingle captive, and having
filt fhut him up in his (hmgcon, I
then Jook'd through the twilight of his

grated door to take his picture.

I beheld his body half wafled away
with long expeclation and confinement,
and felt what kind of ficknefs of the
heart it was which arifes from hope de-
ferr'd, Upon looking neares I faw him
pale and feverifhi: in thirty years the
weflern breeze had not once fann'd his
blood—he had feen no fun, no moon
in all that time-—nor had the voice of
friend or kinfman breathed through his

lattice—his children—

—But here my heart began to bleed
—and I was forced to go on with

another part of the portrait,

He
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He was fitting - upon the ground ‘upon
a little fraw, in the furtheflt corner of
his dungeon, which was alternately  his
chair and bed: a little calendar of fimall
fticks were laid at the head notelid all
over with the difinal days and nights’ he
had puil‘d there—he had one of thefe
little  flicks in: his. hand , . and with a
rufty nail he was etching another day
of mifery to add to the heap. As I
darkened. the little light he had, he lifted
up. 2 hopelels eye towards the door,
then caft it down—fhook his' head, and
went on with his work of affliGtion. I
heard his chains upon his legs , as he
turn'd his body to lay his little ftick upon
the bundle—He gave a deep figh—I faw
the iron enter int() his foul—I burft into
tears—I could not fullain the picture of
confinement which my fancy. had drawn
—I flacted up from my chair, and
calling La Fleur, I bid him befpeak me

4
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a remife, and have it ready at the door

of the hotel by nine in the morning,

I'll go diredtly, faid I, mylelf to
Monlieur le Duc de Choifeul,

. La Fleur would have put me to bed;
but not willing he fhould fee any thing
upon my cheek which would coft the
honelt fellow a heart ache—I told him
I would go to bed by myfelf—and bid

him ;go to the fame,
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PHE“STAREING:

Roap: To 'VERsAILLES:

I GOT into my remif¢ the hour I pro-
poled : La Fleur got up behind', 'and
I bid the coachman make the beft of

his way to Verfailles.

As there was nothing in this road, or
rather nothing which I look for in
travelling, T cannot fill up the blank
better than with a fhort hiftory of this
felf-fame bird, which became the fub-

ject of the laft chapter.

‘Whilft the honourable Mr., * * ** wwas
waiting for a wind at Dover it had been
caught upon the cliffs before it could

well fly, by an Englifh lad who was

his ]
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his groom ; who. not caring to deftroy
it, 'had taken it in his breaft into the
packet—and by coutfe of feeding it, and
taking it once under his protection, in
a day or two grew fond of it, and got

it fafe along with him to Paris.

At Paris the lad had laid out a livre
in a little cage for the flarling , and as
he had little to do better the five months
his mafter flaid there, he taught it in
his mother’s tongue the four fimple words
—(and no more)—to which I ownd

myfelf {o much its debtor.

Upon his mafler’s going on for ltaly
—the lad had given it to the mafter of
the hotel—But his litde fong for liberty,
being -in an unknoln lgmguz.]gc at Pavis,
the bird had little or no ftore fet by him
—fo La Fleur bought both him and his
cage for me for a bottle of Burgundy.

In
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In my return from Italy I brought
him with me to the country in whofe
language he had learn’d his notes—and
telling ‘the flory of him to Lord A—
Lord ‘A beggd the bird of me—in a
week Lord A gave him to Lord B—
Lord B made a ln'Cl-cnt of him to Lord
C—and Lord C’s gentleman fold him to
Lord D's for a fhilling—Lord D' gave
him to Lord E—and fo on—half round
the alphabet—From that rank he pafs'd
into the lower houfe, and pafsd the
hands of as many commoners—But as all
thefe wanted to get in—and my  bird
wanted to ger out—he had almoft as little

ftore fet by him in London as in Paris.

It is impoffible but many of my readers
muft have heard of him; andif any by mere
chance have ever feen him=I beg leave to
inform them, that that bird was my bird

~or fome vile copy fet up to rcprcfcut him.

I
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I have nothing further to add upon
him, but that from that time to this,
I have borne this poor flarling as the

creft to.my arms.—Thus:

——And let the heralds officers twift

his neck about if they dare,
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T 'H E2A'D-D-RE«§'8s

VERSAILLES.

I SHOULD . not like to have my ene-
my take a view of iny mind when I
am going “to afk protection of any manj;
for which realor I gencrally endeavour
to protect myfélf:‘ but this going to
Monfieur Le Due de¢ Co<— was an act
of compulﬁon—-liﬂd it been an act of
choice , I fhquld haye done it I fup-
pofe, like other people

How many mean plans of dirty ad-
drefs , ‘as I went along, did my fervile
heart form ! 1 deferved the Baflile for

every one of them.

Then
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Then nothing would ferve me, when
I got within fight of Verfailles, but
Pmling words - and - fentences togcthcr’
and conceiving attitudes  and  tones  to
wreath mylelf into Monfieur le Duc . de
C——"s good graces—T'his will do, faid
I—Juft as well, retorted I again, asa
coat carried up to him by an adventurous
taylor, without taking his meaflure—-—
Fool !  continued ' I— fee  Monlicur Le
Duc’s  face firli— obferve what: character
is written in it— take notice in what
pofiure he flands to hear you—mark the
turns and expreflious of his body and
limbs—And for the tone—the fir(t found
which comes from his lips will give it
you 3 and from all thefe together you'll
c()mp(mnd an addrels at once upon the
fpot ,  which cannot difguft the Duke—
the ingrcdicnts are his own , and moft

likely to go down,

Vol. II. © Well
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Well ' faid T, T wifh it well over—
Coward again! as if man to man’ was
not equal throughout the whole furface of
the globe 5 and if in the field—why
not face to face in the cabinet too? And
trult-me, Yorick, whenever it is not
fo man is falle to himfelf, and betrays
his own fuccours ten times where nature
does it once. Go to the Duc de Q—t
with the Baftile in thy looks—My life
for it , thou wilt be fent back to Paris

in half an hour, with an efcort,

I believe fo, faid T—Then Tl go
to the Duke , by heaven ! with all the

gaiety and debonairnels in the world.—

—And there you are wrong again,
replied I—A heart at eale, Yorick, flies
into no extremes—'tis ever in its center.
—Well ! well ! cried I, as the coach-

man turn’'d in at the gates, I find I

fhall
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fhall do very well:- and by the time
he had wheel'd round the court, and
brought me up to the door, I found
mylelf fo much the better for' my own
leGture , - that I 'neither ' afcended the
fteps like a victim to juftice, who was
to part with life'upon the topmolt—nor
did I mount them with a fkip and a
couple of flrides, ‘as I do when I fly

up, Eliza! tothee, to meet it

As I enterd the door of the faloon I
was met by a ]:crﬁm who poml»l_‘f might
be the maitre d’hotel , - but had more
the air of one of the under fecretaries,
who told me. the Duc de C—— was
bufy—I am ‘utterly ignorant, faid I,
of the forms of obtaining an audience,
being an abfolute (tranger , and what is
worfe in the prefent  conjuncture  of
affairs , being an Englifhman too.—He
mplicd , that did not increale the diffi-

@3 cu]ly
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culty.—I made him:a flight bow, and
told him, I had fomething of impor-
tance to fay to Monfieur Le Duc. The
fecretary look’d towards the flairs, as
if he was about to leave me to carry
up this account to fome one—But I muft
not miflead you, faid I—for what I
have to fay is of no manner of impor-
tance 'to Monfieur Le Duc de C——
—but of great importance to mylelf.—
Ceff une autre affaire, replied he—
Not at all , faid I, to a man of gal-
lantry.—But pray , good Sir , continued
l b
acceffe # —In mot lels than two hours,

when can a ﬂmngcr hope to have

faid he, looking at his watch. The
number of equipages in the court-yard
feenvd to juftify the calculation, that T
could have no nearer a profpect—and as
walking backwards and' forwards in the

faloon without a foul to commune

2
with, was for the time as bad as being
in
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in ‘the Baftile itlelf, I inftantly went
back to my remife , and bid the coach-
man drive me to the cordon blew, which

was the neareft hotel.

I think there is a fatality in it—I

feldom go to the place I fet out for.

C3
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Y DR DT LA U R RO ol

VERSAILLES.

EFORE I had got half-way down
the ftrcet I changed my mind: ~as I
am at Verfailles, thought I, I might
as well take a view of the town; fo I
pulld the cord , and ordered the coach-
man to drive round fome of the principal
fircets—I fuppole the town is not very
large , faid L.—The coachman begg'd
pardon for fetting me right, and told
me it was very fuperb, and that num-
bers of the firflt dukes and marquiles and
counts had hotels—The Count de B——,
of whom the bookfeller at the Quai de
Conti had fpoke fo handfomely the night
before , came inflantly into my mind.—
And why fhould I not go, thought I,
to the Count de B——, who has fo

high
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high an ‘idea  of Englifh  books ] and
Englithmen—and. tell - him my ftory? fo
I changed my mind a fecond  time—In
truth it was the third 3 for I had in-
tended that day for Madame de R——
inthe Rue de St. Pierre, and had devoutly
{ent her -~word by her fille de;chambre
that T would afluredly wait upon her—
but I am govern’d by circumflances—I
cabnot govern them : fo fccing a. man
flanding with a bafket on the other fide
of the flreet, as if he had fomething
to fell, I bid La Fleur go up to him

and enquire for the Counts hotel,

La Fleur return’d a little pale s and
told me it was a Chevalier de St. Louis
felling patés—It is impoffible, LaFleur!
faid I.—La Fleur could no more account
for the phenomenon than myfelf; but
pcrﬁﬂcd in his flory : he had feen the
croix fet in gold, with its red ribband,

Cy Le
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he faid, tied to his button-hole—and
had look’d into the bafket and feen the
patés ~which the Chevalier was fc“ing;

fo could not be miftaken in that.

Such a reverfe in man’s life awakens
a better principle than curiofity : T could
ot help looking for fome time at him
as I fat in the remife—the more 1 look'd
at him., ~his croix and his bafket , the
firongér they wove themfelves into my

brain—I got out of the remife and went

towards him.

He was begirt with a clean linen apron
which fell below his knees, and with
a fort of a bib went half way up his
breaft; ‘upon the top of this, but a
little below the hem , hung his croix.
His bafker of little patés was cover'd
over with a white = damafk napkin ;
another of the fame kind was fpread at

the
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the bottom ; and there was a look of
propreté and neatnefs ‘throughout , that
one might have bought his patés of him,

as much ﬁ'Olll ﬂPPC[i[C as fcutimcnt.

He made an offer of them to neither;
but {tood {lill with them at the corner
of a lotel, for thofe to buy who

chofe it, without folicitation.

He was about forty-cight—of a fedate
look, fomcthing approaching to gravity.
I did not wonder.—I went up rather to
the bafket than him , and having lifted
up the napkin , and taken one of his
[)11/4"; into my hand—I begg'd he would

cxplﬂin the appearance which affeted me.

He told me in a few words, that
the beft part of his life had pafsd in the
fervice, in which , after fpending a
{inall patrimony , ~ he had. obtain'd a

COll]PﬂHy
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company -and the croix with it;  but
that at the conclufion of the laft peace,
his regiment being réformed , and the
whole corps, with thofe of fome other
regiments , left without any provifion,
he found himfelf in a-wide world without
friends ,  without a, livre—and indeed;
faid he, ' without any thing ' but  this—
(pointing ,  as he faid it, to his croix)
—The poor chevalier won my pity,
and he finifd the fcene with winning

my efleem too,

The king, he faid, was the moft
generous of princes ,  but his generofity
could neither relieve or reward every
one, and it was only his misfortune to
be among(l the number, He had a little
wife , -he faid, whom he loved , who
did the patiferie; and added, he
felt no difhonour in defending  her

and himfelf from wapt in this way—
—unlefs
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—unlefs Providence had offerrd him
a better,

It would be wicked to with-hold a
pleafure from the good , in pafling over
what happen’d to this poor Chevalier of

St. Louis about nine months after.

It feems he ufually took his fland near
the iron gates which lead up to the
palace, and as his croix had caught
the eye of numbers, numbers had made
the fame enquiry which I had done—
He had told them the fame flory, and
always with fo much modefty and good
fenfe, that it had reach’d at laft the
king'’s ears—who hearing the Chevalicr
had been a gnllnnt officer, and refpected
by the whole regiment as a man of
honour and integrity—he broke up his
litle trade by a penfion of fifteen
hundred livres a year,

As
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As I have told-this to pleafe the
reader, I beg he will allow. me to
relate another out of its order , to pleafe
myfelf—the two flories reflect light upon
each other—and ’tis a pity they fhould

be parted.
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B S W TSR OT),

RENNES.

.V‘JIIFN ftates and empires have their
periods' of declenfion , . ‘and feel in their
turns. what diftrefs and  poverty is—I ftop
not to tell the caufes which gradually
brought the houfe dE——= in Britany into
decay.  The Marquis ¢E—~— had fought
up againft his condition with great’ firm-
nefs 5 withing to preferve,, and flill
fhew to the world, fome little fragments
of what his anceftors had been—their
indifcretions had put it out of his power,
There was enough left for the little
exigencies of obfcurity—TNut he had two
boys who look'd up to him for Zight—
he . thought they deferved it  He had
tried his fword—it could not open the

way
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\\"ny-——rhe 771011}111'1@ was too c:\'l‘»cnﬁvc-—-
and fimple economy was not a match
for it—there was no refource but com-

merce.

In any other province in France,. fave
Britany ,  this was {miting the root for
ever of the little . tree his pride-and
affection wifh’d to fee rebloflom—DBut in
Britany , there bciﬁg a  provilion for

this,  he availd- himfelf of its and
taking an occafion when the flates were
aflembled at Rennes,  the Marquis, at-
tended with his two boys, ' enter'd the
court’;  and having pleaded the right
of an ancient law of the duchy , which,
though feldom claim’d , he faid, was
no lefs in force, he took his fword
from his fide—Here, faid he, take it3
and be trufly guardians of it, till better

times put me in condition to reclaim it.

The
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The 'prefident accepted  the Marquis’s
fword —lie flaid a few minutes to fee it
depofited in the “archives of his “houfe,

and departed.

The Marquis “and his whole family
embarked the next * day for Martinico,
and in about nincteen or twenty years of
fuccefstul application to bufinefs, with
fome 'unlook’d ‘for bequefts from diftant
branches “ of  his houfe ,  return’d home

to ‘reclaim his nobility and to fupport it.

It was an incident of good fortune
which'will ‘never-happen to any 'traveller,
but a'fentimental one , that I fhould be
at Rennes at “the wvery time. ‘of this
folenon  requifition : I call it folemn—

it \was {o to me.

The Marquis enter’d the court with
his whole family : he fupported his
lady
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lady—his eldeft fon fupported his fifler,
and his yonng}cﬂ was at the other extreme
of the line next his mother—he put his

handkerchief to his face twice—

—Thete was a dead - filence. When
the Marquis had approach’d  within fix
paces of the tribunal, he gave [the
Marchionefs to his youngelt fon, . -and
advancing three fleps before his family —
he reclainvd his fword. . His: fword was
given him , and the imoment he got it
into his hand he drew it almoft out of
the fcabbard—twas the  fhining face® of
a friend he had once given up—he
look'd attentively along it , beginning at
the hile, as if to fee whether it was
the - fame—when 'obferving a little rufk
which it had contraéted . near .the
point , he brought it near his eye, and
bending his head .down  over jt——1I

think I faw a tear. fall upon the pla-
ce:
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ce: I could not be deceived by what

followed.

*I fhall find, faid he, fome ozher

"Way to get it ofl,”

When the Marquis had faid this, he
return’d his  fword  into its feabbard,
made a bow to the guardians of it—
and , with his wife and daughter, and
his two fons lbllo\ving him , * walkd
out,

O how I envied him his fcclings!

Vol. 1L D
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THE PASSPORT.
VERSAILLES.

IFOUND no difficulty in getting ad-
mittance to Monfieur le Count de B——.
The fct of Shakefpears was laid upon
the table, and he was tumbling them
over.. I walk'd up clofe to the. table,
and giving firlt fuch a look at the books
as to make him conceive I knew wwhat
they were—I" told him. I had come
without any one to prefent me, know-
ing I fhould meet with a friend in his
apartment , who', I trufted , would do
it for me—it is my countryman the great
Shakefpear ,  faid I, pointing to  his
works—et ayés la bonté, mon cher ami,
apolirophizing his fpirit, added I, de
me faive cet honeur lt—

Th(:
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The Count {mil'd at the fingularity
of the introducion’; and fecing I lookd
a litle pale and, fickly, infifled upon
my taking an arm-chpir : {o I fat down;
and to fave him conjectures npon a vifit
fo out of all rule, I told him. fimply
of the incident in the bookfeller’s fhop,
and how that had impell'd me rather to
go to him with the flory of a little
embarraffment I was under, than to any
other man in France—And what is your
embarraflment > let ‘me hear it, faid
the Count. So I told him the fiory jult

as I have told it the reader—

—And the mafler of my hoétel, faid
I, as I concluded it, will needs have
it, Monficur le Count, that I fhall be

{ent to the Baftile—but I have no app

re-
henfions , continued I—for in i“sliiug
into the hands of the moft puliﬂl‘d
people in the world, and bciug con-

D2 {cious
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fcious I was a true man, and not come
to {py the nakednels of the land, I
fearce thought I laid at their mercy.—
It does not fuit the gallantry of the
French , Monfieur le Count, faid I,

to fhew it again{t invalids.

An animated blufh came into the
Count de B——'s checks, as I fpoke
this—Ne ¢raignés vien—Don't fear , faid
he—Indeed I dont, replied I again—
Befides , continued I a little fportingly,
I bave come laughing all* the way from
London to Paris, and T do not think
Monficur le Duc de Choifeul is fuch an
enemy to mirth, as to fend me back

erying for my pains.

—My application to you, Monficur
le Count de B—— (making him a low

bow) is to defice he will not.

The
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The Count heard me with great good
nature , or I had not faid half as much
—and once or twice faid—C’esz bicn dit.
So I refted my caufe there—and deter-

mined to fay no more about it.

The Count led the difcourfe : we
talk’d of indifferent things—of books and
politicks, and men—and then of women
—God blefs them all! faid I, after
much difcourfe about them-—there is not
a man upon earth who loves them fo
much as I do: after all the foibles I
have feen, and all the fatires I have
vead againft them, flll I love them;
being firmly perfuaded that a man, who
has not a fort of an affection for the
whole fex, is incapable of ever loving

a fingle one as he ought.

Heh bien ! Monfiewr Pdnglois ,  faid
the Count, gaily—You are not come
D73 to
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to fpy ‘the nakednels of the land—I
believe you—ni encore , 1 dare fay,
that of our women—But permit me to
conjeéture—if , par hazard, they fell
in your way , that the profpe&t would
not affect you.

I have fomething within me which
cannot bear the fhock of the leaft inde-
cent infinuation : in the  {portability of
chit-chat I have often endeavoured : to
conquer it , and with infinite pain have
hazarded a thoufand things to a dozen
of the fex together—the lealt of which
I could not venture to a fingle one to

gain heaven.

Fxcufe me, Monficur le © Count,
{faid I—as for the nakednefs of your
land, if Ifaw it, I fhould calt my
eyes over it with tears in them~—and for
that of your women (blufhing at the idea

he
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he had excited in me) I am fo evange-
lical in this, and have fuch a fellow-
feeling for whatever is Wweak about them,
that I would cover it with a garment,
if I knew how to throw it cen—DBut
I could wifh, continued I, to fpy the
nakednefi of their hearts, and. through
the different difgunifes of cuftoms, cli-
mates and religion , find out what is
good in them to fathion my own by

and therefore am I come.

It is for this reafon, Monfieur le
Count, - continued T, that I have
not feen the Palais royal——nor the
Luxembourg—-——nor  the. Fagade of the
Louvre—nor have attempted to fwell
the catalogues « We have of pictures,
{tatues , and  churches——I  conceive
every fair being as a temple,  and
would rather enter in, and fee the
original ~drawings and loofe fketches

Dy hung
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hung up in it, than the transfiguration

of Rnplmcl itlelf.

The thieft of this, continued I, as im-
patient as that which inflames the brealt
of the connoifleur, has led me from my
owin home into France—and from France
will lead me through  Italy— ’tis a quict
journey of the heart in purfuit of NaTure,
and thofe affections which rife out of
her, which make us love each other—

and the world, better than we do.

The Count faid a great many civil
things to me upon the occafion; and ad-
ded very politely how much he flood
obliged ' to Shakefpear - for “making me
known to him—But, & propos, faid he—
Shakefpear is full of great things— he
forgot -a fmall punctilio of announcing
your name—it puts you under a neceflity
of doing it yourfelf,

—
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1 HE " PIASTSEO RN
VERSAILLES,

TI’IERE is not a more perplexing afs
fair in life to me, “than to fet about
telling any one who I am—for there is
fcarce any body I cannot give a better ac-
count of than of myfelf; and I have often
wifltd I could do it in a fingle word——
and have an end of it. It was the only
time and occafion in my life I could ace
complifh this to any purpofe—for Shakel-
pear lying upon the table, and recollecting
I was in his books, I took up Hamlet,
and ‘turning immediately to the grave-dig-
gers fcene in the fifth a&t, Ilaid my fin.
ger upon Yorick, and advancing the book
to the Count, with my finger all the way

over the name—-Me voici! faid 1.

Now
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Now whether the idea of poor Yorick’s
fkull was put out of the Count’s mind by
the reality of my own, or by what magic
he could drop a period of feven or eight
hundred years, makes nothing in this ac-
count——'tis certain the French conceive bct;
ter than they combine—-—I wonder at
nothing in this world, and the lefs at this;
inafmuch as one of the fitlt of our own
church, for whole candour and paternal
fentiments I have the higheft veneration,
fell into the fame miftake in the very {ame
cafe.—"He could not bear , he faid, to
? look into fermons wrote by the king of
Denmark’s jefter.”— Good, my lord!
faid I; but there are two Yoricks, The
Yorick your Lordfhip thinks of has been
dead and buricd eight hundred years ago;
he flourif’d in Horwendillus’s court—the
other Yorick is mylelf, who have flou-
ril'd my lord in no court—He fhook

his head—Good God! faid I, you might
as
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as well confound Alexander the Great,
with Alexander the Copper-fimith , my

lord—"Twas all one, he replied—

—If Alexander king of Macedon could
have tranflated your lordfhip, faid I, I'm

fure your lordfhip would not have faid fo,

The poor Count de B—— fell but

into the fame erroy—

—FEt, Monfieur , eff-il Yorick? cried
the Count.— Te le fuir, faid L. —Vors2—
Moi—moi qui ai l'honnenr. de vous parler,
Monfieur le Comte—Mon Dien! faid he

cmbr;xcing me, ~Vous Ctes Yorick,

b

"T'he Count inftantly put the Shakefpear
into his pocket, and left ‘me alone in

his room.

———
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THE PASSPORT.
VERSAILLES.
I COULD not conceive why the Count
de B—— had gone fo abruptly out of the
room, any more than I could conceive
why he had put the Shakelpear into his
pocket—— My/berics which muft explain
themfelves are not Worth the lofi of time
which a conjecture about them takes up:
sewas better to read Shakefpear; fo taking
up " Much Ado about Nothing,” 1 tranf-
ported myfelf inflantly from the chair I fat
i1 to Meffina in Sicily, and got fo bufy
with Don Pedro and Benedict and Beatrice,
that I thought not of Verlailles, the

Count, or the Paflport.

Sweet pliability of man’s fpirit, that can
at once furrender itfelf to illufions, which
cheat expectation and forrow of their

weary moments t—Long—long fince had
ye
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ye number’d out my days, had I not trod
fo great a part of them upon this enchanted
ground: when my ~way is too rough for
my feet, or too fteep for my firength, I
get off it, to fome finooth velvet path
which fancy has feattered over with: rofe-
buds of delights; and having taken a fow
turns in it, come back firengthen’d and re~
frefliyd—When evils prefs fore upon me,
and there is no retreat from them in this
world, then I take a new courfe—1I leave
it—and as'l have aclearer idea of the ely-
fian fields than T have of heaven, I force
myfelf, like Zneas, into them—I fee him
meet the penfive fhade of his forfaken
Dido, and wifh to recognize it—I fee the
injured  {pirit wave her head, and turn off
filent from the author of her miferics and
difhonours—I lofe the feelings for myfelf in
hers, and in thofe affe@ions which were
wont to make me mourn for her when I
was at {chool,

Surely
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Suvelyithis is not Walking in ' a vain
S hadow-nor does man difquier himfelf in
vain by it—he oftener docs o in trufling
the iflue of his commotions to reafon only,
I can fafely fay For myfelf, T was never
able to conquer any one fingle bad fenfa-
tion in:ay sheart o - decifively ,” as’ by
beating Lup as faft as 1 could for fome
kindly.and gentle fenfation to fight it upon

its own ‘ground,

When I had got' to the end of the
third a&; the Count de B--— entered
with. my Paflport in his.hand.  Monf. le
Duc de¢ C-——, faid the Count;: is as
good a prophet, I dare fay, as he isa
ftatefman—~Un homme qui rit, faid the
duke, ne fera jamain dangereux.—Had it
been for any one but the king’s jefler, ad-
ded the Count, I could not have got it
thele two hours—Pardannés mei , Monl,

le Count, faid I—I am yot the king’s
]‘C”L'L.
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jefler.—But you are Yorick?—Yes.— I
vous  plaifantés ?2—1 anfwerd, indeed I
did jet—but was not paid for it—'twas

entirely at my own expence.

We have no jeller at court, Monl le
Count, faid I; the laft we had was in
the licentious reign of Chatles the H.—
{ince which time our manners have been
fo gradually refining,  that our court at
prclbnt is fo full of patriots, who wifh
for nothing but the honours and wealth
of their country—and our ladies are all
fo chafte, fo fpotlels, fo good, fo devout
—there is nothing for a jeller to make a
jelt of—

Vol un perfiflage! cried the Count,

[l
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T HE:ByA SiSB-OR T

VERSAILLES.

AS the Paffport was directed to all licu-
tenant governors,  governors, and com-
mandants  of cities; generals of armies,
julticiaties, and all ‘officers of juflice, to
let Mr. ‘Yorick

his bagoage, travel quietly along—I own

o 2t =)

, 'the king’s jefter, and
the “trivmph ™ of obtaining the ]’:\ﬂ'}\orr
wias ‘not a little tarniflid by the figure I
cut in it—But there is nothing unmix'd
in this world; and fome of the graveft
of "our divines have carried it fo far as
to affirm, that enjoyment itlelf was at-
tended even with ‘a“fich—and that the
greatelt they knew of terminated in a gene-

ral Wway , in little better than a convulfion.

I
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I remember the grave and learned
Bevorifkius , in ‘his commentary upon
the generations from Adam , very natu-
rally breaks oft in the middle of a note

to give an account to the world of a

conple of fparrows upon the out-edge
of his window , which had incommoded
Lhim all the time he wrote, and at laft
had entirely taken him off from his ge-

nealogy.

> Tis flrange! writes Bevorifkius;
but the fadls are certain , for I have had
the curiofity to mark them down one
by one with my pen—Dbut the cock-[par-
row during the little time that I could
have finifhed the other half this note,
has actually interrupted me with the re-
iteration of his carefles three and twenty

. ¥ o)
times and a halk

Vi )] . IT. T How
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,' How merciful , adds: Bevorifkius , / is
& heaven to his creatures!
|
i |
I

1l fated Yorick! that the graveft of
thy brethren fhould be: able to write that
to the world, which flains thy ' face

with crimfon, to copy-in even thy fludy.

But this is nothing to my travels—So

I twice—twice beg pardon for it,
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CHAR:ACTER.

VERSAILLES.

_A,L.\'D how do you find the French? faid
the Count de B——, after he had given

me the ].)‘.i“.}n)l[.

The reader may ﬁxm‘.ufc, that after {o
obliging a proof of courtely, T could not
be -at.a lofs to fiy fomething handfome

to the enquiry.

—Mais ‘p/gflf pour cela—Speak frankly,
faid he; do you find all the urbanity in
the French, which the world give us the
honour of ?—I had found every thing, I

E o faid
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faid . which confirmed it—Vraiment , faid
the Count. — Ler Francois font polis—

To an excefs, replied L

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

would fpeak my opinion frankly.

I believe, Monf, le Count , faid I,
that man has a certain compafs, as well
as an inflrument; and that the focial and
other calls have occafion by turns for every
key in himj; fo that if you begin a note
too high or too low, there muft be a want
either in the upper or under part, to fill
up the fyflem of harmony.—The Count
de B—— did not underftand mufic, fo de-
fired me to explain it fome other way.
A polifivd nation, my dear Count, faid I,

makes
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makes every one its debtor ; and belides,
urbanity itlelf, like the fair fex, has fo
many charms, it goes againft the heart
to fay it can doill; and yet, I belicve,
there is but a certain line of perfection,
that man, take him altogether, 4s im-
power'd to arrive at—if he gets beyond,
he rather exchanges qualities than gets
them. I muft not prefume to fay, Low
far this has affected the French in the
fubject we are fpeaking of—but fhould it
ever be the cafe of the Englifh, in the
pmgrc& of their refentments, to arrive
at the fame polifh which diftinguifhes
the French, if we did not lofe the. po/i-
teffe du ceur, which inclines men more
to human adtions, than courteous ones—
we fhould at leaft lofe that diflinét va-
riety and originﬂli(y of charafler, which
diftinguifhes them, mnot only from each

other, but from all the world befides,

Ej |
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I had a few king Williams fhillings
as {imooth as glafs in my pocket ; and
forefeeing they would be of fife in the
illuftration .of ‘my hypothefis , T had got
them into my hand, when I had pro:

ceeded fo far—

Sce, . Monf. le Count, faid I, rifing
up , and laying them before him upon
the table—by jingling and rubbing one
againft another for feventy years together
in one body’s pocket or another’s, they
are become fo much alike, you can
fearce diflinguifh one fhilling from an-

other.

The Englith like ancient medals,
kept ‘more apart , and pafling but few
peoples hands , preferve the firlt fharps
nefles which ‘the fine hand of nature
has given them—they are not fo pleafant
to feel—but in return, the legend is fo

vifible,
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vifible , - that at the firlt look you fee

whofe image and fuperfcription’ they bear.

—But the French, Monf. le
2
added I (wifhing to foften what

fni\f) have fo many excell
R O o T P e Wik aed
can . the better tpare tins— they are a
loyal, a gallant, a generous, an inge

Bo)

nious , and good temper'd people as is

under heaven-—if = they have a fault—

they are too Serious,

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

Mais vous- plaifantés, faid he,  cor-
recting his exclamation.—I laid my hand
upon  my breaft , and with earncit
gravity affored him, it was my moft

fettled opinion.

The Count faid he was mortified, he
could ndt fiay to hear my reafons, being

.

E 4 engaged
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engaged to go that moment to dine

with the Duc de C——,.

But if it is not too far to come to
Verfailles to eat your fuup with me,
I beg, before you leave France, I may
have the plealure of knowing you retrac
your opinion—or , in what manner you
fupport it.——DBut if you do fupport it,
Monf. Anglois, faid he, you muft
do it with all your powers, becaule
you have the whole world againft you.
—I promifed the Count I would do
mylelf the honour of dining with him
before I fet out for Italy—fo took my

leave.

|
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THE TEMPTATION.
PoAERE 1S

WHI“.N I n]i__qhtcd at the hdtel , the
porter told me a young woman with a
band-box had been that moment enquir-
ing for me.—I do not know , faid the
porter, whether fhe is gone away or no.
I took the key of my chamber of hin,
and went up ftairs; and when I had
got within ten fleps of the top of the
landing before my door, I met her

coming cafily down.

Tt was the fair fille de chambre 1 had
walked along the Quai de Conti with:
Madame de R—-— had fent her upon
fome commiflions to a marchande de
modes within a Hcp or two of the hitel
de Modene; and as I had fail'd in waiting

tupon
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upon her , had bid her enquire if I had
left Paris 3 and if fo, whether I had

not left a letter addrefe’d to her.

As the fair fille de chambre was fo
near my door fhe turned back,  and
went into the room with me for a mo-

ment or two whillt I wrote a card.

It was a fine {lill evening in the latter
end of the month of May—the crimfon
window curtains (which were of the
fame colour of thole of the bed) were
drawn clofe—the fun was fetting , and
reflected through them o warm a ting
into the faic fille de chambre's face—I
thought fhe bluflyd—the -idea of it made
me bluth myfelf—we were quite alone;
and that fuperinduced a fecond blufh

before the firlt could get off.

here
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There is a fort of a plcnﬁng half guilty
blafhi, where the blood is more in fanlt
than the man-—tis fent impetuous from
the heart, and virtue flies after it—not
to call it back, *but to make the fen-
fation of it more delicians ta the nerves

—tis aflociated.-—

Rut Tll not deferibe it.—1I felt fomes
thing at firlt within me which was not
in {irict unifon with the leflon of virtue

1 had oi

given  her the night before—I

fought five minutes for a card—I koew
I had not one.—I took up a pen—I laid
it dowh again-~my- hand trembled—the

devil was in me.’

I know as well as any one, he is
an adverfary , whom if we refilt , he
will fly from us—but I feldom refitt him
at all 3 from a terror, that though I
may conquer , I may fill get a Lurt

m
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in the combat—{o I give up the triumph
for fecurity 5 and inflead of thinking to

make him fly, I generally fly myfcit,

The faic fille de chambre came clofe
up to the bureau where I was looking
for. a card—took up firft the pen I caft
down, then offered to hold me the
ink : fhe offerd it fo fweetly, I was
going to accept it—but I durlt not—I
have nothing , my dear, faid I, to
wiite upon.—Write it ,  faid fhe fimply,

upon any thing.—

I was juft going to cry out, Then I

will write it , fair gicl ! upon thy lips.—

IF I do, faid I, T fhall perith—{o

I took her by the hand, and led her
to the door , and begg'd fhe would not
forget the leffon I had given her—She
faid , Indeed fhe would not—and as fhe
utter'd
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utter'd it with  fome earnefinels , ~ fhe
turn’d about ,  and gave me both' her
hands ,  clofed together , ‘into mine—it
was impoflible not to comprefs them “in
that fituation—I wifl'd to let them go;
and all the time I held them ; I kept
arguing within myfelf againft it—and
flill I held them on.~<In two minutes I
found I had all the battle to fight over
agaiu—-mld I felt my legs and every

limb about me tremble at the idea.

The foot of the bed was within a
yard ‘and a half of the place where we
were ﬂanding—l had ftill hold of her
hands—and how it happened I can give
no' account, but I neither afled her—nor
dreww her—nor did I think of the bed—

but fo it did happen, we both fat down,

Pll jolt fhew you, faid the fair fille
de chambre,  the little purle I have
been
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been making to-day to hold your crown.
So' fhe 'put her hand. into her | right
pocket, swhich was next ‘me’, and felt
for it for {fome time-then into the left
" 8he had loft it.”<1 !never bore cx=
pedtation ‘more quictly—it was in her
right pocket at laft—fhe pulld it out; it
was of green taffeta,  lined with a little
bit of white quilted fattin , and jull- big
enough  to hold the crown—fhe. put it
into my hand—it was pretty ; and I
held it ten minutes with the back of my
hand ‘refting upon her lap—looking fome-

times ‘at the purle’, fometimes on ' one

fide of it

A ftitéh or two' had broke out in the
gathets - of my flock—the faic jfille. de
chambre , without [aying a word, . took
out' Ler little huflive, threaded a finall
needle ;' and few'd it up—I forelaw it
would hazard the glory of the day;. and

as
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as fhe pafvd her hand in filence acrofs
and acrofs my neck in the manocuvre,
I felt the: laurels fhake ~whichjfancy had

wreath’d about my head.

A flrap had. given way:in her walk;
and the buckle of  her fhoe was, jufl fal-

ling off—See, faid the flle de; chambre,

bolding up het: foot—I could not, for
my {oul but faften the buckle .in return,
and putting in the {lrap—and lifting up
the other foot with it, ~when I had
done:, -to. fee both, were right—in doing
it too fuddenly—it nnavoidably threw:the
fair fille de: chambre: off her . center—

whaj.
and then—wa then ! —
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THE CONQUEST.

YES-———and then—Ye whofe clay-cold
heads and luke-warin hearts can argue
down or malk your paflions, tell me,
what trefpals is it that man fhould have
them ? "ot how his {pirit flands anfwer-
able to the Father of fpirits but for his

conduct under them?

If nature has fo wove her web of
kindnefs , that fome threads of love and
defive are entangled with the piece—muft
the whole web be rent in"drawing them
out !—~Whip me fuch floics , great Go-
vernot of nature! faid I to myfelf——
Wherever thy Providence fhall place me
for the trials of my virtue—-—whatever
is my danger—whatever is my fituation

—let me feel the movements which rile
out
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cut of it , and which belong to me as
a man—and if I govern them as a good
one, I will truft the iflues to thy ju-
ftice ; for thou haft made us, and not

we ourlelves.

As 1 finifh’d my addrels, I raifed the
faic ~ fille de chambre up by the hand,

and led her out of the room—fhe fiood
by me till T lock’d the door and put the
key in my pockﬂ-mml' then—the victory
being quite decifive—and not till then,
I prefsd my lips to her check , and,
taking her by the hand again , led her

{afe to the gate of the hotel.

!
|
1

Vol. 1L F
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APH R NUOYASTTYEER Y
P AREIES

IF a man knows the heart , he will
know it was impoflible to go back in-
ftantly to my chamber——it was touching
a cold key with a flat third to it , upon
the clofe of a piece of mufick , which
had calld forth my affections—therefore,
when I let go the hand of the fille de
chambre , . 1 remain’d at the gate of the
hétel for fome time, looking at every
one who pafsd by, and forming con-
jectures upon them , till my attention
got fix’d upon a fingle object which con-

founded all kind of reafoning upon him.

It was a tall figure of a philofophic
ferious , aduft look , which pafyd and
repals'd



A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY 83

repals'd fedately along the firect, making
a turn of about fixty paces on each fide

of

"~ the gate of the hétel—the man was
about fifty-two—had a fmall cane under
his arm—was drefs'd in a dark drab-co-
lourd coat, wailtcoat, and' breeches,
which feem'd #Aorliades feen fome years
fervice—they were fiill clean , and there
was a little air’ of  frugal propreté
throughout him, By his pulling off his
hat , and his attitude of accofling a good
many in his way , ‘I faw he was afking
charity 5. fo I got a fous or two out of
my pocket ready to give him,. as he
took ‘me in his turn—he palsd by me
without afking any thing—and yet did
unot go five fleps further before he afled
charity of a little woman—I was much
more likely to have given of the two—
He had fcarce done with the woman,
when he pulld off his hat to another
who was coming the fame way.—An

F2 ancient
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ancient gentleman came flowly~and, after
him , a young finart one—He let them
both pafs , and afk’d nothing, I flood
obferving him half an hour , in which
time he had made a dozen turns back-

watds and forwards , and found that he

invariably purfued the fame plan.

There were two things very fingular
in this, which fet my brain to work,
and to no purpofe—the firft was, why
the man fhould only tell his flory to the
fex—and fecondly—what kind of flory
it was, and what fpecies of eloquence

it could be, which foften’d the hearts

of the women , which he knew ’twas

o no purpofe to prn(‘l‘ifc upon the men,

There were two other circumilances

which eutangled this - my(lery—the ' one

was, he told every woman what he

had to fay in her car, and in a way
which
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which had much more the air of a fe-
cret than a petition—the other was, it
was always fucce(sful—he never flopp'd
a woman, but fhe pulld out her purle,

and immediately gave him fomething.

I could form no fyllem to explain the

phenomenon.

I had got a riddle to amufle me for
the reft of the evening , fo I walk'd up

flairs to my chamber.
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THE CASE OF CONSCIENCE.

PA Red S

I WAS immediately followed up by
the malter of the hotel , who came into
my room to tell me I mult provide
lodgings elfewhere.—How fo, friend?
faid .—He anfwerd, I had had a
young woman lock'd up with me two
hours that evening in my bed chamber,
and ’twas again{t the rules of his houfe.
—Very well, faid I, well all part

friends then—for the girl is no worfe—

and I am no worfe—and you will be
jult as I found you.—It was enough,

he faid, to overthrow the credit of his

hotel.—PVoyér wvous , Monfieur , faid he,

pointing to the foot of the bed we had

been fitting upon,—I own it had fome-

thing
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thing of the appearance of an cvidence;
but my pride nat fuffering me to enter
into any detail of the cale, I exhorted
him to let his foul fleep in peace, as I
refolved to let mine do that night, and
that I would dilcharge what I owed him

at breakfaft,

I fhould not have minded , Mon/ficur,
Gid he, if you had had twenty gitls
—Tis a fcore more, replied I, inter-
rupting him , than I ever reckon’d upon
—Provided , added he, it had been
but in a morning.—And does the diffe-
rence of the time of the day at Paris
make a difference in the fin?—It made
a difference, he faid, in the fcandal.
I like a goml diftinétion in my heart;
and can not fay I was intolerably out
of temper with the man.—1 own it is
necellary , re-aflumed the mafler of the
hotel ,  that a flranger at Paris fhould

24 have
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have the opportunities prefented to him
of buying lace and filk ffockings and
roffles , et tout cela—and ’tis nothing if
a woman comes with a band-box,—O’
my confcience , faid I, fhe had onec;
but I never look'd into it—"Then , Mon-
Seewr , faid he, has bought nothing.—
Not one earthly thing ,

&

caufe, faid he, I could recommend

replied L—DBe-

one to you who would ufe you en con-
Seience.—But I muft fee her this night,
faid 1.—He made me a low bow and

walk'd down.

Now fhall T triumph over this mastre
dhiorel ,  cried I—and what then ? —
Then I fhall let him fee I know he .is
a dirty fellow.—And what then? —What
then! —I was too near myfelf to fay
it was for the fake of others,.——I
had no good anfwer left—-—there was
more of fpleen than principle in my

project

e — =)
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project , and I was fick of it before

the execution.

In a few minutes the Griflet came in
with her box of lace—Tll buy nothing

however , « faid I, within myfelf.

The Griflet would fhew me every
thing—I was hard to pleafe : fhe would
not feem to fee it; fhe open’d her little
magazine , laid all her laces one after
another before me—unfolded and folded
them up again one by onc with the moft
patient {weetnefs—I might buy—or not
—fhe would let me have every thing
at my own price—the poor creature
feem’d anxious to get a penny; and
laid herfelf out to win me, and not
fo much in a manner which feem'd
artful, as in one I felt fimple and

carefling.

If
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If there is not a fund of honeft cul.
libility in man, fo much the worfec—
my heart relented , and I gave up my
fecond refolution as quietly as the fir(t
~—~Why thould I chaflile one for the
trefpals of another? If thou art tributary
to this tyrant of an hoft, thought I,
looking up in her face , fo much harder

is thy bread,

If T had not had more than four
Louis dors in my purfe, there was
no fuch thing as rifing up and fhewing
her the door, till I had firlt laid three

of them out in a paic of ruffles,

—~The malter of the hétel will fhare
the profit with her—no matter—then I
have only paid as many a poor foul has
paid before me for an act he could not

do, or think of.
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THE RIDDLE.

PARIS

WIIEN La Fleur came wup to wait
upon me at fupper, he told me how
{forry the mafler of the hotel was for
his affront to me in bidding me change

my lodgings.

A man who values a good night’s reft
will not lay down with enmity in his
heart if he can help it—So I bid La
Fleur tell the mafter of the hotel, that
I was forry on my fide for the oceafion
I had given him—and you may tell him,
if you will', La Fleur', added I, that
if the young woman fhould call again,

1 fhall not fee her.

This
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‘This was a facrifice not to him . but
mylelf, having refolved, after fo narrow
an cfcnpe, to run no more rifks, but
to leave Paris, if it was poflible, with

all the virtue T' enter’d in.

C et dévoger & la nobleffe,  Monfreuy,
faid La Fleur, making me a bow down
to the ground as he faid it—FEz encore
Monfieur, faid he, ~may change  his
fentiments ——and  if (par hazard) he
fhould like to amufe himfelf—I find no
amufement in it, faid I, interrupting

him—

Mon Dien! faid La Fleur—and took

away.

In an hour’s time he came to put me
to bed, and was more than commonly
()ﬂicious—fomething hung upon his lips

to fay to me, or ak me, which he
could
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could not get off: 1 could not conceive
what it was; and indced gave mylelf
litde trouble to find it out, as I had
onother riddle fo much more interefling
upon my mind, which was that of the
man's afking charity before the door of
the hotel—I  would have given any
thing to have got to the bottom of it;
and that, not out of curiofity —"tis fo
low a principle of enquiry, in general,
1 would not pm'(:]mfc the gratification
of it with a two-fous piece—but a
fecret, I thought, <which fo {oon and
fo certainly foften’d the heart of every
woman you came near, was a fecret at
Jealt equal to the philofopher’s flone:
had I had both the Indies, I would

have given up one to have been mafler

it

I tofd and turn’d it almoft all night
long in my brains to no manner of

l‘m'Pufe;
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purpole; and when I awoke in the

morning, I found my fpirit as much
troubled with my dreams, as ever the
king of Babylon had been with his;
and 1 will not hefitate to affirm, - it
would ' have puzzled all the wile men
of Paris, as much as thole of Chaldea,

to have given its interpretation.
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LE DIMANCHE.

PARIS.

IT was Sunday; and when La Fleur
came in, in the morning, with my
coffee and role and butter, he had got

himfelf fo gallantly array'd, I fcarce

knew him.

I had covenanted at Montriul to give

him a new hat with a filver button
and loop, and four Louis d'ors pour
Sadonifer, when we got to Paris; and
the poor fellow, to do him juftice, had

done wonders with it,

He had bought a bright, clean, good
fearlet coat and a pair of breeches of
the fame—They were not a crown

worle
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worfe, he faid, for the wearing—I
wifl'd him hang'd for telling me—They
look'd fo frefh, that tho’ I knew the
thing .could not be done, yet I would
rather  have impofed upon my fancy
with thinking I had bought them neyw
for the fellow, than that they had come

out of the Rue de [ripperie.

This' is.a nicety which makes not the

heart fore at Paris.

He had purchafed’ moreover a hand-
fome blue fattin waillcoat,  fancifully

enough embroidered —this was indeed
fomething the worle for the fervices it
had done, but ’twas clean fcour'd—the
gold had been touch’d wp, and wpon
the whole was rather thowy than other-

wife—and as- the blue was not violent,

it fuited with the coat and breeches
very well: he had fqueez’d out of the

moncey,
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mofiey , | moreover , 2 new bag ard a
folitaire 3 and had /infilted with ' the
Jrippier , - upon'.a. gold pair of garters
to his brecches knees—He had purchafed
muflin ruffles bien brodées , with four
livces of his own money—and a pair
of white’ filk flockings 'for fivé more—
and,  to top' all . - nature had  given

him a handfome figure  without cofting

him a fous.

He enterd  the room this fet off]

with - his hair' drefsd in the: ficlt flile,
and with a handfome bouguet: in  his
brealt—in a word , there was that look
of feftivity ini-every' thiig about: him,
which at once put me in mind it was
Sunday—~-and' by. combining both together,
it inftantly ftruck me,  that the favour
he wifl'd to afk ‘of me the night before,
was. to fpend the day , as: everybody
in- Paris fpent it = befides; I had fcaree

Vol. 1L G made
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made the conjeture , when La Fleur,
with infinite humility ,  but with a look
of truft, as if I fhould not refufe him,
bcgg‘d I would grant him the day, pour

Jaive le gallant vis & vis de fa maitvefe.

Now it was the very thing I intended
to do myfelf vir & vis Madame de R——
—I bad retain’d the remife on purpole
for it, and it would not have mortified
my vanity to have had a fervant fo well
drefsd as La Fleur was to have got up
behind it: I never could have worfe

fpared him.

But we muft feel ; “not argue in thele
embarrafliments—the fons and daughters of
fervice part with Liberty , but not with
Nature in their contraclts 5 they are flefh
and blood , and have tlicir little vanities
and ‘wifhes in the mid{t of the houfe of

bondage , as well as their tafk-maflers—
no
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no doubt ,  they have fet their felfde-
nials at a price—and their expectations are
fo unreafonable, that I would often difap-
point them , but that their condition puts

it fo much in my power to do it.

Behold!—  Bebold! I am thy [fervant
—difarms me at once of the powers of

a mallter—
—Thou fhalt go, La Fleur! faid L

~—And what miftrefs , La Fleur, faid
I

a time at Paris? La Fleur laid his hand

canft thou have pick'd up in fo little

2

upon his breaft , and faid twas a perite
Demoifelle at Monl. le Count de B——s.
—La Fleur had a heart made for fociety ;
and , to fpeak the truth of him, let
as few occafions flip- him as his mafter
—fo that fome how or other ; but how

—heaven knows—he had connected him-

G2 felf
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felf with the Demoifelle upon the land.
ing of the flair-cale’, during the time
I was taken up with my Paffport; and
as there was time enough for me to win
the Count to my intereft, La Fleur had
contrived to make it do to win the
maid to his—The family, it feems,
was to be at Paris that day, and he
had made a party with her, - and two
or three more of the Count’s houfhold,

upan ‘the boulevards.

Happy people ! = that once a wéek at
leaft are fure to lay down all your cares

together , and dance and’ fing and fport
away the weights of gricvance, which
bow down the fpirit of other nations to

the earth.
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THE FRAGMENT.
PiANR 4«3

L:\ Fleur ‘had left me fomething to

amufe myfelf with for the day more than
I had bargain’d for, or could have enter'd

either into his head or :mine.

He had brought the little “print  of
butter upon a c¢urrant leaf; and as the
morning was warm , and he had begg'd

a fheet of walle paper to put betwixt the

currant leaf and “his ‘hand—As that was
plate fuflicient’, #I bad him lay - it ‘upont
the “table as it 'was-, and as I refolved
to flay within all " the day , I' ordered
him to call upon-the Traiteur to befpeak
my dinner , and leave me to breakfaft

by mylelf.

G3 ‘When
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When I had finifl’d the butter, I
threw the currant leaf out of the win-

dow, and was going to do the fame by

the wafte paper—but {topping to rcad
a line firlt, and that drawing me on
to a fecond and third—1I - thought it
better  worth; fo I fhut the window,
and  drawing a chair up to it, I fat

down to read it.

It was -in the old French of Rdbe-
lais’s time, and for ought I know might

have been wrote by him—it was more-
over in a Gothic letter, and that fo

faded and gone off by damps and length
of time, it cofl me iinfinite trouble to
make any thing of it—I threw it down,

and then wrote a letter to Eugenius—

then I took it up again, and embroiled

my patience with it afrefh—and then to

cure that, I wrote a letter to Eliza.—
Still it kept hold of me; and the
difficulty
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difficulty of undetftanding it increafed

but the defire,

I got my dinner; and after 1 had
enlightened my. mind with a bottle of
Jurgundy , I at it ﬂgﬂin—-—nnd after
two. -or - three hours (poring upon it
with almoflt as deep attention  as ever
Gruter or Jacob Spon did upon a mon,
fenfical infeription, I thought I mada
fenfer of it; but to make fure, of it,
the: beft way, I: imagined,  was to
turn it into ]-.'.ng!il'h, and fee how it
would look then—Ifa I. went ron Jeifu-
rely, as a trifling man does, fometimes

writing a fentence—then taking  a turn
or . two—-und then  looking how. the
world went, out of the window 3 {o
that it was nine o'clock at night before
I had /done it—] then, begun and read

it as follows,

Ga
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THE FRAGMENT.

P ARLS.

~——Now a5 thé ‘notary’s wife difput!
ed” the" point with ‘the notary with'too
much “heat — I \wifh " faid thé fotary
(throwing  down ‘the parchment) ‘that
there’ was another “Notary here only to
fet down and atteft all this———

'— And “what' would you “do “then,
Monfieur? faid fhe,” rifing haflily up—
the” rotary’s wife was a little” fume of
a"woman, ‘and " the" rotary thought it
well to avoid 'a hurricane by a’ mild
reply —I “would go, anfwer'd ke, to

bedi—== You. 'may go to the devil,” anft

wer'd the notary’s wife,

-

p O Now
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Now there’ happening to be but one
bed “in the: houfe, « the other two roomis
being unfurnifivd, ‘as is the .cuftom: at
Paris,  and ‘the ‘notary mnot earing to lie
in the fame bed with a woman ~who
had but that: moment fent him pcl'.-mcll

to the devil ; ~went forth with:his hat

and cane and:ofhort ‘cloak, :the: night
Being very ‘windy, “and ;walled “out ill

at’ eale towards the Pont Neuf.

Of all 1the bridges which reverwere
built, the whole world:who  have pafsd

over the Pont Newf, muft own, that

it is the nobléfti—the fineft—=the gmndcﬂ

_=~thé lighteft—thelongeft—the broadelt
that ever conjoin’d | land-and land toge-
ther: upon  the face:of the terraqueous

globe——-—

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

-4 The
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The worft: fault which divines and
the do&ors of the Sorbonne can alledge
againft it, - is , that if there is but

cap-full of wind in ot about Paris,: 't
more <blalphemoufly facre Diew'd- there
than in any other aperture of the wliole
city—and with' reafon , »good and eogent
Meflicurs;;  for it 'comes!  againft, you
without | ctying = gare [ean! -and rwith
fuch unpremeditable pufls, -« that of the
few who crofs it with their hats on,
not -onevin fifty but hazards two livres
and ‘a half, . ~which is its full worth,

The poor notary , -juft as he was
pafling ' by '+ the {entry. ', inflinctively
clapp'd his cane to! the fide of it, but
in raifing: it up ‘the. point of his cane
catching hold of the loop of the fentincl's

hat hoifted it over the fpikes of the bals

lufirade clear into the Seine—-

" ="Tir
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—Tis an ill wind j faid a boatls
man , who cateh'd it, Which blows ne

body any good,

- The fentry being - a gafcon  inconti-
nently twirld up his whifkers , and les

vell'd his harquebufs,

Harquebufles in thofe days went off
with ‘matches 3 ~and an: old ~woman’s
paper lantera at the end: of the bridge
happening to. be blown out, fhe had
borrow'd ‘the fentry’s match to- light it—
it gave a moment’s time: for the gafcon’s
blood to run cool,- 'and turn the accis
dent better to his advantage—'Tis -an il}
wind , faid he, - catching off the nota-
ry’s caftor , and legitimating the capturg

with' the boatlman’s adage,

The poor notary crofs'd the. bridge,
and pafling along the rue de Dauphine

into
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into the: faukbourds of St.: Germain , - la-
mented “himfelf gs: he!walkd along in

this manner:

-+ Lucklefsman that ¥ am ! f5id the'no-
tary,ooto  be the fport of hurricanes all
my days—to be born 'to have' the flotur
of ill language levelld againft me and
Thy profeflion sthérever <1 go-~to - be
forced into marriage by the thunder' of
the church to a tempelt ‘of @ womgn=3
to be driven 'forth out of my houfe by
domeftic, winds ; ~and defpoild of “my
caftor by pontific ones—to be here, bare:
licaded , in a windy night at the' mercy
of the ~ebbs and flows of ' accidents—
where am I to lay my head ?—miferable
man ! what wind “in the " two-and-thirty:

points of the avhole compafs can’ blow

unto thee, as it does to the reft of thy

fellow’ creatures ; good !
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As the notary ~was: pafling on by a
dark: paffage ; ~ complaining in this fotf,
a voice call'd out to a girl, to bid her
run for the next notary-—~now the notary
being the next, and availing himfelf of
his fituation , walk'd up the paflage to
the door, and pafling through an old
fort of a faloon, ' was ufherd into a
large chamber difinantled of “every thing
but a long military pike—a breaft plate—
a rufly old fword , and bandoleer, hung
up equi-diftant. in - four different places

agnin(l the wall.

An old perfonage, who had heretofore

been a ‘gentleman 5 and , unlels decay
of fortune taints the blood along with it,
was a gentleman at that time , lay {up-
porting his head “upon his hand in his
bed ; a little table with a taper burning
was fet clofe befide it, and clofe by

the table was placed a' chair—the notary

fat
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fat Kim down in it; and pulling ‘out
his ink-horn and a'fheet or two of paper
which he had in his pocket , he  placed
them before him , and dipping his pen
in his ink, and leaning his breaft over
the table , he difpofed every thing to make
the gentleman’s laft will ‘and teftament,

Alas ! Monficur le Notaire , faid the
gentleman ,  raifing himfelf up a little,
I have nothing to bequeath which  will
pay the expence of bequeathing , except
the hiftory of myfelf, which I could
not die in peace unlefs T left it as a le.
gacy to the world ; the profits - arifing
out of it I bequeath to you for the pains
of taking it from me~—it is a flory fo
uncommon , it muft be read by all
mankind—it will make the fortunes of
your houfe—the notary dippd his pen
into his ink-horn—Almighty director of
every event in my life!  faid the old

gentleman,
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gentleman ,  looking ~ up eatneftly - and
raifing his hands ‘towards heaven—thon
whole' hand has led me on through fuch
a labyrinth of firange paflages down into
this fcene of defolation, aflift the decay-
ing memory of an old, infitm, and
broken-hearted man—direct my tongue,
by the fpirit of thy eternal truth, that
this ftranger may fet down naught but
what is written in that Boox, from
whofe records, faid he, clafping his
hands together, I am to be condemn’d
or acquitted ! —the notary held up the
point of his pen betwixt the taper and

his eye—

—It is a flory, Monfieur le Notaire,
faid the gentleman , which will roufe
up every affection in nature—it will kill
the humane, and touch the heart of

eruelty herlelf with pity—

w=The
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—The notary . was inflamed with a
defire to bcgin, and put his pen a
third time into his ink<horn—and the old
gc:;t!cnmu turning a little more towards
the notary , began  to.dictate his flory

in thele - words—

—And where is. the reft of it,, La
Flear 2 faid I, as -he juft then ¢nter’d

the room,

}l
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THE FRAGMENT
AND

THE BOUQUET.

P Ral-Si

WHEN La Fleur came up clofe to the
table , and was .made to comprehend
what T wanted , “he told me there were
otily two other fheets of it which he had
wrapt round the flalks of "a  bouguet to
keep it together, which he had prefented
to the Demoifelle upon the boulevards—
Then, prithee, La Fleur, faid 1, flep
back to her to the Count de B——s ho-
tel , and fee if thou canft get—There is
no doubt of it, faid La Fleur—and

away he flew.

In a very little time the poor fellow
came back quite out of breath-,  with

Vol. IL Fl dccpcl‘
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deeper marks of difappointment in his
looks than could arile from the fimple irre-
parability of the fragment— Fufte Cicl! in
lefs than two minutes that the poor fellow
had taken his laft tender farewel of her—
his faithlefs miftrefs had given his gage o’
amour to one of the Count’s footmen—the
footman to a young fempfirefs—and the
femplirefs to a fiddler, with my fragment
at the end of it—Our misfortunes were in-
volved together—I gave a- figh—and La

Fleur echo'd it back again to my ear—

—How perfidious! cried La Fleur—

How unlacky ! faid L—

1ihould not have been mortified , Mona
fieur, quoth La Fleur, if fhe had loft it—
Nor I, LaFleur, faid I, had I found it.

Whether I did or no will be feen

hereafter.

|
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THE ACT OF CHARITY.

AraReleed!

TH]C man who cither difdains or fears

to walk up a dark entry may be an ex-
cellent good man , and fit for a hundred
things ; but he will not do to make a
nom{ {entimental traveller. - 1 count little
of the many things 1 fee pals at broad
noon day, in large and open {trects.—
Nature is fhy , and hates to act before
fpectators 3 but in fuch an unobferved
corner you fometimes fee a fingle fhort
{cene of her’s worth all the fentiments
of a dozen French plays compounded
((')nclllcl'——‘.illd yet they are abfolutely fine;
—_and whenever I have a- more brilliant
affair upon my hands than common , as
they fuit a preacher juft as well as a hero,
I generally make my fermon out of'em

Ha —and
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—and for the text—"Cappadofia, Pontus
»and Afia, Phrygia and Pamphilia”—

is as good as any one in the Bible.

There is a long dark paflage iffuing
out from the opera comique into a nar-
row flreet ; ’tis trod by a few who
humbly wait for a flacre , or wifh to
get off quietly ofoot when the opera is
done. At the end of it, towards the
theatre , ’tis lighted by a fmall candle,
the light of which is almoft loft before
you get half-way down , but near the
door—"tis more for ornament than ufe:
you fee it as a fixd flar of the lealt
magunitude 5 it burns—Dbut does little good

to the world , that we know of.

In returning along this paflage, I dil-
cern’'d , as I approach’d within five or
fix paces of the door , two ladies {tand-
ing arm in arm , with their backs againft

the
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the wall , waiting , as I imagined, for
a fiacre—as they were next the door, I
thought they had a prior right; fo edg:
ed myfelf up within a yard or little more

of them , and" quictly took my: fland—

I was in black, and fearce feen.

The lady next me was a tall lean
figure of a woman of about thirty-fix;
the other of the fame fize and make, of
about forty ; there was no mark: of wife
or widow in any one part. of either-of
them—they feem’d! to be two wpright
veflal fifters, unfapp'd by carefles, un-
broke in upon: by tender falutations: I
could have wifld to have made them
happy—their happinefs was deftin’d, that

night,  to come from  another quarter.

A low wvoice,  with a good turn of
expreflion , and {weet cadence at the end
of 'it, beggd for a twelve-fous piece

H3 betwixt
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betwixt them, for the love of heaven,
I'thought it fingular, that a beggar fhould
fix the quota of an alms—and that the

fum fhould ‘be twelve times as much. as

what is ulually given in the dark, = They
both feemed aflonifh'd at it as much as
xll}vfl'il:—'f'\w'cl\'c fous ! faid one—A
twelve-fous piece ! faid - the other—and

made no reply.

The poor man faid , He knew not
how to afk lels of ladies of their ranks;
and bow'd down his head to the ground.

Poo ! faid they—we have no moncy.

The beggar remained filent for a moa

ment ot two, and renew’d his fupplication.

Do not, my fair young ladies , faid

Le, flop your good ears againft me—
Upon my word , honelt man ! faid the
younger,
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younger , ~ we have no change—Then
God blefs you, ' faid the poor man, and
multiply “thofe joys which you can give
to others without change! —I obferved
the elder fifter put her hand into her
pockét—=I'll fee, *faid fhe ;' if I have a
fous.—A fous! give twelve, faid the
fupplicant 5 Nature has been bountiful to
you , be bountiful to a poor man.

I would, friend, with all my heart,

faid the younger, if I had it

My fair charitable! faid he, addrefling
himfelf to the clder—What is it but your
g()oxlncrs and humanity which makes your
bright eyes fo fweet, that they outfhine
the morning even in this dark }miT;ngc?
and what was it which made the Mar-
quis de Santerre and his brother fay fo

much of you both as they juft pals'd by?

Ha The
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The two ladies feemed much affected;
and impulfively at the fame time they
both put their hands into - their pocket,

and each took out a twelve-fous picce,

The ‘conteft - betwixt them and the
poor fupplicant was no more—it was con=
tinued 'betwixt themlelves, which of
the two: fhould give the twelve-fous picce
in charity—and to end the difpute, they
both gave it togcthcr, and the mian

went away,




L

S T

e

A SENTIMENTAL ]OURNITY 121

THE RIDDLE EXPLAINED

P.A R LS.

I STEPP'D haftily after him: it was
the very man whofe fuccels inafking
charity of the women before the door
of -the hotel had fo puzzled me—and I
found at once- his fecret , or-at leaft the

bafis of it—twas flattery.

Delicious eflence ! how refrefhing art
thou to nature ! how ftrongly are all its
powers and all its weaknefles on thy
fide! how fweetly doft thou mix with
the blood, and help it through the moft
difficult and tortuous paflages to the

heart!

The
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The poor man, as he was not

firaighten’d for time , had given it here

in a larger dofe: ‘’tis certain he had a

way of bringing it into lefs form; for

the many fudden cales he had to do
with in the flreets 35 but -how he con-
trived to corre¢t , fweeten , concentre,
and- qualify it=I vex not my fpirit with
the inquiry—it is enough , the beggar
gain'd two twelve-fous - picces—and  they
can beft tell ‘the reft,  who have gain'd

such greater matters by it,




A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY 123

PARIS

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

water it , becaufe you have planted it

Monf, le Count de B——, mercly be.
daufe’ he had done- me - one kindnefs ‘in
the affair of my Pafiport:, Would goion
and do me another’,  the few days he
was at Paris, in making me known to
a few people of rank 3. dnd they were

to Prcfcnt me to others, and fo on.

I had got mafler of my fecret jult in
time to turn thefe. honours to fome little
decount 3 otherwifer, ~as is commonly
the cafe’; T fhould have din'd or fuppd
a fingle time or. two round , and: then

by
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by tranflating French looks and attitudes

into plain Englifh, I fhould prcl"cu(]y
have feen , that I had got hold of the
Conwvert of fome more entertaining gueft ;

and in courfe fhould ‘have refigned all

my places one after another,  merely
upon the principle that I could mot keep
them.—As it was,  things. did ‘not go

much amifs.

I had the honour of being introduced
to the old Marquis de B———: in days
of yore he had fignaliz’d himfelf by fome
finall feats of chivalty in the Cour
damowr , and had drelsd himfelf out
to the idea of tilts and tournaments ever
fince—the Marquis de B—— wifh'd to
have it thought the affair was fomewhere
ellfe than in his brain. >He could like
“to take a trip to England,” and aflkd

much of the Englith ladies, Stay where

you are, I beleech you, Monficur le
Marquis,
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Marquis, faid T—Meflrs., les Anglois
can fcarce get a kind look from them as

it is.—The Marquis invited me to fupper.

Monf, P—— the farmer-general was
juft as inquifitiveé about oar taxes.—They
were very - confiderable , - he heard—If
we knew but how to colleé them, faid

1, making him a low bow.

1 could never have been invited to Mr.

P——s concerts upon any -other terms

I had been milreprefented to Madame
de Q—— as an ¢/prit—Madame de Q——
was an ¢/prit-herlelf 5 fhe burnt with
impatience to fee me, and hear me talk.
I had not taken my feat, before I faw
fhe did not care a fous whether I had
any wit or no—I was let in; to be con-
vinced fhe had.—I call heaven to witnefs
I never once open’d the door of my lips.

Madame




120 A'SENTIMENTAL ]OUI‘\N}I‘{

Madame de Q—— vow'd to every
creature fhe met , »She had never had a

”more improving converfation with a

»man in her life”

There are three epochas in the empire
of a French woman—She is coquette—
then deift~then devore: the empire during

thele is never loft=fhe. only changes her

{ubjets : when thirty-five years and more
have ‘unpeopled her dominions of ‘the
flaves of love, fhe re-peoples it with
flaves of infidelity—and then with the

flaves of the church.

Madame de V—-— was vibrating bet-
wixt the firlt of thele epochas: the co-
lour of the rofe was fhading faft away
—fhe ought to have been a deift five
years before the time I had the honour

to pay my firlt vifit.

She
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She placed me upon the fame fopha
with her, for the fake of difputing the
point of religion more clofely.—In fhort,
Madame de V- told me fhe believed

¥lan:
1ol “Allg-

I told Madame de V—— it might be
her principle 5 but I was  fure it could
not be her intereft to level the outworks,
without which I could not conceive how
fuch a citadel as her’s could be defended
—that there was not a more dangerous
thing in the world, than for a beauty
to be a deift-—that it was a debt I owed
my creed , not to conceal it from het
~that I had not been five minutes f[at
upon the fopha befides her, but I had be-
gun to form defigns—and what is it, but
the {fentiments of religion, and the pers
fuafion they had exifted in her breaft,
which could have check'd them as they
rofe up?

We
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We are not adamant, faid I , taking

hold of her hand—and there is need of
all refiraints, till age in her own time
fteals in and lays them on us—but, my
dear lady , faid I, kifling her hand—

tis too—too foon—

I declare I had the credit all ovet
Paris of unperverting: Madame de V——;
—She affirmed to Monf. D—— and the
Abbé M——, that in one half hour 1
had faid more. for revealed religion, than
all their Encyclopedia had faid againit it
1 was lifted directly into Madame de
Vs Coterie—and . fhe put ofl. the

epocha of deilin for two years. .

I remember it was in this Coterie; in
the middle of a dilcourfe , in which I

was fhewing the neceflity of -a fir/} caufe,

that the young Count de Fiineant ' took

me by the hand to the furthef}: corner

of
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of the room, to tell me my folitaire
was pinn'd too firait about my neck—It
fhould be plus badinant, faid the Count,
looking - down wupon his own—but  a
word, Monf, Yorick, to zhe Wife—

—And from the wife, Monl le Count,

replied I, making him a bow—is enough.

The Count de Faineant embraced me
with more ardour than ever I was em-

braced by mortal man.

For three weeks together , I was of
every man’s opinion I met.—Pardi! ce
Monf. Yorick a autant defprit que nous
autves.—I1 raifonne bien, faid another.—
Ceft un bon enfant, faid a third—And
at this price I could have eaten and drank
and been merry all the days of my life
at Paris ; but ‘twas a difhonelt reckoning
—1 grew afhamed of it—it was the gain

Vol. 1L I of
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of a flave—every fentiment, of honour

revolted againft it—the higher I got, the

more was I forced upon my beggarly
/yftem—the better the Cotcrie—the more
children. of Art—I languifh'd for thole

of Nature: and one night, after a moft
vile. proftitution of myfelf to. half a dozen
different people , I grew [ick—went to
bed—orderd La Fleur to get me horfes

in the morning to fet out for Italy.
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M A RIA.
MOULINES

I NEVER felt what the diftrefs of plenty
was in any one fhape till now—to travel
it through the Bourbonnois, the f{weeteft
part of France~~in the hey-day of the
vintage , when Nature is pouring her
abundance into every one’s lap, and every
eye is lifted, up—a journcy through each
{tep of which mufic beats time to Labour,
and all her children are rejoicing as they
carry in their cluflers—to pafs through
this with my aflections flying out, and
kindling at every group before me—and
¢very one of them was pregnant with

adventures.

Juft heaven ! —it would fill up twenty
volumes—and alas! I have but a few

12 finall
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fmall pages left of this to croud it into

—and half of thefc muft be taken up

with the poor Maria wy friend , Mfir,

Shandy , met with near Moulines.
At )

The flory he had told of that dif-
order’d maid affe@ted me not a little in
the reading ; but when I got within the
néigl:bourhood where fhe lived, it re-
turned fo flrong into my mind, that I

could not refilt an impulfc which prompt-

ed me to go half a league out of the
road to the village where her parents

dwelt to enquire after her.

"Tis going, I own, like the Knight
of the Woeful Countenance, in queft
of melancholy” adventures—but I know
not how it is, but I am never fo per-

fectly confcious of the exiftence of a foul

within me, as when I am entangled

in them,

The
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The old mother came to the door,
her looks told me the flory before fhe
open’d her mouth—She had loft her huf-
band; he had died, fhe faid, of anguifl,
for the lofs of Maria's fenfes about a
month before.—She had feared at firft,
fhe added, that it would have plunder'd
her poor girl of what little underflanding
was left—but , on the contrary, it had
brought her more to herfelf—ftill fhe
could not reft—her poor daughter, flie
faid ,* orying , was wandering fome-

‘here about the road—

—Why does my pulle beat languid as
1 write this? and what made La Fleur,
whofe heart feem’'d only to be tuned to
joy ', “to pals the back of his hand twice
acrofs his eyes, as the woman ftood
and told it? T beckon'd to the poftilion

to turn back ianto the road,

I3 When
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When we had god within half a league

of Moulines , at a little opening in the
road leading to a thicket, I dilcovered
poor Maria fitting under a poplar——
fhe was fitting with her elbow in her

lap, and her head leaning on one fide

within her hand-—a fmall brook ran at

the foot of the tree.

T bid the poftilion go on with the chaile
to Moulines—and La Fleur to befpeak my
fupper—and that I would walk after hin,

She was drefsd in white, and much
as. my friend defcribed  her ,  except that
her hair hung loofe, ~which before was
twifted within a filk net,—She had, fu-
peradded likewife to her jacket, .a pale
green ribband which fell acrofs her fhouls
der to the wailt; at the end of which

hung her pipe.—Her goat had been as

faithlefs as her lover; and fhe had got
a
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a little dog in lien of him, which fhe had
kept tied by a flring to her girdle; as I
look'd at her dog, fhe drew him towards
her’ with the flving.—="Thot * fhalt not
»Jeave me, Sylvio,” faid fhe. I look'd
in Maria’s eyes, and faw fhe was thinking
more of her father thani of ‘her lover or
her little goat; for as fhe utter’d them the

tears trickled down her: checks.

1fat down clofe by her; and Maria let me
wipe them away as they fell with my hand-
kerchief.—~I then fteep'd it in my own=and
then in hers—and then in mine—and then
I wip'd hers ng:xin—nnd as I did it, I felt
{uch undel¢ribable emotions within me, as

I am fure could not be accounted for from

any combinations of matter and motion,

Iam pofitive L havea foul; norcanall the
books with which materialilts have peflerd
the aworld ever convince e of the contrary.

I4
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MARTA

WHEN Maria had come a little to her-
felf, 1 afl’d her if fhe rememberd a pale
thin perfon of a man who had fat down
betwixt her and her goat about two years
before? She faid, the was unfettled much
at that time, but remember’d it upon two
accounts—that ill as fhe was fhe faw the
perfon pitied her; and next, that her
goat had fiolen his handkerchief , and fhe
had beat him for the theft—fhe had wafl'd
it, fhe faid, in the brook, and kept it ever
fince in her pocket to reftore it to him in
cafe fhe fhould ever fee him again, which,
fhe added , he had half promiled ker. As
fhe told me this, fhe took the handkerchicf
out of her pocket to let me fee it; fhe had
folded it up neatly in a couple of vine lea-
ves, tied round with a tendril—on opening
it, I faw an 8 mark’d in one of the corners.

She
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She had fince that, fhe told me, firay’d
as far as Rome), and walk'd round St Pe-
ter's once—and return’d back—that  fhe
found her way alone acrofs the Appenines
—had travell'd over all Lombardy without
moncy—and throngh  the flinty roads of
Savoy without fhoes—how fhe had borne
it, and how fhe had got fupportcd, fhe
could not tell—but God rempers the wind,

faid Maria, to the fhorn lamb.

Shorn indeed! and to the quick, faid I
and waft thou in my own land, where
I have a cottage, I would take thee to
it and fhelter thee : thou fhouldit eat
of my own bread, and drink of my own
cup—I would be kind to thy Sylvio—
in all thy weaknefles and wanderings 1
would feek after thee and bring thee
back—when the fun went down I would
{ay my prayers; and when I had done
thou fhouldit play thy evening fong upon

thy
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thy pipe, nor would the incenfe of my
facrifice be worfe accepted for entering

heaven along with that of a broken heart:

Nature melted within me , as I ufter’d
this 5 and Maria' obferving , ‘as I took
out my handkerchief , that it was fteep'd
too much alveady to be of ufe, would
needs go wafh it in the fireain.—And
where will you dry it, Maria ? fuid I
~Tll dry it in my bofom , faid fhe—

*twill do me' good.

And' is your heart {till fo' warm, Ma.

via ? faid L

I touch'd upon the firing on which
hung all her forrows——fhe look'd with
wiftfu] diforder for fome time in my
face 5 ‘and then,  without faying any
thing , took her pipe;, and play’'d her

fervice to the Virgin—The flring I had
touch'd
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touch’d ceafed to vibrate—in a moment
or two Maria returned to herfelf<let her

pipe fall—and rofe up.

And where are you going/, Maria?
faid I.—She faid to Moulines.—Let us
go, faid I, together.—Maria put her
arm within mine , and lengthening the
flring , to Jet the dog follow—in that

order we entered Moulines.
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M ARIA.

MOULINES.

THO’ I hate {alatations ‘and greetings
in the market-place,, yet when we got
into the middle of this, I floppd to
take my lalt look and laft farewel of
Maria,

Maria, tho not tall, was neverthelefs
of the firft order of fine forms—affliction
had touch’d her looks with {fomething
that was fcarce earthly—{lill fhe was fea
minine—and fo much was there about

her of all that the heart wifhes, or the

eye looks for in woman , that could the j

traces be ever worn out of her brain, |

and thofe of Eliza’s out of mine, fhe
fhould 1
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thould not only eat of my bread and
drink of my own cup , but Maria fhould
lay in my bofom, and be unto mec as

a_daughter.

Adieu, poor lucklefs maiden!—imbibe
the oil and wine which the compaflion
of a {lranger , as he journieth on his
way , mnow pours into thy wounds—
—the Being who has twice bruifed thee

¢an only bind them up for ever.
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THE BOURBONNOIS.

I HERE was nothing from which I
had painted out for mylelf fo joyous a

riot of the affections , as in this journey
in the vintage , through this part of
France 5 but prefling through this gate of
forrow to it ; my fufferings has totally
unfitted me ¢ in every fcene of feltivity
I faw Maria in the back-ground of the
piece, fitting penfive under her poplar;
and I had got alimoft to Lyons before I

was able to caft a fhade acrols her—

—Dear fenfibility ! fource inexhaufted
of all that's precious in our joys, or
coftly in our forrows! thou chaineft thy

martyt down upon his bed of flrav—

and ’tis thou who lifts him 6p to Hra-
v E N—ctetnal fountaint of our feelifgs \—
tis
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tis here I trace thee—and this is thy divi.
nity which flirs within me—not, that in
fome fad and fickening moments, *my foul
2f brinks back wpon herfelf, and flartles
“at deflruction”—mere powp of words!
«—but that I feel fome generous joys and
gencrous cares beyond myfelf—all comes
from thee, great—great SENSORIUM
of the world ! ~which wvibrates, .if a
hair of our heads but falls upon the
gmuud , in the remotelt defert of thy
creation.—Touch'd with thee ;, Eugenius
draws my curtain when I languifh~hears
my tale of fymptoms, and blames the
weather for the diforder of his nerves.
Thou givit a portion of it fometimes to
the rougheft [-.c.z(".mt who traverfes the
bleakelt mountains==he finds the lacerated
lamb of another’s flock=This moment I
belield him leaning with his head againft
his crook , with piteous inclination look«
ing down upon it—O! had I come one

moinent
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moment fooner !—it bleeds to death—his

gentle heart bleeds with it—

Peace to thee, generous {wain! —I fee

thon walkeft off with anguith—but thy

joys fhall balance it—for happy is thy

cottage—and happy is the fharer of it—
o 4
and happy arc the lambs which {port

about you.
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(CHE . SUP P ER;

A SHOE coming loofe from the fore-
foot of the thill-horfe , at the beginning
of the. alcent of mount Taurira, the
poflilion difmounted , twilled the fhoe
off, and put it in his pocket; as the
afcent was of five or {ix miles, and that
horfle our main dependence , I made a
point of having the fhoe faften’d on
again, as well as we could; but the pof-
tilion had thrown away the nails , and
the hammer in the chaife-box, being of
no great ule without them , I fubmitted

to gO on.

He had not mounted half a mile higher,
when coming to a flinty picce of road,
the poor devil ﬁnﬂ a fecond fhoe, and
from off his other fore-foot ; I then got

Vol. 11 K out
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out of the chaife in good earneft ; and
fecing a houfe about a quarter of a mile
to the left-hand, with a 'grcnt deal to do,
1 prcvni!cd upon the poflilion to turn up
to it. The look of the houfe, and
of every thing about it', as we drew
nearer, {oon reconciled me to the dif-
afler.-TIt was a little farm-houfe furround-
ed with ‘about twenty acres of vineyard,
about as much corn—and clofe’ to the
houfe , on one fide, was a poragerie of
an acre and a half, full of every thing
which could make plenty in a French

pcnﬁmt's houfe—and on the other fide
was a little wood which furnifhed where-
withal to drefs it.- It was about eight in
the evening when I got to the' houfe—
{o I left the poftilion to manage his point
as e could—and for mine, I walkd

direétly into the -houfe.

The
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The family confifted of an old grey-
headed man and his wife, with five or
fix fons and fons-in-law and their {everal

wives, and a joyous genealogy out of ‘e,

They were all fitting down together

to their lentil-foups; a large wheaten loaf

was in the middle of the table ; and a
flaggon of wine at each end of it pro-
miled joy through the flages of the re-

paft—'twas a fealt of love.

The old man rofe up to meet ‘me,
and with a refpectful cordiality would
have me fit down at the table ; my heart
was fat down the moment I enter’'d the
room ; fo I fat down at once like a
fon of the family ; and to invefl myfelf
in the charalter as ﬂv“ciily as I could, I
inflantly borrowed the old mans knife,
and taking up the loaf cut myfelf a
hearty luncheon; and as I did it I faw

Ka a
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a teflimony in cvery eye, not only of

an honeft welcome , but of an welcome

mixd with thanks that I had not feem'd

to doubt it.

‘Was it this; or tell ‘'me, Nature,

what elfe it was which made this morfel
fo fweet—and to what magick I owe it,
that the draught I took of their flaggon
was fo delicious with it , that they re-

main upon my palate to this hour?

If the fupper was to my tafle—the
grace which follow’d it was much more

{o.

Il
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T HE ORA CE.

WIIEN fupper was over, the old man
gave a knock upon the table with the
haft of his knife, to bid them prepare
for the dance: the moment the fignal
was given , the women and gitls ran
all together into a back apartment to tye
up their hair—and the young men to
the door to wafh their faces, and change
their fabots 3 and in three minutes every
foul was ready upon a little efplanade
before the houfe to begin—The old man
and his wife came out laft, and, placing
me betwixt them, fat down upon a fopha

of turf by the door.

The old man had fome fifty years
1]?;0 bCC‘ll no mean p(.'l‘f()['lll(’f UPOH t]lc
vielle—and, at the age he was then of,

K touch'd

w

T
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toucl’d it well enough for the purpofe.
His wife fung now-and-then a litde to
the tune—then intermitted—and joined
Lier old man again as their children and

grand-children danced before them.

It was not till the middle of the fe-
cond dance , when, from fome paufes
in the movement wherein they all fecmed
to look up, I fancied T could diftinguifh
an clevation of [pirit different from that
which is the caufe or the effect of fimple
jollity.—In a word, I thought I beheld
Religion mixing in the dance—but as I
had never feen her fo engaged, I fhould
have Jook’d upon it now as onc of the
illufions of an imagination which is eter-
nally mifleading me, had not the old
man, as {oon as the dance ended, faid,
that this was their conflant way ; and
that all his life long he had made it a rule,
after fupper was over, to call out his

family
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family to dance and rejoice ; believing,
he faid, that a chearful and contented
mind was the belt fort of thanks to
heaven that an illiterate pcnfnnt could

P“. _\'—-

—Or a learned prelate either, faid I.

SR S e P 5? ey e R T




152 A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY

THE CASE OF DELICACY.

\VHFN you have gained the top of

mount Taurira, you run prefently down {

to Lyons—adicu then to all rapid move-
ments ! "Tis a journey of caution ; and
it fares better with fentiments , not to be

in a hurry with them; fo I contracted {

with a Voiturin to take his time with a

couple of mules , and convey me in my

own chaile fafe to Turin through Savoy,

Poor , patient, quict, honeft pcoplc!

fear not ; your poverty , the treafury of

A e i

your fimple virtues , will not be envied

you by the world, nor will your vallies

be invaded by it.—Nature! in the midft
of thy diforders, thou art flill friendly

to the fcantinefs thou haft created—with
all thy great works about thee, little haft
thou left to give, either to the fcithe

or

N —
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or to the fickle—but to that little thou
granteft fafety and protedtion 5 and [weet

are the dwellings which fland fo fhelterd.

Let the way-worn traveller vent his
complaints upon the fudden turns and
dangers of your roads—your rocks—your
precipices—the difficulties of getting up
—the horrors of getting down—moun-
tains impra@icable—and cataracts , which
roll down great flones from theic fum-
mits , and block his road up.—The pea-
fants had been all day at work in remov-
ing a fragment of this kind between St.
Michael and Madane ; and by the time
my Voiturin got to the place, it wanted
full two hours of completing before a
paflage could any -how be gained: there
was nothing but to wait with patience—
‘twas a wet and tempeftuous night 5 fo
that by the delay, and that together,
the Voiturin found' himfelf obliged to

take

S AR N T
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take up five miles fhort of his flage at a
little decent kind of an inn by the road fide.

I forthwith took pofleflion of my bed-
chamber—got a good fire—orderd fup-
per ; and was thanking heaven it was
no worfe—when a voiture arrived with

a lady in it and her fervant-maid.

As there was no other bed-chamber in
the houfe', the hoftefs ,  without much
nicety, led them into mine, telling them,
as fhe ufher'd them in, that there was i
no body in it but an Englifh gentleman }
—that there were two good beds in it,

and a clofet within the room which held |

another—the accent in which fhe fpoke
of this third bed did not fay much for
it—however , fhe faid there were three

beds, and but three people—and fhe
durft fay , the gentleman would do any

thing to accommodate matters.—I left
not
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not the lady a moment to make a con-
jecture about it—{o inftantly made a de-
claration I would do any thing in my

P()VC’LT.

As this did not amount to an abfolute
furrender of my bed-chamber , I flill felt
mylelf fo much the proprietor, as to
have a right to do the honours of it—
fo I defired the lady to fit down—prefs-
ed her into the warmeft feat—call’d for
more wood—defired the hoftels to enlarge
the plan of the fupper , and to favour

us with the very belt wine.

The lady had fearce warm’d herfelf
five minutes at the fire, before fhe began
to turn her head back, and give a look
at the beds ; and the oftener fhe caft her
eyes that way , the more they return’d
perplex’d—I felt for her—and for myfelf;
for in a few minutes, what by her

looks,
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looks, and the cafe itlelf , I found
myfelf as much embarrafled as it was

poflible the lady could be herfelf,

That the beds we were to lay in
were in one and the fame room, was
enough fimply by itlelf to have excited
all this—but the pofition of them , for
they ftood parallel, and fo very clofe to
cach other as only to allow fpace for a
fmall wicker chair betwixt them, ren-
der'd the aflair {lill more oppreflive to us
~—they were fix’d up moreover near the
fire , and the projection of the chimney
on one fide, and a large beam which
crofs’d the room on the other, form'd
a kind of recels for them that was no
way fayourable to the nicety of our fens
fations—if any thing could have added to
it, it was, that the two beds were
both of’em fo very {mall, as to cut us
off from every idea of the lady and the
maid
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maid lying together 5 which in either of
them, could it have been feafible , my
lying befides them, tho' a thing not to
be wifl'd, et there was nothing in it
fo terrible which the imagination might

not have pafs‘d over without torment.

As for the little room within, it of-
ferd little or no confolation to us; ‘twas
a damp cold clofet, with a half difs
mantled. window fhutter , and with a
window which had” neither glafls or oil
paper in it to keep out the tempeft of the
night. I did not endcavour to flifle my
cough when the lady gave a peep into
it; fo it reduced the cafe in courfe to
this alternative—=that ,the' lady fhould fa-
crifice her health to her feelings , and
take up with the clofet ‘herfelf , and
abandon the bed next mine to hermaid

that the girl fhould take the clo-

=2 5¢
fot, &e. &Ko
The
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The lady was a Piedmontefe of about
thirty , with a glow of health in her
checks,—The maid was a Lyonoife of
twenty , and as britk and lively a French
girl as ~ever moved.—There were diffi-
culties every way—and the obftacle of
the ftone in the road, which brought
us into the diflrels, = great as it-appeared
whilft the  peafants were removing it
was but a pebble to what lay in ‘our
ways now—I have only to add, that it
did not. leflen the . weight which hung
upon our fpirits,  that we were both too
delicate to communicate what we felt to

each other upon the occalion.

We fat down-to fupper; and had we

not had more generous wine to it than

a little inn in Savoy could have furnifh'd,
our'tongues had been tied up , till ne-
ceffity herfelf had fet them at liberty—
but the lady having a few bottles- of Bur-

gundy
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guml_v in her voitufe,, fént-down her
Fille de Chambre for a couple of them;
{fo that by the @ tiine fupper was ' over,
and we were left alone, we felt our-
felves' infpired with - {trength of -mind
fufficient to talk ; at lealt, without refers
ve ‘upon our fitnation. - We turn’d it
every way , and debated and conlidered
it in all kind of lights in_ the courfe of
a two hours negociation; ~at' the end of
which the articles were fettled finally
betwixt us, and flipulated for in’form
and manner of a treaty of peace—and I
believe with as much religion and aood
faith on both fides, as in any treaty
which as yet had ' the honour of being

handed down to pofterity,
They were as follow :
I ‘As the right of the bed-chamber is

in Monlieur—and he thinking the bed

next
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next to the fire to be the warmeft, he
infifts upon the conceffion on the lady's

fide of taking up with it.

Granted, on the part of Madame;
with a pmvifo , That as the curtains
of that bed are of a flimfy tranfparcnt
cotton , and appear likewife too fcanty
to draw clole, that the Fille de Cham-
bre fhall faften up the opening , either
by corking = pins , or mneedle and
thread ;' in fuch manner as fhall Dbe
deemed a fufficient barrier on the fide

of Monficur.

I, It is required on the part of

Madame , that Monficar fhall lay the

whole night through in his robe de

chambre,

Rejected ¢ inafinuch Monficur is not

worth a robe de chambre ; he having

nothing
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nothing in ‘his portmanteaw but fix fhirts

and a black filk pair of breeches.

"The mentioning' the filk:pair of bree.
ches made an entire change of #he article
~for the breeches ' ~were accepted: as an
‘equivalent . forl: the' robe de chambre;
and +fo it was flipulated band agreed
awpon “that [fhould’lay in my black: filk
breeches all “night.

L It wasinfilted " upon ;7 and’fli-
pulated for by the lady,  that after: Mon-
dicur vwas’ got tobed, and the candle
‘and fire ‘extinguifhed , . that Monfieur
ifhould * not - fpeak ‘one ' fingle: word  the

whole night.
Giranted 3 provided Monficurs faying
his prayers might not be deem’d an in-

fiaction of ‘the treaty.

Vol. II. L Thers
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There was but one point forgot  in
this treaty , and that was the manner
in which the lady and mylelf fhould be
obliged to undrefs’ and " get to bed——
there: was but one way of doing it,
and that ‘I leave to the reader to deviles;
protefling as I do it, : that if it is not
the moftridelicate in  nature, ’tis ‘the
fault. of his own imagination—again{t

which this is not my firlt complaint,

Now when we were got to’ bed,
whether ‘it “was the novelty of the fitua-
tion , -or what it was, I know notj
but fo it swas, I could not fhut ‘my
eves ;3 I tried this fide: and that,  and
turn’d and turn’d again, tll a full hour

after midnight; when Nature and patience

both wearing out—O my God! faid I~

~—You have broke the treaty , Monfi-

eur , faid the lady , who had no more
flept
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flept than myfelf—I begg'd a thoufand
pardons—but infifted it was no more than
an ejaculation-—fhe maintain’d ‘twas an
entire infraction of the treaty—I main-
tain'd it was proyided for in the claufe

of the third article.

The lady would by no mecans give
up her point, tho' fhe weakened her bars
rier by it; for in the warmth of the
difpute , I could hear two or three cor-
king pins fall out of the curtain to the

ground.

Upon my word and honour, Mada-
me, faid I—firetching my arm out of

bed by way of afleveration—

—(I was going to have added, that
I would not have trefpafy'd againft the
remoteft idea of decorum .for the

world)——
La —But
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.==But the Fille de Chambre hearing
there.swere words between us , and fear-
inig “that" hofiilities would enfue in courfe,
had wrept filently:iout of her clofet and
it being totally. dark ;- had flolen fo
clofe to our beds, .that fhe. had: got
herlelf into the narrow }\;)!T.rf;c which
feparated: them; and thad “advanc'd: fo far
up as to be ina line betwixt her miflrefs

and me—

So that when: T flretcl’d out  my
hand , I caught hold of the Fille: de
Chambre’s——

END OF VOL., Il
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