place of education are exposed, is the freedom they enjoy from the
established restraints of decorum and shame. They constitute a lit-
tle empire of their own, and are governed by the laws of a morality
of their own devising. They are sufficient to keep each other in
countenance; and, if any one of them can preserve the good opin-
ion and esteem of the rest of the body, it is all of which he feels that
lie stands in need. The principles by which he is regulated are voted
by an assembly that is prompted by turbulence, high spirits, con-
vivial good humor, and a factitious sense of generosity and honour;
and, provided these principles are obeyed, he looks down with con-
tempt on the sense of mankind in general. Even the soberer laws
which are promulgated by his academical superiors, are canvassed
in a mutinous temper, and regarded as the decrees of froward age;
obedience to them is sometimes contemplated as a dire necessity,
and sometimes as a yoke which it is gallant and liberal to disdain.

But, when the same person goes out into the world, he becomes
the member of a larger republic. He respects himself proportion-
ably more, as he feels that he is acting his part upon a wider the-
atre. He grows a graver character, and is conscious that tumult and
frolic are not the business of human life. He demands, not a bois-
terous approbation, but a sober deference and respect, from those
with whom he has intercourse.

I grieve to say, that my character did not gain so much by this
transplantation, as a person anxious for my reputation and wel-
fare might have been willing to hope. It was at sixteen that I had
repaired to the university, and I had resided there four years. These
four year are the period of the development of the passions. When
I'looked back from the close of this period, the years I had spent in
Merionethshire appeared to me as a delightful dream, but only as a
dream. It was a season of nonage, the infancy of man. It was vision-
ary, and idle, and unsubstantial. I had now risen (thus I understood
it) to the reality of life. The scenes I had passed through in Oxford
were sensible, were palpable; those of my earlier and better years
were the illusions as of a magic lanthorn. I clung, at least on the
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larly an old and much valued friend in Switzerland, whose kind-
ness he wished me to cultivate, and whose affectionate and benev-
olent wisdom he thought would contribute much to the perfect-
ing my character. To him I was furnished with a most exemplary
letter of parental introduction, as well as with letters of the usual
description to several distinguished and honourable individuals in
the courts and principal cities of Europe.

The day on which I quitted the university was an important era
in my life, and might have been expected to redeem me from the
vices which I had there contracted. The necessities (such I was dis-
posed to regard them) which had rendered me dissolute, were now
removed. I had become vicious by the operation of a populous and
crowded residence (from a contact with the members of which I
found it impossible to escape) upon a young man, unwarned by
experience against the rocks that awaited him, and stimulated to
confidence and enterprise by the feeling that be was born to a con-
siderable estate. When I quitted Oxford, I had once more the globe
of earth move in. L had elbow-room, and could expatiate as I pleased.
I'was no longer cooped and cabined in a sort of menagerie, in which
I continually saw the same faces, knew the names and the little his-
tory of those I saw, and was conscious that I in my turn became the
subject of their comment, of their contempt or their approbation. I
now saw once again the fairest and most glorious of all visages, the
face of nature. If I passed to the Continent, I should have the oppor-
tunity of viewing her in new aspects; and, if | hastened, as my father
wished me to do, to Switzerland, I should be led to the contempla-
tion of a more admirable scenery than my eyes had ever, yet beheld.
If I sojourned for a short time in cities, my situation there would be
very different from what it had been at Oxford. There would be no
particular set of men appearing under such circumstances as in a
manner extorted my confidence, but I might associate indifferently
with any, or with what persons I pleased.

Another cause was favourable to the melioration of my char-
acter. The great disadvantage to which young men in a populous
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CHAPTER V

IT is not my purpose to convert these honest pages into a record of
dissipations; far less, of the rude and unseemly dissipations of an
overgrown boy. There are few ebaracters more repulsive than that
in which we find conjoined the fresh and ingenuous lineaments of
a young man, in whom the down has scarcely yet shaded his pros-
perous cheek, with the impudence of a practised libertine. I look
back upon it with horror. Youth, if once it has broken through the
restraints of decorum, is the minister of cruelty. Even in me, whose
disposition was naturally kind and humane, there was too much of
this. It is suffering only that can inspire us with true sympathy,
that can render us alive to those trifles which constitute so large a
portion of earthly misery or happiness, that can give us a feeling of
that anguish, which, sometimes in human beings, as most evidently
in the brute creation, works inwardly, consuming the very princi-
ple of life, but has no tongue, not the smallest sound, to signify
its excess, and demand our pity. Over this, of which the soberest
and most disciplined mind is scarcely prepared to make a true es-
timate, youth, when flushed with convivial gaiety and high spirits,
tramples without remorse, and unhesitatingly assures itself that ”
All is well” Among the manifold objects which shock our imper-
fect reason, and make us wish that the constitution of things was
in certain respects other than it is, I confess there is none which
has at all times been more impressive with me than this, the vast
variety of speechless misery which is every where to be found.

I passed through the usual period of education at the university,
and then, by the liberality of my father, was sent to make a tour
of other countries for my improvement. My father had, particu-
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was wholly lost upon Withers, who had the misfortune to be pur-
blind.

By and by an outrageous laugh burst forth at once from one of
the audience. The poor novice, their victim, started, as if be had
trod on a serpent. Frewen, making a motion to him to be tranquil,
addressed the offender with much apparent gravity, and begged to
know what he could find ludicrous in the passage which had just
been read, at the same time repeating the two last lines with a full
and lofty voice. The culprit, as soon as be could resume his seri-
ousness, humbly sued for pardon, and declared that he laughed at
nothing in the poem, of which no one could be a sincerer admirer,
but that his fancy had been tickled at the sight of a corkscrew (pick-
ing it up), which had just dropped from Jack Jones’s pocket. This
apology was admitted. In a few minutes the same person broke out
into an equally loud and clamorous fit of merriment, in which he
was now joined by two or three others. Greater anger, as the tu-
mult subsided, was expressed toward him ; a more bungling and
imperfect apology was tendered; and Frewen offered, if Mr. With-
ers required it, to turn the culprit out of there.
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One apology may be made for the contrivers of this scene, that
they by no means foresaw, in the outset, how far they should be
drawn in to go, and the serious evils of which they might become
authors. The purpose of the auditors was, under extravagant and
tumultuous expressions of applause, to smother the indications of
their ridicule and contempt. In this, however, they could not uni-
formly succeed. A phrase of a ludicrous nature in the piece, an
abrupt fall from what was elevated to something meanly familiar
or absurd, would sometimes unexpectedly occur, and produce a
laughter that could not be restrained. Nor would the feelings al-
lied to laughter always occur in the right place. Persons eager in
search of the ludicrous, will often find it in an image, or a mode
of expression, which by others, not debauched with this prepos-
session, would be found fraught with pleasing illustration and nat-
ural sentiment. The circle, too, assembled on this occasion, acted
by sympathy upon each other, and pointed many a joke, and gave
vigour to many a burlesque idea, which, perhaps, to any one of
the associates, in his retirement, would have appeared unworthy
to move a risible muscle.

For a short time the jesters, who had made Withers their prey,
observed a certain degree of decorum. They bit their lips, affect-
edly raised their eyes, applied the finger to the mouth, the nose, or
the forehead, and thus pacified and appeased their propensities to
ridicule. One and another incessantly showed themselves lavish in
commendation of the beauties of the poem ; and with every com-
pliment the glass of Withers was filled, and he was excited to drink.
Presently the laugh, imperfectly suppressed, broke out in one soli-
tary convulsion, and was then disguised in a cough, or an effort
to sneeze. The dumb gestures of the auditors were unperceived by
the reader, who for the most part kept his eyes on the paper, and
but rarely ventured, when he came, to some bolder flight, to look
round him for applause. Then the countenances of the hearers sud-
denly fell, and their limbs were at once composed into serenity.
This transition produced an effect singularly humorous, but which
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2.

Oh! mighty man!

Or rather shall I name thee god?

A different labour now demands thy care:

No fangs now menace, and no tongues now hiss,

No rage now roars, nor swiftness flies thy grasp;
Terror no longer waits thee ;

But strength is here required;

Strength, patience, constancy, and endless resolution.

3.
Behold these mountains, how they rise!

The slow collections of three hundred moons;
Nay almost four!
Sleek were the oxen that produced them;
And royally were fed!
Canst thou abate the nuisance?
What gulf so wide that would receive its bulk!
Much likelier might’st thou seek, With single strength,
To level Ossa, or to cast mount Athos?
Down to the vasty deep!

Here too thou must encounter odours vile,
And stand begrimed with muck:

Thy checks besmear’d,

Thy lineaments deform’d

Beneath the loathsome load:

A guise how much unworthy such a hero!
Ah, no! those godlike fingers ne’er were made
To play the nightman’s trade! Ah, cruel fate!
Ah, step-dame destiny!

Inflicting such disgrace

Upon the last-born son of mighty Jove!
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to him his manuscript, filled him another bumper, and the scene
commenced.

That my readers may more exactly understand the spirit of the
transaction, I will insert here a part of the chorus at the end of
the third act, with which the auditors pretended to be especially
struck:—

1.

Ilustrious hero, mighty Hercules!

Much bast thou done, and wondrously achieved!

Before thy strength

The Nemaean lion fell subdued,

Closed in a worse than Cornish hug!

The heads of Hydra, one by one, were crush’d VOLUME THE FIRST

Beneath thy club of brass:

While little Iolas thy gentle squire,

Stood by,

With red-hot salamander prompt,

And sear’d each streaming wound!

The stag so swift of OEnoe the fair

Thou didst o’ertake,

Or, if not overtake,

Didst catch it in a trap

How glared the eyes of Erymanthus’ boar!

How fierce his tusks!

How terrible his claws!

His fire and fury calm thou didst survey,

And calm didst knock his brains out!
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PREFACE.

YET another novel from the same pen, which has twice before
claimed the patience in this form. The unequivocal indulgence
which has been extended to my two former attempts, renders me
doubly solicitous not to forfeit the kindness I have experienced.

One caution I have particularly sought to exercise: "not to re-
peat, myself” Caleb Williams was a story of very surprising and un-
comnmon events, but which were supposed to be entirely within
the laws and established course of nature, as she operates in the
planet we inhabit. The story of St. Leon is of the miraculous class;
and its design to "mix human feelings and passions with incred-
ible situations, and thus render them impressive and interesting”
Some of those fastidious readers—they may be classed among the
best friends and author has, if their admonistions are judiciously
considered—who are willing to discover thos faults which do not
offer temselves to very eye, have remarked, that both these tales
are in a vicius style of writing; that Harace has long ago decided™,
that the story we cannot believe, we are by all the laws of criticism
called upon to hate; and that even the adventures of the honest sec-
retary, who was first heard of ten years ago, are so much out of the
usual road, that not one reader in a million can ever fear they will
happen to himself. Gentlemen critics, I thank you. In the present
volumes I have served you with a dish agreeable to your own re-
ceipt, though I cannot say with any sanguine hope of obtaining our
approbation. The following story consists of such adventures, as for
the most part have occurred to at least one half of the Englishmen
now existing, who are of the same rank of life as my hero. Most
of them have been at college, and shared in college excesses; most

mind the beauties of his poem, and was encouraged. Above all, he
considered his character and fortitude as at stake, in the engage-
ment be had contracted, and was determined, at every hazard, to
complete it.

The evening arrived; the company assembled ; the unhappy poet,
the victim of their ridicule, was introduced. Mr. Frewen, at his en-
trance, took him by the hand, led him into the middle of the room,
made a short oration in his praise, and, in the name of the com-
pany, thanked him for his condescension, in admitting them to
such a pleasure as they were about to receive. After a variety of
grimaces on the part of the persons present, the manuscript was
laid on the table. The poet took it up to read ; but, in the first line,
his voice failed him, he turned pale, and was obliged to desist. Mor-
rison his original seducer, and another, had so placed their chairs,
that their countenances and action could not be perceived by the
reader, they being partly behind him: they winked the eye, and
pointed the finger to each other, and by various gestures endeav-
oured to heighten the entertainment of the party. The table was
covered with bottles and glasses. Frewen, when he saw the unaf-
fected marks of Withers’s distress, began to feel an impulse of com-
punction ; but he knew that such an impulse would render him
for ever contemptible to the present society, and he suppressed
it. He filled Withers a bumper, which he obliged him to take off;
he snatched the play from his hand, and read with much gravity
and articulation, the opening speech from the stable-keeper to the
herdsman, in which the former bewails the miserable state of the
stalls, and, not knowing what to quarrel with, shows himself ready
to quarrel with his fellow-officer, laments that there are such ani-
mals as oxen, or that oxen cannot live but by food and digestion.
This speech was received with bursts of applause, and Frewen par-
ticularly commended the "long majestic march and energy divine”
of the concluding verse. The poet was encouraged; lie had had time
to reason with himself, and recover his fortitude ; Frewen restored
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pect that all was not right, yet the remarks of his panegyrist were
so subtle, and above all, were delivered with an air of such per-
fect sincerity, that he finished with being completely the dupe his
false friends bad purposed to make him. In conclusion, Mr. Frewen
observed that he bad a select party of friends, whom he was accus-
tomed to make judges of his own productions ; and he earnestly
entreated Withers that he would no longer conceal his talent, but
would condescend to recite the tragedy he had written, to the same
circle.

Withers unaffectedly shrunk back, with the diffidence of a
young man, who had never yet, in so striking a manner, burst the
bounds of modesty ; but, urged alternately by the solicitations and
the encomiums of his tempters, he suffered them to ” wring from
him his slow consent” A day was then to be fixed. He refused
to make it the same evening : he confessed to his visiters that it
would be an unprecedented exertion to him, and that he must
string up his mind to the task: it was ultimately fixed for the day
following.

In the interval Withers had many qualms.

"Between the acting of a dreadful thing,
And the first motion, all the interim is
Like a a phantasma, or a hideous dream”

He felt the sort of arrogance which was implied, in the seating
himself in the chair of honour, fixing the eyes of different persons,
strangers, upon him, and calling their attention to the effusions of
his brain, as to something worthy of their astonishment. He rec-
ollected the faults of his poem, the places where he had himself
doubted, whether be had not embraced a Sycorax instead of an an-
gel. He recollected his youth and inexperience, and the temerity
of which he had in reality been guilty, in undertaking, in his first
essay, to celebrate, perhaps, the most prodigious of the labours of
the immortal Hercules. He remembered what he bad somewhere
heard, of the satirical and malicious turn of the elder Oxonians,
and feared to become their butt. On the other hand, he called to
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of them have afterward run a certain gauntlet of dissipation; most
have married; and, I am afraid, there are few of the married tribe,
who have not at some time or other had certain small misunder-
standings with their wives™*;—to be sure, they have not all of them
felt and acted under these trite adventures as my hero does. In this
little work the reader will scarely find any thing to “elevate and sur-
prise;” and, if it has any merit, it must consist in the liveliness with
which it brings things home to the imagination, and the reality it
gives to the scenes it pourtrays.

Yet, even in the present narrative, I have aimed at a certain kind
of novelty; a novelty, which may be aptly expressed by a parody
on a well known line of Pope; it relates

Things often done, but never yet describ’d.

In selecting among common and ordinary adventures, I have
endeavored to avoid such as a thousand novels before mine have
undertaken to develope. Multitudes of readers have themselves
passed through the very incidents I relate; but, for the most part,
no work has hitherto recorded them. If I have told them truly, I
have added somewhat to the stock of books which should enable a
recluse shut up in his closet, to form an idea of what is passing in
the world. It is inconceivable meanwhie, how much by this choice
of a subject, I increased the arduousness of my task. It is also so
easy to do, a little better, or a little worse, what twenty authors
have done before! If I had foreseen from the first all the difficultly
of my project, my courage would have failed me to undertake the
execution of it.

Certain persons, who condescend to make my supposed incon-
sistencies the favorite object of their research , will perhaps remark
with exultation on the respect expressed in this work for marriage;
and exclaim, It was not always thus! referring to the pages in which
this subject is treated in the Enquiry concerning Political Justice for
the proof of their assertion. The answer to this remark is exceed-
ingly simple. The production referred to in it, the first foundation



of its author’s claim to public distinction and favour, was a treatise,
aiming to ascertain what new institutions in political society might
be found more conducive to general happiness than those which at
present prevail. In the course of this disquisition it was enquired,
whether marriage, as it stands described and supported in the laws
of England, might not with advantage admit of certain modifica-
tions? Can any thing be more disinct, than such a proposition on
the one hand, and a recommendation on the other that each man
for himself should supersede and trample upon the institutions of
the country in which would in some cases appear ridiculous, and
in others be attended with tragical consequences, if prematurely
acted upon by a solitary individual. The author of Political Justice,
as appears again and again in the pages of that work, is the last
man in the world to recommend pitiful attempt, by scattered ex-
amples to renovate the face of society, instead of endeavouring by
discussion and reasoning, to effect a grand and comprehensive im-
provement in the sentiments of its members.
Feb. 14, 1805
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departed ; and that the poet, arriving soon after, had discovered,
and seized with avidity, the Fifth Labour of Hercules.

Withers was greatly distressed at this tale. He had those feelings
of modesty, which, under certain modifications, are most incident
to such persons as axe pervaded with an anticipation of their fu-
ture eminence. He did not pretend, however, to blame his friend
for a fault into which be seemed so innocently to have fallen, and
which he so ingenuously confessed. On the other hand, Morrison
soothed the dramatist, by describing to him the transports of admi-
ration with which the poet had been impressed in the perusal of
this virgin tragedy.

While they were yet in conversation, the poet knocked at the
chamber-door. The verses of this young man, Frewen by name,
were not deficient in merit, or even in delicacy; but his features
were harsh and his manners coarse. He began with saying, that he
could by no means deny himself the pleasure of soliciting the ac-
quaintance and friendship of a youth, to whose mind he had the
vanity to believe his own was in so many respects congenial. He
then launched out in rapturous praise of the Fifth Labour of Her-
cules. Seeing the manuscript on the table, he requested permission
to open it, and point out to the author one or two places which
had struck him as particularly excellent. He then read part of a
speech from King Augeas’ groom, and that with such emphasis of
delivery, and seeming enthusiasm of intonation, as might have per-
suaded the most sceptical bystander that be was really smitten with
approbation of the verses he pronounced. The eyes of Withers glis-
tened with joy. His self-love had never experienced so rich a treat.
Frewen then proceeded to descant, with great ingenuity, upon cer-
tain metaphors and ornaments of style interspersed through the
composition; showing how happily they were chosen, how skill-
fully adapted, how vigorously expressed, and how original they
were in the conception ; and, though some of the clauses he fixed
upon were to such a degree absurd, that the poet himself, when
he heard them thus insulated from their connection, began to sus-
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sooner gained possession of it, than he gave notice to four or five of
his associates ; and they assembled the same evening, to enjoy over
a bottle the treasure they had purloined. It must be owned that the
subject of the drama was particularly calculated to expose the ef-
fusions of its author to their ridicule. The solemn phrases, and the
lofty ornaments, with which every thing was expressed, afforded a
striking contrast to the filth and slime which constituted the foun-
dation of the piece. A topic of this sort, however slightly mentioned,
must appear low and absurd ; but, when the dung, accumulated in
thirty years, by three thousand oxen, together with the solemn en-
gagement between a demigod and a king for its removal, is set out
in all the pomp of verse, the man must be more sad than Heracli-
tus, and more severe than Cato, who could resist the propensity to
laughter at the hearing of such a tale. In the present case, where
every joyous companion was predetermined to find materials for
merriment, the peals of laughter were obstreperous and innumer-
able ; many passages were encored by the unanimous voice of the
company ; and, in conclusion, the scoffer, who had obtained for
them their present amusement, was deputed to procure them the
higher and more exquisite gratification of bearing the piece gravely
declaimed to them by its author.

Accordingly, in a few days, he waited on Withers with a grave
and melancholy face, manuscript in hand, and confessed, that by
a very culpable neglect, he had fallen into a breach of the engage-
ment he had made to the author on receiving it. He then named a
young man of ingenuity and fancy in the same college, who had
obtained considerable notoriety by several pieces of fugitive po-
etry, which were much admired at Oxford. Withers had heard of
him, and felt that respect which might naturally be expected for a
brother of his own vocation. Morrison, the jester, added, that this
votary of the muses, arid himself, were upon so intimate terms, that
each had a key to the other’s chamber; that he, not recollecting this
at the moment, had left the manuscript, - being called away by a
particular occasion, open upon his desk, had locked the door, and
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CHAPTER L.

I WAS the only son of my father. I was very young at the pe-
riod of the death of my mother, and have retained scarcely any
recollection of her. My father was so much affected by the loss of
the amiable and affectionate partner of his days, that he resolved
to withdraw forever from those scenes, where every object he saw
was ssociated with the ideas of her kindness, her accomplishments,
and her virtues: and, being habitually a lover of the sublime and ro-
mantic features of nature, he fixed upon a spot in Merionethshire,
near the foot of Cader Idris, for the habitation of his declining life.

Here I was educated. And he settled melancholy of my father’s
mind, and the wild and magnificent scenery by which I was sur-
rounded, had an eminent share in deciding upon the fortunes of my
future life. My father loved me extremely; his actions toward me
were tender and indulgent; he recognized in me all that remained
of the individual he had loved more than all the other persons in
the world. But he was as enamoured of solitude; he spent whole
days and nights in study and contemplation. Even when he went
into company, or received visitors in his own house, he judged too
truly of the temper and propensities of boyish years, to put much
restraint upon me, or to require that I should either render myself
subservient to the habits of my elders, or, by a ridiculous exhibi-
tion of artificial talents, endeavor to extract from their politeness
nourishment for his paternal vanity or pride.

I had few companions. They very situation which gave us a fell
enjoyment of the beauties of nature, inevitably narrowed both the
extent and variety of our intercourse with our own species. My ear-
liest years were spent among mountains and precipices, amidst the
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roaring of the ocean and the dashing of waterfalls. A constant fa-
miliarity with these objects gave a wildness to my ideas, and an un-
common seriousness to my temper. My curiosity was ardent, and
my disposition persevering. Often have I climbed the misty moun-
tain’s top, to hail the first beams of the orb of day, or to watch his
refulgent glories as he sunk beneath the western ocean. There was
no neighbouring summit that I did not ascend, anxious to see what
mountains, vallies, river and cities were placed beyond. I gazed
upon the populous haunts of men as objects that pleasingly diver-
sified my landscape; but without the desire to behold them in a
nearer view. I had a presentiment that the crowded streets and the
nosy mart contained larger materials for constituting my pain than
pleasure. The jarring passions of men, their loud contentions, their
gross pursuits, their crafty delusions, their boisterous mirth, were
objects which, even in idea, my mind shrunk from with horror. I
was a spoiled child. I had been little used to contradiction, and felt
like a tender flower of the garden, which the blast of the east wind
nips, and impresses with the token of a sure decay.

With such a tone of mind the great features of nature are particu-
larly in accord. In her chosen retreats every thing is busy and alive;
nothing is in full repose. All is diversity and change. The myste-
rious power of vegetation continually proceeds; the trees unfold
their verdure, and the fields are clothed with grass and flowers.
Life is every where around the solitary wanderer; all is health and
bloom; the sap circulates, and the leaves expand. the stalk of the
flower, the trunk of the tree, and the limbs of animals dilate, and
assume larger dimensions. The cattle breathe, and the vegetable
kingdom consumes the vital air; the herds resort to the flowing
stream and the grass drinks the moisture of the earth and the dew
of heaven. Even the clouds, the winds, and the streams present
us with the image of life, and talk to us of that venerable power,
which is operating every where, and never sleeps. But their speech
is dumb; their eloquence is unobtrusive; if they tear s from our-
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ficulty of keeping the cattle which were so unroyally lodged in any
creditable appearance. A herald then entered with a proclamation,
declaring that three hundred of the king’s oxen should be the prize
of him who should restore the stable to a wholesome and becom-
ing state. The chorus next sang an ode, in which they exposed the
miseries of procrastination, and declared that none but a demigod
could accomplish the task which had so long been postponed. In
the second act Hercules appeared, and offered to undertake the ar-
duous operation. He has an audience of the king, who dwells upon
the greatness of the effort, and exposes, in a loftier style, what had
already been described by his servants in familiar verse, the filth
the hero would have to encounter. Hercules answers modestly, and
enters into the history of the four labours he had already accom-
plished. The bargain is struck ; and the chorus admire the form
and port of the hero, and pray for his success. The third act begins
with expressing the general terror and astonishment. Hercules re-
moves the oxen from their stalls; and then a mighty rushing sound
is heard of the river leaving its ancient bounds, and pouring its tide
through the noisome and infectious walls. The rest of the play con-
sisted of the arguments on the part of the king and of the hero, as
to whether Hercules had fulfilled his engagement ; and the punish-
ment of the tyrant. Here many hints were borrowed from the con-
tention of Ajax and Ulysses in Ovid, respecting the preference of
wisdom and ingenuity over brute force King Augeas insisting that
the nuisance should have been displaced with shovel and wheel-
barrow ; while Hercules with great eloquence maintained that to
remove the whole evil at once, by changing the course of a river,
was a more wonderful and meritorious achievement.

This tragedy soon became a source of inexhaustible amusement
to the wits and satirists of our college. One of the drollest and de-
murest of the set had first wormed himself into the confidence of
Withers, and extorted from him his secret, and then, under the most
solemn engagements not to name the matter to a living creature,
obtained the loan of this choice morsel of scenic poetry. He had no
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CHAPTER IV

IN this place I feel inclined to relate one of those stories of in-
genious intellectual victory, as they considered them, of dull and
unfeeling brutality, as they really were, in which too many of my
college contemporaries prided themselves. A young man, during
my residence at the university, entered himself of our college, who
was judged by the gayer Oxonians singularly weir formed to be the
butt of their ridicule. The dress in which he made his appearance
among us was ungainly and ludicrous: the flaps of his waistcoat
extended to his knees, and those of his coat almost to his heels:
his black, coarse, shining hair, parted on the forehead, was every
where of equal length, and entirely buried his ears beneath its im-
pervious canopy. He had hitherto been brought up in solitude un-
der the sole direction of his father, a country clergyman ; but he
was an excellent classic scholar and a mathematician, and his man-
ners were the most innocent and unsuspecting that it is possible to
imagine. In addition to these qualities, he had an exalted opinion
of his own intellectual accomplishments; and he had brought with
him, among his other treasures, the offspring of his stripling medi-
tations, a tragedy founded on the story of the Fifth Labour of Her-
cules. In this performance the contents of the Augean stable were
set out in great pomp of description; the ordure which had accumu-
lated in thirty years from the digestion and dejection of three thou-
sand oxen was amplified and spread out to the fancy ; and Withers
(this was the name of the poet) might be said, like Virgil, to ” fling
about his dung with an air of majesty” The tragedy opened with a
pathetic lamentation between the groom and the herdsman of the
king, respecting the melancholy condition of the stable, and the dif-
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selves, it is with a gentle and a kindly violence, which, while we
submit to, we bless.

Here begins the contrast and disparity between youth and age.
My father was a lover of nature; but he was not the companion of
my studies in the scenes of nature. He views her from his window,
or from the terrace of earth he had raised at the extremity of his
garden; he mounted his horse for a tranquil excursion, and kept
along the road which was sedulously formed for the use of trav-
ellers. His limbs were stiffened with age; and the was held in awe
by the periodical intrusions of an unwelcome visitor, the gout. My
limbs on the contrary were full of the springiness which character-
izes the morning of life.  bounded along the plains, and climbed the
highest eminences’ I descended the most frightful declivities, and
often penetrated into recesses which had perhaps never before felt
the presence of a human creature. I rivalled the goat, the native
of the mountains, in agility and daring. My only companion was
a dog, who by familiarity had acquired habits similar to mine. In
our solitary rambles we seemed to have a certain sympathy with
each other; and, when I rested occasionally from the weariness of
my exertions, he came and lay down at my feet, and I often found
relief in dalliance with this humble companion amidst the unin-
habited wilds which received me. Sometimes, when I foresaw an
excursion of more than usual daring, I confined him at home; but
then he would generally break loose in my absence, seek me among
the mountains, and frequently meet me in my return. Sometimes I
would tie him to a tree or a shrub, an leave him for hours: in theses
cases he seemed to become a party in the implied compact between
us, and waited in mute resignation till he saw me again.
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CHAPTER II

The proper topic of the narrative I am writing is the record of my
errors, To write it, is the act of my pentinence and humiliation. I
can expect however few persons to interest themselves respecting
my errors, unless they are first informed what manner of man I am,
what were my spontaneous and native dispositions, and whether
I am such a one as that my errors are worthy of commiseration
and pity. This must be my apology for the topic I am here to in-
troduce, a topic on which all ingenous minds are disposed to be
silent, and which shall in this place be passed over as flightly as
possible, my beneficence and charities. I was fond of penetrating
into the cottages of the poor. I should be greatly unjust to myself,
if I suffered the reader to suppose that the wild elevation and intel-
lectual luxuries I indulged had the effect to render me insensible to
the miseries of man. Nothing was squalid, loathsome and disgust-
ing in my yes, where it was possible for me to be useful. I shrunk
from the society of man in general, and foresaw in the intercourse
of my species, something forever prepared to thwart my sensibil-
ity, and to jar against the unreal world in which I lived. But I never
shrunk from the presence of calamity. From the liberal allowance
with which my father supplied me I relieved its wants, I sheltered
it from the menaces of a prison, and I even prevailed on myself to
resort willingly to such towns as our vicinity afforded, to plead its
cause, and parley with its oppressor.

No doubt in my pride did not come away ungratified from these
enterprizes. Far be it from me to assert, with certain morose and
coldblooded moralists, that our best actions are only more subtle
methods by which self-love seeks its gratification. My own heart,
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demands of their situation, excited in me particular sympathy, and
received frequent and sometimes secret relief from the resources
with which my father’s bounty supplied me.
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I did not, however, entirely depart from the dispositions which had
characterised me in Wales. My poetical and contemplative charac-
ter was gone; all that refinement which distinguished me from the
grosser sons of earth. My understanding was brutified; I no longer
gave free scope to the workings of my own mind, but became an ar-
tificial personage, formed after a wretched and contemptible model.
But my benevolence and humanity were still the same. Among the
various feats of a college-buck I attempted, there was none in which
I came off with so little brilliancy, as that of "quizzing a fresh-man,’
and making a fellow-creature miserable by a sportive and intem-
perate brutality. What scenes of this sort I have witnessed! There
is no feature of man, by which our common nature is placed in so
odious and despicable a light, as the propensity we feel to laugh at
and accumulate the distresses of our fellow-creatures, when those
distresses display themselves with tokens of the ungainly and un-
couth. I engaged in a project of this sort once or twice, and then
abjured the ambition for ever. Thenceforward it was my practice to
interfere in behalf of the sufferers by such hostilities; and my man-
ner carried with it that air of decision, that, though the interference
was unwelcome, it was successful; and the dogs of the caustic hunt
let go their hold of the bleeding game. Another motive actuated
me in this plan of proceeding. Though I had assumed an impudent
and licentious character, I despised it; and I made conscience of
debauching new converts into the inglorious school, which was
usually the object and end of these brutal jests. I was contented
to associate with those whose characters I judged to be finished al-
ready, and whom I persuaded myself my encouragement would not
make worse; and thus with wretched sophistry I worked my mind
into the belief that, while I yielded to a vicious course, I was doing
no harm. In the midst of all this, my heart entered with prompt
liberality into the difficulties and distresses of others; and as in
Wales I was assiduous to relieve the wants of the industrious and
the poor, so in Oxford, the embarrassments of those young men,
whose funds derived from their families did not keep pace with the
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in every act of benevolence I ever performed, gave the lie to this
execrable doctrine. I felt that it was the love of another and not
of myself that prompted my deed; I experienced a disinterested
joy in human relief and human happiness, independently of the
question whether I had been concerned in producing it; and, when
the season of retrospect arrived, I exulted in my own benevolence,
from the divine consciousness that, while I had been most busily
engaged in the talk, my own gratification was forgotten.

There is however, as I have intimated, a very subtle and compli-
cated association in human feelings. The generous sympathy which
animated my charitable deeds was pure; it flowed from a celestial
source, and maintained its crystal current, as unmingled with the
vulgar stream of personal passions, as the oil extracted from the
most aromatic fruits, flows separate and unconfounded with the
mire of the kennel on which it may have fallen. There is no doubt
however that the honourable character I exhibited on the these oc-
casions, prompted me the more joyfully to seek their repetition.
Humanity and self-complacency were distinct causes of my benefi-
cence; but the latter was not less powerful than the former in nour-
ishing it into a habit. In other scenes of human intercourse I played
an equal and doubtful part; the superior eloquence or information
of my competitor might overwhelm me; he might have more pas-
sion to pursue his purpose, of more want of feeling to harden him
against the obstacles that opposed: but in the cottage to which my
benevolence led me, I appeared like a superior nature; I had here
no opposition to contend with, no insult to awaken my irritability,
and no superciliousness to check the operations of my sentiment.
It was also fortunate for me, that the cases of distress which came
before me in this remote part of the island, were not numerous
enough to distract my choice, or to render me callous by the too
great frequency of their impressions.

One adventure of this fort interested me so much by the liveli-
ness of its incidents that I cannot refuse briefly to describe it in this
place. The season had for many days been uncommonly wet. The
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waters were swelled with continual rains, and the low-lands were
almost inundated. It was July. After a series of heavy showers, on
afternoon the sky brightened, the sun burst forth with redoubled
splendor, and all nature smiled. This is a moment particularly dear
to the lover of rural scenery. Dry weather tarnishes the face of na-
ture, fades the lovely colours of hill and valley, and profanes and de-
stroys those sweet odours which, more than any thing else, give the
last finish to the charms of nature. I hastened to enjoy the golden
opportunity. by long practice I knew how to find the path were
mire and swamps would not occur to interrupt my pleasure. My
way led me by a steep acclivity of the mountain, which overhangs
the bason that forms the source of the Desunny. I gained the east-
ern extremity of the ridge, that i might the more amply enjoy the
beams of the setting sun as he sunk beneath the waves of the Irish
sea. It was the finest evening my eyes ever beheld. the resplendent
colours of the clouds, the rich purple and burnished gold in var-
ious streaks fantastically formed and repeated, were beyond any
imagination to conceive. The woods were vocal. The scents that
surrounded me, the steaming earth, the fresh and invigorating air,
the hay and the flowers, constituted, so to the express myself, and
olfactory concert, infinitely more ravishing than all the concords of
harmonious sound that human art ever produced. This lovely mo-
ment combined in one impression the freshness of the finest morn-
ing, with all the rich and gorgeous effects peculiar to the close of a
summer’s day.

I stood, as I have said, on the edge of the precipice. I gazed
for a long time upon the various charms, that what we ordinar-
ily, but improperly, call inanimate nature unfolded. I saw the rus-
tic, as he retired from endeavouring to repair the injury his hay
had sustained, and the flocks, as they passed slowly along to their
evening’s repose. Presently an individual object engrossed my at-
tention. A young lamb had wandered by some accident to the mid-
dle of the precipice, and a peasant was pursuing it, and endeavour-
ing to call it to his arms. I shuddered at the fight. The precipice
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and apparently sheepish, not, perhaps, more from awkwardness
than pride. He was contemplative, absent, enthusiastical, a wor-
shipper of nature. His thoughts were full of rapture, elevation, and
poetry. His eyes now held commerce with the phenomena of the
heavens, and now were bent to earth in silent contemplation and
musing. There was nothing in them of the level and horizontal.
His bosom beat with the flattering consciousness that he was of
a class superior to the ordinary race of man. It was impossible to
be of a purer nature, or to have a soul more free from every thing
gross, sordid, and groveling. The Fleetwood of the university had
lost much of this, and had exchanged the generous and unsullied
pride of the wanderer, for a pride of a humbler cast. Once I feared
not the eye of man, except as I was reluctant to give him pain;
now I was afraid of ridicule. This very fear made me impudent.
I hid the qualms and apprehensiveness of my nature under “a
swashing and a martial outside” My jest was always ready. I
willingly engaged in every scheme of a gay and an unlucky nature.
I learned to swallow my glass freely, and to despise the character
of a flincher. I carefully stored my memory with convivial and
licentious songs, and learned to sing them in a manner that
caused the walls of our supper-room to echo with thunders of
applause. Here, as in Wales, I advanced toward the summit of
the class of character to which I devoted my ambition, and was
acknowledged by all my riotous companions for an accomplished
pickle. In the contrast of the two personages I have described, I
confess, my memory has no hesitation on which side to determine
her preference. Oh, Cader Idris! oh, genius of the mountains! oh,
divinity, that president over the constellations, the meteors, and
the ocean! how was your pupil fallen! how the awestruck and
ardent worshipper of the God who shrouds himself in darkness,
changed into the drinker and the debauchee, the manufacturer
of ”a fool-born jest,” and the shameless roarer of a licentious catch!
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not the sharp, short, pointed turn of a speaker whose habitual
object is a jest. My muscles were not formed to a smile; or, if at
any time they had assumed that expression, it was the smile of
elevated sentiment, not that of supercilious contempt, of petty
triumph, or convivial jollity.

As soon, however, as I had chosen my part in the dilemma before
me, I became instinct with a principle, from which the mind of
ingenuous youth is never totally free,—the principle of curiosity.
I was prompted to observe these animals, so different from any
that had been before presented to my view, to study their motives,
their propensities, and their tempers, the passions of their souls,
and the occupations of their intellect. To do this effectually, it was
necessary that I should become familiar with many, and intimate
with a few. I entered myself an associate of their midnight orgies,
and selected one young person for a friend, who kindly undertook
my introduction into the world.

It happened in this, as in all cases of a similar nature, that
familiarity annihilated wonder. As the hero is no hero to his valet-
de-chambre, so the monster is no monster to his friend. Through all
the varieties of the human race, however unlike in their prominent
features, there are sufficient chords of sympathy, and evidences
of a common nature, to enable us to understand each other, and
find out the clue to every seeming irregularity. I soon felt that
my new associates were of the same species as myself, and that
the passions which stimulated them, had seeds of a responsive
class, however hitherto unadverted to and undeveloped in my
own bosom.

It is surprising how soon I became like to the persons I had so
lately wondered at and despised. Nothing could be more opposite,
in various leading respects, than the Fleetwood of Merionethshire
and the Fleetwood of the university. The former had been silent
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was in some parts almost perpendicular. The rains had rendered
the surface exceedingly slippery. The peasant caught at the shrubs
and tufts of grass as he descended; and, with a skill peculiar to
the inhabitants of the mountains, seemed to proceed securely in
the most desperate places. The lamb, whether from heedlessness
or wantonness, advanced further along the mountainside, as the
shepherd pursued.

While I was engaged in observing this little manoeuvre, I sud-
denly heard a scream. It came from a spot exceedingly near to me.
Two boys sat in a nook where I had not perceived them, and cried
out, My brother! my brother! A venerable grey-headed man was
with them. He exclaimed, My son! my William! and prepared to
plunge down the precipice. The scream I had heard was the effect
of what at that moment happened before my eyes; yet such is the
curious structure of the human senses, that what I heard seemed to
be prior in time to what I saw. The peasant had almost overtaken
his lamb. The lamb was on the point of escaping by a sudden leap;
the peasant sprung upon him, and both were at the bottom of the
precipice, and plunged in the bason, now swelled into a lake, with
the rapidity of lightning. I flew to the group I have described; I laid
hold of the old man at the moment of his proposed descent; I cried
out, "Stay, poor man! what can you do? I will save your son!” I
knew a path, more secure, yet scarcely more circuitous than that
which the peasant had followed.  had the advantage over him, that
I was not diverted from my course by any object whose deviations
I pursued. For some time I went on safely; i saw the peasant rise
to the surface of the water and sink again; my impatience was too
great to combine any longer with wariness; I lost my footing, and
in an instant I also was in the lake.

My fall had been from a less terrible height than his, and I recov-
ered myself. I swam toward the place where he had last sunk; he
rose; I threw my arm around his neck, and supported him. the dif-
ficulty however which remained, appeared insuperable the shores
on almost every side were shelving, and impossible to be scaled
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with the peasant in my arms, who was in a state of insensibility.
As I was endeavouring to find the means of escaping from this dif-
ficulty, I saw a boat advancing toward us; it was row by a young
woman; it approached; she was William’s mistress, and the owner
of the lamb for which he had ventured his life; we got him into the
boat; he was more sunned with the fall, than injured by the water;
he appeared to be gradually recovering; even the lamb was saved.

By the time we had reached the shore, the father and the two
brothers were come round to our landing place. All their attention
was at first turned upon William; I was nothing to them; I retired
to a little distance, and observed the group. The eldest boy sup-
ported William as he sat; the blooming maid rubbed his temples;
the father sat before him and clasped his son’s hands between his.
It was an interesting spectacle; a painter might have sketched them
as they sat. The eyes of the boy glistened with eagerness; the girl
hung over her lover, while her colour alternately changed from its
natural ruddiness to a languid paleness; the hairs of the old man
were as white as snow. Presently, william uttered a profound sigh;
it was a welcome found to the whole assembly. the least boy was at
first wrapped in silent attention; but presently began to play with
Molly, the pet lamb, that frisked about him. In a short time the
old man exclaimed, Where is our deliverer? It was now my turn; I
was at a short distance; they were all tumultuous in their expres-
sions of gratitude. The peasant-girl and myself supported William
to his cottage; I offered my other arm to the father; the biggest boy
led their favorite lamb by a string which hung from his neck; the
youngest bore in triumph his father’s stick, who,as he leaned on
my arms, no longer needed its support.

Such was the commencement of my acquaintance with an hon-
est family. The habitation of the girl was a small distance from
theirs; she was one of a numerous assemblage of sisters who lived
with their mother. I found that the young persons had been lovers
for more than a year, but had deferred their marriage for prudential
reasons. The industry of William was the support of his own house;
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does the world we live in thus teach us to despise the world?

My father’s house had been built in a style of antique magnifi-
cence. The apartments were spacious, the galleries long and wide,
and the hall in which I was accustomed to walk in unfavourable
weather was of ample dimensions. The rooms appropriated to
my use at Oxford appeared comparatively narrow, squalid, and
unwholesome. My very soul was cabined in them. There were
spacious buildings in Oxford; there were open and cheerful walks:
but how contrasted with those to which I had been accustomed!
There I expatiated free; I possessed them alone; Nature was my
friend, and my soul familiarly discoursed with her, unbroken in
upon by the intrusion of the vulgar and the profane. Here I had
no green and heaven-formed retreat in which I could hide myself;
my path was crossed by boys; I was elbowed by gownmen; their
vulgar gabble and light laughter perpetually beset my ears, and
waked up curses in my soul. I could pursue no train of thought; the
cherished visions of my former years were broken and scattered
in a thousand fragments. I know that there are men who could
pursue an undivided occupation of thought amidst all the confu-
sion of Babel; but my habits had not fitted me for this. I had had no
difficulties to struggle with; and I was prepared to surmount none.

The morning of life is pliable and docile. I speedily adapted myself
to my situation. As I could not escape from the coxcombs of
the university, I surrendered myself with the best grace I could
into their hands. It is the first step only that costs a struggle. At
the commencement, the savage of Merionethshire made but an
uncouth and ludicrous figure among the pert youngsters of Oxford.
Their speech and gestures were new to me. I had hitherto spent
more words, the repetition of lessons only excepted, in soliloquy
than in conversation. My phrases were those of enthusiasm and
the heart. They had the full and pregnant form which was given
them by a mind crowded with ideas and impelled to unload itself,
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gratification in this unmerited and metaphysical love.

At Oxford, the whole tone of my mind became speedily changed.
The situation was altogether new, and the effects produced were
strikingly opposed to those which I had hitherto sustained. In
Merionethshire, I had been a solitary savage. I had no companions,
and I desired none. The commerce of my books and of my thoughts
was enough for me. I lived in an ideal world of my own creation.
The actual world beneath me I intuitively shunned. I felt that every
man I should meet would be either too ignorant, too coarse, or too
supercilious, to afford me pleasure. The strings of my mind, so to
express it, were tuned to too delicate and sensitive a pitch: it was
an Eolian harp, upon which the winds of heaven might *discourse
excellent music;” but the touch of a human hand could draw from
it nothing but discord and dissonance.

At the university all that I experienced for some weeks was pain.
Nature spoils us for relishing the beauties of nature. Formed as
my mind had been, almost from infancy, to delight itself with
the grand, the romantic, the pregnant, the surprising, and the
stupendous, as they display themselves in North Wales, it is
inconceivable with what contempt, what sensations of loathing, I
looked upon the face of nature as it shows itself in Oxfordshire.
All here was flat, and tame, and tedious. Wales was nature in the
vigour and animation of youth: she sported in a thousand wild
and admirable freaks; she displayed a master-hand; every stroke
of her majestic pencil was clear, and bold, and free. But, in the
country to which I had now removed, nature to my eyes seemed
to be in her dotage; if she attempted any thing, it was the attempt
of a driveller; she appeared like a toothless and palsied beldame,
who calls upon her visitors to attend, who mumbles slowly a set of
inarticulate and unintelligible sounds, and to whom it exceeds the
force of human resolution to keep up the forms of civility. Why
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his father was past his labour; they had resolved not to marry till
the next brother should be able to take the place now filled by the el-
dest. The accident that had just occurred, in which the cottage maid
preserved the life of her lover, increased their affection, and dou-
bled their impatience however which they were resolute to subject
to the most honourable considerations. I saw them often; I loved
them much. William was ingenuous and active; the maid added
to a masculine intrepidity most of the more lovely graces of her
own sex. The father often lamented even with tears, that he was
no longer capable of those exertions which might enable William
freely to obey the dictates of his heart. The attachment which I felt
to them was that of a patron and a preserver; when I observed the
degree of content which prevailed among them, when I witnessed
the effusions of their honest esteem and affection, my heart whis-
pered to me, This would not have existed but for me! I prevailed on
my father to bestow a farm upon the lovers; I engaged, out of my
on little stock, to hire a labourer for the old man; they married, and
I had the satisfaction to convert one virtuous establishment into
two.

Such were the principal occupations of my juvenile years. I loved
the country, without feeling my partiality to what are called the
sports of the country. My temper, as I have already said, was some-
what unsocial, and so far as related to the intercourse of my species,
except when some strong stimulus of humanity called me into ac-
tion, unenterprising. I was therefore no hunter. I was inaccessible
to the pitiful ambition of showing, before a gang of rural inquires,
that I had not be motive, which ordinarily influences the inhabi-
tants of the country to the cultivation of there sports, the want of
occupation. I was young: the world was new to me: I abounded
with occupation. In the scenery of Merionethshire I found a source
of inexhaustible amusement. Science, history, poetry, engaged me
by turns, and into each of them by turns my soul plunged itself
with an ardour difficult to describe. in the train of these came my
visions, my beloved and variegated inventions, the records, which

19



tome appeared voluminous and momentous, of my past life, the
plans of my future, the republics I formed, the feminaries of educa-
tion for which I constructed laws, the figure I proposed hereafter
to exhibit in the eyes of a wondering world. I had a still further
and more direct reason for my rejection of the sports of the field. I
could not with patience regard to torture anguish and death, as the
sources of my amusement.
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threw my arms round him. "Fond fool!” said I, "every one else
treats me with unkindness and injustice; but you will love me still!”

It was judged proper that this animal, who had passed the merid-
ian of his life, should not accompany me in my entrance into
the world, but should remain at home. I accordingly left him in
Merionethshire. What was my surprise, then, one day, as I came
down the steps of the chapel from morning prayers, after having
been a week at Oxford, at meeting my dog! He fawned upon
me, played a thousand extravagant antics, and was transported
out of himself at the joy of finding me. I afterward learned that
he bad been at my rooms, had been repulsed there, and finally
found his way to the chapel. By what sort of instinct an animal
is thus enabled, for a distance of one hundred and seventy miles,
to discover the trace of his master, I am unable to say. The thing
itself, I am told, is not uncommon. But every ingenuous mind to
whom such an incident has occurred, feels, no doubt, as I did, a
most powerful impulse of affection toward the brute who has
shown so distinguished an attachment.

What is the nature of this attachment? A dog, I believe, is not less
attached to a fool than to a wise man, to a peasant than to a lord,
to a beggar inhabiting the poorest hut, than to a prince swaying
the sceptre of nations and dwelling in a palace. Il usage scarcely
makes a difference. At least, the most sparingly dealt kindness
of the surliest groom affords a sufficient basis of attachment.
The case is considerably parallel to that of a nobleman I have
somewhere read of, who insisted that his mistress should not
love him for his wealth nor his rank, the graces of his person nor
the accomplishments of his mind; but for himself. I am inclined
to blame the man who should thus subtly refine, and wantonly
endeavour at a separation between him and all that is most truly
his; but, where the course of nature produces this separation,
there is a principle in the human mind which compels us to find
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as the first luminary of his age, he could not think with perfect
temper of devoting the last maturity of his mind to the society
of foxhunting squires, and the reading prayers and sermons to
rustics and old women. He retired, upon a small annuity which
my father settled upon him, to a narrow lodging in an obscure
street of the metropolis, and published from time to time pocket
volumes of poetry, and sketches of a synopsis of his mythological
discoveries, which some persons bought out of respect to the good
qualities of their author, but which no person read.

A third separation which took place on this occasion, and which,
I hope, the reader will not think it beneath the dignity of history
to record, was between me and my dog. He was my old and
affectionate friend, and the hours I had spent tete-a-tete in his
society were scarcely less numerous than those I had spent with
my tutor. He had often been the confidant of my sorrows; and
I had not found it less natural to complain to him, than the
heroines of fable or romance to the woods and the wilds, the
rocks and the ocean, of the cruelties they experienced, or the
calamities that weighed them down to the earth. One instance in
particular I remember in very early youth, when my father had
spoken to me with unusual sharpness about some fault that, in
my eyes, by no means merited great severity of censure. I retired
to the terrace in the garden which has already been mentioned,
threw myself at my length upon the turf, and indulged a short
fit of mutiny and misanthropy. As I lay, poor Chilo (that was
the dog’s name) discovered me, and leaped toward me with his
usual demonstrations of joy. I was in too ill a humour to notice
him ; and he, who seemed to have at least as much skill as my
tutor in discerning what passed in my mind, crept along the turf
toward the spot which supported my head, with pleading and
most diffident advances. At length I suffered my eye to fall on him.
This brought him close to me in a moment. He licked my hands
and face, with every token of gratitude, affection, and delight. I
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CHAPTER III

AT the usual age I entered myself of the university of Oxford. I
felt no strong propensity to this change; but I submitted to it, as to
a thing in the regular order of proceeding, and to which it would be
useless to object. I was so much accustomed to self-conversation
as to have little inclination to mix in the world; and was to such
a degree satisfied with my abilities, and progress, and capacity of
directing my own studies and conduct, as not to look with any ea-
ger craving for the advice and assistance of professors and doctors.

In setting out for the university, I was to part with my father and
my preceptor. The first of these was a bitter pang to me: I had
scarcely, from the earliest of my remembrance, ever been a week
removed from the sight of the author of my being. He was the
wisest and the best man I knew. He had all those advantages from
nature, and from the external endowments of fortune, which were
calculated to maintain my reverence. We had gradually become
more qualified for each other’s society and confidence. Our
characters had many points of resemblance: we were both serious,
both contemplative, both averse to the commerce of the world.
My temper, as I have said, was to an uncommon degree impatient
of contradiction; and a certain degree of heart-burning had not
failed occasionally to invade my breast on this score, even toward
this excellent parent. But my resentment and indignation in these
instances had been short-lived. As the only representative of his
person in existence, my father was ardently attached to me, and the
occasions he administered to my impatience and displeasure were
exceedingly few. On the other hand, whatever faults of character

21



might justly be imputed to me, I had yet betrayed no tokens of
an unmanageable boisterousness; my propensities were innocent;
and my pursuits, most of them, such as seemed to conduce to the
improvement of my understanding and my heart. In a word, my
father and I, allowing for those failings which in some form or
other are inseparable from the human character, were excellent
friends; and it was not without many tears shed on both sides, that
we parted, when I mounted the chaise in which I set but for Oxford.

The separation between me and my tutor, which took place at
the same time, was productive of a mixed sensation. I had long
nourished in my mind, a supercilious disregard of his mental
discernment, and felt as if it were a degradation to me to listen
to his instructions. The lessons he gave me appeared as a sort of
shackles, the symbols of infantine imbecility. I was confident of
my virtue and my perseverance, and longed to shake off these
tokens of my nonage. But, besides these intellectual sources of
weariness and impatience, there was an animal sensation, which
made me regard the day of my separation from my tutor as the
epoch of my liberty. His voice was sickly and unpleasing to my
ear. He had cultivated the art of being amiable; and his cadences
were formed by habit to a kind of tune of candour, and gentleness,
and humanity. His gentleness was, unfortunately, twin-brother
to the softness of his understanding, and expressed nothing so
plainly as his ignorance of all the avenues of persuasion, and
all the secret springs of hope, and fear, and passion, and will. In
addition to this, the good gentleman loved to hear himself talk;
and his explanations and exhortations were as long as the homilies
of Archbishop Cranmer. At my age,~the age of restlessness, and
activity, and enterprise,—these discourses, unhappily, did not
generate a propensity to sleep, and therefore produced in me an
insupportable listlessness and ennui.
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Yet I did not finally part with my old friend without pain. It was
impossible a more innocent creature should live. If I did not highly
respect him, I could not help approving and loving him. Had it
been otherwise, there is something in the nature of habit which
will for ever prevent us from parting with that to which we have
been long accustomed, with indifference. I had been used to see
my preceptor every morning. He was part of the furniture of our
eating-room. As we had very unfrequent opportunities of various
society, I often found relief in entering into conversation with him.
If he could tell me nothing that appeared to me highly worthy of
attention, in the way of fancy or deduction, he was at least well
qualified to inform me of what he had read in books, relatively
either to chronology, geography, or science. I am persuaded that if|
when my tutor left me, I had remained among the same scenes, the
crisis would have been a severe one. As it was, my understanding
approved of the separation: I recollected that it was an event
for which I had often and anxiously sighed; yet to part with a
good man,-a man to whose cares and patience I owed much, who
had bestowed on me a thousand benefits, and between whom
and myself there had, from familiarity, grown up a considerable
affection, was no desirable task. I kissed his hand; I thanked him a
hundred times for his constant exertions; with bitter self-reproach,
I entreated him to forgive every act of rudeness, impetuousness,
and disrespect, I had been guilty of toward him: at this moment,
these things struck upon my conscience like crimes.

My father was anxious that a decent provision should be made
for his declining years. There was an ecclesiastical living of
considerable value vacant in my father’s gift, and he entreated
my tutor to enter into holy orders, and accept of it; but this my
old friend strenuously declined. His creed did not exactly accord
with the principles of orthodoxy contained in the code of the
Church of England; and he disdained to compromise with his
conscience. Besides, regarding himself, as be undoubtedly did,
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kindness, observe the habits, and speculate upon the propensities,
of my father’s friend! With what interest did I set out yesterday
morning upon the little excursion we had planned! How much did
I enjoy the scenery, as it was formed by the all-directing hand of
nature, and as it was modified by the recollection of the human
acts which had there been performed! Cruel Ruffigny, how could
you suffer me to live under this delusion! How could you look
on, enjoying in malicious sport my blindness, and see me amuse
myself with straws, while the rock, upon which my habitation had
rested, was dissolved away beneath its foundations! - Yet, why, ah,
why has this delusion ever been taken away! Yesterday, and the
day preceding, and the days before, I did not know my misfortune,
and I was happy! Oh, that this dream could have lasted for ever!
— I shall never again see my father, - never, never! — yet why
might I not have been led on with the pleasing hope, and have
said, "To-morrow, and to-morrow, — a short time yet, - and we
shall meet!” How happy, to have pursued an interminable route,
and still have believed that I was almost at my journey’s end!
to have trusted for ever, and confided, as long as I continued to live!

My kind host sent me my morning’s repast, but it stood by me
untouched. Ever since I had received the news, I had a sensation
within me that rejected food, as peremptorily as the glands of
a person labouring under a hydrophobia throw back the water
he might attempt to absorb. Dinnertime came; and hunger at
length subdued the obstinacy of my grief. With bitter scorn of
my own frailty, I swallowed a few morsels of the food which was
set before me. In the evening, Ruffigny entered my chamber. He
sat down, and for some minutes continued silent. At length he
spoke. He did not ask me how I had rested, or how I felt myself.
He began with words concerning my father; he made a calculation
of their respective ages. I could not stand this: to myself I had
repeated my father’s name a hundred times; but I could not bear
to hear it formed by the voice of another. Ruffigny desisted. A
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threshold, and during the novelty of life, to the realities; and could
not bear to exchange them for shadows. I felt as if I could not so
exchange them if I would. I had leaped the gulf; I had passed the
bourne, from which, as it seemed to me (in a different sense from
that of Shakspeare), ” no traveller returns” Having once plunged
into the billows, and among the tumult of the passions, I must go
on. It was thus I reasoned, when the temptations, which presented
themselves in the different stages of my travels, solicited joy accep-
tance.

I would not, however, be understood for worse than I was. My
life at Oxford was a life of dissipation; but it was not all dissipation.
That curiosity, which had been one of my first seducers into vice,
often assumed an ingenuous form. The various sciences which in-
vited my attention at the university, did not always solicit in vain.
My nature was not yet so brutified as to render me indifferent to the
venerable achievements of human intellect in successive ages and
in different countries. My mode of passing . my days had too much
in it of the life of a game some and inebriated savage; but all my
days were not so passed. The same vanity that led me -among the
-licentious to aspire to a licentious character, gave me the ambition
to show that I could be something more. I aspired to resemble the
true Epicurean of ancient times, the more illustrious philosophers
who had adorned that sect in Greece, or Horace, the graceful and
accomplished ornament of the court of Augustus. I had therefore
my fits of study and severe application, as well as my seasons which
were exclusively devoted to pleasure. And, when I once secluded
myself from my riotous companions, I may, without vanity, affirm,
that I effected more, and made a more full and pregnant improve-
ment of knowledge in a week, than many of the mere hookworms
of the university, and some too of no mean estimation among their
fellows, did in months.

At Paris I met with Sir Charles Gleed, a young man who had been
at Oxford at the same time that I was, and who had occasionally
made one in the riotous and dissolute parties that I frequented. Sir
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Charles had appeared with no great brilliancy in Oxford. His mind
was slow and indocile. He had a tutor, who took great pains with
him, and who had occasionally persuaded Sir Charles to take pains
too; but though the labour, and stilt more. the apparatus and report
had been great, the produce had been little. There was a bluntness
and hebetude in poor Sir Charles’s parts, that seemed to prove him
adapted to an office like that of the horse in a mill, rather than of the
race-horse or the hunter. When this operose and hardworking stu-
dent descended from his closet, and gained a sort of tacit leave from
his tutor to join in the circle of us gay and high-spirited fellows, the
part he played was no more advantageous to him, than his former
exhibition had been among the learned. He wished for the char-
acter of a wit, and had thought that the ample estate attached to
his birth would be a sufficient indorsement to the repartees which
he uttered. But in this he was deceived. We were too thoughtless
and frolic, perhaps I might say too liberal and independent of soul,
to decide on the talent of our companions from the length of their
purses. Sir Charles soon found that he was better qualified to be
“the cause of wit in others,” than to be a wit himself; and the as-
perity and indignation with-which he bore this, and the awkward
attempts by which he endeavoured to shake it off, fluctuating be-
tween resentment and a suspicion that what he suffered was not
a fitting ground of resentment, only made the general effect upon
bystanders the more irresistibly ludicrous.

I observed, with surprise, that Sir Charles was received upon a
very different footing at Paris, from what he had been at Oxford.
Here he performed the part of an elegant, and was generally admit-
ted as a man of breeding, amusement, and fashion. No one laughed
at, and almost every one courted him.

It has frequently occurred to me to see this, metamorphosis, and
to remark persons, who in their boyish years had been thought dull,
and poor fellows, afterward making a grave and no dishonoured
figure upon the theatre of life. At school, certainly, the number of
dunces is much beyond its due proportion, (particularly if we have
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and constitute in my memory one melancholy and indelible scene!

It was many days after the communication of this intelligence
before my mind could recover any tolerable composure. How
various circumstances combined to make this a terrible blow to
me! I felt naked and unsheltered from the blasts of the world. I
was like a vine that had long twined itself round the trunk of a
sturdy oak, and from which at length the support and alliance of
the oak is taken away. The shoots of my emulation and enterprise
lay prostrate on the ground, and the fibres of my heart were torn
and bleeding. If I had been present on this melancholy occasion, if
I had heard from my father the accents of a last farewell, if it had
been permitted me to soften the last pangs of expiring life, to say
to myself, I now see the friend whom I shall see no more, to kiss
his clay-cold forehead, to feel the affectionate pressure of his hand
for the last time, my remorse would have been less. I remembered
with insupportable anguish the manner in which my absence had
been employed. Not in wholesome and salutary studies, not in
useful and improving meditation, not in sound observations upon
the varieties of man and the distinguishing features of nations; but
in vice, in dissipation, in what I was sure my father would least
of all have approved, in a timid and ignominious sacrifice to the
licentious maxims of a nation among whom I was a sojourner.

The day after that of the lake of Uri, I did not come out of my
chamber. I had no courage to lift up my head, and my passion once
and again relieved itself by a flood of tears. I sat for hours immove-
able, engrossed in dim and inexplicable reverie. This blunting of
the senses was grateful and life-giving; the brief intervals in which
I returned to myself were filled with intolerable anguish. "How
happy was I yesterday!” exclaimed I to myself: how desolate
to-day!” Nevertheless, I was yesterday as fatherless as I am to-day ;
my dear parent for more than two months has been no more: but I
did not know my misfortune! With what pleasure did I receive the
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siderate, so well adapted to my opening powers! The confidences
he occasionally reposed in were so cordial! His descriptions and
pictures of things to excite my curiosity and emulation were so
admirable! I remembered how his manner successively adapted
itself to my growing years and demands, from prattling infancy
to the full stature of man. All these things rose at first confusedly
to my mind, and jostled each other. Sometimes I endeavoured,
with melancholy industry, to arrange them,; at other times I threw
the reins on the neck of my imagination, and resigned myself to
the guidance of fortuitous associations. "My life,” said I, "under
the roof of my father, was the reality of life. The period I spent
at Oxford and Paris was an interval of incoherence and inebriety;
and this is all now ended! The reality of existence is for ever gone!”

Why is it that, from the hour I heard of my father’s decease to
the present distant period, the remembrance of that melancholy
event has always become associated in my mind with the rocks
of Switzerland and the lake of Uri? One of the most affecting of
the catastrophes that beset this mortal existence, with what is
most solemn and sublime in the aspect of the universe? Grief
in all human minds soon assumes the character of a luxury to
be indulged, as well as of a pain to be endured. The mourner
recollects with complacency the tenderness of his heart and the
purity of his feelings. The conscious recurrence of the scene
in which my grief began, gave in my case to the grief itself a
new merit at the tribunal of sentiment and taste. Honoured,
beloved, ever-to-be-regretted author of my life! Never were the
ashes of an Eastern monarch attended with so magnificent a
funeral! The deep glen of the dark and tranquil lake of Uri was
the cathedral in which the rites were solemnised! The chapel of
the immortal Tell tolled out its bell to proclaim the ceremony!
The patriots who, five centuries ago, established the independence
of Switzerland, composed the procession that attended thee
to the grave! All these images are for ever worked up together,

36

regard to the higher classes of society,) to those who are ordinarily
put down for such in maturer life. Perhaps scarcely more than one
boy in a hundred is clever; but, when these boys grow up to be men,
the dullard will frequently play his part to the great satisfaction of
the spectators ; and not only outstrip his more ingenious competi-
tor in the road of fortune, but even be more highly esteemed, and
more respectfully spoken of, by the majority of those who know
him. I have often been desirous to ascertain in what manner we
are to account for so curious a phenomenon; and I have found that
there are two ways in which it may happen.

First, the man who plays his part upon the theatre of life, al-
most always maintains what may be called an artificial character.
Gravity has been styled by the satirist, "a mysterious carriage of
the body to conceal the defects of the mind ;” and young men edu-
cated together are scarcely ever grave. They appear in simple and
unvarnished colours; theirs is not the age of disguise; and, if they
were to attempt it, the attempt, so far as related to their colleagues,
would be fruitless. The mind of a young man at college is tried in
as many ways, and turned and essayed in as various attitudes, as
the body of an unfortunate captive in the slave-market of Algiers.
The captive might, with as much probability of success, endeavour
to conceal his crooked back or misshapen leg, as the Oxonian or
Cantab to bide his dulness, his ill-temper, or his cowardice. But,
when the same persons are brought out into the world, there are
certain decorums, and restrictions from good manners, which op-
erate most wonderfully to level the varying statures of mind : and
(to pursue the idea suggested by the slave-market) the courtier, the
professional man, or the fine lady, do not more abound in advan-
tages for concealing their bodily deformities, than for keeping out
of sight those mental imbecilities, which the lynx-eyed sagacity
and frolic malice of schoolboy against schoolboy are sure to dis-
cover and expose.

Beside which, secondly, the part which a man has to play upon
the theatre oflife is usually of much easier performance than that of
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a stripling among his fellows. The stripling is treated with a want of
ceremony, which deters him from properly displaying many of his
powers. It has been remarked, that the severity of criticism in ages
of refinement suppresses those happier and more daring fruits of
genius, which the dawn of science and observation warmed into
life ; and in these respects the entrance of a young man into the
world operates in a way something similar to the transportation of
the poet to a period of primeval simplicity. He is no longer rudely
stared out of countenance. To change the similitude, a college-life
may be compared with a polar climate; fruits of a hardy vegeta-
tion only prosper in it, while those of a more delicate organisa-
tion wither and die. The young man, having attained the age of
manhood, no longer suffers the liberties to which he was formerly
subjected, and assumes confidence in himself. This confidence is
in many ways favourable to his reputation and success. It grows
into a habit; and every day the probationer is better enabled to act
with propriety, to explain his meaning effectually, and to display
that promptitude and firmness which may command approbation.
I should prefer, however, I must confess, the schoolboy hero to the
plausible and well seeming man of the world. Mistakes may occur,
indeed, respecting the former as well as the latter. A false taste may
lead his fellow-pupils to give the palm to a wild, adventurous, and
boastful youth, over his more tranquil competitor, though the latter
should be endowed with the most perspicuous intellect, the finest
imagination, or the most generous temper. There is, too, a ready fac-
ulty of little depth, a rapid mimetic, superficial memory, which will
sometimes pass on inexperienced observers for a consummate ge-
nius. The judgment, however, which is formed on the phenomena
of early youth, has two advantages: first, as this period of human
life is free from deception and false colours; and, secondly, as qual-
ities then discovered may be supposed more rooted and essential
in the character, than such as discover themselves only in a season
of maturity.
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God it were in my power to recall a few past months! — No matter!
- My prospects and my pleasures are finished; my life is tarnished,;
my peace is destroyed: — I shall never again think of myself with
approbation, or with patience!”

I did not say all this aloud, though a part of it I did. The short time I
had passed with Ruffigny was yet long enough to make me feel no
sort of constraint in his presence. On the present occasion he did
not attempt to console me; he left my grief to its natural course: we
finished our voyage in silence. By degrees, as I recovered the use
of my reason, I felt myself grateful for his kindness, and respected
his judgment in this forbearance.

The night of the day I have described did not pass in repose.
Amidst short and disturbed slumbers I saw my father. — I heard his
voice. I roused myself, and returned to recollection. "Dead?” said
I. - "Impossible!” — Let the reader remember what I have already
said of him; "He was the wisest and best man I knew. He had all
those advantages from nature, and from the external endowments
of fortune, which were calculated to maintain my reverence. We
had gradually become more qualified for each other’s society
and confidence. Our characters had many points of resemblance:
we were both serious, both contemplative, both averse to the
commerce of the world” — This dear friend, this sharer in all my
interests, should I never meet again? The well-known mansion
in Merionethshire, in which I had passed all my boyish days,
should I find it vacant of its respected inhabitant? That mild and
affectionate countenance, which for many years I had beheld
every day, almost at every hour, should I never again behold it?
Sometimes he was my playfellow, and even shared in my childish
amusements. The little implements and mechanical contrivances
upon which my boyish thoughts were employed, and which my
desires panted to realise, he would often lend me his hand to assist
me to form. His lessons were so paternal, so indulgent, so con-
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”Casimir! my dear Casimir! let not your ears for ever abhor the
sound of my voice; let not my form and my visage be for ever
loathsome in your sight! — I cannot speak” —

T understand you, sir, — my father is dead!”

Ruffigny held forward to me a letter; I took it from him; I gazed
mechanically on the superscription, but could not make out a syl-
lable. My friend drew nearer to me; he put his arm round me, as I
sat; I rested my head on his shoulder, and burst into a flood of tears.

The communication of this melancholy intelligence no doubt
affected me very differently from what it would otherwise have
done, in consequence of the frame of mind, which this day’s ex-
cursion, and the various objects I had beheld, produced in me. My
sensibility was increased by the preparation, and the impression
I received was by so much the deeper. I do not pretend to divine
Ruffigny’s motives for so contriving the scene. Perhaps he knew
enough of human nature to believe that it rarely happened to a
son in the bloom of life to break his heart for the loss of an aged
parent. Perhaps he understood and disapproved of the train of life
in which I had lately been engaged, and thought the thus softening
my heart the most effectual way of recalling me to my better self.

"Why, sir; cried I mournfully, *did you suffer me to remain a
moment in ignorance of this dreadful intelligence? Why all this
pomp of preparation? What are scenery, and patriotism, and
heroes, and the achievements of past ages to me? What have I
to do with all this world? — My father! my only friend! — Where
have I been? - Losing myself, while you stood in need of my
consolation! Breaking through every plan that was arranged,
loitering away my time among the frivolities and licentiousness of
Paris, while you laid down an aching head in solitude, while your
pulses failed, and your eyes were closed in darkness! Would to
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To return to Sir Charles Gleed. I found him, as I have said, es-
tablished on an unequivocal-and honourable footing at Paris He
was received with distinction by a minister of state, who invited
him to his most select parties. He was a favoured guest in the co-
teries of ladies of fashion, and often spent his mornings in the ru-
elle of a duchess. Sir Charles was certainly a man of displeasing
physiognomy. It was a picture so rudely sketched, that the spec-
tator could scarcely guess what was designed to be represented
by it. The eyes were small and pinking; the nose colossal and gi-
gantic, but ill-defined. The muscular parts were fleshy, substantial,
and protuberant. His stature, however, was considerably above the
middle size; and his form, at least to an ignorant observer, seemed
expressive of animal force.

Sir Charles was perhaps sensible how little he was indebted
to the bounty of nature; and he was careful to compensate his
personal defects, by the most minute vigilance in conduct and
demeanour. By some accident he had acquired, since he left the
university, the happiest of all foundations for success in the world,
a tranquil confidence in himself. His speech, his motions, were all
slow but, as no part was lost in false efforts, in something done
that was afterward to be done again, his slowness had, to a certain
degree, the air and effect of haste. He continually approached to
the brink of enterprise, and was never enterprising. He perpetually
advanced to the verge of wit and observation, and never said any
thing that was absolutely the one or the other. The man however
must, I believe; be admitted to have bad some portion of judgment
and good sense, who could so speciously imitate qualities, to the
reality of which be was a stranger. If he committed a blunder
the bystander might look in his face, and would discern ere such
an unsuspecting composure, as might lead him almost to doubt
his opinion, and believe that there was no blunder. With the
ladies he was attentive, officious, and useful, but never bustling or
ridiculous; by which means his services never lost their just value.
Nothing of a nature more weighty ever thrust the details of a
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gallant demeanour out of his thoughts; and the sex was flattered to
see a man so ample in his dimensions, and therefore, according to
their reckoning, so manly, devoted to their pleasure. For the rest,
whatever they observed, which would have been less acceptable
in a Frenchman, was attributed to, and forgiven in consideration
of, his being a stranger to their language, and having a disposition
and bent of mind, appropriate, as they supposed, to the nation
from which be came.

Such was the man who generously performed for me the part of
gentleman-usher, and introduced me to the society of the courtiers
and belles of France. Our characters were strikingly contrasted. He
was set, disciplined, and regular; I was quick, sensitive, and variable.
He had speciousness; I sensibility. He never did a foolish thing; I
was incessantly active, and therefore, though frequently brilliant
and earning applause, yet not seldom falling into measures the
most injurious to the purposes I had in view. Naturally I was too
tremblingly alive, to be well adapted to the commerce of the world:
I had worn off a part of this at Oxford ; [ had gained a certain degree
of self-possession and assurance ; yet was my sensibility too great,
not frequently to lead me into false steps, though I had afterward
the fortitude and presence of mind to repair them.

Sir Charles and [, having every reason to be satisfied with our re-
ception in this celebrated metropolis, engaged amicably in similar
pursuits, and succeeded with persons of different predilections and
tastes, without in the smallest degree interfering with each other.
The court of Louis the Fifteenth, the then reigning sovereign, was li-
centious and profligate, without decency, decorum, and character;
and the manners which prevailed within the walls of the palace,
were greedily imitated by every one who laid claim to, or who
aped, rank, refinement, or fashion. It were superfluous for me, here
to describe, what the reader may find in so many volumes amply
and ambitiously detailed, the contempt for the marriage bond, and
the universal toleration then extended to adultery and debauchery,
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Accidentally I lifted my eye, and saw the countenance of my host
fixed upon me with peculiar intentness; a tear moistened the
furrows of his cheeks. This spectacle recalled me to the reality of
things about me; but my heart was softened by the images which
had passed through my thoughts, and I could not speak.

”T have not named your father to you,” said M. Ruffigny.

My dear father! — His name, uttered at that moment, awakened
the best feelings of my soul.

“Casimir! Casimir Fleetwood!” exclaimed my host, "where have
you been?”

”In France: — at Paris.”
"How have you been employed?”

“Not well. - My father sent me forth for improvement; but I have
been employed in libertinism and dissipation.”

“Fleetwood, I also am your father; and I will not be less indulgent,
scarcely less anxious, than your natural parent. You know in gross,
though you do not know in detail, the peculiar attachment I feel
for every thing that bears the name of Fleetwood: — am I not your
father?”

*This, sir, is the third day that I have ever seen you; I know little of
you yet; the little I have observed has scarcely had time to strike
its fibres deep in my bosom. But all that I do know, makes me
presume that, were I worthy of the honour, you are the person of
all mankind whom I should prefer for an adoptive parent.”
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can never talk or hear enough upon these interesting topics !

After having busily employed ourselves in discovering and ex-
amining the various memorable objects which occurred in our
route, we now passed quietly and silently along the lake. It was
a deep and narrow water, about nine miles in length, and skirted
on both sides with rocks uncommonly wild and romantic, some
perpendicular, some stretching over our heads, and intercepting
the view of the upper sky, and clothed for the most part with
forests of beech and pine, that extended themselves down to the
very edge of the water. The lake was as smooth as crystal, and
the arching precipices that enclosed it gave a peculiar solemnity
to the gloom. As we passed near the chapel of Tell, the bell
happened to toll forth, as if for a funeral. The sound was full, the
effect melancholy; each reverberation of the metal was prolonged
among the echoes of the rocks. This continued for about fifteen
minutes, and then ceased.

We were attended by only two rowers and a steersman, labourers
in the corn-fields and garden of M. Ruffigny. Shortly after we
had passed the chapel, the rowers suspended their labour, and we
glided in silence over the water. We had been so busied in action
and conversation during the whole morning, that the stillness
which now succeeded seemed perfectly unforced and natural.
I sunk into a deep reverie. I thought of William Tell, and the
glorious founders of the Swiss liberty; I thought of the simple
manners which still prevail in the primitive cantons; I felt as if I
were in the wildest and most luxuriant of the uninhabited islands
of the South Sea. I was lost in visions of paradise, of habitations
and bowers among the celestial orbs, of things supernatural
and remote, of the unincumbered spirits of the virtuous and the
just, of the pure rewards and enjoyments of a happier state. I had
forgotten Switzerland, and M. Ruffigny, and the world, and myself.
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with the condition only that they should be covered with a thin
and almost transparent veil, and not march entirely naked.

Prepared, as I had been, by my adventures at Oxford, I fell but
too easily into the maxims and manners then in vogue in the court
of France. Could I have been abruptly introduced to a scene like
this, immediately after my departure from Merionethshire I should
have contemplated it with inexpressible horror. But my experience
at the university had killed the purity and delicacy of my moral dis-
crimination. In Wales, the end I proposed to myself in my actions
was my own approbation; at Oxford, I had regulated my conduct
by the sentiments of others, riot those of my own heart. I bad been
a noisy and jovial companion; I had associated freely and cordially
with characters of either sex, that my judgment did not approve.
Friendships like these bad indeed been of short duration; but they
were of sufficient power to contaminate the mind and distort the
rectitude of feeling and habit. From intimacies built on so slight
and inadequate a basis as, from a practical disregard of continence
and modesty, the transition was easy to the toleration and abetting
of the most shameless adultery.

At the university, I had been driven from a sort of necessity to
live upon the applauses of others; and, the habit being once formed,
I carried it along with me in my excursion to the Continent. In the
societies to which I was introduced, no man was considered as any
thing, unless he were, what they styled, un homme a bonnes for-
tunes, that is, an individual devoted to the formation of intrigues,
and a favourite with those ladies of honourable seeming, who held
their virtue at a cheap rate. The men who were regarded, in Paris
as models of politeness, stimulated me to pursuits of this sort by
the tenor of their conversation, while the women, from time to
time, who boasted of rank, beauty, and elegant manners, invited
me by their insinuations and carriage, and taught me to believe
that I should not be unsuccessful in my enterprises. I was young
and unguarded; I had no Mentor to set my follies before me in their
true light; I had passed the Rubicon of vice, and therefore was de-
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ficient in the salutary checks of reflection. My vanity was flattered
by the overtures of the fair ; my ambition was awakened by the ex-
ample of the prosperous and the gay: I soon made my choice, and
determined that I also would be un homme a bonnes fortune.
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After having sated my curiosity in the examination of these
venerable scenes, we returned in the afternoon by the lake of Uri.
It was along this lake that Tell is related to have been conveyed
in fetters by Gesler, that he might be removed from his country-
men, and shut up in one of the dungeons reserved by the tyrant
for the intrepid and the honest. As they rowed along a violent
tempest arose. The shores on both sides are extremely craggy and
dangerous; and the tyrant began to fear that his boat would be
dashed to pieces against these insuperable precipices. Tell, perfect
in the accomplishments of a Swiss peasant, and endowed with
a firm and adventurous temper, surpassed his contemporaries
in the art of navigating his native lakes. Gesler knew this, and,
trembling for his coward life, ordered the fetters to be struck off
from his prisoner, and the helm to be put into his hand. Tell used
the opportunity which was given him. There are not above two
or three points in the whole circumference of this lake, where
it is practicable to land. Tell steered his boat toward the most
rugged of these, leaped suddenly upon the rock, climbed with
inconceivable adroitness up the precipice, and returned once more
to his longing countrymen and confederates. A chapel, erected by
admiring posterity on the spot, consecrates the memory of this
magnanimous and important achievement.

One thing surprised me, upon reflection, in the conduct of M.
Ruffigny. He had received me with particular kindness; yet he did
not so much as mention to me the name of my father. I knew that
the connection between them was of the most confidential nature,
and included a variety of important obligations, though I was a
stranger to the particulars. My host did not inquire when I had
heard from my father. He might, indeed, have received letters as
lately as I could have done. But he did not ask me respecting his
health, his vigour, his sentiments, his habits, a thousand minutiae,
to which ocular inspection alone can qualify a man to speak. It is
so natural for a friend to be anxious about these, and to think he
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enemy could invent against him. Forgive me, my friend - I feel
that this censure does not fasten on me. If I have not the public
merits of a Furst and a Tell, I have their innocence of manners,
and my life has been usefully and honourably spent.

?Zurich, and Basle, and some of our more opulent cantons, are
full of manufactures and industry; they contain many citizens
who are comparatively wealthy; and the style of living of several
of these would not shame the capitals of Paris or London. My
co-burghers are all feeders of flocks or cultivators of the earth;
there are among them none who are opulent, and none who suffer
the evils of poverty; and their tables are such as bring before us the
uncorrupted plainness of patriarchal times. I have visited many
countries of the globe; but this, instead of distasting me toward
the simplicity of my early years, has made me relish it the more.
Like a true Swiss of the earlier times, I have returned home, and
bidden adieu, without a sigh, to the refinements and ostentation
of other climates.”

In the course of our excursion, M. Ruffigny pointed out to me
the various spots still so dear to the genius of freedom: Gruti, the
village where the three heroes of Switzerland planned their un-
dertaking; Brunnen, where the fundamental league between their
respective cantons was concluded; Kussnacht, the scene where
an arrow from the bow of Tell reached the heart of Gesler, his
own oppressor, and the oppressor of his country; and Morgarten
and Sempach, the fields in which those celebrated combats were
fought, that fixed the liberties of Switzerland on a basis which has
endured the shock of ages. All these places were within such a
distance, that we either actually visited them in the course of the
day, or discerned them, almost in full detail, from the tops of the
neighbouring eminences.
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CHAPTER VI

The first woman who in this career fixed my regard, was a
finished coquette, by which epithet I understand a woman whose
ruling passion is her vanity, and whole invention is hourly on the
rack for means of gratifying it. She was a lady of high rank, and
married to a person of great figure at court. I first obtained her
attention under favour of the epithet, by which the Parisian belles
thought proper to distinguish me, of the handsome Englishman. Sir
Charles, my introducer, was certainly of more established vogue
than myself, and in this respect might have seemed a conquest still
more flattering to a person of her character. But the marchioness
easily discerned that he would have afforded her less occupation
and amusement. Sir Charles would perhaps have equalled me in
constancy and perseverance; but he had a calmness of temper in
affairs of this sort, which to her taste would have been intolerable.
Obedient, obsequious, patient of injuries, he would undoubtedly
have shown himself; he was of a character unalterably obliging
toward the fair; to violence he would have opposed no violence in
return, but would have waited till the storm was dissipated, and
then have fought to improve the lucky moment, when the bird of
peace brooded over the subsiding billows, and the tumult of the
bosom was ended.

My character was of an opposite sort. Sir Charles appeared to
the animated and restless spirit of the marchioness more like a
convenient instrument, or a respectable piece of furniture, than a
living being whose passions were to mix, and shock, and contend,
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and combine with her own. She would have preferred a lap-dog
who, when she pinched or slapped him, would ruffle his hairs,
and snarl and bark in return, to such a lover. To vex the temper
and alarm the fears of her admirer was her delight. She would
not have thought him worth her care, if she did not ten times in
the day make him curse himself, his mistress, and all the world.
She desired no sympathy and love that were not ushered in by
a prelude of something like hate. In a word she aspired to the
character ascribed by Martial to one of his friends: "There was no
living with him nor without him.”

The singularities of this woman’s temper particularly displayed
themselves, in the gradations she introduced into the favours by
which my attachment was ultimately crowned. I might describe
the transport of my soul, when I first became assured that there
was no mark of her good will which she was inclined to withhold
from me. I might delineate the ravishing sweetness of the weather
on the day which first gave me possession of her person, the de-
lightful excursion we made on the water, the elegantly furnished
cottage that received us, the very room, with all its furniture
which witnessed the consummation of my joys. All these things
live in my memory, and constitute a picture which will never
be obliterated while this heart continues to beat. But I suppress
these circumstances, at the risk of rendering my narrative flat
and repulsive by its generalities. I write no book that shall tend
to nourish the pruriency of the debauched, or that shall excite
one painful emotion, one instant of debate, in the bosom of the
virtuous and the chaste.

The marchioness tormented me with her flights and uncertainty,
both before and after the completing my wishes. In the first of
these periods I thought myself ten times at the summit of my
desires, when again I was, in the most unexpected manner, baffled
and thrown back by her caprices and frolics. Even after, as I have
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CHAPTER IX

THE second day after my arrival, M. Ruffigny conducted me
on a little tour to the lake of Uri. "My country,” said he, makes
but a petty figure in the map of the globe; and, perhaps, it maybe
a frivolous sort of pride in me, that makes me feel complacency
in recollecting that I am a burgher of Uri. I do not merely exult
that I am a Swiss, but I sometimes indulge myself in a fastidious
comparison between my native canton and the more spacious and
opulent republics of Zurich and Berne. The little state which I in-
habit, is nearly one cluster of rugged and inhospitable mountains;
yet this is the district in which the Swiss liberty was engendered,;
and from hence, as a centre, it spread on every side to the furthest
boundaries of the union. I am myself descended from the patriots
who secured independence to my native soil. As William Tell
married the younger of the daughters of Walter Furst, one of the
three immortal leaders, who in 1308 conspired for the deliverance
of their country; so an ancestor of mine, in the direct line, married
the elder. I know that the pretension of an illustrious ancestry is
too often a chimerical boast. I know that, wherever a pedigree is
preserved, or a distinguishing compellation is conferred, it is in
the nature of things almost impossible, that in a few generations
a race should not degenerate, and that fools or villains should not
corrupt the blood of the profoundest sages and the most disinter-
ested citizens. I know that, wherever this is the case, wherever
licentiousness or imbecility has crossed the glorious breed, every
time such a descendant hears the repetition of his name, he bears
a more deadly and outrageous satire, than the malice of his worst
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I should not understand the volume of nature; I should pass the
scanty years of my existence a mere novice; the life of a single
man is too short to enable him to penetrate beyond the surface of
things. The furniture of these shelves constitutes an elaborate and
valuable commentary; but the objects beyond those windows, and
the circles and communities of my contemporaries, are the text to
which that commentary relates.

After breakfast M. Ruffigny and myself walked out, and ascended
one branch of the St. Gothard. I was surprised to observe with what
agility and spirit the old man encountered this species of labour. It
is all use, said he. Temperance and the habit of daily exercise have
preserved, and probably long will preserve to me these inexpensive
and invaluable pleasures.

My host pointed out the various beauties of the successive land-
scapes which from the different points of the rock were presented
to my view. It was a boundless magazine of the most ravishing
objects. he directed my attention to the different towns, and vil-
lages like towns, which were discoverable from various distances,
descanted on the ingenuity of manufactures, and the vigilance and
expedients of agriculture. This whole territory, said he, is one con-
tinued monument of the triumph of temperance, industry and in-
dependence.
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said, the first ceremonies were adjusted, and the treaty of offence
was not only signed, but sealed,

Me of my yielded pleasure she beguil’d,
And taught me oft forbearance;

thought I cannot say, in the sense in which Shakespeare has
imputed it to his heroine, that she did it, with

A pudency so rosy, the sweet look on’t
Might well have warm’d old Saturn; that I thought
her

As chaste as unsunn’d snow.

It was in my nature to attach myself strongly, where I attached
myself at all, and by parity of reason, to be anxious concerning
propriety of conduct, and the minutenesses of behaviour, in the
person I loved. This was exceedingly unfortunate for me in my
affair with the marchioness. It was almost impossible to make her
serious. At moments when all other human beings are grave, and
even in allowing those freedoms which ought to be pledges of the
soul, she could not put off an air of badinage and raillery. Her mind
greatly resembled in its constitution the sleek and slippery form
of the eel; it was never at rest, and, when I thought I possessed
it most securely, it escaped me with the rapidity of lightning. No
strength could detain it; no stratagem could hold it; no sobriety
and seriousness of expostulation could fix it to any consistency of
system.

Had this been the only characteristic of her mind, a person of my
temper would soon have been worn out with the inexhaustibleness
of her freaks and follies. But she had an ingenuousness of carriage
by which I was for a long time deceived. She seemed, when I could
gain her ear for a moment, to confess her faults and absurdities
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with a simplicity and unreserve that were inexpressibly charming:
and she had in herself an equability of soul that nothing could
destroy. Where other women would have been exasperated, she
laughed; and, when by her flightiness she had driven her lover to
the extremity of human bearing, she mollified him in a moment
by a gentleness and defencelessness of concession that there was
no resisting. Yet it often happened, that she had no sooner by this
expedient won my forgiveness, than she flew off again with her
customary wildness, and urged me almost to madness.

One passion which eminently distinguished the marchionesss,
was the perpetual desire of doing something that should excite
notice and astonishment. If in the privacy of the tete a tete she
was not seldom in a singular degree provoking, in public and in
society she was, if possible, still worse. The human being, who is
perpetually stimulated with the wish to do what is extraordinary,
will almost infallibly be often led into what is absurd, indelicate
and unbecoming. It is incredible what excesses of this sort the mar-
chioness committed. Her passion seemed particularly to prompt
her to the bold, the intrepid and the masculine. An impudent and
Amazonian stare, a smack of the whip, a slap on the back, a loud
and unexpected accost that made the hearer start again, were
expedients frequently employed by her to excite the admiration
of those with whom she associated. In the theatre she would talk
louder than the performers; in a dance, by some ridiculous caprice
she would put out those with whom she was engaged; she was
never satisfied unless the observation of all eyes were turned on
her.

It might seem at first sight that a demeanour of this sort would
excite general disapprobation, and make every one her enemy. On
the contrary the marchioness was an universal favourite, at least
with the male sex. Her countenance was exquisitely beautiful;
in her eye was combined a feminine softness with vivacity and
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its inhabitants, and the happy equality and competence in which
they lived. Here said he, you behold in happy contrast, the simplic-
ity of man, and the exuberance of nature. My countrymen appear in
the plainness of what in England you would call a quaker-like habit
and manners, while the region that sustains them is cloathed in all
the dyes of heaven, and wantons herself in more various forms
of majesty and beauty than mere imagination could ever conceive.
Hence I learn to venerate and respect the intelligible rectitude of
the species to which I belong, and to adore with sacred awe the
mysterious power which draws us in to existence, and nurses our
inexperience in its genial bosom.

The adventures through which I had passed and the misanthropy
I had contracted, did not allow me perfectly to accord with this
sentiment of M. Ruffigny.

The next morning my beneficent friend received me in his li-
brary. It was the only spacious apartment in his house, and was
fitted up with peculiar neatness and convenience. I cast my eyes
around upon the shelves, and perceived that they were principally
furnished with the old poetical compositions of France, Germany,
Italy and Switzerland, together with a very complete collection of
botanical writers, particularly those which treated of the natural
protections of Helvetia. One compartment of the library was de-
voted to English authors, principally from the age of Elizabeth to
the Restoration.

I pass some hours of every day, said the old man, in this apart-
ment; but my life is principally in the open air; I think more than I
read; and I am more attached to the great and living volume of na-
ture, than to the cold, insensible, mechanically constructed pages
and sheets that have been produced by my fellow creatures. Let no
man despite the oracles of books! A book is a dead man, a sort of
mummy, embowelled and embalmed, but that once had flesh and
motion, and a boundless variety of determinations and actions. I
am glad that I can, even upon these terms, converge with the dead,
with the wife and the good of revolving centuries. Without books
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mating my understanding and character. I acquitted myself in this
experiment as i could thought I felt embarrassed with the recollec-
tion of affairs and transactions in Paris, which I was not at present
disposed to confide to M. Ruffigny. My venerable host listened with
attention to what i said, and sometimes interposed his commenda-
tion where he judged it deserved, but at no time did there drop
from his lips a syllable of censure. He probably conceived that pre-
mature criticisms on what I thought proper to unfold, would check
the spirit of communication, and lessen the opportunity to discover
my character which he was desirous to obtain.

As we walked up and down in the garden, engaged in this sort
of conversations, I turned my eye occasionally round, and exam-
ined the spot in which I was placed. It was a scene in which use
seemed to take the precedence of ornament. Though roses, wood-
bines, lilacs and laburnums, with such other flowering shrubs as
require little aid from the hand of the cultivator were interspersed,
the plots into which the inclosure was divided, were principally ap-
ples, and were bordered with fruit-bering plants and shrubs. On the
lower side of the garden was seen the broad example of the Reufs,
which, though a little further from its source it dashes over rude
fragments of rock in a continual cataract, flows along the valley in
a smooth and silent stream. The opposite side of the garden was
skirted by the acclivity of the mountain, the surface of which, to
a considerable height, was covered with the most luxuriant vines
my eyes ever beheld.

After having walked for a considerable time, we went toward the
house. Upon a smooth turf before the door was spread a table, with
a few melons, grapes and wall-fruit, a loaf of bread, and a flagon
of weak, but agreeably flavoured wine. This is my supper, said M.
Ruffigny. We sat down together. We talked of England, of France,
and of the country in which we then were, and I was charmed and
instructed with the acute remarks delivered by my host upon the
comparative manners of each. He spoke with enthusiasm of the
scenery of his native country, of the enviable freedom enjoyed by
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fire; her figure, which a little exceeded the middle size, seemed
moulded by the graces, and every thing she did was done with an
ease and elegance that dazzled the beholders. What would have
been absurd and indecorous in most women, became pleasing and
ornamental in her. Though the substance of the action was wrong,
the manner seemed to change its nature, and render it brilliant
and beautiful. She did impudent things without assumption
and arrogance; and what in another would have been beyond
endurance, seemed in her an emanation of the purest artlessness
and innocence. Besides, that such was the rapidity and quickness
of her nature, she did not allow to ordinary observers the time to
disapprove. She never dwelt upon any thing; nothing was done
with slowness and deliberation; and she passed so incessantly
from one object of attention and mode of action to another, that
everything seemed obliterated as soon as seen, and nothing was
left in the common mind but a general impression of wonder and
delight.

This however was not the effect upon me. I often took upon myself
to censure the improprieties of the marchioness. My murmurs, as
I have said, never put her out of temper. Sometimes she would
rally me upon my severity, and vow that, instead of a young and
agreeable lover, she had by some chance fallen upon a morose
philosopher, who wanted nothing but a long gown and a beard,
to make him the worthy successor of Diogenes. Sometimes she
would play off her usual arts, and, by some agreeable tale, or
amusing sally of wit, force my attention to another subject. At
other times she would put the woman upon me, display her
charms, assume the attitudes, the gestures, and expression of
features, allied to voluptuousness, and make it impossible for a
young and susceptible admirer as I was, to give breath to another
word of harsh and ungentle signification. On a few occasions,
she would personate a seriousness, responsive to my seriousness,
promise to be very good, and to conduct herself hereafter in a
manner that should command my approbation. Her most ordinary
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method however was to ridicule my advices, and exasperate me
by pertinacious and incorrigible folly; and it was never till she had
exercised my patience to the utmost, that she condescended to
soothe me with blandishments and promises of amendment.

Inconsistency was the very element in which she moved; and
accordingly, whatever was the penitence she displayed, and the
amendment she promised, this one feature constantly attended
her, that these little expiations never produced any effect upon
her conduct, and that the fault she professed most solemnly to
abjure, was sure to be the fault she would be the earliest to commit.

The torment which this species of character in a mistress inflicted
on me is undescribable. The pain I suffered from the excesses
she fell into was vehement: when she frankly confessed how
much she had been to blame, I became almost angry with myself
for the gravity of my censure: and when again I saw her repeat
the same unbecoming folly without reflection or hesitation, I
was confounded at so unexpected an event, and cursed my own
infatuation; at the same time that, in spite of myself, I could not
help admiring the artless and simple grace, which even up on such
occasions did not desert her. One thing that contributed, perhaps
more than all the rest, to make this woman of so much importance
to me, was the perpetual occupation she afforded to my thoughts.
Abroad or at home, in company or alone, she for ever engaged
my attention, and kept my soul in a tumult, sometimes, though
rarely, of pleasure, frequently of apprehension, alarm, jealousy,
displeasure and condemnation.

One question continually haunted my thoughts. This woman, so
frivolous, so fickle, so uncertain, could she love? If not, was it not
beneath the character of a man, to be so perpetually occupied
about a person whom I felt to be of so little genuine worth,
and by whom I was continually deluded? These doubts, this
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rude tempests, and the flagging and noisome atmosphere which
had oppressed it. the sun was declining, and the heat of the day
was over, when I entered a wood of tall and venerable trees through
which the road lay that led to his habitation. Nothing could be more
grateful than the fresh, cool air, which penetrated this wood. After
having for some time pursued a serpentine path, I came within
sight of the house, and perceived the old man in his garden, ex-
amining the processes of vegetation, and stretching forth his hand
to relieve and to raise such of its productions as stood in need of
his aid. I had no doubt it was M. Ruffigny. I leaped from my horse,
and delivering him to the care of my servant, hastened to join the
friend of my father. A little wicket at one extremity of the front of
the house admitted me into the potagerie. The owner was tall, and
of a venerable presence, with a little stoop in his carriage, his vis-
age placid and his eye penetrating admist the wrinkles of age, but,
hearing a quick step, he lifted up his head and then surveyed me.

I was too much engaged in contemplating his interesting figure,
instantly to announce myself. He hesitated for a moment, and then
spoke.

Casimir Fleetwood! said he.

The fame. he pressed my hand with peculiar emotion.

The very image of Ambrose Fleetwood, his grandfather! I have
expected your visit some time. I have a thousand things to say to
you, and a thousand enquiries to make. You look like an honest
man, and an observing one. it does my old heart good, to receive
under my roof the last representative of the friends I have loved
and honoured more than any other I ever had.

M. Rnffigny proceeded to question me respecting my travels.
How long I had left England? Where I had been? What stay I had
made in Paris? What society I had frequented? What connections I
had formed? what remarks and conclusions I had drawn from what
I saw? He addressed to me no interrogatories but such as a friendly
anxiety for my welfare might naturally dictate; yet I could perceive
that he endeavoured to draw from his enquiries materials for esti-
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in vain, if I could be worthless enough to pray, for the restoration
of my former blindness.

I descended the Alps, and entered into Switzerland. It may be, the
very air of this country, the country of freedom, of independence,
moderation and good sense, had a favourable effect on my tem-
per. I began now to think of M. Ruffigny, to whose protection and
counsels my father had to emphatically recommended me. Never
did I her the eulogium of one man pronounced by another with that
energy and enthusiasm with which my father spoke of this vener-
able Swiss. He had told me once and again at our parting, and in
the letters he addressed to me in my travels, that if ever I became
the ornament of my horse, and the benefactor of my fellow, it was
to the friendship, the instructions and example of Ruffigny that he
looked for that benefit. i had seen this friend of my father once
only, when I was five years of age; and the vague and imperfect
recollection which remained in my mind, gave a fort of sacredness
to his figure, and made him appear in my thoughts like a visitant
from the starry spheres.

Aslapproached nearer to the residence of this man, I began to ex-
amine whether I was prepared to appear in his presence. I painted
to myself his habitation as the grotto of an aerial spirit, whither I
was repairing to do homage, and to receive the communications
of an all-penetrating wisdom. While I had been engaged at Paris
in the giddy round of licentious pursuits, I had forgotten this in-
comparable friend; nothing that related to him sobered and awed
me; but, now that I had set my foot upon his native soil, I already
seemed to feel the contact of his mind and the emanations of his
virtues.

M. Ruffigny lived in a neat house which he had built for him-
self in the valley of Urfern, near the foot of mount St. Gothard, the
tallest and most stupendous of the hills of his country. It was a fine
summer evening when I approached his residence. The beams of
the setting sun illuminated the peaks of the mountain, and gave a
divine tranquility to the plains. I felt my heart relieved from the
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self-questioning and compunction incessantly haunted me. Yet, in
the midst of all my struggles, one inviting wave of her hand, one
encouraging glance of her eye, brought me in a moment to her feet.

Never satisfied in this point, I however gratuitously ascribed to
her a thousand virtues. Grace has something in it so nearly akin
to moral rectitude and truth, that the uninitiated observer can
scarcely disjoin them even in imagination, or persuade himself to
believe that, where the former is, the latter is not. True, unaffected
grace seems the very reflection of a candour and sincerity, which,
knowing no wrong, has nothing to disguise. It is free from per-
plexity and effort; the heart appears to be on the lips, the soul to
beam from the countenance. Was not so perfect an ingenuousness
sufficient to atone for innumerable errors? I know not whether
the rest of my species are framed to receive so pure a delight as I
originally did from the very sight of a serene and composed human
countenance. A thousand times, when my heart has burned with
anger, the smile of him who had offended me, even though a
common acquaintance, has disarmed me. I have said, *That calm
expression, that unwrinkled physiognomy, that quiet, unruffled
eye, can never be the cloak of a mind which deserves my hate;
I feel in it, as it were, the precept of God speaking to my eye,
and commanding me to cherish, assist and love my fellow-man.”
When absent from him who had awakened my resentment, I
could feel aversion, and recollect many severe and bitter remarks
with which I was desirous to taunt him; when present, his voice,
his countenance changed the whole tenour of my thoughts, and
tamed me in a moment. If this were the case in reference to my
own sex, and an ordinary acquaintance, it may easily be supposed
how I felt toward a mistress, who had excited in me, under some
of its forms, the passion of love.

Our correspondence for some weeks was such, as, while it fur-
nished an almost incessant occupation for my own thoughts, left
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me, I believed, little reason to apprehend that the marchioness was
less engrossed by me. But I was mistaken. I was at present wholly
new to the world of gallantry. I had led a life of dissipation at
Oxford. But hardened and brutalised, as to a certain degree I was,
by the associates of my excesses, and having never encountered
in these pursuits a woman of distinction, of interesting story, or
engaging manners, I had scarcely ever felt a single flutter of the
heart in these idle and degrading engagements. It was far different
now. My vanity was stimulated by a success so flattering as that
of my amour with the marchioness appeared in my eye. Often I
trod in air; often I felt the quick pants of my bosom, and walked
with head erect, as if respiring a sublimer element; even when in
solitude I reflected on the homage which this proud beauty paid
to the attractions of my person, and the persuasion of my tongue.

Of all the trophies which vain mortals boast,
By wit, by valour, or by wisdom won,

The first and fairest in a young man’s eye,

Is woman’s captive heart.

I was therefore in the wrong to measure the modes of thinking
or of sensation in my mistress’s bosom by my own. She had long
been inured to those things which were new and interesting to
me, and she felt them not less coldly than she expressed them. I
was willing to impute a contrast between her language and her
sentiments; but in this respect I did the marchioness wrong; she
was no hypocrite here.

At length Sir Charles Gleed removed the film which had grown
over my eyes, and cured me of my infatuation. Sir Charles was a
man who in many points, observations of detail, saw the world
more truly than I did. I have often remarked, though I will not
affirm how far it is to be taken as a general rule, this difference
between men of imagination, and those whom I will call men of
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defences, and employ no stratagems; who surrendered herself fully,
with all her faculties and all her soul, to her lover. In her I persuaded
myself that I had found that true implicity which is most worthy to
engage the heart of every beholder. i did not perceive that she was
in the worst sense of the word a sensualist, and that this was in a
consummate degree a departure from the genuine female charac-
ter; but unfortunately was induced to judge of the whole sex from
the specimens which had thus been brought before me.

Amidst the mountains which separate the Switzerland from
France, the idea of the countess was perpetually present to my
thoughts. In Troyes, and the other towns which lay in my route,
along the populous roads, and by the side of navigable rivers, my
thoughts were interrupted, if not amused: but the instant I plunged
into solitude and the retreats of uncultivated nature, my reveries
became endless and inexhaustible. When I turned round a point
the rock, which i gazed intently, yet with an absent mind, upon
the deep shadows of the mountains, visto beyond visto, enveloped
in clouds, lost in obscurity, and where no human form was to be
discerned, there the figure of the countess de B. slitted before me. I
heard her voice between the pauses of the echoes, and amidst the
dashing of the cascades. Why had I left her?-Had I left her?- Why
had the proved herself dishonourable and unworthy? -Was she
indeed unworthy? -1 believed every thing, and I believed nothing.
Ten times I was inclined again to turn my face toward Paris, and
throw myself at her feet. She could not be guilty: that face was a
pledge of her rectitude: depravity and inconstancy could not lurk
behind the lovely expression of that angelic countenance!-What,
turn back, and expose myself to the contempt of every one in
Paris, and to her own? What, sue to her, that she would forgive to
me the vices she had committed? Be a sharer of her caresses with
—? There was not such woman! It was all a delusion! I might look
for her through paris, and through the world but should never
find her. The scales had dropped from my eyes, and i might pray
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CHAPTER VIII

I Hastened, as I have already said, from paris, and plunged amidst
the wild and desolate scenery of mount Jura. The next intended
stage of my travels was Switzerland, and I pursued the road which
led to that country. The first anxiety I felt was to escape from my
sufferings and my disgrace. There first I had felt my mind agitated
with hose emotions which are destined to have so mighty an in-
fluence on the fate of man. But how agitated I had loved. I had
not loved innocence; I had not loved the chaste simplicity of the
female character: my affections had not gone forth toward any ob-
ject, which might refine and elevate my soul, which might free
me from the impurities I had contracted among the debauchees
of the university, restore me to peace with myself, and prepare me
to act an hourable part on the theatre of society. Unfortunately, my
initiation had been in the polluted tracts of adulterous commerce.
My mind had been acted upon with vehemence, but not improved.
What true sympathy and affection can arise between persons of op-
posite sexes, when the basis upon which their intimacy is founded,
is crime? when all decorum and character are trampled under foot,
and nothing is aimed at but licentious pleasure, at the expense of
all our best duties, and all that is truly honourable in human life?

I had been interested in the marchioness. She had originally been
considered by me as the model of a spirited, frank and ingenu-
ous character. But the affections of my soul had been much more
strongly excited by the countess de B. The marchioness was, and
had ultimately been set down by me for, a character merely arti-
ficial. But the countess was a woman who appeared to set up no
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simple perception. It is something like a poet and a cultivator
of the soil, ascending one of the Welsh mountains, or tracing
together the tracts of land, meadow by meadow, which might be
discovered from the top of it. The farmer sees the nature of the
fields, the character of their soil, and what species of vegetation
is most adapted to grow in them. If he looks upward, he can tell
the configuration of the clouds, the quarter from which the wind
blows, and the prognostications of the weather. When he comes
home, he can count up the plots of ground over which he has
passed, the regions to the right and left, and enumerate the wheat,
the barley, the oats, the rye, the clover and the grass, which grew
in each. The poet, during the progress we are supposing, saw much
less, though his mind was more active and at work than that of
the farmer. The farmer’s were perceptions; his were feelings. He
saw things in masses, not in detail. He annexed a little romance
to each. In the clouds, he discerned a passage, through which he
passed, and beyond which he plunged in imagination into the
world unknown. It was not green and blue, ripe and immature,
fertile and barren, that he saw; it was beauty and harmony and
life, accompanied with a silent eloquence which spoke to his soul.
The universe was to him a living scene, animated by a mysterious
power, whose operations he contemplated with admiration and
reverence. To express the difference in one word; what the farmer
saw was external and in the things themselves; what the poet saw
was the growth and painting of his own mind.

The difference between Sir Charles Gleed and myself was parallel
to this, when we mingled in the scenes of human society. While he
saw only those things in character and action which formed the
substance of what was seen by every beholder, he was led astray
by no prepossessions or partialities, and drew a great number of
just conclusions from the indications before him. I on the contrary
entered into every scene with certain expectations, and with a
little system of my own forming ready digested in my mind. If I
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repaired to Notre Dame at Paris to assist at the celebration of the
high mass solemnized on the eve of the Nativity, my thoughts were
full of the wonderful efficacy which religion exercises over my
species, and my memory stored with the sublime emotions which
altars and crucifixes and tapers had excited in the souls of saints
and martyrs. If I entered the walls of the British house of commons,
and waited to hear an important debate, the scenes of past ages
revolved before the eyes of my fancy, and that parliament again
filled the benches in which Penn and Hambden, and Falkland and
Selden, and Cromwell and Vane sat together, to decide, perhaps
forever, on the civil and intellectual liberties of my country. These
are only instances. But in reality scarcely any character of the
smallest importance came before me, in whom, by retrospect or
anticipation, by associations of pride, or instruction, or of honour,
I did not make to myself a lively interest, and whom I did not
involuntarily surround with an atmosphere of my own creating,
which refracted the rays of light, and changed the appearances
of the scene. These causes rendered me a less dispassionate, and
therefore in many instances a less exact, though a much more
earnest, observer than Sir Charles Gleed.

When Sir Charles Gleed told me what he had remarked, I was
struck with inexpressible astonishment. I could not at first believe
the report he made, and reproached him in my thoughts for that
vulgarity of mind, which made him always see in the actions of oth-
ers something allied to his own. I asked him a thousand questions;
I demanded from him a thousand proofs; and it was not till he had
given me evidences amounting to demonstration, that I consented
to part with a delusion which had been so delightful to my mind.
That the marchioness, whom I had so entirely loved, in whose par-
tiality I had so much prided myself, whose smallest errors had af-
flicted me as spots upon the lustre of her qualities, should be a
woman of abandoned character, disengaged from all restraints of
decency and shame, that, when I thought I possessed her whole,
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as when they detect the worthlessness and baseness of whoever
comes into contact with them. This sort of man, even in my unhap-
piest state of desolation, I could always look down upon with pity.
My misanthropy was a conclusion, however erroneous, that I un-
willingly entertained. I felt what I was, and I pined for the society
of my like. It was with inexpressible sorrow that I believed I was
alone in the world. My sensibility was not one atom diminished by
my perpetual disappointments. I felt what man ought to be, and I
could not prevent the model of what he ought to be from being for
ever present to my mind.

71



lection, or that I glory in my shame. Some men, I know, would
palliate this narrative to themselves, by saying that the things
here related belong to the country where my scene is placed,
and that morals have no certain standard, but change their laws
according to the climate in which they exist. From my soul do I
abjure this apology. Without entering abstrusely into the general
merits of the question, I intimately feel in myself, that I carry
about me, wherever I go, the same criterion of approbation, which
bends to no customs, and asks no support from the suffrage of
others to make it what it is. At the time of which I have been
speaking, I was young and wild; I had been much injured by the
sort of company I frequented for some years before I left England;
and I gave easily and without compunction into the dissipations
of the metropolis of France. But I do not look back upon them
without aversion. I have written the narrative of this period under
impressions of deep pain, and every line has cost me a twinge of
the sharpest remorse. There are some kinds of writing in which
the mind willingly engages, in which, while we hold the pen in
our hand, we seem to unburthen the sentiments of our soul, and
our habitual feelings cause us to pour out on the paper a prompt
and unstudied eloquence. Here on the contrary, I have held myself
to my task with difficulty, and often with my utmost effort I have
fearcely wrote down a page a day on the ungrateful subject.

Why have I introduced it then? Because it was necessary, to make
my subsequent history understood. I have a train of follies, less
loathsome, but more tragic, to unfold, which could not have been
accounted for, unless it had been previously shown, by what causes
L, the author, and in some respects the principal sufferer, was ren-
dered what I was. I was a misanthrope. Not a misanthrope of the
sterner and more rugged class, who, while they condemn and de-
spise every thing around them, have a perverted sort of pleasure in
the office; whose brow for ever frowns, whose voice has the true
cynical snarl, and who never feel so triumphant a complacency,
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I really divided her favours with every comer,—a music-maker—-an
artisan—a valet,—it is impossible to express how sudden and terrible
a revolution this discovery produced within me!
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CHAPTER VII

I was in Paris, and I did as people of fashion in Paris were
accustomed to do. I consoled myself for the infidelity of one mis-
tress, by devoting my attentions to another. The qualities of the
countess de B. were exceedingly unlike those of the marchioness;
perhaps, led by a sentiment to which I was unconscious, I selected
her for that very reason. The marchioness I have compared to the
sleek and glossy-coated eel: forever restless, never contented with
the thing, or the circumstances under which she was, you could
never hold her to one certain mode of proceeding. the only way in
which for her lover to become satisfied with her, was to persuade
himself that her external demeanour was merely a guise put on,
which belied her heart, and that, when she seemed most impatient,
capricious and fantastical, her soul confessed none of these follies,
but assumed them to veil the too great sensibility of her nature.
The countess on the contrary appeared to be wholly destitute
of art. Tho” passed the first season of youthful inexperience, she
appeared to have acquired none of the lessons of prudery and
factitious decorum. Her heart shone in her visage; the very tones
of her voice were modulated to the expression of tenderness.
hers was “the sleepy eye, that spoke the melting soul” Her cheek
was full; her skin transparent; the least thought of pleasure or
of passion suffused her countenance with a blush. The countess
had no atom of the restlessness of her rival; a sort of voluptuous
indolence continually attended her; and the busy nothings of
ordinary life seemed to be an insupportable burthen to her. She
appeared born only to feel; to reflect, to consider, to anticipate, to
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tenderness; her character, adapted continually to produce wonder
and astonishment, lost by just so much of the faculty to please.
But the countess was all sweetness. In the eyes of her lover she
appeared like an angel. She rose upon him like the evening star,
mild, radiant, tranquil and soothing. In periods of the most entire
communication and accord, she seemed to leave him nothing to
wish, but appeared in his eyes the exact model of perfection. From
the marchioness you continually expected something extraordi-
nary; her ambition was to shine; and that which is extraordinary,
must of course be sometimes good, and sometimes ill. but the
countess de B. was so simple, so intelligible; it seemed as if nothing
could happen with her that might not exactly be foreseen; she was
wholly engaged in the object of her selection, and appeared to live
for that alone.

The distress I suffered from the inconstancy of the countess de
B. was inexpressibly acute. It taught me to abhor and revile her
sex. It inspired me with a contempt of human pleasures. I felt
like the personage of a fairy-tale I have somewhere read, who,
after being delightful with the magnificence of a seeming palace,
and the beauty of its fair inhabitants, suddenly sees the delusion
vanish, the palace is converted into a charnel-house, and what
he thought its beautiful tenants are seen to be the most withered
and loathsome hags that ever shocked the eyes of a mortal. My
soul was in tumults. I loathed existence and the sight of day;
and my self-love was inexpressibly shocked to think that I could
have suffered so gross a delusion. I fled from Paris, and sought
the craggy and inhospitable Alps; the most frightful scenes alone
had power to please, and produced in me a kind of malicious and
desperate sentiment of satisfaction.

Most earnestly do I entreat the reader to pardon me, for having
thus much interspersed these pages with a tale of debaucheries.

It is not, I solemnly assure him, that I have any pleasure in recol-
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opened; I suffered all the torments of disappointment and despair.
A quick and living sensitiveness was one of the most obvious char-
acteristics of my mind; and few men felt disappointment of almost
every kind more deeply. When the breach took place between
me and the marchioness, I had been for some days like a man
distracted. The countess de B. presented herself to my observation
just at that critical moment; the more than feminine gentleness
and softness of her nature were exactly adapted to allure my atten-
tion in this period of anguish; and it was owing to this fortuitous
concurrence, that I recovered my equilibrium, in a certain degree,
much sooner than could reasonably have been expected. It has
often been a matter of jest in the world, when a widower, who
seemed to be inconsolable for the partner of his heart, suddenly
marries again; and the inference usually drawn is, that his grief
was pure mummery and representation. I grant that the man who
thus conducts himself is guilty of a breach of decorum, and that his
behaviour is rather calculated to excite our disesteem than our re-
spect; but I affirm that it is sufficiently natural, and that there is no
need of having recourse to the imputation of hypocrisy to account
for it. There is a principle in man, impelling him to seek his own
preservation, and pursue his own happiness; and this principle
will frequently urge him, in proportion to the dreadful vacuity
produced by the loss of that which no possibility can restore to
him , to seek to replace it by somewhat of the same species, and to
endeavour to relieve his disconsolate state by a companion, who
may in like manner share his thoughts, and engage his tenderness.

The loss of the countess was much more terrible to me than that
of her predecessor. The marchioness had kept me in a state of
perpetual agitation, a temper of mind not unallied to fortitude.
The countess de B. had softened and relaxed my mind, and left
me in a temper ill-suited to the struggling with misfortune. The
marchioness was a woman that I loved and hated by turns; she
was often too masculine and peremptory to be an object of
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receive and concoct the elements of instruction, were offices in
which she seemed incapable to exist. It was her habit therefore to
resign herself wholly to her feelings, and to be in them undivided
and entire. To judge from every exterior indication, it was impos-
sible for a tenderer mistress to exist; she gave herself up to her
lover, and treated him as if he were her father, mother, fortune,
reputation and life to her, in one. She placed no restraint on
herself, but appeared all anxiety, terror, apprehension, gratitude,
enjoyment, as the occasions most obviously led to one or another
of these emotions.

Yet this woman was capable of the more stormy impulses of
resentment and jealousy, but only in such a way as best accorded
with the sensibility and voluptuousness of her character. Her
resentment was passive, and desponding; when wounded, it
appeared incompatible with the purpose of wounding again; in
the person against whom it was directed it excited not sentiments
of hostility, but of pity; and her tender bosom seemed to wait
only the moment of passionate reconciliation. when her lover
returned to her, or persuaded her of the sincerity of his affection,
gratitude and delight possessed her wholly, and reproach died
away upon her lips. the countess by her manners reminded her
admirer, of the most delicate flower of the parterre, which the first
attack of a rude and chilling blast immediately withers, but which,
by the lustre of its tints, and the softness of its texture, seems to
advance an irresistible claim to gentle protection and western
breezes. Tears from her sparkling eyes broke forth almost at will;
by a tear she expressed her sufferings, and by a tear her joy. This
might perhaps have been grievous to her lover, had she had the
smallest bias towards a querulous temper. But her character was a
perpetual summer; her storms were only like the soft droppings of
a sultry evening, and easily gave place to a fair sky and a radiant
heaven.
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The intellect of the countess de B. was of narrow dimensions. Her
mind had never been turmoiled with the infusions of science;
she scarcely knew that there were antipodes, or that there had
been ancients. She lived like those insects which the naturalists
describe, generated on the surface of certain lakes, that are born
only to hover along the superficies of the pellucid element, to
enjoy, and to die.

What pity that the sentiments of such a person as the countess
de B. were so little entitled to be depended upon! According to
the ideas many men entertain of the fair sex, it was impossible
for any one in the particulars above described to be more exactly
qualified for a mistress or a wife than this fascinating woman.
There was no danger that she should become the rival of her lover
in any manlike pursuits, or that with troublesome curiosity she
should intrude herself into his occupations of learning, of gain,
or of ambition. She had all the attributes that belong exclusively
to the female sex, and as few as possible of those which are
possessed by the whole species, male and female, in common. She
was rather an Asiatic sultana in her turn of mind, than a native
of our western world. And her habits would have been equally
accommodated to the man who, having serious pursuits for his
graver hours, wished either not to impart, or not to remember
them in his hours of pleasure; and to the man who, being in the
hey-day of his youth, and favoured by nature and by fortune,
desired to thrust the world aside, and take his swing of indulgence
uninterrupted and unchecked. I belonged to this latter description.

Unfortunately however the countess, though she seemed to feel
with her soul, had the spring of her sentiments and actions in
her eyes. Where she attached herself, it was with such a show
of ardour, that the lover must have been captious and difficult
indeed, who was not satisfied with the sincerity of passion she
displayed toward him. Yet the passion of the countess was rather
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an abstract propensity, than the preference of an individual. A
given quantity of personal merit and accomplished manners was
sure to charm her. A fresh and agreeable complexion, a sparkling
eye, a well-turned leg, a grace in dancing or in performing the
maneuvres of gallantry, were claims that the countess de B. was
never known to resist. She appeared to administer her decision
upon these different pretensions with the most rigid equity; and
they were sometimes very minute distinctions, scarcely discernible
by the naked eye, that decided her hair-breadth preferences. Upon
this rigid equity there was only one limitation; and this also was
sufficiently in correspondence with the theory of the subject.
Among the various sources of what are called the pleasures of the
imagination, one, as learned doctors tell us, is novelty. To this the
countess de B. paid the strictest attention; and, where there was
any uncertainty in the comparison of her personal advantages
or polite accomplishments, the latest pretender was sure to carry
the day. Amiable countess! Like the wanton bee, which flits
from flower to flower, equally enamoured with each in turn, and
retaining no painful recollections of that which was last quitted, to
render the qualities of the next offerer less agreeable and exquisite.
I remember her even at this time with kindness. She seemed to
skim the surface of life, and to taste of a continual succession of
pleasures. It was perhaps unreasonable ever to be angry with her.
She had almost too little reflection and concatenation of ideas, to
make her a competent subject of moral jurisdiction. It was not
however always thus with her; her career was short, and she
expiated by long and severe calamities for her brief period of
unchecked enjoyment. Whatever may be thought of her demerits,
few persons ever drank more deeply of the cup of retribution. But
this does not belong to my history.

It will easily be concluded from what I have stated, that the termi-
nation of my amour with the countess de B. was very similar to

that with the marchioness. I trusted; I was deceived; my eyes were
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CHAPTER XV

"NOTHING further of material importance occurred, till I
arrived at Fontainebleau. It is difficult to express the rapture I felt
at entering this celebrated scene. Fontainebleau had been to the
kings of France, what Versailles has become since. It had been
particularly honoured by the residence of Henry IV; and Louis
X1II, his successor, was born here. But, independently of this, here
was a royal palace belonging to my intended patron,-the first I
had ever seen. Having refreshed myself, and rested a short time,
I found my way into the gardens, and viewed with enthusiasm
the immenseness of the edifice. The fountains from which the
place derives its name, the large and deep forests which on every
side met my eye in the distance, all struck me with an idea of
unbounded magnificence.

”] wish the king was here!’ exclaimed I. Presently, however, I
thought again, 'Do I wish it? I must think a great deal of what
I have to do, and what I have to say, before I meet him. No, I
am not sorry I have a little further to go!” The idea of a king at
a distance, is very different from what we feel when we come
near him. The imagination never fences him round with so many
obstacles, and enchanted circles, within which unhallowed feet
may scarcely tread, as the reality presents. The very dinner which
is set before him (to instance in a trite circumstance) no untutored
fancy ever paints. We shape to ourselves what we have not seen,
after the fashion of what we are accustomed to; and experience
does not fail to surprise us with the immeasurable distance which
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few minutes more, and he returned to the same topic with some
variation. I now endured it better. He pronounced - an eulogium
of my father’s virtues. This was not altogether without a soothing
sensation; though from time to time I covered my face with my
hands, struck my forehead with my clenched fist, and broke into
other mechanical gestures of impatience. Ruffigny spoke of the
years he had spent in society with my father. He recollected a
variety of little incidents and adventures, which had served to
display his judgment and humanity, the resources of his mind,
and the generousness of his temper. If all this discourse had been
artificial, if it had resembled the funeral encomium of a venal
orator, it would only have irritated my impatience, and increased
my sorrows. But Ruffigny loved my father only less than I loved
him. The chief differences were, that he had not seen him for
years, and this had served him for a weaning; and that the instinct
of blood, or that prejudice and sentiment which amply supply the
place of instinct, was in full ascendancy in me, and was wanting
in him. We mingled our tears. His discourse was the overflowing
of his heart, — a relief that was necessary to the anguish he felt,
and to the restraint he had imposed upon himself in the two first
days of my visit. His sorrow would have produced more injurious
effects upon him, had it not been that he felt it as a duty incumbent
upon him to console mine.

Ruffigny went on. ” A most valuable life has been terminated,
and you do well to weep. A great gap has been made in society;
and, though you are the principal loser, yet all who knew your
father, particularly all who were within reach of his wisdom or
beneficence, are losers too. He has left a considerable estate, and
there is need of some one to look into its condition and prosperity.
He has left tenants, and they will miss his superintendence and
indulgence. Because they have lost him, I hope that will not be a
reason that they should lose you. Your father has perished from
the face of the earth, but it is not your design that his memory
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should perish with him! Strangers, no doubt, have already given
him a grave. But shall not his son enquire what they have done,
and supply what they may have left deficient? Shall no stone mark
the place where his ashes rest? Shall no filial curiosity demand,
from those who were on the spot, the history of his last moments,
the paroxysms he suffered, the consolations that relieved them,
the last words which were breathed from his dying lips? Shall no
one endeavour to draw out an image of his life, by enquiring into
his injunctions, and perpetuating the execution of those plans
upon which, it may be, his affections were bent? These are the
duties of survivors; it is in this way that our offspring prove their
attachment to those to whom they were bound in a thousand
obligations.”

The discourse of Ruffigny produced in me the revolution he
meditated. ”I will set out for England this moment!” cried L

"Would it,” answered Ruffigny, “be any increase to your satisfac-
tion that I should accompany you?”

”Good Heaven! venerable old man,” exclaimed I, you cannot
entertain the thought?”

*The wish to perform a pilgrimage to the tomb of my ancient
friend is uppermost in my heart. Will you permit me to occupy a
corner in the chaise that is to convey you to England?”

I threw myself into his arms; I burst into tears; I even sobbed upon
his bosom. — "My father is not wholly dead! What must be my
obligation to the friend, who at such a moment is willing to supply
his place!”

When my first surprise at this generous proposal had subsided, I
argued with Ruffigny: I objected his age and infirmities; I intreated
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the louis d’or had seemed to threaten the greatest dangers; but by
my prudence and perseverance (for I was willing to take the whole
praise to myself)  had been extricated from them all. All difficulties
would vanish before my courage and abilities. I should infallibly
become a page to the King of France. From this goal my impetuous
imagination took its flight. The marshal’s truncheon and the ducal
coronet danced before my charmed sight: I sighed for princesses,
and the blood-royal was mixed in my offspring. Alnaschar in the
Arabian Nights was but a driveller to me.
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"You will easily imagine that what I said, did not in the smallest
degree move the man to whom it was addressed, to compassion;
the magistrate, who could consign such a child as I was, for
one night, to the horrors and dangers of a prison, could be little
accessible to the relentings of nature. This reflection is obvious
enough to me now; but it was not so then. The actions of their
elders are always mysteries to children; they do not see the springs
of the machine; they wait with a sort of superstitious anticipation,
to observe how their seniors will act upon every new event, and
are surprised at nothing.

“But, though the magistrate was guilty of no meltings of compas-
sion toward me, he was not inflexible. He saw not what he could
do further with me; he had exhausted upon me every expedient
he could devise to render me frank and communicative. At length
he calculated within himself, as I suppose, the fruitlessness of
detaining me: perhaps he was inclined to think me innocent, and
to believe the story I told. If he detained me longer, it might be a
trouble to him, and ultimately produce a burden to the corporation
in which be presided. He dismissed me with a moderate portion
of good advice; recommended to me not to become a vagrant, in
consequence of which I should finally be made a scoundrel and
a thief, if I were not so already; and, above all, warned me of the
stubbornness of my temper. He had never seen so stiff-necked a
little villain; and he augured an untimely and a shameful death
from such beginnings. I listened to his advice with passive atten-
tion; but, what I prized much beyond his advice, before he sent me
from his presence he returned to me my money.

”I left Dijon with a beating heart. I was full of exultation at the
thought of my liberty, once more restored to me. I foresaw every
thing that was fortunate from the issue of my first adventures. The
discovery of my class of life by the wagoner had been productive
of no mischievous effects to me. The adventure of the shopman and
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him to consider well the extent of so exampled a sacrifice. My
arguments were not urged with all the force of which they were
capable; my heart betrayed me; my very soul thrilled with pleasure,
and yearned over the old man, who said, "Shall I not accompany
you to England?”

My host concealed from me one part of the motive that induced
him to this extraordinary resolution. My father, as I have said,
had furnished me with a most exemplary letter of introduction
to his Swiss friend, and had trusted much to his affectionate and
benevolent wisdom for the perfecting my character. When I least
suspected it, my deceased parent had obtained accurate accounts
of my proceedings at Oxford and at Paris, and had transmitted a
faithful abstract of these accounts to M. Ruffigny. He was exceed-
ingly anxious for the future purity of my character and honour of
my transactions, and was of opinion that a violent interference,
and a rude check put upon my excesses, was by no means the
most effectual method for my reformation. He therefore scarcely
seemed to be aware of my errors, at the time that he was most
exactly informed of, and most disapproved them. He believed that
an unsuccessful attempt to place them before me in their full light,
would be infinitely more injurious than if no attempt were made.
His great dependence was upon my visit to Switzerland. He had
the most exalted notion of the talents, the virtues, and the zeal
of his friend in this corner of the world. He persuaded himself
that the operation of novelty would be highly favourable to the
accomplishment of his wishes, and that the unexpected meeting
with a man so qualified, and the yet untried expedients which
Ruffigny would employ for my improvement, would produce the
happiest effects.

My father was now dead; and my host felt the task which had de-
volved upon him as of double obligation. I was a legacy which the
friend most dear to him on earth had bequeathed to him, and a
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trust with which his last breath he had consigned to his care. As a
legacy, the long attachment he had felt to the name of Fleetwood
made him regard me as the most valuable estate that could have
been conveyed to him; and as a trust, there was nothing for which
he more desired to live, than the faithful, discharge of what the per-
son conferring that trust expected from him. When the choice of
various means were in my late father’s power, he had fixed upon
the vigilance and discretion of Ruffigny, as that by which he desired
to secure my improvement and happiness. Had fate not bereaved
me thus untimely - of a father’s care, he would no doubt have em-
ployed various engines and instruments for the same end. While a
parent’s eye was upon me, however much he trusted to the discre-
tion of this friend, Ruffigny would still have been a deputy, not a
principal. Now the task became entirely his; and every engagement
that he felt to the virtues and the memory of my father, called upon
him, as the last tribute of friendship, to leave no effort unexerted
for my welfare.
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’I made little answer to these compliments, though the person from
whom they flowed certainly succeeded in exciting my curiosity,
and I was desirous of hearing to what so extraordinary a preface
would lead. Having intimated this, he entered into a very animated
and earnest dissertation upon the different modes of committing
theft without danger of detection. Observing, however, that I
did not exactly enter into his feelings, he stopped short, and
complained of my timidity. He soothed me in the gentlest, and, as
he believed, the most flattering manner, and employed a hundred
arts of rhetoric, worthy of a better cause. I told him, that he had
mistaken my character, that I had stolen no money, and that what I
had was honestly my own. On this he assumed a smile, expressive
of grave and gentle derision, and replied, that that was all very
well, but that it was not worth while to persist in declarations of
innocence among friends. My mind was full of other projects, and
therefore the representations of my sage Mentor had no effect
upon me. This, however, was the sort of exhortation to which I
was exposed; and, if I had been the kind of person the magistrate
conceived me to be, this night’s lodging would, too probably, have
completed my character for ever.

“The next day I was brought again before the mayor, and persisted
in my resolution to discover nothing. The interval which had
passed during the silence of the night, enabled me to collect more
firmness, and to express myself with greater coherence. I said, ’Sir,
I am a friendless little boy, and you may do with me whatever
you please. But I am not so much afraid of anybody, as of my
hard-hearted uncle. I am afraid, if I tell you who I am, you would
send me back to him, or write a letter to him about me. You tell
me you would not; but rich men think it a good action to deceive
little boys: I am sure I have reason to know that. Oh, sir, do you
think it was a small thing that determined me to run away, and go
among strangers? [ would sooner die than return!’
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a complete ignorance, and want of practice, in the ways of the
world; and, as far as that constitutes a qualification, this immature
period of life is of course admirably endowed. In this state of
mind, I felt a contempt of difficulties, under which at any other
time I should have sunk. I seemed to myself as if I were made of
iron, and nothing hostile appeared to make any impression upon
me. It was my business to proceed upon my high destination and
my choice of life, and to suffer none of these things to interrupt me.

"The prisoners crowded about me, and were eager to learn for what
crime such a child as I was, was brought into their society. It was
presently rumoured, that it was upon suspicion of having stolen
some money; that I had obstinately refused to tell the mayor how
I came by it, and that I was committed for re-examination. The
moment the word money was mentioned, two or three came about
me at once, and told me that it was the universal practice for every
new-comer to pay a certain sum by way of entrance-money, at the
same time vociferously demanding from me the established fee. It
fortunately happened that the magistrate had taken from me my
whole stock, to be returned the next day, if no discoveries were
made; otherwise it is highly probable these obliging comrades of
mine would have stripped me of all that I had. After the first bustle
of my introduction was over, a very grave-looking man of the
set drew me into a corner, and told me I was the most promising
boy of my age he ever saw. He said, he had conceived a particular
liking to me; and greatly commended my firmness in refusing to
tell the magistrate how I came by my money. That showed I was
true game! He observed that he would, if I pleased, put me into a
way by which I might make a man of myself for ever; and offered
to become my instructor. He swore, that it would be a thousand
pities that such talents as I had showed should be lost for want of
encouragement.
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CHAPTER X

DURING our journey, Ruffigny communicated to me at large the
particulars of his connection with my family, of which I had before
heard in general terms, but knew nothing distinctly.

"While I was yet a child,” said my fellow-traveller, ” I had the
misfortune to lose both my parents. By this event I fell under the
care of an uncle, a brother of my father. Hypocrisy- and fraud are
natives of every climate; and there are villains even in Switzerland.
My uncle was copious in his professions of affection and fidelity
during the last illness of my father, and protested a thousand times
that he would in all respects treat me as if I had been sprung of
his own loins. It was at about seven years of age that I was de-
livered to his guardianship. Unfortunately this uncle of mine had
a numerous family, and had been unprosperous in several of his
attempts for the improvement of his property. He was naturally
of an impatient, discontented, and reserved disposition, yet with
a considerable mixture of vanity. He had disbursed in several in-
stances more money than he could well command. He had been
restless, and eager to engage in various projects ; and his projects
had failed. My father, on the contrary, who was of an open and
free disposition, cool in his temper, and sagacious in his determi-
nations, had constantly prospered. Beside which, my father was
greatly and universally beloved; every one consulted, every one
distinguished him; he was courted by all his neighbours, made an
umpire in every controversy, and on all bands admitted to be the
most enlightened citizen in the canton of which be was a native.
His brother, sullen in his disposition, perplexed and obscure in his
intellect, and rude and unconciliating in his manners, was as gener-
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ally avoided. The common observation respecting him among the
candid and good-humoured Swiss was, ’Our dislike is more than
we can give a reason for; we agree to look upon him as a bad man
; but where is the guilt he has committed?””

”Such was the guardian, into whose family I was at this time
removed. He saw me in the circle of his own children with a scowl-
ing eye. "'Why, said he to himself, ’should this little vagabond be
entitled to more property than all my children put together ? He
will come into possession of superfluity, while his cousins, not less
worthy than he, will see their lives withered, by the scantiness of
means which I have in vain exerted myself to increase.””

”The observations my uncle had occasion to make upon me in
the sequel, did not by any means tend to tranquillise the storm al-
ready swelling in his bosom. His children inherited the same slow-
ness and perplexity of intellect which characterised their father;
I was remarked, to have that facility of apprehension and quick-
ness of parts which distinguished my deceased parent. Whatever
we learned as pupils, we learned together; but I excelled them all.
Whenever, which was not often, any visiter honoured our roof, we
put ourselves forward with the easy frankness of Swiss manners,
but I constantly bore away the prize. In the little exercises of the
adjoining hamlet, in the questions proposed, and the remarks de-
livered, by the aged peasantry of the vicinage, the preference still
fell to me”

”This was too much for my uncle’s unquiet temper to endure.

”’Does the same fate, murmured he in his meditations, ’still pur-
sue me ? As I was constantly eclipsed by this urchin’s father, so
shall my children be for ever surpassed by the son? Is there a fatal-
ity entailed upon our race? Surely from the womb there has been
an antipathy between us; and, as long as the descendants of either
exist, my progeny will for ever be made slaves to that of my brother
P

”About twelve months after the death of my father, my uncle had
occasion to make a journey into France, and to my great surprise
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interposition of the law to do me justice. He then changed his
tone, put on an angry brow, and told me, that he perceived that all
I had related was a fiction, but that he would send me to prison,
and have me punished, till I told the truth. He put a variety of
subtle and artfully contrived questions to wrest my secret from
me. I stuck to the same point, made two or three answers which
I hoped would move him to favour me, and repeated them again,
and again in return to every interrogatory he uttered. He sent for
the people of the inn, where I confessed to have slept the night
before: luckily it was not the same inn the wagoner used, and they
could discover nothing.

“The magistrate was as good as his word, and sent me to prison.
At entering, it struck me, that the scene was not new to me, but
that it was very like a silk-mill; the same meanness in the building,
the same squalidness in the inhabitants, the same dejection in
every countenance. Presently, however, I perceived a difference;
the people there were employed, and here were idle; there were
vacant and incurious, and here eagerly crowded about a new
tenant of their wretched mansion.

“Thus I had twice in one day been introduced into situations
calculated to impress a youthful mind with inexpressible horror.
To be taken before a magistrate, to be thrust into a gaol, would to
most children of my tender years have appeared no less terrible
than death. But I had entered upon an extraordinary undertaking,
and had worked myself up to an uncommon pitch of resolution.
I knew that for such an urchin as I was, to undertake his own
establishment in life was no holiday project. I knew that no
small degree of courage and perseverance would be necessary
to introduce me to the presence and speech of Louis XIV. It is
inconceivable, at least judging from my own instance, of what
an extent of exaltation and enthusiasm nine years of age are
capable. Enthusiasm is often indebted for much of its fervour to
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but the law.

”As I and my conductor passed along the streets to this man’s
house, I fixed the plan of action that I would observe. I determined
to take refuge in silence and reserve. I said to myself, "They cannot
find out that I have stolen my money, because I have not stolen
it; and therefore, after having examined and tried me as much as
they please, they must dismiss me. I will not betray my family
story, and I will not furnish them with a clue by which they may
send me back to Lyons.

”The shopman led me into the justice-room, and told his tale. The
magistrate listened and made his observations. My adversary
endeavoured in vain to inspire his own passions into the mayor;
the clothier was earnest, abusive, and eloquent; the mayor was
considerate and inquisitive. He asked me who I was, and I refused
to tell.

5

Did I know what it was to be brought before a magistrate?’

5

Not very well, I replied.
”’It would be worse for me, if I did not give a proper account of
myself’

T answered that I could not satisfy his curiosity. I had been ill-used
by cruel relations, but did not dare to complain. I had had a father,
who was kind and rich; but my father was dead, and I was driven
out from my country and friends.

“The magistrate employed every artifice to extort my story from
me. He said, my secret should be safe with him, and my cruel
relations should never know that I had disclosed it. He said, he
would take me under his protection, and oblige them by the
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proposed to take me with him. My father had so disposed of his
property, as to vest in his brother the full possession of the income
during my minority, under the notion of a compensation for his
expense and trouble in the care of my education. Other parents in
other countries would have been anxious that the greater part of
the income should accumulate, for the purpose of supplying me
with a more ample fortune when I came of age. But this idea is
foreign to the simplicity of the country in which I was born. The
property of which my father died possessed was, without farther
improvement, fully equal to any estate in the canton; and it would
have been more agreeable to his modes of thinking, that I should,
when arrived at years of discretion, come into possession of the
very income that he had received, than of a larger.

One evil, however, originated in this mode of settling his estate.
My guardian found, immediately after the decease of my father,
a considerable improvement to his own resources. The expenses
which were in any way necessary to me at this tender age were ex-
tremely small, and my uncle had of consequence the whole present
emolument of my property. This circumstance increased the strong
dislike he entertained for me. His avaricious disposition caused him
to look forward with horror to the time when it would be required
of him to disburse large sums in the progress of my education, and
with still greater horror to the period when it would be necessary
to resign the whole”

”In our journey to France we were also accompanied by my el-
dest cousin, a youth of about seventeen years of age. This lad had
always treated me with singular unkindness; and at his age he was
less under restraint from the laws of decorum, and less capable of
disguising his antipathies, than his father was. He never looked
upon me but with a scowl of dislike ; he never spoke to me but in a
tone of severity and harshness. Some of his brothers were as young
as myself, and to these he was a sour and unripened tyrant. Nev-
ertheless, when it was my misfortune to have any difference with
them (and indeed we never agreed), he was always, when appealed
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to, of the party against me, and his decisions were announced by
cuffs and blows innumerable”

"When we arrived at Lyons, my uncle laid aside his proper name,
and caused himself to be called M. Mouchard. Upon this occasion
he called me in, and addressed me in a style of unusual serious-
ness. He had taken me round the town of Lyons, shown me the
best buildings, and the handsomest of the suburbs, conducted me
to the public gardens and the theatres, and endeavoured by every
means to make it appear in my eyes an agreeable residence. It was
indeed a perfect contrast to the wild and severe faces exhibited by
the canton of Uri ; and to my foolish and inexperienced heart, the
populous streets, the thronged exchange, the crowded walks, and
the illuminated theatres, appeared like fairy land.

”’When I return home, said my uncle, ’it is my intention to leave
you at Lyons’

"My heart leaped within me at the intelligence, and I expressed
my delight in unequivocal terms. Unfortunate as I was, I had no
prepossessions to attach me to my native land. While my parents
lived, I indeed loved it. All my hours had been winged with joy,
and I experienced those pleasing emotions which arise in the hu-
man heart, when we perceive that we are looked on with partiality
and affection by all around us. But the last of my parents had now
been dead more than a year, and since that time the scene had been
completely reversed. It was indeed an irksome and a melancholy
year to me. Till then I had been a spoiled child; but in my new situ-
ation I was neglected and disliked by all. Wherever I was, I was one
too much; whatever I did, my uncle and my cousins were sure to
disapprove. I did not feel this so much at first; perhaps the unkind-
ness I experienced was at first not so great as it afterwards became.
I made those exertions I have already mentioned, and gained the
applause of the neighbourhood and the envy of my cousins. But
mine, perhaps, was not an age to struggle with discouragement ;
nor had the tenderness and indulgence of my first education pre-
pared me for it. The volatility of youthful spirits in part supported
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B3

Perhaps you would allow me something for the clothes I have
got on. And I have a louis d’or, — showing it.

”’A louis d’or!” said he, coming from the other side of the counter.
“Tell me, sirrah, where you got that louis d’or?’

)

My uncle gave it me?’
”’Who is your uncle? I shall send for him immediately, and find
out the truth of this’

”1 tell you, sir, he does not live here; I am a stranger in Dijon;
never saw the city till last night. But you need not frighten me; if
you do not choose to sell me any clothes, I will go away without
them. I assure you, I am an honest boy, and my money is my own.

”’We shall see that presently. You do not like to be frightened! But
I shall frighten you, and most confoundedly too, before I have
done with you. You must go with me to the mayor.

”1 will go with you, where you please; said I, believing it was
impossible that any body should be more frightful to me than the
honest shopman before me. 'But I had rather go back to my inn’

“The trader conducted me to the magistrate. I found myself right
in my conjecture, that I should be better off in his hands than
in those of the Argus who had first seized me. The mayor was a
sober, creditable man, middle-aged, and inclined to corpulence,
who made a point of faithfully discharging his duty, but who took
no particular pleasure in frightening little boys. He was too much
accustomed to office to feel any high gratification in its swagger
and insolence. His passions were dead; he could scarcely be said to
love or hate, to be gentle or furious; he was the law, and nothing
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CHAPTER XIV

"DIJON was so capital a city, that I thought I might venture here
to change my piece of gold, the parting present of my treacherous
uncle. But I was mistaken. I hated the clothes I wore, since they
had led the wagoner to discover the situation to which I belonged.
I went into a clothier’s shop with a determination to change them.
Unfortunately I plunged headlong into the house of a man of
rugged temper and a hard-favoured countenance. The moment I
looked at him I trembled. But it was too late to draw back.

5

What is your pleasure, my lad?’ said he.

5

I want some clothes.

”’Where do you live? Who is to pay for them? Where shall I send
them?’

5

I am a stranger in Dijon.

5

Why does not your father or somebody come with you? How
can such a child as you choose a suit of clothes?’

)

I am all alone’

)

Alone! And how are you to pay for your clothes?’
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me; but I had fits of melancholy and depression greater than might
have been expected at so early a period of life. Gradually I came to
hate the scenery about me, and to loath the routine of the passing
day”

”’Your father, continued my uncle, ’left you to my care, and many

have been the anxious hours which this guardianship has cost me.
My brother was a very foolish man, and has bred you in such a
manner that you will be a great trouble to any one who has to
do with you. If you had been brought up soberly and strictly, like
your cousins, you would have been a very different sort of a boy;
but that, poor child, is not your fault. I have tried to bring you into
order; but I see it is necessary you should go out into the world. My
brother, with all his mistakes, was my brother still; and you must
needs think that I will do every thing in my power for the service
of his child.”
”’William, you must be aware that, if  had not a good opinion of
your capacity, I should not talk thus to a child of your years. You
certainly do not want for capacity, though you are a very perverse
and wicked boy. I must own that I do not expect any good of you ;
but, if you come to harm, it shall not be through my fault. You will
live, I hope, to thank me from the bottom of your heart for what I
am now doing for you’

”’There is one thing more I have to say to you, a part of which
you can understand, and a part you cannot. The part you can under-
stand, I will explain to you ; the part you cannot, you must trust to
my superior judgment, and to the paternal care I have ever shown
for you’

”’You have observed, that, since I came to this city, I have called
myself Mr. Mouchard. That is to be your name; you are to be called
William Mouchard. You are a native of Bellinzone ; that is the story
I shall tell of you, and that you are to uphold. There are many things
that a child of your years cannot comprehend; you do not know
what is good for you, and must trust to the better discernment of

your elders. This I have to tell you ; you must never on any ac-
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count mention my real name or your own ; you must never men-
tion the canton of Uri, or any one of the mountains and valleys
among which you have been brought up. You must never write to
me or to any creature in Switzerland ; you must never make any en-
quiries, or give the least sign that you are alive. I shall have my eyes
upon you, I shall provide generously for your support; and, when I
please, shall write to you, or come myself to see how you are going
on. Upon this point, boy, I must deal plainly with you. All my atten-
tion is directed to your welfare, and I have only this injunction to
give you. Upon your observance of it, depends every thing that is
dear to you. The moment you break it in the minutest particle, the
most terrible misfortunes will instantly overwhelm you. I cannot
tell you what they are; they are so great, that your understanding
would be wholly unable to comprehend them. But be sure of this,
all I do is for your advantage. When you least expect it, you will
see that it is so. Remember and tremble! I put the happiness of your
whole life into your own disposal.”

”It is inconceivable with what strange sensations I listened to
this harangue. The phrases my uncle bad employed, of the supe-
rior judgment of our elders, the incapacity and blindness of chil-
dren, and every thing that older people do being calculated for our
good, was the cant which I had incessantly heard during the last
year ; and, though these phrases certainly were never employed
upon a more unworthy occasion, they excited in me a mysterious
sensation of reverence and awe, -which I felt incapable to shake off.
A doubtful opinion, -Was this genuine kindness ? Was it a masked
hostility ? -hung about me, and perplexed my resolutions. I was
not, however, long in doubt. I was delighted with the city of Lyons;
I could not endure the thought of returning to my uncle and his
family. I looked upon my native home, now that my parents were
removed from the stage of life, with horror ; but I was in the morn-
ing of my days, and was inclined to regard every thing new, with
hope, with exultation, and a bounding heart.
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Nobody has a right, youngster? Not your parents? Your wild-
ness, I dare say, will break their hearts

”” 1 have no parents.- I confessed to him that I was determined
to go to Paris.

”” And what will you do at Paris? You will be starved to death’
Better be starved, than undergo such misery as I have suffered.
But I will not starve !’

” The wagoner began to reflect, that, if I had no parents or kin-
dred, nobody would be greatly injured by my elopement. He con-
tented himself, therefore, with seriously expostulating with me on
the folly of my project, and advising me to return. Finding his re-
monstrances of no avail, he agreed to take me under his protection
as far as he was going on my way, Thus I conquered more than one
third of the road.

B
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such a loathing at this moment to the occupation which had en-
grossed me for months, that, if I could have been assured that such
should be my occupation for as many months to come, I believe,
child as I was, I should sooner have taken a knife and thrust it into
my heart, than submit to it.

” In thinking over my situation as I passed along, I felt that the
thing most immediately pressing upon me was to avoid exciting
the curiosity and suspicion of the persons whose assistance might
be necessary to me on the road. The production of a louis d’or, for
example, might be fatal to a boy of my childish appearance and
coarseness of attire. in my journey from Urseren to Lyons, I had
learned something of the nature of inns; and I retained all these
things as perfectly as if they had occurred only yesterday. I re-
solved to go only to the meanest inns, and ask for the plainest ac-
commodations. On the second day I joined a wagoner, who was
conducting his commodities to Dijon; and this considerably facili-
tated the first part of my journey. I began with asking him of my
road to Macon, the first considerable place through which I was to
pass. He was going through Macon.

”’How much further?’

To Dijon’

”The meanness of my attire encouraged him to question me in
his turn.

”’What had I to do at Macon?’

”’I was going to see the world, I replied.

”’] perceive, my spark, cried the wagoner, > what you are. You
belong to the silk-mills; you are a runaway, and I have a great mind
to take you up, and send you back to your master’

” I was surprised at his so instantly fixing on my true character;
though, on reflection, it was by no means extraordinary that a per-
son just come from Lyons should have made the conjecture; the
costume was sufficiently peculiar.

”” I will never stay at the silk-mill, said I; * nobody has a right
to confine me there’

EH
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”One thing appeared to me singular. My uncle told me that Lyons
was to be the place of my abode; but he mentioned nothing to me
of the particular situation in which I was to be placed. Was I to be
put on pension at a boarding school, or bow ? If I were, methought I
should like to have seen beforehand the house in which I was to re-
side, the master who was to instruct me, the youths who were to be
my companions. But I was totally destitute of every sort of knowl-
edge of the world, and was in the hands of my envious and bad-
hearted uncle to dispose of as he pleased. This might, for naught
I knew, be the established mode of proceeding in all similar cases.
It was perhaps one of those points, which were reserved for the
wisdom of our elders to decide upon, and which the capacity of a
child like me was held unable to comprehend.

”We had been now ten days at Lyons, and the next morning was
fixed for my uncle and my cousin to set out upon their return. In
the evening a M. Vaublanc visited us in our hotel”

”’This is the gentleman, said my uncle, > who is so obliging as to
provide an apartment for you in his house.

"I had never seen him before. He was a little man, with black,
straight hair, his countenance clear and sensible, but with muscles
that had not often been moulded into the expression of pity or ten-
derness. His dress was exceedingly plain; not without some appear-
ances of negligence and dirt. My uncle and he talked a great deal
about the silk manufacturers of Lyons; my guardian seeming to be
desirous of information under this head, and the stranger well qual-
ified to afford it. Neither of them took much notice of me, and at
an early hour I was directed to go to bed.

”’My little man, said the Lyonnese, taking me by the hand, but
with no expression of kindness, ’ you will be very comfortable at
my house; I have two little boys just about your age, and you will
be nice playmates together. Good night! I shall come for you in the
morning.

”I conceived no flattering augury in behalf of my new landlord.
What had pleased me in Lyons were the squares, the public gardens,
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the theatres. These were exactly calculated to soothe my youthful
curiosity. The plainnesss of the appearance of M. Vaublanc, and the
dryness of his manners, were in perfect contrast with these. There
was something in them which tended to chill the imagination, and
inspire a dreary presentiment of the future.

"Yet I was willing to launch on this untried sea. I said, 'No, I
will not go back with my uncle!” The morning of our separation
was heavy, and presently began to pour down torrents of rain. My
uncle, at parting, put a louis d’or into my hand; I thought I never
felt any thing so cold as his hand, when I touched it for the last
time. My cousin presented me with a three livres piece.

”You wonder, perhaps, at my recollecting so minutely a scene
which passed at so early an age; but you will presently perceive
what reasons there were that compelled me to recollect it. Accus-
toming myself to contain my recollections and ruminations in my
own bosom, they took so much the deeper root.

’M. Vaublanc was punctual in meeting and receiving me, at the
very instant that my uncle was stepping into the carriage which
was to convey him to the foot of the mountains. I never saw or
heard of my guardian from this moment.

”The wheels of the coach slowly rolled away, and my new land-
lord led me down another street. Our walk was not short, and we
arrived at the meanest part of the city. M. Vaublanc led me up a
narrow and silent alley. When we had passed through two thirds
of it, ’ This, said he, is my house’

”We entered, and were received by his wife, a woman plain and
neat in her dress, and of a notable appearance. Presently came in
the two boys he mentioned to me. They were clothed in remarkably
coarse attire; and the rudeness of their countenances, and ungainli-
ness of their carriage, well corresponded to their dress. All together,
-the alley, the darkness -of the apartments, the appearance of the
family, -exceedingly displeased me. And this, thought I, is my res-
idence in the magnificent city of Lyons! My youthful senses had
been idly dazzled with the gaudiness of artificial life, as I had here
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and made many enquiries respecting the way. I had learned the
names of the principal towns. I set out with a beating heart; and,
having walked gravely till I was out of the city, I then began to run.
I did not, however, run far; my thoughts were too full of agitation
to admit any regularity of motion. Sometimes I slackened my pace,
because I feared I should be taken for a fugitive; and sometimes
because I said to myself, ’ I must manage my strength, if I expect it
to carry me far’

” Two hundred and fifty miles was a great undertaking for a
boy under nine years of age. One advantage I possessed: I had
money, more than I could prudently spend on the passage. My
mind was too intently fixed upon the end of my journey, to be
capable of much calculation respecting the obstacles I had to en-
counter. One resolution, however, I fixed, firm as the basis of my
native mountains,-> No consideration on earth, no difficulties, no
discouragements, shall ever carry me back!” A mechanic becomes
a sort of machine; his limbs and articulations are converted, as it
were, into wood and wires. Tamed, lowered, torpified into this char-
acter, he may be said, perhaps, to be content. It is well ! It seems
necessary that there should be such a class of animated machines
in the world. It is probable, if I had continued much longer in the
silk-mills of Lyons, I should have become such a being myself. But,
with the conceptions and recollections which continually beset my
imagination, it appeared the most horrible of all destinies. I, that
dared, at nine years of age, launch myself in the world, -that dared,
to a certain degree, to revolve the various chances of human af-
fairs, and defy the worst,—that purposed to challenge the attention,
the equity, and the compassion of the King of France, —should I
be thus neutralised! Why did I feel thus? Because my early educa-
tion had not prepared me for my present lot. I understood why my
companions of my own age were put into the silk-mill: their par-
ents were engaged in employments equally deadening; their par-
ents were unable by their labour to obtain bread for themselves
and their offspring: but I did not understand why I was there. I felt
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” While I attended the lessons of the regents of the free- school
of Lyons, I received the weekly stipend usually allotted to boys of
my age. I had before, as I have mentioned, received, a louis d’or
and -a three livres piece from my uncle and cousin at parting. Like
a boy, I sometimes spent my money upon toys and confitures; but
for the most part I reserved it, and suffered it to grow into a little
stock. Young as I was, from the moment of parting with my uncle
I could not conceal from myself that I was in an extraordinary sit-
uation. The secrecy that had been enjoined me weighed upon my
mind. Compelled to deny my family, my friends, and my country
and suddenly dropped in a city where I was unacquainted with a
single creature, I incessantly said, * What is next to befal me? It
is necessary for me to provide myself, and not to be wholly un-
prepared for events which it is not in my power to foresee. Youth
is, in some respects, the age of suspicion; at least it was so with
me. Whenever a child of the age at which I was arrived, feels that
he is thwarted and rigorously used, he half suspects some motive,
obscure and unavowed, ’ in the individual from whom his mortifi-
cation is derived.

” The period I ultimately fixed for my flight was the week of
Easter. At this time we were allowed at the mill two holidays, in ad-
dition to that of Sunday. I was perhaps partly influenced in choos-
ing this season, by the idea that when I was not wanted at work,
my presence or absence would be little taken notice of. The people
with whom I lived were too wretched, and too anxious about their
own children, to feel much kindness for me; and I should not be
reported to the overseer till Wednesday. But the principal consid-
eration that guided me was the cheerfulness of the season; liberty
was, to the whole lower class of the people, the order of the day. I
had three days of freedom : why should I not make this the starting
post of my eternal liberty ?

” I will not trouble you with a detail of my smaller adventures
on the road. Full of the anticipation of my grand undertaking, I had
repeatedly turned my steps on my days of relaxation toward Paris,
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first seen it. But I could not help saying to myself, * How prefer-
able are the mountains, and cascades, and cheerful cottages of the
Swiss, to this miserable alley!’

”In one respect, however, my situation was better than I began
to expect it would be. After two or three days I was conducted to
one of the most respectable seminaries of education in the city of
Lyons, such as young persons of the rank of the little Vaublancs
never entered, where, under masters of great knowledge and hu-
manity, I began to be initiated in every species of learning suitable
to my age. What was my uncle’s motive for taking this step, so
little in consistency with those which afterward followed, I could
never exactly conjecture. Perhaps he was desirous of letting me
down by degrees, and had not the courage to drive me to despair
at once, and risk the consequences which that state of mind might
produce. Perhaps, wicked as he was, he could not himself form ill
resolutions immediately, and only by degrees worked up his mind
to the plan which was intended to terminate in my ruin.

”Be this as it will, the studies and accomplishments, in the pur-
suit of which I was now engaged, afforded me much gratification.
Though I had at first been dazzled with the splendours of Lyons, I
knew that pleasure was not the business of life; and, regarding the
acquisition of liberal knowledge as a badge of honour, I was willing
to cultivate those improvements which might fit me to discharge
with respectability the offices of a man. I recollected that in my
native province I had always appeared to advantage in the field of
emulation, and this naturally inspired me with an appetite for sim-
ilar experiments. My parts were quick, my apprehension was clear,
and I almost constantly obtained the praise and encouragement of
the regents. The only mortification I suffered, during this period,
was in going home every evening to M. Vaublanc’s There was such
a contrast between his manners and those of my instructors ! His
children were so sordid and groveling in their habits, compared
with the generous minds and spirited tempers of my schoolfellows,
with whom I associated in the course of the day !”
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CHAPTER XI

I HAD for about three months frequented the lessons of my in-
structors, when one morning the elder of Vaublanc’s sons came to
my bed-side at about six o’clock, and bade me rise immediately, for
his father wanted to speak to me. I obeyed.

”” My little lad, said Vaublanc, ’you are not to go to school to-
day. No, sir? What, is it red-letter day ?’

Your uncle has written to me to put you into a different berth’

”? Ah, I am very sorry ! Ours is a sweet school, and I like the
masters and every body that belongs to it”

”> William Mouchard, said my host, ’ I know very little of you
or your uncle either; but that is nothing to me. While he requires
of me nothing that it is contrary to my notions, or out of my way
to do, I intend to be his fair and punctual correspondent. All that
he said to me, while he was at Lyons, was like an honest man. He
said he had a numerous family of his own, and that he could not
do much for you, an orphan cast upon his charity’

” I stared. I remembered the severe injunctions of my guardian,
and was silent.

”’ It appears that he has bad repeated misfortunes in the world,
and that be can just make shift to bring up his children in a humble
way. It cannot, therefore, be expected that he should do much for
you. I can make his case my own, and I am sure I should look to
my own flesh and blood. He has resolved to keep you from starving,
and that is very generous of him. There is only one thing I cannot
understand: why he sent you to this school at all. I think he was
out in his judgment there
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say to him, ’ Sire, dispose of me as you please; make me one of
your pages; you shall find me the most zealous and faithful of your
servants!’

"Louis XIV was at this time in the height of his glory. Among
the little topics, by my excellence in which I had distinguished my-
self in the halcyon days of my childhood, was history. It will easily
be supposed that my knowledge amounted to scarcely more than
a few names and dates ; I but I had heard certain familiar anec-
dotes of Henry IV. pleasing to my boyish imagination, and had
long since made him my hero. I was told that Louis XIV was the
worthy grandson of this free-hearted prince. In one of my Sunday
excursions I fell in with an old French soldier. The military private
is usually of a loquacious and commuicative temper. I was eager
to be acquainted with the character of his master ; he was no less
prompt to tell me all he knew. He spoke of the beauty of his figure,
and the affability of his demeanour. He related the victories he had
won, and described the palaces and public edifices which he had
founded or adorned. He swore that he was the most generous, con-
descending, and tender-hearted of mankind; and he happened to
have two or three instances, which he affirmed to have occurred
under his own eye, not unhappily illustrative of this character. Ev-
ery thing, as I thought, seemed to concur for the success of my
design. The magnificence of Louis XIV. fascinated my imagination;
the examples of his gentleness and humanity were so many omens
assuring my good fortune. I bought a portrait of this monarch; it
was almost the only extravagance of which I had been guilty since
my last degradation. I carried it in my pocket. On Sundays, when I
had wandered into the most obscure retreat I could find, I held it in
my hand ; I set it before me, I talked to it, and endeavoured to win
the good-will of the King. Sometimes I worked myself into such
a degree of fervour and enthusiasm, that I could scarcely believe
but that the portrait smiled upon me, and, with a look of peculiar
benignity, seemed to say, ’‘Come to Versailles, and I will make your
fortune I’
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of chivalry, what it was that I should have to encounter. I knew
I must have bread, and that bread did not grow in every hedge. I
concluded that I must find or make a friend, by whose assistance
to support life, and, if possible, attain to something beyond bare
subsistence.

” At first I was somewhat terrified with the project I had con-
ceived. Again and again I sat down in despair, and said, ’ I am too
young-; I must wait yet some years before I can launch upon so
great an undertaking. But my tasks would not wait: they beset
me from morning till night, and, when I had once conceived the
idea of flight, became continually more insupportable. From the
extreme of despair, I passed to the extreme of sanguine expecta-
tion. I brooded over my plans, till all difficulties seemed to vanish
before me ; the scenes I anticipated at length became as familiar to
me, as any thing which had absolutely passed in any former period
of my life.

” You will smile when I tell you that my favourite scheme was to
go to Versailles, and throw myself at the feet of the King of France.
It was the project of a child, and will show you how ripe and unripe
at once was the state of my intellect. The Gallic sovereign is, of all
kings, the favourite of the people of Switzerland. I had listened to
the songs and popular tales concerning Francis I. and Henry IV;
and a king of France appeared, in my eyes, the most gallant and
generous of mortals. I did not know exactly how much I proposed
to tell the King ; I scrupled the secret my uncle had so severely
enjoined me to preserve ; yet, if he should insist upon knowing
the whole, surely he was able to protect me against the resentment
of a burgher of Uri! However this point might be disposed of, I
felt in myself a destination superior to that of a handicraft in the
silk-mills of Lyons; I believed that I was capable of extraordinary
things. What boy from the swifts, but myself, would have had the
boldness to think of applying for redress to the King of France ? I
was persuaded that I could interest his Majesty in my case, - that I
could induce him to judge me deserving of his protection. I would
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” This was the first time in my life that the ideas of subsistence
and property had been plainly stated to me. My notions, like a
child’s, were very confused on the subject. But, I suppose, proceed-
ing by a sort of implicit conclusion from the visible circumstances
of my father, T had always considered myself as entitled to a full par-
ticipation of those benefits and blessings which a child can enjoy.
What Vaublanc said, however, convinced me that my uncle was
deceiving him. I understood little of the descent of property, and
whether, upon my father’s death, it ought to devolve to his son or
his brother; but I understood still less of the equity of just preserv-
ing from death by hunger the only son of a man who had possessed
every luxury and indulgence that were in use in his country. In a
word, the views now stated to me enlightened my understanding
at once; and, when I found myself thus thrown upon the world, I
apprehended, as it were by necessity, the laws and constitutions of
human life.

”’What is to be done with me, sir ?” said L.

”’You must do as I do,’ replied Vaublanc. * People who have no-
body else to maintain them, maintain themselves. You have seen
shoemakers, and smiths, and joiners at their work ?’

”’ They get money by their work, and with that money they buy
meat and drink. Does my uncle wish me to learn to be a smith or a
joiner ?’

”” No, no. Any body that taught you to be these trades would
require to be paid for the trouble of teaching you, and you would
get nothing by it these seven years We have a trade in Lyons that
we teach to younkers for nothing’

”’And shall I get money by my work immediately?’

No, not for a month’

”’What shall I get then?’

”Twelve sous a week

Will that be enough to save every body else the trouble of pay-
ing any thing for my food, and my lodging, and my clothes ?’

)

R
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”> That it will not. A sprig, like you, cannot do that; he must do
what he can’

And my uncle will pay the rest?’

”’He cannot help himself. You are willing, then, to do what I have
been telling you?’

” 1 must not say much about my willingness, M. Vaublanc. I
never did any work in my life’

”” The more is the pity! In Lyons we find work for children from
four years old - sometimes sooner.

”” And in-in-the country I come from, the children never do
any work, till they are almost as tall as their fathers. They do little
offices, indeed, to be useful sometimes; but nothing like what you
call working for their living. I do not know which way is right;
but I know which is agreeable. I should not so much matter a little
hardship; but you say, I must go no more to school. I cannot think
why, M. Vaublanc, you asked any thing about my willingness!” And
saying this, a flood of tears burst from my eyes.

”” When a schoolboy, continued I, is to be punished, the master
never asks him whether be chooses it, M. Vaublanc, I cannot help
myself. I am in a strange country ; and have neither father, nor
mother, nor any body to care for me. Take me, and dispose of me
as you please, and as you tell me my uncle directs. I dare say you
are a just man, and will do me no harm. Wherever you put me, I
will endeavour to be a good boy, and that nobody shall be angry
with me. I will be attentive, and learn as well as I can, and work as
hard as I can. But, pray, pray, M. Vaublanc, do not ask me another
time, whether I am willing?’

”’That will do, boy, said he, nodding his bead. *You will get better
satisfied with your situation, as you grow used to it’

” Saying this, he put on his hat, and bid me follow him. As we
passed along, ”’You know, I believe, what I am?’

”’I have heard: a manufacturer of silk’

”One part of this business is to prepare the silk, as it comes from
the worm, for the sempstress and the weaver. This is done by means
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CHAPTER XIII

"BY degrees I became more serious and mediatating. I said to my-
self, "What am I? and wherefore am I here?’ The years of nonage
in the human creature are many, partly because be is surrounded
with parents, and kindred, and acquaintances, whose habit it is to
take care of him, and to direct his steps. Perhaps the majority of
human beings never think of standing by themselves, and choos-
ing their own employments, till the sentence has been regularly
promulgated to them, -It is time for you to take care of yourself.
For my part, I found myself cast upon a new world, without rela-
tions, acquaintances, or friends, and this urged me on prematurely
to acts of discretion. I could scarcely persuade myself that the life to
which I was devoted, deserved the name of taking care of me, and
therefore began to cast about in my own thoughts what I should
do.
” I need not tell you that I detested the condition in which I
found myself placed, and longed to escape from it, and seek my for-
tune. But whither direct my steps ? I dared not think of Switzerland.
There resided my uncle, that malignant demon, the recollection of
whom haunted my thoughts, waking and sleeping. In all the rest of
the world I knew not even the private and proper name of a human
creature. I had listened, however, to the old songs of Switzerland,
and had some acquaintance with the romances of the middle ages.
Mine were the years of romance. Without knowledge enough of
what may actually passing in the scenes of the universe, yet with a
restless imagination, and a powerful motive urging me to consult
it, I patched up as I could, from narratives of humble life, and tales
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and to keep this rotation constantly up to a certain pace is one of
the great desiderata of human happiness. When the succession of
ideas flags, or is violently restrained in its circumvolutions, this
produces by degrees weariness, ennui, imbecility, and idiotism.
Conceive how this progress is impeded by the task of continually
watching fifty-six threads! The quantity of thought required in
this office is nothing, and yet it shuts out, and embroils, and snaps
in pieces, all other thoughts.

“Another law which governs the sensorium in man is the law of
association. In contemplation and reverie, one thought introduces
another perpetually; and it is by similarity, or the hooking of one
upon the other, that the process of thinking is carried on. In books
and in living discourse the case is the same; there is a constant
connection and transition, leading on the chain of the argument.
Try the experiment of reading for half an hour a parcel of words
thrown together at random, which reflect no light on each other,
and produce no combined meaning; and you will have some,
though an inadequate, image of the sort of industry to which I
was condemned. Numbness and vacancy of mind are the fruits of
such an employment. It ultimately transforms the being who is
subjected to it, into quite a different class or species of animal.

’My Sundays, as I have said, restored me to the sort of creature T had
been. At first, the feeling of this was enough for me; I was too happy
to be capable of much reflection. I leaped, and skipped, and ran, and
played a thousand ridiculous antics, that I might convince myself
that I was not wholly an automaton. In a few weeks, however, when
the novelty of these periodical seasons of rest was somewhat worn
off, I began to feel my pleasure tarnished by the recollection that,
when Sunday was gone, Monday, and after that five other mortal
days, would inevitably follow. The day of rest was so short!
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of mills. I have two or three large ones, and employ a great number
of work-people in them. You had rather work for me, than for a
master you did not know ?’

”” That I had. The thing is frightful to me, because it is a thing I
never thought of. ButI should fear it more, if it placed me altogether
among strangers.

”’You cannot think, pursued M. Vaublanc, * what an advantage
these mills are to the city of Lyons. In other places, children are a
burthen to their poor parents ; they have to support them, till they
are twelve or fourteen years of age, before they can do the least
thing for their own maintenance: here the case is entirely other-
wise, In other places, they ran ragged -and wild about the streets:
no such thing is to be seen at Lyons. In short, our town is a perfect
paradise. We are able to take them at four years of-age, and in some
cases sooner. Their little fingers, as soon as they have well learned
the use of them, are employed for the relief of their parents, who
have brought them up from the breast. They learn no bad habits;
but are quiet, and orderly, and attentive, and industrious. What a
prospect for their future lives! God himself must approve and bless
a race who are thus early prepared to be of use to themselves and
others. Among us, it is scarcely possible there should be such a
thing as poverty. We have no such thing as idleness, or lewdness,
or riot, or drunkenness, or debauchery of any sort. Let the day of
judgment come when it will, it will never surprise us in a situation
in which we should be ashamed to be found’

I never heard M. Vaublanc so eloquent. Eloquence was not his
characteristic; but he was now on his favourite topic, —a topic in-
timately connected with his fame, his country, and the patriotic
services which he rendered her. He did not completely recollect,
while he talked on so interesting a subject, that he was address-
ing himself to a child scarcely more than eight years of age. Some
things that he said were not exactly in accord with the vivacity of
my temper, and the present state of my feelings. But, on the whole,
I was fixed and penetrated by the warm colouring he bestowed on
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his picture. I checked the rebelliousness of my heart, and said, ’
Probably it is better for me that I should be admitted into so pure
and exemplary a society. I longed to set my foot upon the threshold
of the terrestrial paradise he described.

” My impatience was speedily gratified. We entered a very spa-
cious building, which was divided, however, no otherwise than into
four rooms, floor above floor. The lower or under-ground apart-
ment was occupied by the horse that gave motion to the mill, and
he was relieved every hour. Two horses were the stock to each
mill. Above stairs, the walls were lined on three sides with the
reels, or, as the English manufacturers call them, swifts, which re-
ceive the silk as it is devolved from certain bobbins. Of these there
were about: eleven hundred in the first floor, as many in the sec-
ond, and as many in the third; in all, between three and four thou-
sand. It was curious to recollect that all these, by means of wheels
and other contrivances in the machine, were kept in perpetual mo-
tion by a single quadruped. In each apartment I saw several men,
more women, and a greater number of children, busily employed.
M. Vaublanc was so obliging as to take me over the whole, before
he assigned me my task.

” You will not suppose there was any thing very cheerful or ex-
hilarating in the paradise we had entered. The idea of a mill is the
antipathy of this. One perpetual, dull, flagging sound pervaded the
whole. The walls were bare; the inhabitants were poor. The children
in general earned little more than twelve sous in a week; most of
the women, and even several of the men, but about one French
crown. We must correct our ideas, And imagine a very sober par-
adise, before we can think of applying the name to this mansion.

” I was most attentive to the employment of the children, who
were a pretty equal number of both sexes. There were about twenty
on each floor, sixty in all. Their chief business was to attend to the
swifts; the usual number being fifty-six which was assigned to the
care of each child. The threads, while the operation of winding was
going on, were of course liable to break; and, the moment a thread
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- ’nurse of my cheerful infancy, in these beauteous retreats, me-
thinks I see thee still!” — I scented the fragrant air, and I exchanged
the flagging songs of my brother-slaves, for the joyous warbling
of the vocal woods. The poorest slave that lives, when withdrawn
into a solitude like this, is upon a level with the greatest lord. If he
does not tread upon floors of porphyry, and is not canopied with
roofs of granite, he, however, possesses himself in the midst of a
palace more glorious than human fingers ever formed.

"You may think, perhaps, that my Sunday enjoyments, such as
I describe, were of too grave and contemplative a character,
to belong to such early years. I assure you, however, I do not
describe them up to the height of what I then felt, and now
remember them. In answer to your objection, I can only remark,
that adversity, or rather the contrast between present adversity
and past good fortune, tends beyond all other things to sharpen
the apprehension. These scenes would have produced no such
effect upon the other boys of the mill, because they had known
no such contrast. They would not have afforded me the delight
I describe, had I not been so much restrained from them, and
restrained in so hateful a confinement. My heart felt no less
unchained and free at these periods, than is the river, which
bad been locked up in frost, and at length by the influence of ge-
nial zephyrs is restored to her beloved murmurings and meanders.

”I firmly believe that, if there had been no Sundays and holidays, I
should have remained many years the prisoner of M. Vaublanc. My
days of labour were days of oblivion. It is impossible to describe to
you the state of mind of a human creature, whose incessant office
it is from morning to night to watch the evolution of fifty-six
threads. The sensorium in man has in it something of the nature
of a mill, but it is moved by very different laws from those of a
mill contrived for the manufacture of silk threads. The wheels
move in swifter rotation than those I was appointed to watch;
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together from the guilt of a distracted attention, was continually
before my sight. The supervisor of the machine contracted, from
necessity, a part of the rugged and ferocious character which
belongs to a slave-driver in the West Indies. There was one
phenomenon among us that might have surprised and misled an
ordinary spectator. Our house of confinement often echoed with
songs, and frequently an hundred voices from different parts of the
machine joined in the same tune. Was not this a clear indication
of gaiety and tranquillity of heart? I remembered one day, when I
was in England, I had occasion to spend two hours in your prison
of Newgate. The window of the apartment where I sat overlooked
the press-yard, where a number of convicts were assembled,
waiting the occasion of being transported to the other side of
the globe. They were employed in the manner I have mentioned,
singing out in chorus some of the popular songs of their country.
But, alas! there, as in the silk-mills of Lyons, it was a melancholy
ditty. The tone was heavy, monotonous, and flat. There was the
key and the note of gaiety, but the heart was wanting. It was
like the spectacle of a fresh and well-grown human body placed
erect against a wall, satisfactory in other respects, — but it was
dead. They sung, bold and audacious in the face of despair, just as
the fear-struck peasant sings along the churchyard at midnight,
expecting every moment to see a ghost start up at his feet.

”On each returning Sunday the chains which confined my foot-
steps were suspended. This day I regularly devoted to solitude
and reverie. It is not to be described what pleasure I derived
from this resource. It was a new being that descended upon me.
In the room of dead, naked, and discoloured walls, I beheld the
canopy of heaven. In the room of the ever-turning swifts, which
in multitudes surrounded me on every side, I beheld the trees and
the fields, the fruits of rural industry, and the grand features of
all-powerful nature. ’Oh, Switzerland!” I would have said, if I had
dared trust my lips even in soliloquy with the enchanting sound,
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was broken, the benefit of the swift to which it belonged was at a
stand. The affair of the child was, by turning round the swift, to find
the end, and then to join it to the corresponding end attached to the
bobbin. The child was to superintend the progress of these fifty-six
threads, to move backward and forward in his little tether of about
ten feet, and, the moment any accident happened, to repair it. I
need not tell you that I saw no great expressions of cheerfulness in
either the elder or the younger inhabitants of these walls: their oc-
cupations were too anxious and monotonous— the poor should not
be too much elevated, and incited to forget themselves. There was
a kind of stupid and hopeless vacancy in every face: this proceeded
from the same causes.

” Not one of the persons before me exhibited any signs of vigour
and robust health. They were all sallow; their muscles flaccid, and
their form emaciated. Several of the children appeared to me, judg-
ing from their size, to be under four years of age -I never saw such
children. Some were not tall enough with their little arms to reach
the swift; these had stools, which they carried in their hands, and
mounted as occasion offered. A few, I observed, had a sort of iron
buskins on which they were elevated; and, as the iron, was worked
thin, they were not extremely unwieldy. Children, before they had
learned that firm step with the sole of the natural foot, without
which it is impossible ever to be a man, were thus disciplined to
totter upon stilts. But this was a new invention, and not yet fully
established.

” This, or nearly all this, I observed upon my first survey of
M. Vaublanc’s manufactory. In addition to this, I afterward found,
what you will easily conceive, that it was not without much sever-
ity that the children were trained to the regularity I saw. Figure to
yourself a child of three or four years of age. The mind of a child is
essentially independent; he does not, till be has been formed to it
by bard experience, frame to himself the ideas of authority and sub-
jection. When he is rated by his nurse, he expresses his mutinous
spirit by piercing cries; when he is first struck by her in anger, he is
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ready to fall into convulsions of rage: it almost never happens oth-
erwise. It is a long while (unless be is unmercifully treated indeed)
before a rebuke or a blow produces in him immediate symptoms
of submission. Whether with the philosopher we choose to regard
this as an evidence of our high destination, or with the theologian
cite it as an indication of our universal depravity, and a brand we
bear of Adam’s transgression, the fact is indisputable. Almost all
that any parent requires of -a child of three or four years of age
consists in negatives: stand still, do not go there : do not touch that.
He scarcely expects or desires to obtain from him any mechani-
cal attention. Contrast this with the situation of the children I saw:
brought to the mill at six in the morning; detained till six at night;
and, with the exception of half an hour for breakfast, and an hour at
dinner, kept incessantly watchful over the safety and regularity of
fifty-six threads continually turning. By my soul, I am ashamed to
tell you by what expedients they are brought to this unintermitted
vigilance, this dead life, this inactive and torpid industry!

” Consider the subject in another light. Liberty is the school of
understanding. This is not enough adverted to. Every boy learns
more in his hours of play, than in his hours of labour. In school be
lays in the materials of thinking; but in his sports he actually thinks:
he whets his faculties, and he opens his eyes. The child, from the
moment of his birth, is an experimental philosopher: be essays his
organs and his limbs, and learns the use of his muscles. Every one
who will attentively observe him, will find that this is his perpetual
employment. But the whole process depends upon liberty. Put him
into a mill, and his understanding will improve no more than that
of the horse which turns it. I know that it is said that the lower
orders of the people have nothing to do with the cultivation of the
understanding; though for my part I cannot see how they would
be the worse for that growth of practical intellect, which should
enable them to plan and provide, each one for himself, the increase
of his conveniences and competence. But be it so ! I know that
the earth is the great Bridewell of the universe, where spirits de-
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that I should have digested a resolute plan, and have persisted in
the execution in spite of every obstacle that might arise.

“But I had by no means the courage adequate to such an exploit.
I felt like one of those unhappy beings we read of in books of
supernatural adventures, who are placed in the hands of some
powerful genius invisible to mortal sight, who dare not move
lest they should meet with his hand, nor speak lest they should
offend an unknown and never-absent auditor. It was thus I feared
the ascendancy of my uncle. If men of powerful and vigorous
minds, a Rousseau and others, have surrendered themselves to the
chimeras of a disturbed imagination, and have believed that they
were every where at the disposal of some formidable and secret
confederacy, what wonder that I, a boy of eight years old, should
be subject to a similar alarm? Childhood is the age of superstition.
The more I indulged this fear, the more my terror grew; and, in a
short time, I believe I could sooner have died, than have brought
myself to divulge a secret, the publication of which so obviously
led to my benefit. Thus, by the machinations of my cruel guardian,
I was involved in a state of slavery, body and soul, such as has
seldom been the lot of a human creature.

”I remained for a considerable time an inmate of my prison-house.
M. Vaublanc found that a person, so mean in his destination as
I was, was not entitled to the luxuries and refinements of his
mansion and board, and placed me as a lodger with one of the
labourers in his mill. At the same time he took from me the clothes
which I had hitherto worn, and assigned me a garb similar to that
of my fellow-slaves. Thus I became in all external respects like
the companions with whom I was now associated; and, whatever
I might feel within, could in no point be distinguished by the
common observer from the miserable beings around me. I became
familiar with objects of distress. The sort of training and drilling,
necessary at first to preserve an infant during twelve hours
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”The injustice practised toward me by my uncle, rendered me from
the period of my removal to Lyons a creature of soliloquy and
reverie. Children, at the early age at which I then was, are usually
all frankness and communication; they tell to their companions
and playmates every thing they know, and every thing they con-
jecture. I had a secret that must never be uttered. Once or twice in
the few months in which I frequented the school I have mentioned
(for afterward my temptations grew less), I was on the point of
disclosing my history to a youthful favourite. But, when I had half
resolved to unload my bosom, such apprehension suddenly seized
me, that my tongue faltered, and my heart beat with violence, as
if it would choke me. At one time, walking with my youngster
friend on a narrow bank, just as I had prepared myself to speak,
my foot slipped, and I sprained my ankle, so as to occasion a
considerable swelling. At another, by a strange coincidence, a
terrible clap of thunder burst upon me, succeeded by uncommon
lightning and rain, which of necessity forced the thoughts both
of my companion and myself into a new channel. These accidents
took a superstitious hold of my fancy, and made me more reluctant
than before to break the injunctions which had been laid upon me.

"Had I dared to attempt to deliver myself from the cruel bondage
into which I had been kidnapped, it would have been a very
arduous task for a child of little more than eight years of age. I
might have chosen for my confidant and preserver some creature
of my uncle, and have thus rendered my situation more desperate.
No indifferent man would have undertaken my cause and my
rescue; he would have looked on my distress with a sense of
momentary compassion, and then, like the Levite in the parable,
have passed by on the other side. It could be only a man of warm
humanity, animated with a strong love of justice and hatred of
oppression, that, for the sake of me, a friendless outcast and an
exile, would have strung himself to the encounter of prosperous
and successful vice. It would naturally have required on my part,
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scended from heaven are committed to drudgery and hard labour.
Yet I should be glad that our children, up to a certain age, were
exempt; sufficient is the hardship and subjection of their whole fu-
ture life; methinks, even Egyptian taskmasters would consent that
they should grow up in peace, till they had acquired the strength
necessary for substantial service.

” Liberty is the parent of strength. Nature teaches the child, by
the play of the muscles, and pushing out his limbs in every direc-
tion, to give them scope to develope themselves. Hence it is that
he is so fond of sports and tricks in the open air, and that these
sports and tricks are so beneficial to him. He runs, he vaults, he
climbs, he practises exactness of eye and sureness of aim. His limbs
grow straight and taper, and his joints well knit and flexible. The
mind of a child is no less vagrant than his steps; it pursues the
gossamer, and flies from object to object, lawless and unconfined:
and it is equally necessary to the developement of his frame, that
his thoughts and his body should be free from fetters. But then he
cannot earn twelve sous a week. These children were uncouth and
ill-grown in every limb, and were stiff and decrepit in their carriage,
so as to seem like old men. At four years of age they could earn salt
to their bread; but at forty, if it were possible that they should live
so long, they could not earn bread to their salt. They were made
sacrifices, while yet tender; and, like the kid, spoken of by Moses,
were seethed and prepared for the destroyer in their mother’s milk.
This is the case in no state of society, but in manufacturing towns.
The children of gipsies and savages have ruddy cheeks and a sturdy
form, can run lie lapwings, and climb trees with the squirrel.
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CHAPTER XII

”YOU will readily imagine what a thunder-stroke it was to me to
be entered as one of the members in this vast machine. Up to the
period of eight years of age I had been accustomed to walk upon
the level plain of human society; I had submitted to my parents
and instructors; but I had no idea that there was any class or cast
of my fellow-creatures superior to that in which I was destined
to move. This persuasion inspires into the heart, particularly the
heart of the young, such gaiety of temper, and graceful confidence
in action! Now I was cast down at once, to be the associate of
the lowest class of mechanics, paupers, brutified in intellect, and
squalid in attire.

”I had, however, the courage to make up my resolution at once to
the calamities of my station. I saw what it was to which it would
be necessary for me to submit; and I felt too proud, to allow myself
to be driven by blows and hard usage to that from which I could
not escape. I discharged with diligence the task assigned me, and
wasted in torpid and melancholy labour the hours of the day.

"What may appear strange, this terrible reverse of fate by no
means operated to stupify my intellect. I was like those victims
of Circe that we read of in Homer, who, though they had lost the
external symbols of a superior nature, retained the recollection
of what they had been, and disgust at what they were. You will
perhaps scarcely suppose that my age was ripe enough for this.
If T had been removed to a pleasing scene, if I had continued a
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pupil in the schools of liberal education, the impressions of my
early years would probably have faded by degrees from my mind.
But in the dreary situation in which I was now placed, they were
my favourite contemplation; I thought of them for ever. It was
by remembering them only, that I felt the difference between
myself and the squalid beings around me. When Adam and Eve
were driven out of Paradise, and turned loose upon the dreary and
inhospitable plains, how fondly did they recollect the bowers and
lawns they had quitted, the luxuriant flowers and blushing fruits,
and the light and soothing employments which had there been
their pursuit!

"It was naturally to have been expected, that I should look
back to my native country, and, finding myself thus cruelly
and iniquitously treated, should seek among the scenes and the
acquaintances of my infant years the redress of my grievances.
If T had returned to the vale of Urseren, and the foot of the St.
Gothard; nay, if I had whispered the particulars of my story in
the ears of one man of eminence and respect within the circuit of
Switzerland; it cannot be but that I should have found a friend, a
protector, and a champion. But I dared not do this. The mysterious
threatenings of my uncle still sounded in my ears. He had given
me a new name; he had left me among new faces; he bad entered
me upon a new species of existence. He had expressly prohibited
all reference and connection between my former and my present
state. What did this mean? I had too little knowledge of the
modes of human life to be able to appreciate his menaces. This
was the second revolution in my fortune. By the death of my
father I found myself placed in absolute dependence upon an
uncle, who had before had no power over me. A child has no
standard within himself for these things; he is sensible of his own
weakness; he watches the carriage and demeanour of the persons
about him, and from thence judges what he is, and what he can be.
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enough to believe, that the course to which you are returning, is
consistent with goodness. Many of your most familiar thoughts
will be sensual and groveling; not of the class of impulses of sense
which are purified by the most sacred charities of our nature; but
of those which lead us to associate with the debauched, and to have
our favourite resort in the haunts of profligacy. You will have a suc-
cession of mistresses; there will not be one vestige of the refined
and the ideal, what is noblest in taste and most exquisite in moral
feeling, left within you, By gross and vulgar souls you will be ad-
mitted for respectable; the men who do honour to the species to
which they belong, with one consent will pity and will shun you./

"Fleetwood, you must now decide -now, and for ever.

’Casimir, my heart bleeds for you. Think what my feelings are;
the feelings of Ruffigny, to whom the name of Fleetwood is a name
for every thing sacred, who cannot be content that one spot should
stain the lustre of its white, who lives only in the hope to discharge
a small part of his obligations to your father and grandfather, and
whose aged heart will burst, the moment he is convinced the son
is fixed to disgrace the virtues of his ancestors!-

"You will recollect that I had a business which made it desirable
for me to make an excursion into Devonshire, previously to my
return to my native country. I have seized this occasion for that
purpose. I shall be absent a fortnight. Casimir, I cannot parley with
you. I leave you to your reflections. When I return, I shall know,
whether Ruffigny is to live or die.

"Yours, more than his own,

T.ER:

Before I had half read this letter I rung the bell, and ordered my-
self a post-chaise. I felt that I could suffer a thousand deaths sooner
than pass this fortnight in separation, or suffer my friend to remain
a moment in doubt of my good resolutions, when I had formed
them. I travelled all night, and overtook Ruffigny at Basingstoke.
I rushed into his arms; I could not utter a word; I sobbed on his
bosom. When I could speak, I was endless in my professions of
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refinement and art have placed between man and man. It would
be an amusing picture, to set me on my wooden stool with my
little dinner in an earthen pan, as I ate it at the silk-mill, beside
even a petit souper of the King of France. I own that I felt certain
qualms about my heart when I thought of my adventure, and
looked round upon the splendours of Fontainebleau.

”As Iwas wandering about, full of these reflections, a grave-looking
man came up and accosted me. He said, he saw I was a stranger,
and offered to point out to me the curiosities of the place. It is
singular, but I was struck with a certain resemblance between him
and the man who had undertaken to be my tutor in the press-yard
of Dijon. I was, however, now in a very different temper from
that which inspired me then. Then I was under the pressure of a
very dangerous embarrassment, and had determined to find my
safety in the most inflexible reserve. Now my heart was open,
and my spirits light; beside which, I was anxious for communica-
tion, and had a hundred enquiries which I wished to have resolved.

"I therefore willingly entered into conversation with this stranger.
I asked him whether the King of France ever now came to
Fontainebleau; I enquired of him concerning the structure and
site of the palace of Versailles, how the King was attended, and
where and in what manner he spent the different hours of the
day. My communicative friend seemed to be well informed in all
these particulars, and his intelligence was copious and interesting.
In the mean time he observed me closely, and drew more sound
and perfect conclusions respecting me and my fortunes than I
was aware. At length he told me that he was going to set out the
next morning for Versailles, and offered to become my guide. I
willingly accepted his kind proposal.
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VOLUME THE SECOND

’Another symptom which almost bids me despair, is the recent
date of your conversion and good resolutions. The evening before
we set out from Merionethshire, we wept together at your father’s
grave. The monitor whom you consented, at seventy years of age,
to withdraw from his native valley, and to bring along through var-
ious climes and states, has not yet quitted you. If you relapse, while
all these things are green and fresh before you, what shall be pre-
dicted of the actions and pursuits in which you will be engaged a
few years hence?

’Shame, my dear Fleetwood, shame is ever the handmaid of vice.
What is the language you have held to me / for the last three weeks?
What shall I name you? Mean prevaricator! You pretended to in-
form me who were the persons with whom you associated. You
mentioned all the men of your society; you did not hint at a single
woman. You said, you felt no such partiality to Sir George Brad-
shaw, as a mere change of place would not immediately break off.
-Do you think, that there is no vice in the conduct, which led you
thus pitifully to juggle with your friend? Do you think that such a
juggler is worthy the name of Fleetwood, or worthy the name of
man?

"You say that, in attaching yourself to the mistress of Lord Man-
deville, you neither seduce innocence, nor make yourself responsi-
ble for the violation of solemn vows. Be it so. A sound mind would
prompt you not to describe your conduct by negatives, but to en-
quire, what it is that you do? You sacrifice the serenity of an hon-
ourable mind to the tumult of the lowest passions in man. It is as
true of the connection you now propose, as of any of the past, that
you cannot esteem the person with whom you form this warm and
entire intimacy. Every creature that lives, derives some of the color
of his being from the objects which are continually and familiarly
around him.

"You have heard it said, that no man can be a great poet, or an
elevated and generous writer, who is not first a good man. Good-
ness is the cornerstone of all true excellence. You cannot be blind
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I was impatient to peruse this letter. Yet, even while I opened it,
a thousand contending thoughts were embattled in my mind. I fdt
that his going was intimately connected with our dissension of that
morning. I vehemently accused myself for having so far offended
the good old man. I was full of resentment against him for having,
at this first difference, conceived a mortal offence, It was not till
after repeated efforts, that I found myself in a state sufficiently calm
to read the letter. /

"Casimir Fleetwood, The fact is at length ascertained. I have trav-
elled from Switzerland to Britain, and my dear friend, your late
father, has died, -in vain.

’Is it possible? Shall this be so? Casimir Fleetwood, you are called
on to decide!

I cannot descend to altercation. It is not seemly, that tried
and hoary integrity should come into the lists, to chop logic with
petulant and hot-blooded vice. If events, such as have lately been
brought to strike upon your heart, will not waken you, in vain
might a stronger impulse be sought in the deductions of Zeno, and
the homilies of EpiCtetus.” Remember what I am, and how related
to your family; remember your late father; remember the day of
the lake of Uri!

’On that day you said, "Would to God it were in my power to re-
cal a few past months! My prospects and my pleasures are finished,;
my life is tarnished; my peace is destroyed; I shall never again think
of myself with approbation, or with patience!” And you are now re-
turned to the course of life which you then censured with so much
bitterness. Was it you that said it?

’One of the worst symptoms on the present occasion, is the
sophistry with which you defend your error. A beginning sinner
offends, and accuses himself while he offends; a veteran in wrong
has still some flimsy, miserable dissertation, by which he proves
that wrong is not wrong.
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CHAPTER 1

"WE went together to Paris, and arrived about the close of the
evening. Our conversation had been eager and animated, and my
companion proposed our taking up our lodging at the same inn. I
was a total stranger in this great metropolis, and willingly accepted
his suggestion. The streets by which we entered the capital were
by no means so sumptuous as the idea of so celebrated a city had
given me to expect; but I presently observed that my conductor
led me away from the principal streets, and that his route lay
through many a dark passage and many an alley. The house of
reception to which we repaired corresponded to the road by which
we reached it. My fellow-traveller, however, appeared to be well
known to its inhabitants, and I observed various significant winks
and gestures that passed between him and the hostess. After a
brief supper, we were shown to a room where there were two beds.

“The equivocal character of the inn in which I took up my night’s
repose did not disturb me. I sought for no present splendours, and
my plan through my journey had been simplicity and economy.
When the candle was put out, then the train of my splendours
began. My heart bounded with joy, when I thought that I was
thus far toward the end of my labours. I folded my arms about
me with wanton triumph, as if I would bestow upon myself an
embrace of congratulation. The turrets and the spires of Paris, I
regarded as the emblems of my independence. In the midst of this
mighty scene, the conviction came home to me with pleasure, that
I belonged to no one; ’For, alas!” said I to myself, ’since the death
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of my father, I have not seen one human creature to whom I could
wish to belong! I am set loose from all compulsory connections;
but I will not long be alone!’

*This short meditation was to me the precursor of sleep; and my
slumbers were sweet and balmy. I was fatigued with my long
peregrinations, and the sun was high before I roused myself from
repose. When I awoke, the first thing I observed was that my
companion was gone. I wonder, said I to myself, "'whether I shall
see him again.’ I thought that it would full as well content me that
I should not. I determined to arrange the particulars of my plan in
my own way; and the having such a companion as this would but
have interrupted and embarrassed me.

I began to dress myself. Through my whole journey, I had had
the precaution to take my breeches, containing my little stock of
cash, into my bed, and to place them near, or rather under, some
part of my body. At first, I did not remark any difference from the
morning before, and the usual appearance of things. Presently,
however, a suspicion flashed across my mind; I passed my hand
along the pocket; it went over smooth and without interruption. I
felt within-there was nothing! I went to the other pocket; all was
vacancy. I threw back the clothes of the bed, with a faint hope that
my money was to be found there. I turned over and shook every
thing: I felt in all my pockets a thousand times: I examined in the
same manner the bed-clothes of my fellow-traveller: I searched
impossible places.

"Pity me, my dear Fleetwood, pity me! Distant as is the period I am
describing from the present, I can never think of this horrible event,
without a twinge at the heart which I cannot describe. I was then
a little, uninstructed boy, and now I am an old man, and my hairs
are white; yet I cannot mention this adventure without feeling
my throat dry, and my voice suffocated. Common robberies are
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nence attended by one or the other of these aggravations? And yet
this obstinate old Swiss will not be beaten out of it!’

This argument, no doubt, was exceedingly demonstrative and
satisfactory; but, as I passed and repassed it in my / mind, I did not
altogether like it. I hastened to dine with Sir George Bradshaw, and
to visit Mrs. Comorin. I believed I should derive better lights on the
subject from the brilliancy of her eyes, than from Burgersdicius or
Condillac. My sensations of this day were in a high degree painful
and perturbed. I confess that at moments Mrs. Comorin never ap-
peared to me so beautiful as now. I gazed on her with ecstasy; but
that very ecstasy was tempestuous, and interrupted with visions of
my father and my father’s friend. Nothing was dear and perspicu-
ous in my mind. I suspected that my present passion was a vapour
only, was lighter than vanity; my thoughts whispered me, that all
I had seen most worthy and excellent on earth, was my deceased
parent and Ruffigny. My soul was chaos.

A certain sentiment of remorse led me, sooner than usual, to quit
the company and hasten home. I tasked my thoughts as I went, -
’Shall I be distant and cold to Ruffigny? Shall I endeavour to soothe
him, and appease his anger? or, shall I sacrifice every thing at once
to his invaluable friendship?’ I enquired of my servant as I entered,
-"Where is M. Ruffigny?’

"Gone!

’Gone? Whither?’

‘Into the country. He has been employed all day in preparations,
and set out in a post-chaise about half an hour ago.’

‘Impossible! Gone into the country, and say nothing to me of the
matter!’

"He has left a letter for you’
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able in socialties. They depended for their perpetration upon one
eternal scene of hypocrisy and dissimulation. The guilty female,
instead of being that exemplary character which her situation
called upon her to fill, was devoted to licentious thoughts, and
must in her / cooler moments be the object of her own contempt.
The children she brought into me world she could not love, and the
husband she received with personated caresses was the individual
in the world she was conscious of most deeply injuring. Where
such a state of society prevailed, every lover must regard his
mistress with moral disapprobation, and every husband suspect
that by the partner of his bosom his confidence was betrayed.

‘But in the acquaintance I contracted with this English lady, I
injured no one. No delusion was practised by any of the parties.
She would not be made worse by any thing into which she was
induced by me; and neither I nor anyone else understood her but
for what she was. Unfortunately my adventures in Paris had led me
to form such an idea of the sex, that I could never be reconciled to
the thoughts of marriage: must I on that account remain as solitary
and continent as a priest?’

The conversation between me and Ruffigny gradually became
warmer; but I was like Tdemachus in the island of Calypso, so in-
flamed by the wiles of the God of Love, so enamored with the graces
and witchcraft of my Eucharis, that all remonstrances were vain. In
vain were the reasonings of honour and truth; in vain the voice of
my venerable instructor, to which I had vowed everlasting atten-
tion. I paned from him with peevishness and ill humour.

‘Is it possible, said I, as I sallied into the street, 'to conceive
any thing so unreasonable as Ruffigny? There are two principal
crimes which, in the code of just morality, respect the relations
of the sexes, -adultery and seduction, I know that puritans and
monks have added a third to the class, and have inveighed indis-
criminately against all incontinence. I do not decide whether their
censure is wholly destitute of foundation. But was ever anyone so
absurd, as to place simple incontinence upon a level with inconti-
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committed upon a man, who goes home, opens his escritoire, and
puts into his purse the exact sum of which he bad been deprived. I
had lost every thing I possessed in the world. I had just travelled
two hundred and fifty miles, and was distant four hundred from
the seat of my birth and my relations. All my visions, my golden
dreams, my castles in the air, were demolished in a moment. What
was I to do? My visions were not luxuries, were not changes of a
worse state for a better; they stood between me and annihilation.
I saw nothing that remained for me, but to be starved. For God’s
sake, turn to your Aesop; open at the fable of the Dairy-maid
and her Milking-pail; blot it out, and put my adventure in its stead!

“But this was not the principal aggravation of my case. Many men
at many times have, no doubt, lost all that they had. But perhaps
such an event never happened before to a child, entering for the
first time a great metropolis, without a single friend, and four
hundred miles removed from his home. Men have arms to work,
and a head to contrive; they have experience, enabling them to
foresee and calculate the results of a thousand schemes; and a
tongue, to make good their story, to propose things which it shall
be for the interest of the hearer to accept, to parley, and to demand,
through that species of equality which no refinement can destroy,
a fair hearing. I had nothing!

”I sat down, and found relief in a gush of tears. I wept, till I could
weep no more, and felt myself stupified. By and by, a thought
occurred, which roused me. If a man were in my place, what
would he do? He would not sit still, and do nothing. I am alone in
Paris; I must be my own man!

’I went down stairs, and saw my hostess. "Where is the person,
said I, "'who came with me last night?’
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)

Gone-he has been gone these two hours.

”’Where is he gone?’

)

I do not know’

”’When will he come back?’

5

I cannot tell. I never saw him in my life before’

*To ask these questions I was obliged to follow the landlady from
side to side in the great kitchen of the inn. She seemed to be
exceedingly busy, and never stood still for a moment.

”’Madam, said I, ’T have been robbed; this man has taken away all
my money.

“These words stopped her perpetual motion, and fixed her to the
place where she stood.

”’Robbed!” said she; ’this is a fine story! No such word was ever
heard in my house. What business, you little rascal, had you to
come with a robber to my house? Robbed! He is a highwayman,
and you are his jackal. A pretty story, quotha, that you have been
robbed! Such little villains as you always outwit themselves. Betty,
look up the silver tea-spoons! Observe the brat! See what fine
linsey-woolsey clothes he has got on! And pray, my little master,
of what have you been robbed? Of a crooked copper, I warrant!
Yes, I see, there are two of my silver tea-spoons gone. Step for
an officer this moment! Search him! But that is in vain. The boy
seizes the goods, and his companion neatly carries them off. You
shall breakfast, my lad, in the Conciergerie, upon a salt eel! Why
are not you gone, Betty?’
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acquaintance among the audience, he sat in the pit. I was with Sir
George Bradshaw. Mrs Comorin, and her friend, in the Baronet’s
box. Ruffigny perceived me, long before I had an idea mat I was be-
come a spectacle to him. The publicity of the situation restrained
my familiarities with this new mistress of my / affections within
certain bounds; but Ruffigny saw enough, to leave no doubt in his
mind as to the true explanation of the scene. My fair friend was
of too vivacious a temperament, not to playa hundred whimsical
tricks in the course of an hour; I caught the tone from her, and
made myself no less ridiculous. In the heyday of youthful blood, I
was capable of little restraint; and my infant passion inspired me
with unwonted eagerness and activity. In one of my idlest and most
forward sallies I caught the eye of Ruffigny; my face instantly be-
came as red as scarlet’

The next morning at breakfast we met. Ruffigny charged me se-
riously with what he had discovered, with the disgrace I was bring-
ing on my father’s name, and the weakness and frailty of the resolu-
tions I had solemnly made. The infatuation under which I labored,
stung me 10 a defense of the situation in which I had been found.
I more than half suspected that I was wrong; and this rendered me
tenfold the more peremptory and earnest in my vindication.

"Could I, asked Ruffigny, ’apologise for this recent misconduct,
when I had expressed such bitter compunction for the errors I
had fallen into at Paris?” 'Very easily, and very consistently, I
replied. “Those errors I should ever regret, and regarded now with
as much abhorrence as ever. With whom were they committed?
With women having husbands and children, and occupying a
respectable situation in society. I could conceive nothing, which
would be pronounced more atrocious by an uncorrupted mind. If
the crimes, thus committed under a decent veil, and which, like
the thefts of the Spartan youth, were commended as long as they
were carried on with a dexterous obscurity, came to be detected,
what misery and confusion would they produce in families? But,
detected or not detected, they poisoned every thing that was valu-
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perhaps, owing to the dear-bought experience, which I could not
yet recollect without agony, I liked her the better, for her want of
those qualities which had so fatally stung my tranquility.

I had strange qualms in my bosom, when the recollection of my
inconsistency recurred to my thoughts. I, / that had felt with such
bitter remorse my debaucheries at Paris, and the shameful way in
which I had wasted my time when my father lay on his death-bed,
to be so soon caught in the same toils! Yet, what, alas! is the firm-
ness of twenty-one? Five years of licentiousness had laid the foun-
dation in me, deep and broad, for a dissolute character. In my ad-
ventures in Paris I had lost all that ingenuous and decent shame,
which so often and so happily stops a young man on the brink of
the precipice. Even the original sensitiveness and delicacy of my
character rendered me hut the more tremblingly audacious in cer-
tain situations.

I was beyond all things alarmed that the caprice which had thus
seized me, should remain unknown to M. Ruffigny. His thoughts
on the other hand were continually alive to watch. I had been in
the habit, while I had nothing to conceal, of mentioning to this
aged friend, the persons I saw and the places I visited, whenever
we were separated from each other. A practice of this sort, once
begun, cannot, without awkwardness and exciting suspicion. be
broken off; circumstanced, therefore, as I now was, I named to my
monitor Sir George Bradshaw, and the other young men of fash-
ion with whom I associated, but observed an inviolable silence as
to the female members of our parties. Ruffigny’s suspicions were
probably excited. Sir George Bradshaw was by no means the ally
he would have chosen for me. Once or twice he expostulated with
me upon the new intimacies I seemed to be contracting. I assured
him that they were matters of convenience or accident merely, and
that, I felt no such partiality’ to the Baronet, as a mere change of
place would not immediately break off.

One evening that I had left M. Ruffigny to his solitary avocations,
the fancy took him to beguile a few hours at the opera. As he had no

170

’I own I was now terrified, in a very different style from any
thing I had felt in the presence of the mayor of Dijon. I believed
that the house I was in was appropriated to the consultations
of robbers. I had observed the signals of intelligence which had
passed on the preceding evening between my fellow-traveller and
the hostess, and now she denied that she had ever before seen
him in her life. I did not doubt that the story of the tea-spoons
was a concerted fabrication, chosen as the most effectual means
of quashing my complaint respecting the loss of my property. But
what chance had I, an unprotected child, without a friend, and
without a name, to be able to make good my own cause, and defeat
the malicious accusation which was threatened against me! This
was an intolerable addition to the shock I had just felt in finding
myself unexpectedly left without a penny. The whole recurred to
my mind at once, and, though already exhausted with weeping, I
burst afresh into a flood of tears.

”"Betty, a plump and fresh-coloured girl of nineteen, felt her bowels
yearn with compassion for my case. ’Pray, madam, said she, 'do
not be too hard upon this little boy. I dare say he knows nothing
of the tea-spoons.

B3

I dare say no such thing!’ replied the mistress fiercely.
”’Upon my soul, madam, if you will send him to prison, you may
go for an officer yourself. I will have nothing to do with it. For my
part, I wonder what your heart is made of, to think of such a thing’
”’Go, you are a fool!-Well, let him get out of my house! Let him
tramp, as fast as his ten toes can carry him! If ever I catch him
again, I will have no more mercy upon him, than I would upon the
claw of a lobster! Be gone, you gallows little rascal! Off with you!’
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”I took advice of the relentings of the good woman, and decamped.
I know not why, however, I was by no means eager to leave the
street in which she lived. I felt as if in her house I had left behind
me that property, which had been so essential to my projects. I
began to suspect that, notwithstanding her loudness and apparent
fury, the mention of the Conciergerie was a trick, and that all her
aim had been to get me out of her territories. This, however, if
true, would by no means mend the case: it was impossible that I
should obtain redress.

It was well for me that I lingered in my pace, I had not departed
above two minutes, before I felt some one tap me upon the
shoulder. It was my friend, Betty, the barmaid. She held in her
hand a pretty substantial roll of bread ready buttered, which she
presented to me. She chucked me under the chin; and, after an
expressive God bless you, my brave lad! she tripped away by the
path by which she came.

"The offerings of gold, frankincense, and myrrh, presented by the
wise men of the Fast, were not more acceptable to the mother of
Jesus, than this homely roll and butter were to me at this moment.
Yet I was not hungry by sensation; my heart was too full of the
crosses I had sustained: but I was hungry by reflection. This is a
distinction that will be perfectly intelligible to every one, however
heartfull, who shall suppose himself alone for the first time in an
immense metropolis, without a morsel of bread, or the means of
procuring it.

"Poor Betty’s roll and butter proved to me nectar and ambrosia in
one. I did not eat it immediately; but, in proportion as I did, I felt
my spirit revive within me. To have been left without comfort and
without food at this critical period might have been fatal to me.
But the courage of a child, the sunshine of his soul, is easily called
back; and, when the animal feeling of inanition was extinguished
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My inviter, Sir George Bradshaw by name, had boasted of the
charms of his mistress; but there happened to be present, as the -
friend of the lady of the house, a female whose pretensions, at least
in my eyes, outshone those which I had heard so vaunted in an
unspeakable degree. I will not allow myself to dwell upon her fea-
tures or her / figure; suffice it to say, that her motions were lighter
and more graceful than those of a fawn, that the playfulness of het
manner and the sports of her fancy were inexhaustible, that her
voice was more rich and harmonious than the lute of Apollo, and
she sung twenty frolicsome and humorous songs in the course of
the evening with an inexpressible charm. The lady was called Mrs.
Comorio -she had lately cohabited with Lord Mandeville, but she
had quarreled with her admirer, and her heart and her person were
now vacant.

By what infatuation was it that 1 instantly felt myself attracted
toward her? Surely, when nature kneaded my frame, she cast in a
double portion of her most combustible materials! Deep scars were
left in my heart by my Parisian amours, and I believed it impossi-
ble that any of the sex could again possess herself of my inmost
affections. I had argued myself into a contempt of their character;
an opinion that to be a woman, was the same thing as to be heart-
less, artificial, and perfidious. But what a delightful plaything, what
an inexhaustible amusement, should I find in the bewitching Mrs.
Comorin! This was the most dangerous stage of my character. The
heart cannot be used for ever; after a certain number of experi-
ments it becomes obdurate and insensible; but, if I fell, as I now
seemed on the point to do, into the mire of sensuality, I should be-
come a gross and impudent libertine for the term of my life, and
remain a hoary and despicable lecher to the brink of the grave.

I saw this alluring woman again and again, and every time I saw
her I was more pleased than before. She was made up of pride of
heart, ease of manners, and an inexhaustible flow of spirits, -of sen-
timent and real attachment she was wholly incapable. I saw her for
such as she was; but, such as she was, she won my partiality; and,
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and vulgar, and hard and indelicate, -the sort of man with whom
no generous spirit would desire to hold intercourse.

After having spent about two months with me in Merionethshire.
M. Ruffigny consented to accompany me in an excursion. rendered
necessary by particular business, to London. I was not at first ex-
actly aware of the motive / of my venerable monitor to this new
compliance. In the sequel it became sufficiently evident. This was
the first considerable visit I ever paid to the metropolis of England.
Beside the change of scene, I had a new character to sustain. I had
travelled in France a young heir, and in a certain sense under a state
of pupilage. In London I was obliged to regard myself as the head of
a family, and, in poem of fortune, one of the most eminent country
gentlemen of that part of the island where my estates lay, This was
calculated in its first impression [Q inspire me with a certain seri-
ousness. But, beside this, I felt. by the death of my father, and the
society of my father’s friend, purified from the dissipations which
had too long engrossed me. I swore, in the views which [ meditated
for my future life, that I would never again yield to the degrading
follies which had already cost me so bitter a pang.

For some time I kept this resolution. By the persuasions of Ruf-
figny I frequented, in a moderate degree, the society of my equals;
but the very mourning I wore for my deceased parent served as a
memento, keeping alive in my heart the recollection of my duties.

In one unfortunate moment I felt my good resolutions thawing
before the Harne of beauty. A friend, who had made one with me
in a rather numerous party at dinner, persuaded me, when the com-
pany broke up, to accompany him to a pelit souper at the lodgings
of his mistress. Wine is a most eloquent advocate -the Burgundy
and Champagne had been pushed about somewhat briskly at our
dinner, and I suffered myself to be persuaded ill the gaiety of the
moment, I said, no ill consequence can result from this deviation
-I am fortified by a thousand arguments against a relapse into my
former errors -why should I deny myself the sight of beauty?
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within me, something friendly seemed to whisper to me not to de-
spair. I had conquered the greatest part of the distance; I was only
twelve miles from Versailles. A walk of four hours would bring me
to that place which I had regarded as the assured goal of my lasting
prosperity.
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CHAPTER II

” No sooner did the thought occur to me, than I resolved to lose
no time to realise it. I arrived at Versailles about the middle of a
very hot day, broiling with the sun, and covered with dust. I im-
mediately entered the park ; and, having gained a favourable situa-
tion for viewing the palace, protected by the shadow of overhang-
ing trees, I threw myself upon the grass. The first idea that struck
me was, Versailles is infinitely grander and more magnificent than
Fontainebleau. With my eye I measured the piles, surveyed the ar-
chitecture, and remarked the moveable and immoveable objects
around me.

” Shortly, however, I forgot myself, and fell asleep. Yes; arrived at
my haven, and with every thing for which I had panted apparently
within my ken, I fell asleep ! Heat and fatigue contributed to this ;
but I apprehend I should not have been thus overtaken, if it had not
been for the misfortunes which that morning had overtaken me. A
mitigated and familiar sorrow blunts the faculties, and disposes to
lethargy.

” I had not slept long before I was roused from my oblivion by
the sound of a fife, and the passing along of a file of soldiers. This
was to me a most agreeable moment, I shook myself, and gazed
intently upon the men as they passed. I recognised in them, as I
stood still to view, the physiognomy of my native country. While
I lived at home, in the canton of Uri, I was unaware of the exis-
tence of this physiognomy ; the particulars which distinguished
the persons around me from each other, were more remarked by
me than those in which they resembled. But my residence at Lyons
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CHAPTER V

In such talk I and my friend spent the chief part of our journey to
England. We reached Merionethshire, and found a desolated man-
sion, and a tenanted grave. In the one, and over the other, we united
our ears. 'My friend! my father! most generous of men’ were the
epithets with which a thousand times we saluted the shade of the
departed.

And here I beg leave to protest against the doctrine too com-
monly promulgated in the world, that we ought to call off our
thoughts, as speedily as possible, from the recollection of our de-
ceased friends, and not waste our spirits in lamentation for irreme-
diable losses. The persons from whom I have oftenest heard this
lesson, have been of the class of the hard-hearted, who have sought
in such ’counsels of prudence’ an apology for their own unfeeling
serenity. He was a wiser man than they, who said, ’It is good to
dwell in the house of mourning; for by the sadness of the coun-
tenance the part is made better. Certainly I found a salutary and
purifying effect, in talking to the spirit of my father when I was
alone, and in discoursing of his good deeds and his virtues when 1
came into society. I cannot accuse these habits of having generated
in me an inclination to indolence and inactivity; or, if they intro-
duced a short interval of that sort, it was a heaven-born inactivity,
by which my whole character was improved. Woe to the man who
is always busy, -hurried in a turmoil of engagements, from occupa-
tion to occupation, and with no seasons interposed, of recollection,
contemplation, and repose! Such a man must inevitably be gross
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Human beings are in all cases so fond of their creatures! In the ob-
jects of their generosity they behold the mirror of their own virtues,
and are satisfied. Your grandfather made me his child, and doted on
me as such. But your father, without the smallest pretence to this
original merit, without any stimulus in the gratification of his own
complacence, entered into the sentiment of my preserver, never
uttered a murmur, never felt a compunction, but fully approved of
the lavish which stripped him of so considerable a portion of his
fortune. it was this feeling of his heart which made us brothers,
brothers by a dearer bond than that of nature, by a more sacred tie
than that of a common descent. My soul has always panted for an
occasion of showing myself worthy of such a friend, of repaying
some small part of the obligation I owe to the name of Fleetwood,;
but I shall go down to the grave ungratified in this first wish of my
heart’
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had sharpened my perceptions in this respect. Every man loves his
native soil ; and the Swiss are said to have more ’of this sentiment
than any other people. I had myself been in a state of banishment,
and, as I may phrase it, -a state of solitary imprisonment. When-
ever I met a Swiss in the streets of Lyons, my little heart leaped
within my bosom, and I could not help hailing him as a brother in
the peculiar phraseology of my country. My salutation never failed
to call forth a cheerful and affectionate response from the person
to whom it was addressed. This was usually all that occurred : we
mutually bade each other good day, and passed on. Yet this kind of
encounter often furnished me with an intellectual feast for a whole
day; it made the sun shine upon me through the opake windows
of the silk-mill, and cheered my soul as I stood at the swifts. An
accident of this nature did not fail to happen to me twenty times
during my abode at Lyons, and, perhaps, with as many different
persons.

” It had been one of the motives that secretly stimulated me in
my project upon the King of France, that I knew that the favourite
guards of his court were Swiss, and that, when I came there, I
should feel so much the less a stranger, as I should be able to speak,
and address my enquiries to my own countrymen. To a poor, des-
titute, and pennyless vagabond, it was at this moment like heaven,
to gaze upon the countenance of a little cluster of my countrymen,
at the same time that I recollected that I was four hundred miles
distant from my native home. It was like Macbeth gazing upon the
descendants of Banquo, except that, though the view in each in-
stance was pregnant with emotion, my emotions were of a nature
opposite to his : every countenance, as it passed in series and suc-
cession before me, gave new sting to my pleasure, and elevated my
heart an inch the higher. I said to myself, "These men will surely be
my friends ; removed, as we are, from the spot where Nature pro-
duced us, they will feel that here I belong to them ; they will not
leave a poor Swiss child to perish for hunger within their quarters’
It was a restoration from death to life.
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”As they proceeded along in a sort of parade, I dared not, on this
occasion, address them with my customary salutation I resolved to
wait till I could meet with one of them, not upon duty, and alone. It
was not necessary for me to wait long. As I strayed about the park, I
met with a respectable looking man, a private, with an infant in his
arms. I saluted him, and we entered into conversation. He seemed
surprised at seeing me there, and asked me whether I belonged to
any of the companies on duty at Versailles. I told him nearly the
same particulars of my story as I had communicated to the mayor
of Dijon. I said I was the son of a Swiss, and that I was born at home.
My parents had brought me up in ease and opulence ; but they
were now dead, and, having left me, their only child, to the care
of an uncle, this treacherous guardian had turned me adrift upon
the world. Agreeably to my former resolution, I did not mention
Lyons, and I abstained from violating the secret which my uncle
had so tremendously enjoined me. I concluded, however, with my
adventure of that morning, and the loss of all that I had.

” The honest Swiss believed my story. He seated me by him on a
bench, and put the child on his knee ; and, in token of his sympathy
with my adventures, took me affectionately by the hand when I had
concluded my little narrative. He uttered several exclamations, and
made several remarks upon the particulars as I related them ; but, as
his remarks were those of a common soldier, and his understanding,
as I presently perceived, was in no respect superior to his station,
they are not worth mentioning. He observed, that he was afraid I
had not eaten that day.

”” Not a morsel, except the roll and butter given me by Betty, the
bar-maid’

”> God bless you, my boy!” exclaimed he, with some emotion,
’come home along with me, and you shall at least partake of the
fare, such as it is, that I have provided for my wife and children’

” 1 willingly accepted his invitation, and we went together. As
we entered the little apartment of his family, * My love, said he,
> here is a poor Swiss boy, just come from his own country, and

144

which is now yours, I never would have spent an atom of it upon
myself or any of my relations. I should have been a trustee for oth-
ers, and a very laborious office I should have had. As it is, the whole
is yours. I have calculated the matter with great niceness, and I .find
that you will this day be placed exactly where your father left you.
We shall neither of us be the better or the worse for each other, ex-
cept, as I hope, we shall be both gainers in the possession of each
other’s friendship and affections. Did I say that we shall neither
of us be the better or the worse? Alas! how grievous an error did
I commit! I am still indebted to your father and you, for my life,
my education, my estimation in the world, the years of respectabil-
ity and peace I have enjoyed, and the power I have at last exerted
to recover the property of my ancestors. When I owe you so vast a
debt that I can never repay, how can you be so ungenerous as to en-
deavor to prevent me from reimbursing this insignificant portion
of the obligation I owe you?”

’T was peremptory, and your father was obliged to submit. We
had each our place, assigned us by the destiny under which we
were born; and the arrangement I now made was restoration to us
both. I wanted to end my life / like my father, a citizen of Uri; it was
proper that my friend should live like his ancestors, a great English
merchant, and, when he retired from active life, an opulent English
country gentleman. What had I, a republican of the old model, to
do with bonds, warrants, and securities? To me they were an in-
supportable incumbrance; to your father they were necessary. You
perceive with me, my dear Casimir, that all the obligation was on
one side. Your father and grandfather had done everything for me;
I did nothing for them. Theyhad taken me in an outcast; they had
made me one of their family equal with themselves; they had given
me my education, and by consequence every quality that made me
respectable in the eyes of my fellow beings; I had lived upon them
for twenty years in the style of a German sovereign. If the venera-
ble Ambrose Fleetwood had been more actively my friend, I always
considered the part your father acted as not a whit less honoruable.
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friends as we are, I think it right you should be acquainted with all
my thoughts”

)

Is it your will?” said your father.

> ”Pooh! said I, smiling, ”do not let us deal in quibbles and dis-
putes about a word! If, however, I must come to definitions, I will
tell you, that by a will understand a paper or parchment, containing
my final and irrevocable disposition of that property over which
the municipal laws of Europe give me an empire; and to tell you the
truth, I hold a man’s making his will and the different provisions it
contains, to be one of the most sacred and indispensable duties he
can perform, and one of those circumstance, which may best serve
as a criterion to distinguish the honest man and the knave, the man
of narrow, and the man of capacious and liberal, views.”

"The parcel tendered to your father contained a regular and for-
mal transfer to him of all the property which I had just put upon
his table, with the exception of the contents of the black box.

> ”It is not your will,” said Fleetwood: I will not touch a farthinga
of your property.

You shall not. My property is contained in this black box. The
rest is a debt I am come to you to pay. Why will you make many
words in a case which common sense decides in a moment?”

”It is yours. The small germ from which it sprung was the gift of
my father. The rest is the accumulation of your industry, the fruits
of twenty years’ occupation and labour. I insist upon it that you
take it away.

> ”Fleetwood, if I must speak on such a subject, hear me! Good
God, it is the plainest question in the world! 1 have been your fa-
ther’s steward, and bring back the fruits of my stewardship to his
son. I have abstracted from it a considerable sum, which was nec-
essary to my eligible settlement in my own country. I had always
determined to settle exactly in the way I am now executing. You
have not disturbed my projects a jot. If I had retained the property
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without a penny in his pocket: you must give him a little supper,
and he shall stay with us to-night. The wife was no less prompt in
exercising this small hospitality than her husband. They had three
sons, besides the infant; and we sat round a cheerful board together.

” I seized this opportunity of asking the soldier a variety of ques-
tions concerning the King, which be regarded, probably, as the
mere curiosity of a stranger. He told me that the King was not at
present at Versailles, but had been for some days at Marli, which
place he principally frequented for the diversion of hunting. I en-
quired into the situation of this place, and was pleased to find that
it was only four or - five miles from Versailles. I set off for Marli
early the next morning.

> When I arrived, I found the King had gone forth already to his
hunt, and, probably, would not return till the day was considerably
advanced. A Swiss soldier gave me my breakfast at Marli, as the
private at Versailles had entertained me the evening before. This
man was a being of more reflection than the former; and, when I
had owned that I was without money, pressed me to inform him
what was my errand at Marli, and what prospects I had for the
future. This generous anxiety and forecast warmed my heart: the
deliberating benevolence of an ordinary soldier, however narrow
may be his power, is not less interesting to the feelings than that
of a lord. I begged him, however, to excuse me; I entreated him to
give himself no concern about me ; and assured him that, though
I was destitute now, I had means of speedily putting an end to my
distress.

I broke away from this man as soon as I decently could, and wan-
dered about the park and gardens. I saw him two or three times in
the course of the day, and once passed so near a sentry-box where
he was on duty, that he had an opportunity, in a low voice, to desire
me to come again to his hut, when his business of the day should be
over. At length I heard the sound of clarinets and horns, the signal
of the return from hunting. I saw the hounds, and heard the tram-
pling ’of horses ; and presently the cavalcade appeared. The sound
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and the sight were cheerful, and my bosom was in tumults. Sud-
denly I recollected myself, and started away for the door, of which
I'had previously gained information, where the King was to alight.
Several attendants and lacqueys pressed to the same spot. I saw
the persons on horseback alight; and, coming up to one of them,
cried, with earnestness and enthusiasm, ’Sire, bear what I have to
say, and listen to my prayer!’ In the confusion of my mind, I had
mistaken the individual, in spite of my precaution of the portrait:
it was not the King. The nobleman to whom I spoke, exclaimed,
What, what is all this ?” The lacqueys hurried me out of the circle ;
the King alighted, and the scene was closed.

”Tknow not whether it will appear incredible that a child as I was
should have been capable of this daring. It was in reality, perhaps,
because I was a child, that I was capable of it.  understood very im-
perfectly the distinctions of rank in artificial society. I was wholly
ignorant of the forms and fences which are set up to separate one
man from the rest of his brethren. A king, to the imagination of a
child, is but a man ; and I was accustomed, as perhaps all boys are
accustomed, to meet him in fancy in the fields and the highways,
and to conceive him a guest in my father’s house. The first time I
ever beheld a peacock’s feather, I found something royal in it; and
a man wearing a peacock’s feather upon his bosom would to me
have been a king. Add to which, I had never disclosed my plan to a
human creature. Timidity the child of experience or of admonition.
I was not without timidity in the present instance; I understood the
degree of presumption therewas in addressing a gentleman and a
stranger ; and I understood no more.

” If T set out in my project with these notions, my courage was
considerably reinforced as I proceeded. I had meditated my project
perpetually, till enthusiasm supplied the place of intrepidity. I had
so often acted the scene over in my fancy, that the whole was be-
come perfectly familiar : it was like some situations which perhaps
every man has encountered in life, new and extraordinary in them-
selves, but which feel like recollections, and he ex- claims, ’ This
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’One morning I came to him early, and requested him to assist
me in casting up the profits of my commerce, and the amount of my
fortune. He turned upon me a wistful eye, as I stated my proposal.
At first sight it seemed to imply an insulting comparison between
my success and his. On the other hand, he, perhaps, half suspected
the true meaning of my visit.

”’Come, my dear Fleetwood,” said I; "my affairs arc in good order,
and the task will not occasion you much trouble”

’Saying this, I opened again the door by which I had entered, and
called to my servant to come in. He brought with him three or four
pocketbooks and a box. He put them down, and departed.

”5

Let us sit down!”

’T opened the pocket-books, and examined their contents. Some
were bills of exchange; some were warrants of capital in the English
and Dutch stocks; and some securities of various sons. I explained
to my friend the nature I of the commerce in which I had been
engaged, the profits from year to year, and the particulars of one
or two fortunate speculations. I rook pen and ink, and summed
together the amount of my bills, warrants, and securities.

’I then pushed aside the pocket-books, and drew toward me the
black box. "This,” said I, ”I regard as peculiarly my own.” It con-
tained the evidences of my birth and identity, the sentence of the
judge who had awarded to me my estate, the ejectment of the late
possessor, and the titles of the Janded property which my agent
had purchased for me in Switzerland.

’”As T have now quitted trade,” resumed I, "and am going to retire
from the world, I have been trying to make my will. Here it is,’
pulling a pretty large parcel from my pocket: I will leave it with
you, Fleetwood; peruse it at your leisure. One thing only I have to
say; I do not show it you to consult you upon it; I am peremptory
in its contents, and will not alter a letter; but, between such old
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’T soon discovered a cast of melancholy in the demeanor of
my quondam playmate, and that there was something which
hung painfully on his mind. In truth, I had somewhat suspected
his real situation before I left Lisbon, and this contributed, with
other circumstances, to hasten my conclusion of my affairs in that
city. With difficulty and effort I wrung from your father a full
confession of his misfortune.

”’Ruffigny,” said he, "I am a beggar. You and I set out together in
life, but under different auspices.” -He paused.

”’No matter,” added he. "T hope I shall be able to discharge all my
debts to the uttermost. A trifle will remain to me from the wreck. I
will venture no more upon the treacherous sea of commerce. What
is the value of riches? I shall still have enough left to retire with
to some remote corner of the island, and cultivate a small / farm
in tranquility. My dear wife will be perfectly contented with the
exchange. She will give up her equipage and her liveries without a
murmur. She will not sigh for the amusements of the court and the
metropolis; and she will look more beautiful in my eyes, clad in the
plain attire of a rural housewife, than hung round, as I have seen
her, with diamonds and rubies. My son shall be a peasant swain,
not ignorant, not ambitious, viewing the storms of life from a dis-
tance, and fearless of bankruptcies, shipwrecks, and war. Is not this
happiness?”

"Your father never dropped a syllable which should sound to-
ward the asking me to assist him in his adversity. He knew my abil-
ity in this respect, and the prosperous event which had crowned my
efforts. Perhaps he would have been willing to have made another
experiment in the affairs of commerce, and not to have quitted the
world a bankrupt, had he known where to have raised a sum ade-
quate to his purpose, and upon terms sufficiently eligible. But all
that I had derived from the bounty of your grandfather, and this
consideration sealed up his lips toward me.
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is my dream ! Recollect, in addition to these things, the urgency
of my condition, the desperateness of my fortune, my hatred to
the silk-mills of Lyons, the long journey I had performed, the hard
adventures I had encountered, the emptiness of my purse, the im-
mediate cravings of nature. All these things goaded me forward,
and made me, look upon the ignominy of deliberation as the worst
of evils.

” In the evening the King walked upon the terrace in the gar-
dens. I informed myself exactly of his appearance and insignia, that
I might make no second mistake. There was a flight of about fifty
steps that led up to the terrace ; and guards were placed upon a
landing-place in the middle, and at the bottom. These guards were
not Swiss, but French. I had reflected, and found this spot the most
favourable in the world for the execution of my project. The King, I
was told, usually walked here for an hour, and conversed familiarly
with a variety of persons. I approached to ascend, but was stopped
by the soldiers. My garb was mean, and they told me, a boy of
my appearance could not go up there! I was filled with impatience.
There was a similar flight of steps at the other end of the terrace ;I
burst away from these persons, and hastened to the second flight.
Here I was stopped again. Repeated disappointments now made me
desperate, and I struggled with the soldiers, in the vain hope to pass
in spite of their efforts. An attendant who passed by, recognised
me for the child who had endeavoured to speak with the King be-
fore dinner. This circumstance induced them to conduct me to the
guard-house. A child, as I was, they took it for granted could not be
a dangerous intruder ; but it was their business to keep off imper-
tinence, and prevent his Majesty from being disturbed. The soldier
who took me under his care, asked me, with some degree of kind-
ness, what I wanted, and what purpose I had in view in speaking
to the King? But I was now grown sullen, and would only answer
in gloomy monosyllables. After some time, I was conducted to the
gate of the park, and thrust out into the high road. The soldiers left
me, and I sat down upon a stone.
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CHAPTER III

” HERE my reflections were sufficiently melancholy. I would
have returned, if I had been able, to the hut of the sentinel who
had invited me ; but that was unfortunately within the inclosure.
What was I to do ? I was by no means cured of my project of speak-
ing to the King. How bitter were my rage and indignation against
the villain who had stripped me of the trifling sum of money on
which I had depended ! I wanted, I thought, but a little time - but
how was I to gain time, when I was without food? The objection I
had heard made against me, was the meanness of my clothing: if
my money bad not been taken from me, I could have removed this
objection. My ruminations were inexpressibly melancholy. As I sat,
several gentlemen passed me, who bad probably made part of the
company in the royal promenade. I must endeavour to obtain from
some one the means of appeasing the demands of hunger. Should I
apply to these? There was nothing in their appearance that invited
me. Moved by my experience of the past, I was inclined to wait till
I could see a soldier and a fellow-countryman. Yet of what avail
was the relief I could so obtain ? I had not come hither to subsist
upon the precarious charity of daily bread! Far different views had
animated my steps in a course of three hundred miles ! What was
I to do to-morrow ? At Marli ’ I should find myself marked, and
watched, and thwarted in all my attempts. When would the King
return to Versailles ?

Those of the persons who passed me and were on foot, passed me
by twos and threes. Others went in carriages, and on horseback. At
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"While my affairs were going on thus auspiciously in Switzer-
land, I employed the time necessary for maturing them, in adjust-
ing and transferring in the most advantageous manner the com-
mercial undertakings, in which more than twenty years of my life
had been consumed, in Portugal. When every concern of this sort
was now completed, and all things prepared for my reception in my
native canton, I bade farewell to Lisbon, and prepared to return to
Switzerland by way of London.

"My business in England was to visit your father. I found him the
same in tastes, in moral dispositions, and in affection, as his father’s
death had left him. In many respects he was different. Ten years of
added life had brought him to a nearer resemblance of my origi-
nal preserver; and, as I remarked in him the tokens of advancing
age, I felt the agreeable sentiment of contemplating my / venerable
benefactor and my schoolboy associate blending themselves, as it
were, in one person. Your father had also married since I was in
England, and yourself was born. I think I never saw so affection-
ate a husband and a father. In domestic life it was impossible to be
more fortunate than I found my beloved friend.

’He was not equally fortunate in every thing. He had experi-
enced twO or three severe miscarriages in his commercial con-
cerns; and this, so far as I could understand, without the smallest
fault on his part. In one instance he had connected himself with,
and given large credit to, a house, where all appearances were
fair, but where extravagance and secret gaming brought about a
ruin, the most sudden and unforeseen. In another instance, a war
had broken out at a rime when he apprehended no such thing;
his transactions were multiplied in the country which was now
declared an enemy; and all his investments failed. At a different
time, bankruptcy upon an extensive scale took place in Holland,
one great house drawing on the ruin of another, till half the most
opulent merchants of the republic were destroyed: your father suf-
fered deeply in this calamity.
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cle. On the other hand, I could not hear the idea of appearing as a
foreigner in my own country: this was but a half restoration. Why
did I love my country? Not merely for that its scenes had been fa-
miliar to my infancy; hut that the human mind Irresistibly wishes
to connect itself with something. I had ancestors, the ornaments
of the people among whom they were born. These ancestors had
married and given in marriage, had received and conferred obliga-
tions and benefits, and their memory was in odour and in favour
through the neighboring districts. I wished to adorn my ancestors,
and to be adorned by them. This is the genuine idea of going to
one’s home.

"I was averse, however, to the idea of appearing in my own coun-
try in the character of a litigant, an individual unexpectedly calling
his neighbour into contest about a I property of which he believed
himself to be lawfully possessed. I therefore instructed my corre-
spondent to bring this question to a full decision, before I should.
take my departure. My resolution was formed, as soon as I received
intelligence of the death of my uncle. I immediately transmitted
documents to Zurich, proving my parentage and identity, and di-
rected my correspondent to serve the new claimant with a notice,
that the true heir, who was supposed to be dead, was still living.
He was exceedingly surprised, and somewhat chagrined with the
intelligence, as he was a poor man, and burdened with a numerous
family. He consented, however, after the manner of the country,
to go before the chief court of the canton, for the decision of the
question. After a full and minute investigation of the evidences,
my claim was ultimately established. This point being gained, I dis-
patched to Zurich an instrument: settling on the losing party in the
contest, an annuity to one half of the value of the property of which
he was dispossessed) accompanied with bills of exchange destined
to repurchase the lands which my uncle had sold, and to redeem
them from the burdens he had laid upon them. These objects were,
in most instances, happily accomplished.
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length one gentleman came alone. He looked at me, and advanced
to the place where I sat.

”” My boy, said he, ’ are not you the little fellow that attempted
to speak to the King?’

”Ilooked up at the gentleman. He was beyond the middle period
of human life. I thought I had never seen so benign a countenance.
Besides, there was something in him that struck me with a remark-
able similarity to my own father.

I am, sir, answered I with a sigh.

And what could you want to say to the King?’

I am friendless: I have nobody to take care of me I wanted to tell
him that’

”” Was your father a military man? Did he wear the croix de St.
Louis?’

”> My father was no military man: he was never in France in his
life’

” Good God!-And who told you to apply to the King?’ "Nobody
told me. The scheme is all my own. I have come three hundred miles
to execute it.

The stranger became interested in my artless story.

” Will you come to my lodgings to-morrow morning? I shall
sleep at Marli’- And he gave me his address.

I will, sir; replied L. ° But-but

” But what, my little man ?’

T am very hungry!’

Every new circumstance I mentioned astonished him the more.
He perceived, as he afterward told me, that I was by no means with-
out education, and a certain refinement. To have formed such a
project, to have come three hundred miles to complete it, and to
be here without a penny ! -He was determined to be more fully
acquainted with so strange a story ! -He took out his purse.

”” Do you know, my boy, how to procure yourself accommoda-
tions for the night?’

” T have not travelled three hundred miles for nothing.
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” Well, take care of yourself to-night, and come to me in the
morning. ” I looked at the address. The name on the card was
Ambrose Fleetwood. The generous man who accosted me in my
desolate condition was your grandfather. This was the first time I
had ever seen the name of Fleetwood; and till this pulse ceases to
throb, the occasion that brought us together will never be forgot-
ten ! This is the foundation of the friendly alliance of Fleetwood
and Ruffigny—- what a precipice was I then placed! Even at the dis-
tance of so many years, I cannot recollect it without feeling my
head turn giddy. For what did my destiny seem to reserve me? For
beggary, for hunger, -to perish for want of food; or, if not, without
guide or protector, and with no means of present subsistence, to
become the associate of the worthless and the vile, -the only per-
sons, probably speaking, who would court such an associate. > Oh,
how infinitely worse would this have been, than the most upitied
death!-The King of France!-was ever poor wretch misled by such
an ignis fatuus ? Did he ever condemn the criminal brave the fury
of the ocean in such a cockle-shell ?

” 1 repaired at the appointed hour to the residence of my new
protector. He asked me a number of questions; and I gave him the
same answers, but with more of detail than I had given on previous
occasions. He was urgent in his enquiries; he spoke to me in the
most friendly and soothing manner; I was on the brink of discov-
ering my secret; I entreated him, however, to spare me: I had been
robbed by my uncle; but I did not dare to tell where and who he
was. The generous Englishman perceived that I gasped and turned
pale, as I touched on this tremendous subject. He became deeply
interested in my behalf.

” Will you go with me to my own country?’ said he.

” Oh, no, no! If you are so much my friend as to be willing to
take me thither, then-pray, pray, sir!-do for me the thing I want;
enable me to change these clothes for others more suitable to my
projects’
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CHAPTER IV

’I should have told you, that about the time of my original depar-
ture for Lisbon, your grandfather settled with my consent a cor-
respondence with a citizen of Zurich, upon whose: integrity and
discretion he could perfectly rely: he observed, that whatever for-
bearance I might think proper to exercise toward my uncle and his
family, it was but I reasonable that I should obtain, from time to
time, information of his affairs. and learn which of the family were
living and dead. 1 have already said that my uncle had been un-
prosperous in all his undertakings: the estate of my father. which
he so wickedly seized, by no means introduced a better fortune
into his affairs. One by one his children died; he survived them, but
survived not long; and the estate fell, in the twentieth year of my
residence at Lisbon (for it was understood that I was dead, and my
uncle procured vouchers to establish the fact) to a distant branch
of my father’s family.

"Circumstances were now sufficiently favourable to the project
upon which my wishes were bent, of returning t0 my native coun-
try, and spending the remainder of my days in the valley which
had given me birth. I communicated my purpose to my correspon-
dent at Zurich; but I was somewhat divided in my mind, whether I
should purchase my paternal estate, and live upon it as a stranger,
or should openly claim it as my rightful inheritance. What inclined
me to the former, was, that hy this expedient I should avoid casting
any slur upon the memory of my false guardian. Our family had
always ranked among the most patriotic families of the Union, and
had never sustained any dishonour, except in the person of my un-
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of assistance appertains to some one individual, upon whom lie
has a stronger claim than upon any other of his fellow-creatures.
My son belongs to me, because I was the occasion of his coming
into existence; you belong to me, because you were hungry and I
fed you, because you wanted education and a protector, and have
found them in me. You are now arrived at man’s estate, and I re-
gard you as the creature of my vigilance and of my cares. Will you
not acknowledge me for a father?’

” I was convinced by the arguments of my preserver was moved
by the feelings he expressed : my beloved companion, the brother
of my heart, declared most warmly his consent to the arrangement.
I resided twenty-one years at Lisbon ; and in that time, by hon-
ourable and just traffic, made a fortune infinitely beyond the most
sanguine of my wishes. I faithfully repaid to my benefactor, at the
time he had himself limited, the capital he advanced to me. During
the period of my residence at Lisbon, I several times came over to
England, and visited the two persons whom I reasonably regarded
as the most generous of mortals ; and in one of these visits, after I
had been ten years engaged as a principal in my commercial under-
taking, I witnessed the expiring breath of my original benefactor.
Never, perhaps, did I love a human creature, as I loved that man.
My father, good, and kind, and affectionate as he had been, was, to
my mind, a sort of air- drawn vision, the recollection, as it were, of
a pre-existent state. My youthful companion and sworn confidant,
no less generous than my preserver, was inexpressibly dear to me ;
but the sentiment I felt for him was altogether different. Nature has
formed us to the love of the venerable. Filial affection is an instinct
twined with the very fibres of our heart. For the grey hairs ; of your
grandfather, I had a mystical and religious awe; and age had soft-
ened his features into an expression of such calm benignity, that, if
I were an adherent of the sect of the anthropomorphites, I should
take from his countenance my idea of the object of my worship.
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” I raved of the King of France. The scheme of applying to him
had been my favourite contemplation for months. I had had his
picture so often before me ! The thought of him had soothed my
weary steps, and comforted me under all my disasters. I could not
give up my plan. I could not divest myself of the sort of robe of
nobility with which my fancy had clothed me, and descend into
the vale of ordinary life. I entreated my benefactor, with miraculous
and unpacified importunity, that he would direct all his assistance
to this end.

” Enthusiasm is always an interesting spectacle. When it ex-
presses itself with an honest and artless eloquence, it is difficult to
listen to it, and not in some degree to catch the flame. Particularly
at my age it was so extraordinary in itself, and so impetuous in its
way of manifesting itself, that it was impossible to contemplate it
without sympathy. There are so many ways in which the heart of
man conceals itself from man! Beside the thousand motives which
impel us to suppress one thing, and to be reserved respecting
another, it is necessary that the human mind should be put into
motion in order to its being seen. ’ Speak, that I may see thee!’
said the antient philosopher. He might have added, I speak upon
some subject, respecting which your feelings are spontaneous and
strong. The soul of man is one of those subtle and evanescent
substances, that, as long as they remain still, the organ of sight
does not remark ; it must become agitated, to become visible. All
together, Mr. Fleetwood grew exceedingly anxious respecting my
welfare.

” On this account he condescended to a certain degree of arti-
fice and temporising. He observed to me that I had ruined my own
project at Marli, and that it would be ten days before the King re-
moved to Versailles. He invited me to spend this time with him
at Paris, daring which I should be clothed and equipped more suit-
ably to the great person I designed to address. He promised me that
I should have the earliest intelligence of the removal of the court.
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” In how new a situation was I now unexpectedly placed! I had
not heard the accents of genuine kindness for almost two, years;
not since the calamitous moment, when my father uttered his ex-
piring breath. Mr. Fleetwood, almost from the first, conceived for
me the affection of a father. He did not treat me as a vagabond
whom he had taken up out of charity, and kept at a distance from
him. I saw him, morning, noon, and night. His accents were those
of friendly solicitude; the looks I cast upon him were those of af-
fection. My spirit was softened within me: my new situation took
away, from me the heart of stone, and gave me a heart of flesh. -

” It was this heart of stone, if you will allow me so to express
myself, that led me to the King of France. It was the sentiment of
despair: I had sent my enquiring glances round the world, and had
not found a friend. Methodically and slowly I had worked myself
up to the resolution I had adopted, and I could not immediately
abandon it. It was a sort of frenzy; a high pitch of the soul, foreign
to its natural temper. Kindness, the perpetual attention and inter-
est of a real friend, in no long time brought me back to myself. It
is impossible to express what comfort, what a delicious relaxation
and repose of spirit, was produced by this revolution. Mr. Fleet-
wood gradually led me to consider the scheme I had formed, as
wild, senseless, and impracticable. His expostulations were so gen-
tle, benignant, and humane, that, while they confuted, they had not
the effect of mortifying me. He took me with him to England.

” I have been thus minute in the description of my condition
at Lyons, and of the manner of my deserting it, that I might the
better demonstrate to you the infinite value of the ’ the kindness
your grandfather bestowed on me. If I had not been the most un-
fortunate, the most abused, and the most deserted of my species,
the favours I received would not have had a tithe of the value they
actually possessed. I cannot recollect the situation I deserted, or
that upon which I threw myself, without a horror bordering on de-
spair. The generous and admirable mortal that then interposed for
my relief, I must ever regard as my guardian genius, and my bet-
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” My benefactor recommended to me to make myself perfectly
easy, as to the money necessary to be advanced, to launch me in the
undertaking proposed. He could spare it without the smallest in-
convenience. If my views in life were unsuccessful, it should never
be repaid, and be should then have the satisfaction of having ex-
erted himself liberally to establish in life a youth, whom he loved
no less than his own son. But he had no doubt that the undertaking
would be prosperous; and then he consented, if that would be any
gratification to me, that I should repay the present loan, only upon
one condition, that the first instalment of therepayment should not
commence till that day seven years, counting from the day of my
landing in Lisbon: young men, who entered upon business with a
borrowed capital, had often received a fatal check in the midst of
the fairest prospects, by a premature repayment of the loan which
had originally set them afloat on the ocean of life.

”” Ruffigny, continued your grandfather, > what miserably nar-
row notions are these which you seem to have fostered in your bo-
som! Are all the kindnesses of the human heart to be shut up within
the paltry limits of consanguinity? My son will have enough; and
I am sure he will not repine, that you should be made a partaker
of the opulence with which Providence has blessed me. If you will,
we will ask him, and I will do nothing for you that has not his en-
tire and undissembled approbation. Why should I not set up two
persons in the world, instead of one ? Thirty-six princes, we are
told, erected each of them a pillar in the temple of Diana at Eph-
esus: why should I not erect two pillars in the edifice of human
happiness, and prepare two persons, instead of one, to be benefac-
tors of their species? You are my son, a son whom the concourse
of sublunary events has given me, no less dear to me than the heir
of my body. I found in you various estimable qualities, which won
my attachment in the first hour I saw you ; and, I trust, those qual-
ities have lost nothing in the cultivation I have given them. You
belonged to me, because you belonged to no one else. This is the
great distribution of human society; every one who stands in need

157



in the way which had been delineated, he had the promise of be-
ing immediately installed as banker to the court of Portugal. Your
grandfather was an opulent London merchant, and had no inclina-
tion to extend his concerns. His son he destined for his successor
in the business in which he was himself engaged. Under these cir-
cumstances he thought of embracing the proposal in my behalf.

” I was never more surprised than when the idea was suggested
to me. The money necessary to be advanced, was more than
three times the amount which my father’s property would have
produced, if it had been all sold immediately on the event of
his death. I was suffocated with the thought of so incredible a
generosity exercised toward me. I told my benefactor that I was
as far from the expectation as the wish of becoming opulent; and
that, independently of a secret feeling which led me to the hope of
one day settling in my native fields, I could be contented to remain
for ever the first clerk in my preserver’s counting-house.

” Your grandfather answered me, much disapproved of a char-
acter deficient in enterprise; and asked, how the humility of the
views I at present professed, accorded with the ardour which had
formerly led me to throw myself at the feet of the sovereign of
France ? He said, I had with my own consent passed through all
the stages of a commercial education, and that therefore it seemed
but reasonable, that whatever enterprise I possessed, should be di-
rected into that channel. He expatiated upon the uses of wealth;
and observed that, however limited might be my desire of indul-
gences for myself, I ought by no means to forget the great public
works which an opulent man might forward for the benefit of his
species, or how extensive was his power of relieving distress, of ex-
citing industry, of developing talents, of supplying the means of im-
provement to those who panted for, but could not obtain them, and
of removing the innumerable difficulties which often surrounded
the virtuous and the admirable, that impeded their progress, and
struck despair into their hearts.
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ter angel. How distinctly have I passed over in my mind ten thou-
sand times the stone upon which I sat at the gate of the park of
Marli, and the gesture and countenance with which my preserver
approached me ! The day was declining, the landscape had assumed
the grave and uniform hues of evening, and there was that sadness
in the air which wakes up the tone of sensibility in the soul. The
circumstances in which I was placed, sufficiently prepared me to
be deeply affected. The first word that Ambrose Fleetwood uttered
went to my heart. I had occasionally, perhaps, been treated during
my journey with gentleness and civility ; but it was the difference
between the voice that tells you which turn you are to take in the
road from Auxerre to Sens, and the voice that tells you by impli-
cation that the speaker is interested that you shall go right in the
road of happiness and life. With what considerate wisdom of this
noble Englishman soothe me in the midst of the exalted and enthu-
siastic fervour which had brought me to Versailles and Marli! How
patiently did he wean me from the wild plan upon which my heart
was bent ! And all this to an unknown and pennyless vagabond!
There is, perhaps, more merit in this tem. per, that listened to all
my extravagancies without anger, and did riot suffer itself to be dis-
couraged by my tenaciousness and stubbornness, than in the gift
of thousands.

” In our journey to England, I was so fortunate as continually
to advance in your grandfather’s good graces. He thought me, as
he afterward told me, a youth of very extraordinary qualifications,
and well deserving of his care. He sent me to proper schools, and
had me taught every thing which he believed it would be important
for me to know. He was an English merchant, and he determined to
provide for me in some of those departments, in which commerce
opens the road to competence and wealth.

” It was not till after a very long time that I could prevail upon
myself to unfold my heart to my benefactor, respecting my extrac-
tion, and the way in which I had been driven to the deplorable sit-
uation in which he found me. Your grandfather often enquired of

153



me what were the condition in which I was born, and the prospects
which my birth had opened to me; but I manifested such a shrink-
ing of the soul, such a convulsive kind of terror, whenever the sub-
ject was started, that for some time he forbore all mention of it.
The alarm had been impressed on me early, and had taken deep
root in my breast. While I was at Lyons, it formed the peculiar-
ity of my situation, and I cherished it with a strange and mingled
sentiment, something between horror and delight. Every human
creature loves, perhaps, to think that there is something extraor-
dinary about him, and dwells with complacency upon that which
makes him different from all his race. I felt like an exiled sovereign,
or a prince who roams about the world in disguise. I firmly believe
that it was partly to both these notions, of self-complacency, and
of terror, that I was indebted for the habit of regarding the names
of my father and my uncle as the most inviolable of secrets.

” At length I became convinced, by the unaltered kindnesses of
my benefactor, that my secret would be no less safely reposed in his
keeping, than in the recesses of my own soul. I told him the whole.
He was astonished at the terror with which I had looked forward to
the disclosure, and proposed immediately to take such measures as
should operate to compel my uncle to resign his ill-gotten wealth.
I entreated him that he would engage in no proceedings of that
sort; I reminded him of his promise that my secret should never
be communicated to a third person without my consent. My uncle,
however deeply he had injured me, was still the brother of my fa-
ther, and in that quality I could not but feel reluctance at the idea
of exposing him to public ignominy. The menaces with which he
had so emphatically dismissed me, were impressed on my heart
; they gave me a horrible anticipation of the event which would
attend my hostile return to my native land; and I could not help
apprehending that that event would be miserable to me, no less
than to him. I implored your grandfather that he would suffer the
question to remain unopened, at least till I had arrived at a ma-
ture age. He had often assured me that, having only one son, he

154

did not regard the expenses I brought on him as a burthen ; but,
if he, did, I did not desire the situation he provided for me, or the
advantages he bestowed; the tithe of his benefits would amply sat-
isfy my ambition and my wishes. To occasion an entire revolution
in the fortunes and situation of my family, was a very serious con-
sideration; it might be the most important transaction of my life
; and I earnestly entreated that in such a transaction I might be
allowed to consult the ripest decisions of my own understanding.
Your grandfather generously yielded to these representations.

” The principal friend I had in England, after my original benefac-
tor, was your father. We were nearly of an age, and your grandfa-
ther brought us up together. I saw in him the image of the man who
had rescued me from utter destruction, and loved him accordingly.
Your father was acquainted with my situation, and knew that I had
no claim either of blood or alliance upon my preserver: he saw me
brought up with himself, and enjoying the same advantages; yet be
never repined at the favour in which I was held. Not only while we
were children together, he regarded true as a brother; but this sen-
timent never altered in him as he advanced in judgment and years.
He never looked upon me as an intruder; never considered the large
sums your grandfather laid out to procure me a respectable footing
in life; nor even enquired whether, as I equally shared the bounties
of my benefactor at present, he might not make a distribution of
his property at death no less impartial. Could I help loving so dis-
interested and noble-minded a companion ?

” Having been perfectly initiated in the principles of commerce
-the country where they are best understood, it happened -that,
about the time when it was proper I should be launched in the
world, a proposition was made to the elder Fleetwood, respecting
a banking-house which it was in contemplation to set up at Lisbon.
A countryman of my own was the principal in the project ; but his
capital was not sufficient for the undertaking as it had been chalked
out, and he designed taking in one or two other persons as partners
with him in the concern. Provided he could enter upon the affair
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swell within me, when I recollect that I belong to a species, almost
every individual of which is endowed with angelic virtues. I am a
philanthropist, in the plain sense of the word. Whenever I see a
man I see something to love, — not with a love of compassion, but
a love of approbation. I need not put the question to him - I know
without asking, that he is fully prepared and eager to do a thousand
virtuous acts, the moment the occasion is afforded him.

’T have sometimes had the thought, continued Mr. Macneil, ’of
composing a little novel or tale in illustration of my position. I
would take such a man, as my friend Fleetwood, for example, who
looks with a disdainful eye upon his species, and has scarcely the
patience to enter into discourse and intercourse with anyone he
meets: I would put him on board a ship; he will, of course, be suffi-
ciently disgusted with everyone of his companions: all of a sudden
I would raise a most furious tempest: I would cause him to be ship-
wrecked on a desert island, with no companion but one man, the
most gross, perverse, and stupid of the crew: all the rest - the cap-
tain who, though sagacious. was positive. the surgeon who, though
skilful, was tiresome by his pedantry - I would without mercy send
to the bottom. What do you think I would represent as the natural
result of this situation? My fastidious misanthrope would no longer
have a world or a nation, from which to choose his companion, and,
after trying all, to reject all: he would be wholly deprived of the
power of choice. Here, sir, I would show how by degrees he would
find a thousand resources in this despised sailor. He would find him
active, spirited, and alert. Where before he believed, without exam-
ination, that all was stupefaction, he would find, by a variety of to-
kens, good sense and sagacity. How these two companions would
love one another. How they would occasionally spend the live-
long night in delightful chat! How they would study each other’s
virtues and attainments even each other’s foibles! With what eager
anxiety, when any necessary occasion separated them, would they
look for each other’s return! With what daring and superhuman
courage would they defend each other from danger-And do not be
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gratitude, and in protestations of a future innocent and honourable
life. I spoke of the recent delusion into which I had fallen with ac-
cents of horror, self-detestation, and despair. Ruffigny was deeply
affected.

”This prompt and decisive return to reason and virtue inspires
me with the most sanguine hope, said he. /
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CHAPTER VI

M. Ruffigny continued with me several months; and during the
remainder of his life, which was about six years, ] generally made a
visit once a year to the canton of Uri. The relation which existed be-
tween his family and mine was of the most interesting sort. Never
in any age or country were two parties bound together by ties so
noble. I looked in his face, and saw the features of the venerable
Ambrose Fleetwood, and of my beloved father. What I remarked
was not the thing we denominate family likeness, -the sort of cast
of countenance by which descents and pedigrees, whether wise
men or fools, whether knaves or honest, are, like the individuals
of different nations, identified all over the world. The resemblance
I perceived, though less glaring at first sight, extended its root in-
finitely deeper. It was that their hearts had been cast in the same
mould. He must have been a very slight observer of men, who is
not aware that two human creatures, equally good, that love each
other, and have during long periods associated together, unavoid-
ably contract a similarity of sentiments, of demeanour, and of phys-
iognomonical expression. But, beside this resemblance of Ruffigny
to my parents, which some will regard as fantastical, the counte-
nance of the venerable Swiss was a book where rcould trace the
history of my ancestors. It was like the book of the records of King
Ahasuerus in the Bible, in which the good deeds and deserts of the
virtuous werc written, that they might not perish from the memo-
ries of those who were indebted to them, unhonoured and forgot-
ten.

The benefits my father proposed for me from the counsels and
intercourse of Ruffigny I extensively obtained. From this period
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nality and profligacy, in which millions and millions of my fellow-
creatures are involved. I estimated mankind, with an eye to the goal
which it is ardently to be desired they might reach: Mr. Macneil es-
timated them, with an eye to the standing-post from which they
commenced their career.

‘In every man that lives, he stoutly affirmed, ’there is much to
commend. Every man has in him the seeds of a good husband, a
good father, and a sincere friend. You will say, perhaps, these are
not sublime and magnificent virtues; yet, if each man were enabled
to discharge these, the world upon the whole would afford a ravish-
ing spectacle. What a spirit of forbearance, of gentle attentions, of
anxiety to maintain the cheerfulness and peace of his female com-
panion, inhabits every human breast! Scarcely do we hear of the
monster in whom this spirit is ever extinguished. It accompanies
almost all men, with whatever unhappy interruptions, from matu-
rity to the grave. Look upon the poorest clown in the midst of his
children; what a heavenly picture! How do his eyes glisten at their
little pleasures, their sallies of penetration and vivacity! How dis-
interested a sentiment burns in his heart! Yes, disinterested: for I
know you will laugh at the silly sophism which, when it regards
the immense sacrifices that every father is ready to make for his
child, calls the impulse from which they spring a selfish one. To
acknowledge, I am weak enough to be as much delighted with the
spectacle of the lively and ardent affection of an Englishman to his
son, as if it were directed toward the child of a Japanese. It is equally
affection, and equally beneficent. How much good neighbourhood
there is in the world! What readiness in every man to assist every
stranger that comes in his way if his carriage is broken down, if his
horse has run from and left him, or almost whatever is his distress!
How cheerfully does he give his day’s labour, or the produce of his
day’s labour, to his friend, till that friend, by injustice, has proved
himself unworthy of the kindness! For my part, instead of joining
in the prevailing cry of the selfishness, the wickedness, the orig-
inal sin, or the subsequent depravity of mankind, I feel my heart
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CHAPTER XIV

Mr. Macneil was a man of the warmest philanthropy, and by de-
grees reposed in him a confidence, to which I had seldom felt ex-
cited toward any other man, After a time, I hired apartments in the
house of a substantial farmer in his neighbourhood, that I might
the more freely enjoy his conversation and acquaintance, without
being an interruption to the domestic economy of his family. I laid
before him the secret grief that preyed upon my heart. I described
the sickly sensibility of my temper, the early disgust I had taken
at the world, and the miserable sense of desolation which preyed
upon my life, in my detached and unconnected situation.

"Come, replied my friend, in that vein of playful good-humour
which he delighted to indulge, 'whether you consult me, as a good
Catholic does his priest, for the salvation of his soul, or as an invalid
does his physician, for the restoration of his health, let us try if we
cannot make a conversion or a cure of it!’

Many were the debates that passed between me and my host re-
specting the true estimate of the human species. We differed, I sup-
pose, first, because we had seen them under unlike circumstances,
and in unlike aspects. We differed, secondly, because we compared
them with different ideal standards. I thought, so to express my-
self, too highly of the human mind in the abstract, to be able: to
consider with patience man as he is. I dwelt upon the capacities
of our nature; the researches of a Newton, the elevation of a Mil-
ton, and the virtues of an Alfred; and, having filled my mind with
these, I contemplated even with horror, the ignorance, the brutal-
ity, the stupidity, the selfishness, and, as it appeared to me, the ve-
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I became an altered man. The ebriety and extravagance of youth
were at an end with mc. The sobriety, the delicacy, the sentimen-
tal fastidiousness of my childish days, revived in my bosom; and
I looked back with astonishment at my adolescence, that I could
ever have departed so widely from my genuine character.

The means employed for my conversion were indeed amply com-
mensurate to the end proposed. There was something so venerable
in the figure and appearance of Ruffigny, and primitive and pa-
triarchal in his manners and modes of thinking, that it was per-
haps impossible to converse intimately with him, and yet continue
whelmed in the mire of licentiousness. But, beside his general qual-
ifications for the office, he came recommended to me by consider-
ations so sacred, as to render his expostulations, his persuasives,
and his alarms to my virtue and honour, irresistible. What an un-
exampled friendship was that which bound together the names of
Fleetwood and Ruffigny! Could I listen, otherwise than as to the ad-
monitions of a God, to the discourses of a man who had generously,
in his Lifetime, and in the full vigour of his age, surrendered to my
family a fortune almost princely, and tranquilly retired to the sim-
plicity of his ancestors? In every word he spoke, I felt this circum-
stance enforcing his remarks. The misery of admonition in general,
is that it is so difficult for the person whose benefit it professes, to
be convinced of the disinterestedness of his monitor. Some suspi-
cion of selfishness, of ostentation, of vanity, of false colours, and
the disingenuousness of a pleader, lurks within, and poisons every
clause. Could I suspect any thing of that kind, in this living Curius,
who had come from his Sabine farm, the voluntary obscurity to
which he had withdrawn his age, purposely to fulfil the last injunc-
tions of my father, and to provide for the tranquility and virtue of
the son? While I listened to his voice, my consciencewhispered me,
-It is the voice of him, but for whose absolute self-denial and heroic
Friendship, my father would have been bankrupt of.

By degrees -let me venture to say -I became assimilated, however
imperfectly, to my admirable monitor. I whispered to my swelling
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heart, ’Never, no, never will I belong to such men as these, and not
make it the first object of my solicitude to become like them. Let
other men talk of their heroic blood, and swear they will not blot
a long line of princes from whom they may be descended! / Here
is my patent of nobility, than which I defy all the monarchs of the
earth to show a brighter; not sealed by the ruin of provinces and
empires, but by the purest and most godlike contempt of all selfish
views that ever was exhibited. In me the race of the Fleetwoods
shall survive; I will become heir to the integrity and personal hon-
our of the virtuous Ruffigny’

Why do I write down these elevated vows, which, alas! I have
never redeemed? I but the more sincerely subscribe to my own con-
demnation. My history, as I early remarked, is a register of errors,
the final record of my penitence and humiliation.

From this period, however, I ceased to practise the vices of a
libertine. The faults I have further to confess are of a different na-
ture. My heart was henceforward pure, my moral tastes revived in
their genuine clearness, and the errors I committed were no longer
those of a profligate. Thus far I became unequivocally a gainer by
this great event of my life.
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time almost an inmate in the family. I was so far advanced in life,
as to preclude any idea of indecorum in my visits; and I addressed
myself to the different members of the little commonwealth, as if
I had been a brother to the master of the house, and an uncle to
the daughters. I sat sometimes for hours by Amelia as she painted,;
I listened with unwearied attention to the lessons executed by Bar-
bara: but my chief pleasure was in attending the gentle and engag-
ing Mary, in her morning visits to her flowers, and in her walks
among the avenues which had been constructed, and the bowers
which had been planted under her direction.
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she had also resorted to the use of colours; and, though the em-
ployment she made of them was inferior in kind to the studies of
the eldest, it is almost impossible to conceive any thing superior
to what she had reached, either in faithfulness of delineation, or
brilliancy of tints.

The names of these young ladies were Amelia, Barbara, and
Mary. The eldest had no pretensions to beauty, though there was
an uncommon appearance of quick conception and penetrating
judgment in the various turns of her countenance. Barbara was
a brunette: her features were regular, her mouth was alluring,
and her dark eyes flashed with meaning, and melted with ten-
derness. Mary had a complexion which, in point of fairness and
transparency, could not be excelled: her blood absolutely spoke I
in her cheeks; the soft white of her hands and neck looked as if
they would have melted away beneath your touch; her eyes were
so animated, and her whole physiognomy so sensitive, that it was
scarcely possible to believe that a thought could pass in her heart,
which might not be read in her face.

I never saw a family that excited in me so much approbation. In-
dividuals I had encountered of great worth and extraordinary qual-
ifications; but here was a whole circle of persons, such as a man
would wish to spend his life with: so much concord of affection
without any jarring passions; so much harmony of interests, yet
each member of the family having a different pursuit. To me, who
was prone to regard the whole world with an eye of censorious-
ness and displeasure, and who, having conceived this propensity,
but too easily found materials to foster and nourish it, this was
a ravishing spectacle. The father so well informed; the mother so
interesting; the daughters so accomplished and so lovely! Mr. Mac-
neil seemed to feel a kindness for me, proportioned to the grati-
fication] experienced in my visit; and, after having pressed me to
partake of their family fare, proposed a ride along the shores of the
Windermere the next morning. The day following was ’occupied in
a party on the lake; and thus, by insensible degrees, I became for a
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CHAPTER VII

My education and travels had left me a confirmed misanthropist.
This is easily accounted for. I had seen nothing of the world but
its most unfavourable specimens. What call be less amiable, than
the broad, rude, unfeeling, and insolent debaucheries of a circle of
young men, who have just begun to assume the privileges of man,
without having yet learned his engagements and his duties? What
can be more ignoble and depraved, than the manners of a court and
a metropolis, especially of such a court and metropolis as those of
the last years of Louis XV? My constitutional temper was satur-
nine and sensitive. This character of mind had been much height-
ened in me in my early solitude in Wales. I came into the world
prepared to be a severe and an unsparing judge. For a time I did
/ violence to myself, and mingled in the vices I witnessed. But this
had not the effect of making me less, but more intolerant. When
I came to myself, the spots I observed upon the vesture of my in-
nocence, made me feel a still deeper loathing for the foul and miry
roads through which I had journeyed. It has often been said that
there is no sharper Argus or severer judge, than a superannuated
debauchee. I know nor how generally this is the case; but it may
easily be supposed that there is much truth in the maxim, where
the mind was originally virtuous, and was endowed with a taste
vivid and thoroughly alive to the difference of beauty and defor-
mity, whether intellectual or moral. I loved and inexpressibly hon-
oured the characters of Ruffigny and my own immediate ancestors;
but this only whetted my disapprobation of the rest of my species.
They were so totally unlike every other person with whom I had
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familiarly associated, that they struck me like luminaries sent into
the world to expose the opacity and disgraces of the rest of its in-
habitants. Perhaps that is the most incorrigible species of misan-
thropy, which, as Swift expresses it, loves John, and Matthew, and
Alexander, but hates mankind.” Here then begins the moral of my
tale: -I 'repented’, but I was not 'made whole’. My entire future life
was devoted to the expiation of five years of youthful folly and for-
getfulness. If T had retained the simplicity and guilelessness of my
Merionethshire character, it is impossible but I should have been
happy. As it was, ’-all the voyage of my life Was bound in shallows
and in miseries”

I had contracted a contamination, which could never be extir-
pated. Innocence is philanthropically and confiding, "believeth all
things, and hopeth all things’. I looked upon every thing with an
eye of jealousy and incredulity. The universe had lost to me that
sunshine, which it derives from the reflection of an unspotted mind.
All was dark, and dreary, and sable around me. I wandered in path-
less wilds, unable to arrive but at regions of barren rock and im-
measurable sands. Innocence is a sort of magnetism / by which
one good heart understands another. It is peaceful when alone; and,
when it comes out into the world, it meets with individual after in-
dividual whom it confesses for brothers, I had lost this touchstone.
In solitude I was disconsulate; and if I mixed in the haunts of men,
I understood them not; in no one did I find a companion; and in
the most populous resorts and crowded assemblies, I was perfectly
and consummately alone.

I returned to my solitude in Wales with an arrow in my heart.
What did I want? I knew nor. Yet I was not happy. I regarded my
own life with no complacency or approbation. Oh, Cader Idris!
Oh, beloved banks of the Desunny! Glorious men once trod your
shades, my father, and my father’s friend. How can I compare with
these? Their lives were generous, and marked with the most dis-
interested sacrifices; but what have I done? If my days had been
spent in innocence, that were much. I passed but a short period
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perhaps, have made her proud, and thus have tarnished the gen-
uine lustre of her excellencies. The modesty with which she pre-
sented herself was inexpressibly engaging. There was a cast of the
Magdalene’ in all she did; nor of the desponding, not of a temper de-
serting its duties, unconscious of recovered worth, or that invited
insolence or contempt. It was a manner that had something in it
of timidity, yet could scarcely be said to amount to self-reproach; a
manner, indeed, that, by the way in which it confessed her frailty,
made reproach, either by look or gesture, from any other impos-
sible. Her failings had chastised in her the pride of birth, and the
assurance that superior attainments are apt to inspire, and had gen-
erated that temperance, moderation, and gentle firmness, which,
wherever they are found, are the brightest ornaments of human
nature.

The young ladies, whose merits I had heard so highly extolled.
were three. Each of these had principally devoted herself to some
particular accomplishment, in which, though not unskilled in other
pursuits, she had made extraordinary progress. The eldest applied
to the art of design; she drew, and even painted in oil; and her land-
scapes in particular had an excellence which, to speak moderately
of them, reminded the beholder of the style of Claude Lorraine. The
principal apartment of the house was hung round with a series of
the most striking scenes in the environs of the lakes, delineated by
her pencil. The second daughter had chosen music for her favourite
pursuit; and her execution, both on the piano forte and in singing,
was not inferior to that which her eldest sister had attained on can-
vass. The youngest was a gardener and botanist. She had laid out
her father’s grounds, and the style in which they were disposed did
the highest credit to her imagination. One side of the family sitting-
parlour was skirted with a greenhouse, of the same length as the
room, and which seemed to make a part of it. This apartment was
furnished with nearly every variety which Flora had ever produced
in our island, or which curiosity has imported, and were entirely
cultivated by her hand. In her prosecution of the science of botany,
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serted that his little cottage was menaced by a besieging any, and
assailed with a battery of cannon. Whether from the displeasing
events that had befallen him, or from any seeds of disease kneaded
up in his original constitution, I was convinced, from a multitude
of indications, that Rousseau was not in his sober mind. How much
are those persons mistaken, who imagine that a madman is neces-
sarily incapable of composing orations as ardent as those of De-
mosthenes, and odes as sublime as those of Pindar!” How small a
portion of the persons who, upon some topic or other, are unhinged
in their intellectual comprehension, is it necessary to place under
corporeal restraint! Yet I was often led to doubt whether Rousseau,
spite of the disease under which he laboured, deserved, upon the
whole, to be termed unfortunate. When he was induced to dwell
for a time upon the universal complication which he believed to
be formed against him, he then undoubtedly suffered. But he had
such resources in his own mind! He could so wholly abstract him-
self from this painful contemplation; his vein of enthusiasm was
so sublime; there was such a childlike simplicity often uppermost
in his carriage; his gaiety upon certain occasions was so good hu-
moured, sportive, and unbroken! It was difficult for me to persuade
myself that the person I saw at such times, was the same as at oth-
ers was beset with such horrible visions” Mr. Macneil related to me
several curious anecdotes in support of these observations.

The wife of my new acquaintance was one of the most accom-
plished and prepossessing women I ever beheld. I have often re-
marked that this mixture and result of the manners and habits of
different countries, particularly in the female sex, presents some-
thing exquisitely fascination and delightful. She was never embar-
rassed, and never appeared to meditate how a thing was to be
done, but did it with an ease, a simplicity, an unpretendingness,
which threw every studied grace into contempt in the comparison.
She had been humbled by the miscarriage of her early youth. But
for this, her person and her accomplishments, the acknowledged
sweetness of her temper and clearness of her understanding, might,
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in the tumult of society; but in that period how many blots did I
contract! These blots make all my history.

There are but two principal sources of happiness to the man
who lives in solitude: memory, and imagination. The recollections
which offered themselves to my memory gave me no pleasure. That
period of my life which was most fraught with impressions, and
which, therefore, made the principal stock of my memory, was
hateful to me. Imagination in the Jays of my youth had been the
main fountain of my delight. The materials of my imagination had
been childish impressions, eked out with the books of children,
with pastoral ideas, and fairies, and magic, and processions, and
palaces. But, when we have mixed in real scenes, the materials fur-
nished by books shrink into insignificance. The actual affairs into
which the passions of man have obtruded themselves, ambition,
and vanity, and shame, and love, and jealousy, and despair, take so
much faster hold of the mind, that even when we would expatiate
in worlds of fancy, these affairs will push forward, and in spite of
us make a part of the landscape we delineate.

I know that most men would have been happy in my place; at
least much happier than I was. The transactions / of my early years
have nothing singular in them, except as they were made so by my
turn of mind, and the strong and subtle passions which were thus
called forth in me. A dissipated and riotous life at the university,
and a succession of mistresses at first introduction into the world,
compose the history of most young men, born to the inheritance of
a considerable fortune, and whose education has been conducted
in a style of liberal expense. Such young men are usually found to
retire contented after the effervescence of youth is over, and un-
reluctantly to exchange the drawing-rooms of foreign courts, and
the contemplation of foreign manners, for the country club and
the bowling-green. They lay aside their satin suits, and take up
their pipes, and become as complete rustics, as if they had never
wandered beyond the smoke of their own chimneys.
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Such was not the case in my instance. At no time of my life did
I ever delight in such *worshipful society’; and I retained too deep
an impression of the scenes of courtly refinement I had witnessed,
to be capable of dwindling into a mere justice of the peace. I sought
consolation in the exercise of my beneficence; and, though I never
entered the halls of the wealthy, I often penetrated into the cottages
of the poor: and I found what I expected. But, though I found the
consolation I looked for, I did not find it in the degree I looked for.
I had recourse to the amusements of literature: I formed projects, -
sometimes of investigating the progress or decay of national genius
and taste, and sometimes of following through its minutest rami-
fications a certain memorable period of history, -projects which
led me from author to author in wide succession, and took away
the oppressive feelings of passiveness which frequently pursue us,
when we resign ourselves to the simple and direct reading of a sin-
gle work.

But neither beneficence nor study afforded me sufficient occupa-
tion. The relieving the wants of our neighbour is a pursuit which
can only employ us at intervals, and can never form the leading
and regular business of our lives. Reading has its periods of sati-
ety. I fell sometimes, for want of an object sufficiently to exercise
the passions, into long fits of languor and depression, which were
inconceivably / wearisome. Exercise and the scenes of nature no
longer relieved me. The inactivity which came over me made it
very difficult for me to summon the resolution to go out of doors
in search of variety. But, when that difficulty was conquered, vari-
ety itself afforded me no pleasure. The landscape was as if it had
lost the prismatic illusion, which clothes it to the sense of sight
in such beautiful colours. The fields were no longer green, nor the
skies blue; or at least they afforded no more pleasure to my eyes,
than they would have done if the grass had been withered, and the
heavens shrouded in pestilence and death. The beautiful and the
bold forms of valley and mountain, which had frequently delighted
me, seemed to my eye loathsome, and tame, and monotonous. The
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stances have obliged me to be a little abrupt with some of the per-
sons I have seen since I took up my residence here.Iam a very plain
man, and if you expect any thing else you will be disappointed.’

I did not find Mr Macneil what I should have called a very plain
man, yet I do not blame him for his assertion. It would be best of
all, if every man knew himself exactly for what he was, and an-
nounced himself accordingly. But this, alas! is impossible. Every
one who does not think too humbly of his qualities, sets too high a
value upon them. And how ridiculous a thing is self-importance -
a fancied sovereign demanding a tax from his imaginary subjects,
which they will never pay! False humility is, indeed, if not a more
ridiculous, yet a more degrading error than arrogance. But every
man who is aware of all the artifices of self-delusion, will rather set
his demands below, than above, the true rate.

Among other subjects, we talked of the character of Rousseau.
Mr Macneil expressed himself with a veneration and a tenderness
toward this extraordinary man, which I suppose were universally
felt by all who approached him, except those who, thinking less of
his weaknesses, and the indulgence they demanded, than of their
own offended pride, finished by quarrelling with him.

’I saw much of Rousseau; said my host. "He reposed many confi-
dences in me. He often told me that he felt less suspicious and em-
barrassed with me, than with almost any man he ever knew; and
he asserted that the reason was, that I thought more of the subject
discussed, and the scene before me, and less of how they would
affect my own tranquility and importance. I could see that one of
his great misfortunes had been, that almost all his intimates were
chosen from among the French, that nation of egotists! Rousseau
was a man of exquisite sensibility, and that sensibility had been
insulted and trifled with in innumerable instances, sometimes by
the intolerance of priest craft and power, sometimes by the wan-
ton and ungenerous sports of men of letters. He lived, however,
toward the close of his life in a world of his own, and saw nothing
as it really was; nor were his mistakes less gross, than if he had as-
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CHAPTER XIII

My application had the desired issue. A polite answer was re-
turned, expressing that Mr. Macneil would be happy to be favoured
with my visit. I was the more flattered with this, as the lady to
whom I had mentioned my desire, a woman of no common sagac-
ity, had predicted a different event.

I hastened to make use of the privilege I had obtained. I found
the house of Mr Macneil uncommonly plain in its style, yet replete
with every temperate convenience. The father of the family seemed
to be upward of fifty years of age, and was tall, robust, and manly
in his appearance. His hair was brown, short, and unpowdered; his
ruddy cheek confessed that he was not negligent of the care of his
fields, and that he had received in his constitution the reward of
his care. Mr Macneil was a Scotchman. The brogue of every coun-
try is, perhaps, pleasing to the ear of sensibility, especially when it
falls from the lips of a man of cultivation; it seems to assure us that
simplicity and the native features of mind have not been eradicated.
With me the Scottish dialect is somewhat a favourite; it softens and
mellows the sound of our island tongue; and the gravity which ac-
companies it, gives an air of sobriety and reflection to the speaker,
which are particularly in accord with my serious disposition. It re-
minds us of the fields, and not of cities.

’I thank you for your visit, said Mr Macneil, taking me by the
hand. ’Your letter is a masterly picture of your character. I know
not what you have heard of me that made you desirous of seeing
me; but I suspect that [, rather than you, shall be the gainer by the
intercourse. I am no humourist, nor misanthrope, though circum-
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refreshing breeze, which gives new life even to the wearied patient
perishing with a fever, played in vain upon my countenance and
among the locks of my hair.
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CHAPTER VIII

Tired of the country, I repaired to London. To be presented at
court, and occasionally to make one in the rout, the ball, or the
festino of a lady of quality, were rather necessities I submitted to,
than pleasures I sought. One advantage which I knew I should find
in the metropolis, was an opportunity of frequenting the society
of men of genius. I heard of a club of authors, several of whose
works I had read with pleasure, and I obtained the favour of being
admitted an honorary member. The society had assumed to itself a
Greek name, as if by way of hint to the ignorant and the illiterate
to keep their distance. I did not, however, find in this society the
pleasure I had anticipated. Undoubtedly, in the conversations they
held I heard many profound remarks, many original conceptions,
many pointed repartees, many admirable turns of humour and wit.
I impute it to the fastidiousness of / my own temper, bred in soli-
tude, and disgusted with the world, that I so soon grew weary of
this classic circle. I saw better men than myself, men of elevated
rank and refined breeding, as well as of accomplished minds, who
derived from the dinners and suppers of this club, and still more
from the separate society and acquaintance of its members, an en-
joyment upon which they set a high value. As far as my observation
of the world extended, it was always the more valuable individuals
in the class of men of quality and fortune, it was such as possessed
the most generous minds and the most comprehensive views, who
delighted most in the intercourse of men of literature. They were
the fools, the envious, and the selfish, who shunned such intimates,
because they could not bear to be outdone by persons poorer than
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your species, you will probably not be approved by me: we cannot
be friends. What then? You are, I believe, a good and a wise man
(two qualities much more inseparable than the world is willing to
allow): I have found so few of these, as sometimes to be almost
tempted to think that the race is growing extinct; and I would not
willingly miss an opportunity of seeing so extraordinary a creature.
Your family is happy - (Oh, happiness! thou perpetual object of pur-
suit! always showing thyself in prospect! always cut off from our
attainment by insurmountable precipices and impassable torrents!)
-do not refuse me the sight of a happy family! I ask only for a tran-
sient and momentary pleasure! I ask only for something to stock
my memory with -the recollection of which I may call up from time
to time, and with the image of which I may gild my solitude!

’T am, sir,

"Your very humble servant,

"Lowood Inn, ’Casimir Fleetwood
Ambleside’ of Merionethshire’
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letter to the gentleman whose acquaintance I was so desirous to
obtain:

’Sir,

I have heard your character described in a way so peculiarly con-
formable to my notions and predilections, that Tam desirous to be
indulged with an hour of your conversation.

"You have been intruded upon, I am told, by the idle and the
frivolous; you are a lover of solitude; you are happy in the bosom
of your family: these are the reasons which have been alleged to
me, why I ought not to expect to obtain the favour I solicit. I shall at
least weaken the objections which have been urged, if I can satisfy
you that I am not of the class of the persons who have occasioned
your displeasure.

' am no curious man: what have I to be curious about? I am
nearly forty-five years of age. I have seen the world, through all
its gradations, and in most of the countries of Europe. In my youth
I was a wild rose among the mountains of Wales: as I grew up, I
entered upon that: scenes of active life, foolishly, not criminally. I
contracted an early distaste for the practices and the society of the
world. I have lived much alone -I have nor been happy. When I have
gone into company, mere acquaintance have not interested me; a
friend (a friend, in the perhaps romantic sense of the word) I never
found. I am, no doubt, a very weak creature; I am not like Solomon’s
good man, ’satisfied from myself’ Such is my history; am I one of
those persons whose intrusion you would wish to forbid?

Why am I desirous to pay one visit to the roof of Mr. Macneil? I
know not whether the answer I can give to this question, will be or
ought to be satisfactory. I am not idle enough to imagine that our
interview will improve into acquaintance, far less into friendship.
We dwell in different and remote parts of the island; we cannot
be acquaintance. My habits and temper (it is a million chances to
one) will not suit you; in those indescribable minutiae which do
not affect the essentials of a character, but which make each man
an individual by himself, and which divide you from the rest of
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themselves, and because they felt the terrifying apprehension of
being reduced by them into ciphers. I saw also, contrary to the re-
ceived opinion, that the men of real genius, and who were genuine
ornaments of the republic of letters, were always men of liberal
tempers, of a certain nobility and disinterestedness of sentiment,
and anxious for the promotion of individual and general advantage,
however they might sometimes be involved in petty and degrading
altercations and disputes.

On the other hand, I must do myself the justice to say, that I
discovered many real blemishes and errors in these conversations.
The literary men whose acquaintance I could boast were frequently
as jealous of their fame and superiority, as the opulent men, their
neighbours, were of the preservation and improvement of their es-
tates. This indeed is but natural: every man who is in any way dis-
tinguished from the herd of his species, will of course set no small
value upon the thing, whatever it is, to which he is indebted for
his distinction. No one who has tasted of honour, would willingly
be thrust out among the ignoble vulgar. The only thing which can
defend a man against this pitiful jealousy and diseased vigilance, is
a generous confidence in his own worth, teaching him that it will
find its place without any dishonest and clandestine exertion on his
part. The individual who is continually blowing the fire of his own
brilliancy, who asserts and denies, / is direct or artificial, serious
or jocose, not attending to the inspirations of truth and simplicity
of heart, but as he thinks may best contribute to advance his repu-
tation, if he can at all be acknowledged for a pleasant companion
and associate, is so at least with a very powerful drawback. Such
men form to themselves an art in conversation by which they may
best maintain the rank in intellect they have acquired. They think
little of the eliciting truth, or a conformity to the just laws of equal
society, but have trained themselves to a trick, either by an art-
ful interruption, a brutal retort, a pompous, full sounding, and well
pronounced censure, or an ingeniously supported exhibition of sar-
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castic mockery, to crush in the outset the appearance of rivalship,
and to turn the admiration of bystanders entirely upon themselves.

This is altogether a pitiful policy. True literary reputation does
not depend upon a man’s maintaining a shining -figure in the con-
versations in which he mixes. If an individual has no nobler ambi-
tion than to be the chairman of his own club, why does he com-
mit his thoughts to paper, or send them through the medium of
the press into the world? The moment he has done this, he ought
to consider himself as having pronounced his disdain of the fugi-
tive character of a conversation wit or a conversation bully. I am
inclined to believe that no one ever uniformly maintained, in var-
ious companies, the first place in subtlety and wit, who has not
cultivated this character with dishonest art, and admitted many
unmanly and disingenuous subterfuges into the plan by which he
pursued it. If so, the shining man of a company is to be put down in
the lowest class of persons of intellect. If men entitled to a higher
place have too often submitted to this, it is that they have inflicted
on themselves a voluntary degradation. -One exception only can
I devise to this disingenuousness, which is, where a man has the
absolute cacoethes loquendi,” (disease of speaking) and where his
thoughts are so brilliant and elevated, that all other men will be
eager to listen to them.

The man of genius, who has delivered the fruit of his / medi-
tations and invention to the public, has nothing naturally to do
with this inglorious struggle. He converses that he may inform and
be informed. He wishes to study the humours, the manners, and
the opinions of mankind. He is not unwilling to take his share in
conversation, because he has nothing to conceal, and because he
would contribute, as far as with modesty and propriety he can, to
the amusement and instruction of others. But his favourite place
is that of a spe~1:ator. He is more eager to add to his own stock of
observation and knowledge, than to that of his neighbours. This is
natural and just: since he knows better his own wants, than he can
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read together, and compared the impressions they received from,
and the judgments they formed upon, what they read. They spent
solitary hours enough in the sobriety of the morning, to inspire
them with a zest for each other’s society in the latter part of the
day. Mr. Macneil, as I have said, had no object which he had at
present so earnestly at heart as his children’s improvement. He
shut up, therefore, no knowledge, no tasteful feeling, no moral sen-
timent, no speculation or deduction which his sagacity inspired,
in his own bosom. All his treasures of this sort were brought into
the common stock. In this happy family there were no discordant
opinions, no one ready to say, “This is rash; that is singular; this
is contrary to the judgment of the world; you must learn to think
like others, or you must expect to be disliked’; and thus to chill the
opening blossoms of reflection and of mind. They needed not to be
told, that he who is afraid to think unlike others, will soon learn,
in every honourable sense of the word, not to think at all.

Mr. Macneil, after he had withdrawn from the conversation of
the gentlemen of the neighbourhood, had found himself intruded
upon by stragglers, whom the fashion of an excursion to the lakes
had brought to his door. Some came with letters of recommenda-
tion, and some without. Some were induced by curiosity to see the
mend of Jean Jacques Rousseau; and some to see the lady who had
two husbands, both of them living. With the improper conduct and
indelicacy of one or two of these wanderers, Mr. Macneil had been
highly displeased. He had desired his friends to yield no more let-
ters of introduction to the mere importunities of the idle. He saw
no reason why he should suffer his time to be intruded upon, and
his serenity I to be ruffled, by the curiosity of indolent travellers
who did not know how to dispose of themselves. The lady, the ad-
vocate of Mrs. Macneil, to whom I communicated my wish, did
not fail therefore to assure me, that I should not gain entrance over
the threshold of their house. This unfavourable prediction, perhaps,
piqued me the more; and I sat down, and addressed the following
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the society of her sex, should the same prohibition be extended to
her daughters? Indeed, most of the ladies in the neighbourhood of
the lakes had felt the propriety of the distinction, and had been
eager to afford them every countenance in their power. She under-
stood, from the most undoubted authority, that they were brought
up with a refinement and rigidness of sentiment, in every point
with which modesty was concerned, beyond what was furnished
by any other living example of female education. Their father was
the most faultless and unexceptionable in his habits, of any gen-
tleman in all the northern counties; and, if propriety of character
in young women could be secured by the diligence, discernment,
and rectitude of both their parents, there were no persons of their
age who bid fairer to be an ornament to their sex than the Miss
Macneils.

All that I heard of Mr. Macneil and his family inspired in me
the wish not to quit Westmorland till had seen them. The father
of the family was represented as extremely attached to his wife;
and, as her unfortunate history rendered her liable to little slights
and affronts, he shrunk from all intercourse with his provincial
neighbors. He would nor accept any privilege from the males of
a house, which might only serve to remind him of tile severe law
dealt out to the partner of his life. He fell too intimately for her
honour, her pleasures, and her pains, to be capable of being per-
suaded of the justice of the treatment she received. In truth, as I
understood from the most exact information, it was no great sacri-
fice he made in giving up the conversation of his rural neighbors.
He had resources enough in himself and the inmates of his own
roof. They were far the most polished and elegant family, if polite-
ness consists in intellectual refinement, in the circuit of the lakes.
He had accumulated from the living society of men of genius, the
materials and the principles of thinking. The young ladies excelled
in the arts of music and design. The mother had paid dear for her
progress in the former of these; but her progress was conspicuous.
They frequently made little concerts under their own roof. They
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know the wants of any other man; and since he is more sure of the
uses that will be made of the acquisitions he shall himself obtain.

Among the literary men I saw in this club, or with whom I in
some way became acquainted in consequence of being a member
of it, I found one or two exceptions such as I have Last described,;
but the rest were stimulated by the love of praise in society, as
much as they had been in their writings; and the traps they laid for
applause were no less gross and palpable, than those employed by
a favourite actor, or the author of a modern comedy.

Even such members of the club as did not sacrifice all truth and
justice at the shrine of a sordid vanity, had the habit, as I heard it
once expressed by a captious visitor at his return from one of their
meetings, of speaking as if they talked out of a book. I admit that
this is a fastidious objection. He who spends his life among books,
must be expected to contract something of the manner of his con-
stant companions. He who would disentangle a knotty point, or elu-
cidate a grave question of taste, morals, or politics, must discourse
to some degree in the way of dissertation, or he would discourse in
vain; and if, like a dissertation for popular readers, he takes care to
relieve his style with something pointed and epigrammatic, paints
his thoughts, as he goes on, to the imagination of his hearers, inter-
rupts himself gracefully, and is on his guard not to say a word too
much, he may be allowed to have played his part commendably. If
by talking as out of a / book, is meant no more than that a man
speaks correctly, with well chosen words, in a perspicuous style,
and with phrases neatly turned, the objection is eminently unrea-
sonable. Such is the true and sound view of the subject; but it was
in vain to argue the point; so I was made, and so I found myself
affected.

I was the spoiled child of the great parent, Nature. I delighted
only in the bold and the free, in what was at one and the same time
beautiful and lawless. What aspired to please me, must be as wild as
the artless warblings of the choristers of the woods. Its graces must
be unexpected, and were endeared so much the more to me as they
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showed themselves in the midst of irregularity. What spoke to my
heart must be a full, mellow, and protracted note, or a bewitching
vibration of sound, which seemed to come on purpose to reward
me for listening, for a time, to what gave no express promise of so
pure a delight.

But, had it been otherwise, an attendance once a week, during
the season, at a club of authors, and the occasional society of its
members in the intervals, would have afforded but slender materi-
als for happiness. It might have answered to the confections which
amuse the palate at the end of a feast, but it could never appease
the appetite of him, who feels an uneasy and aching void within,
and is in hot chase for the boon of content.
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membered, the gentlewoman added, 'to have seen the young ladies
at Kendal’ theatre: they were fine girls; the more was the pity!’
The partisan of Mrs. Macneil put no less warmth into her reply,
than her adversary had given to her invective. ’She knew little of
the lady herself, in consequence of the rules of society, by which
she was excluded from the visiting circles of the neighbourhood.
Once, however, she had chanced to be her fellow-traveller in a pub-
lic vehicle from York to London; and she had heard much more of
her, than she had then had an opportunity to observe. From every
thing she had seen, and every thing she could collect, she was per-
suaded it was impossible for any thing in the form of a woman to
exceed the present correctness of Mrs. Macneil’s conversation and
conduct. Why should it be supposed that an error committed be-
fore the age of sixteen could never be atoned? How much was a
young person, at so immature an age, exposed to the stratagems
and wiles of an experienced seducer! A better judge of morals than
she could pretend to be, had pronounced, that deep and exemplary
penitence for an unwary fault was a fuller security for rectitude
than innocence itself* Mrs. Macneil, her advocate added, ’had been
distinguished, when a child, for the strength of her judgment and
the delicacy of her sentiments; once she had fallen; but she had
speedily recovered; and malice itself could not discover a blemish
in her since that period. Might she not, if her present character
was such as it was represented, be a more perfect monitor for the
young, in proportion as she understood more of the evils against
which she warned them, and had felt the calamity?’ The lady who
maintained this side of the argument said, that she did not pre-
tend to dispute the propriety of me rule by which Mrs. Macneil
was given up almost exclusively to the society of the other sex, but
added, that a humane judge would often drop a tear of pity over
the severity of the sentence he was compelled to pronounce. Why,
though Mrs. Macneil could never atone to the rules of established
decorum, should we refuse to believe that she had atoned to God,
and to the principles of rectitude? Why, though she was forbidden
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happy marriage to the man of her father’s choice, as well as of her
own.

I know not whether this story will be found so striking in the rep-
etition, as it was to me when I first heard it. But I felt an uncommon
desire to visit the family which I heard thus described. My desire
was increased by a conversation respecting the character of Mrs.
Macneil, between two ladies, within the walls of one of the most
elegant mansions on the lakes, at which I happened to be present.
One of them was her opponent, and the other her admirer. The
latter spoke, in terms of the highest applause, of the qualifications
and accomplishments of the young ladies, the daughters.

This drew from the gentlewoman of severer temper a pathetic
lamentation over their unfortunate situation. '’No woman, she said,
"who respected her own character, could afford them countenance;
no man, who was not dead to all the decencies of human life, could
offer them his hand in marriage, They were devoted to misery and
dishonour by the very circumstance of their birth; and she held the
father no less culpable in marrying a woman under Mrs. Macneil’s
unfortunate predicament, and making her the mother of his chil-
dren, than if he had married a person on whom was entailed the
most loathsome hereditary disease. What could be thought, as a ma-
tron, of a girl who at sixteen had run away with an Italian fiddler?
How many clandestine provocatives to depravity must she have
listened to from him, before she could have been prevailed upon to
take so outrageous a step? When he had conveyed her into Italy, he
introduced her to his own friends, and no doubt her principal asso-
ciates or two or three years had been sharpers and prostitutes. The
consequence was, that she impudently eloped with a stranger from
the husband of her choice, as she had before eloped from her mis-
guided father. Poor, wretched Miss Macneils, sealed to perdition!
What lessons could they receive from such a mother, but lessons
of debauchery! So impure a mind could not instil into them senti-
ments of virtue, if she would; and would not, if she could. She re-
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CHAPTER IX

Among the members of our club who were not themselves au-
thors, there were a few who were among the most distinguished
ornaments of the English senate. The intercourse of these men was
particularly delightful to me. Their manners were more urbane, at-
tentive, flattering, and uniform, than those of the professional au-
thors. They were gentlemen by birth and education; and, as they
had not the same goad urging them along in the pursuit of praise
as 1 those who embraced literature as a profession, their passions,
at least as seen within these walls, were less restless, their views
more enlarged, and their souls possessed of more calm and repose.
-In this comparison, be it remembered, I speak only of the major-
ity of the authors who were members of this dub. Among them I
knew some illustrious exceptions; and I should think myself highly
censurable in deciding, from those I saw, upon the merits of others
whom I never knew.

The pleasure, however, I felt in the intercourse of such of our
members as were senators, and the admiration with which I was
impressed of their manners and temper, inspired me with the de-
sire of becoming myself a representative in the English parliament.
It will readily be perceived how ill my temper was suited to the of-
fice of courting suffrages and soliciting votes. In this one instance
I conquered my temper. I promised myself that it should be but for
once. I blamed myself for being so unbending to the manners of
the world. I saw that the task I was undertaking, would afford me
a copious opportunity of studying the humours and predilections
of the middling and lower classes of the community: why should I
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quit the stage of human life without having obtained such an op-
portunity? I made myself popular, and I resolved to do so. I gave en-
tertainments, and I delivered speeches. I laughed at the rude jokes
of handicraftsmen, and cracked my jokes in return. I smoked my
pipe, and toasted Church and King, and the wooden walls of old
England. I saw that, in complying with the plain, coarse manners of
my constituents, I ran no such risk as I had done in my former com-
pliances with the manners of the Oxoniuns and the Parisians; and,
instead of despising myself for what I did, I esteemed myself the
more, in proportion as I found that I possessed one faculty which I
had not before suspected, and as I was able thus stoically to adapt
myself to a certain object, and pursue it to the end. I was elected
by a considerable majority of votes; and those who had supported
me with their suffrages, or who had vociferated and huzzaed in my
behalf, were satisfied that they had gained a more important cause,
than could have been secured by the deliverance of an oppressed
/ country, or the emancipation of one quarter of the world.

I entered with awe the walls of the British parliament. I recol-
lected the illustrious men of past ages who had figured upon that
scene. I recollected the glorious struggles of our ancestors which
had there been made, and by means of which greater privileges and
liberties bad been secured to the people of England, than any of the
neighbouring countries could boast. I looked round with compla-
cence upon the accomplished characters who now filled some of
the most conspicuous seats on those benches. I eagerly courted the
acquaintance of these leaders. I was desirous to understand their
views, and enter into their projects.

There is always something more interesting to a young and un-
corrupted mind, in the cause of opposition, than in the cause of
administration. The topics on which they have to expatiate are of
a more animated and liberal cast: rhetoric ever finds a more con-
genial and less thorny field, in the office of attack, than in that of
defence. Liberty is the theme of their declamation; and their bo-
soms beat with the thought that they are pleading the cause of the
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enquiring respecting her father; mother she had none in existence.
Being informed that he still lived, but was inconsolable for her loss,
she became not less earnest than her correspondent, that he should
provide the means of her escape. She trembled to think whether her
father would receive her: sometimes she represented him to herself
as a stern judge, refusing her entreaties; at others, as the victim of
offended love, reproaching her with eyes of death and despair: she
desired, however, to cast herself at his feet, though that moment
were to be her last.

Mr. Macneil concerted every thing with the utmost delicacy and
honour. He provided an Italian, a woman of character, and of some
rank, to be the companion of his protégée in her journey; he himself
observed the strictest ceremony toward them, and attended them
no more than was necessary for safety and indispensable accom-
modation; and he had the satisfaction to deliver this interesting
female into the hands of her aged parent.

The reconciliation was easily made, and was scarcely more af-
fecting to the parties themselves, than to the person who had been
the happy means of their restoration to each other. Mr. Macneil
became the declared lover of the lady he had rescued from slav-
ery. Her marriage with her Italian seducer was speedily dissolved;
and, fortunately, no child had been the issue of this ill-omened con-
nection. Still, however, there was a difficulty. The beautiful peni-
tent dwelt, with all the bitterness of remorse, upon her youthful
offence, and a thousand times protested that, as she had rendered
herself unworthy, she would never consent to become the wife of
an honourable man. Beside which, she continually recollected with
agony the cruel manner in which she had fled from an indulgent
father, and almost broken his heart; and vowed that, so long as
he lived, she would never again quit the paternal roof. These objec-
tions, the impassioned dictates of a well-constituted mind dwelling
with exquisiteness upon an offence so early committed, and so
exemplarily atoned, were at length got over; and, after eighteen
months of struggle and sorrow, she gave her hand in second and
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pulsive baboon, however, soon conceived the plan of robbing his
benefactor of his only child; and he succeeded in the attempt. He
talked the language of love to a blooming and inexperienced girl,
to whom that language had never before been addressed; his voice
was harmony, and his manners specious, gentle, and insinuating.
He won her regard, and, before she had completed her sixteenth
year, prevailed on her to desert her paternal roof.

No sooner had he conveyed her to his native country, than he
threw off the mask toward her. Her fortune was entirely dependent
on her father, except a small portion, which was disputed with the
worthy bridegroom in the English courts, and which he soon found
reason to believe he should never obtain. He made her a prisoner in
a dismantled and unwholesome castle which he had inherited from
his father, and set over her his sister, as ugly as himself, but who,
having obtained no advantages either from education or example,
was in a singular degree vulgar, insolent, and brutal.

In this situation she lived when, about twelve months after the
period in which she left her father’s house, Mr. Macneil, on his trav-
els, heard something of her story, and, like a true knight errant, was
prompted to besiege her castle. He had seen her twice under her
father’s roof; he had lamented, like every other friend of the fam-
ily, the vile artifices by which she had been trepanned; and, being
now informed that she was shut up as a prisoner, and kept from the
sight of every human being, except her betrayer, and the hag, his
sister, be determined to offer her deliverance. By means of a bribe
to one of the servants, he contrived to have a letter conveyed to her
hands. The young lady had had leisure to repent of her rashness,
and to recollect with infinite remorse the endearments of her natal
roof. To receive a line from her countryman, a gentleman whom
she remembered to have seen at her father’s table, afforded her in-
describable pleasure. She knew that the character of Mr. Macneil
had always been spoken of as the model of integrity and honour.
In her perilous situation, which she regarded with infinite loathing,
she judged that some risk was indispensable. She wrote an answer,
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great mass of their countrymen, who are denied the advantage of
being able to plead for themselves. Beside which, modern govern-
ments always must, or at least always do, have recourse to various
modes of proceeding not exactly in accord with pure notions of
integrity: a statesman in place cannot, but in a very limited sense
of the word, be an honest man. 1therefore enlisted myself in the
ranks of opposition.

But, in proportion as I became more familiarly acquainted with
the maxims and views of opposition, I felt my satisfaction in them
diminished. I saw that their aim was to thrust the ministers in pos-
session out of office, that they might take their places. I became
aware that they objected to many things, not because they were
bad, but because their defects, real or apparent) afforded plausi-
ble topics of declamation. I perceived that the spirit of censuring
the measures of government grew too much into a habit, and was
directed too much by the intention of bringing the immediate con-
ductors of public affairs into discredit and contempt. I acquitted the
most considerable / of the leaders from the consciousness of pur-
suing so pitiful a plan. Men of generous minds will always dwell
upon that view of the business in which they are engaged, which
is most congenial to their natural tempers. But, beside every other
disadvantage attending them in this situation, persons of merit, en-
gaged in a party, must accommodate themselves to the views of the
dullest and meanest of their adherents, -to their impatience, their
perverseness, and their acrimony; they must employ a thousand
arts to soothe their prejudices and keep them in temper; and as, in
every party that ever existed, the fools greatly outnumber the men
of understanding, so in matters of party it will infallibly happen
that the honourable and the sage must, on a thousand occasions, be
made the tools and dupes of the vilest of the herd. A parliamentary
leader scarcely appeared to me the same man in a political consul-
tation, that he had done in a literary club. In his club he was free,
ingenuous, and gay; in his political character he was vigilant and
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uneasy, calculating with restless anxiety upon appearances and re-
sults, and still burning with ever-new disappointments.

I saw that the public character of England, as it exists in the best
pages of our history, was gone. I perceived that we were grown a
commercial and arithmetical nation; and that, as we extended the
superficies of our empire, we lost its moral sinews and its strength.”
The added numbers which have been engrafted upon both houses
of parliament have destroyed the health and independence of its
legislature; the wealth of either India has been poured upon us, to
smother that free spirit which can never be preserved but in a mod-
erate fortune. Contractors, directors, and upstarts, -men fattened
on the vitals of their fellow-citizens, - have taken the place which
was once filled by the Wentworths, the Seldens, and tbe Pyms. By
the mere project, -the most detestable and fatal that ever was de-
vised, -of England borrowing of the individuals who constitute Eng-
land, and accumulating what is called a national debt, she has mort-
gaged her sons to an interminable slavery.

I did not, however, immediately see things in this point of view.
I regarded my entrance into the station of an English senator as a
memorable epoch in my life. 1 said, I 'T have been too long a mere
spectator of the scene of existence; it is owing to this, that I have
felt such a constant corroding and dissatisfaction. I will now take
an active part. In the measures which are adopted I will have a
voice; I will contribute by my advice to their improvement or their
overthrow; I will study the principles of legislation; I will detect
bad laws, and procure their abrogation; I will bring forward such
regulations as the present state of manners and policy demands; I
will from time to time urge and unfold, in a greater or a smaller
circle, as occasion may offer, such maxims as may insensibly tend
to the correction and elevation of the character of my country.

I know not whether it was owing to any radical vice in my dispo-
sition, but I did not long persist in these gallant resolutions. The dif-
ficulties were much greater than at a distance I had imagined. The
contrast, which gradually obtruded upon me, between England as
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CHAPTER XII

I was now nearly forty-five years of age. Travelling on some fac-
titious occasion near the Lakes of Westmorland and Cumberland,
and listening, as my custom was, after whatever was extraordinary
and interesting (I listened, as the reader has by this time perceived,
with vain hope; what was called extraordinary, had scarcely the
power to excite my attention; what interested others, moved not
me), - I was told of a gentleman, by name Macneil, that had resided
much in foreign countries, and was supposed particularly to have
possessed the confidence of the celebrated Jean Jacques Rousseau,
who had been some years an inhabitant of the banks of the Winder-
mere. - He had a family of daughters, to the forming whose man-
ners and mind he and his wife had devoted themselves; so that this
man, who had travelled so much, and whose understanding was so
highly cultivated and refined, seemed to have no further business
remaining in life, except to provide the children, the offspring of
his marriage, with the motives and means of a virtuous and happy
existence.

The history of his wife was somewhat uncommon. She had been
born on English ground, but he met with her in the Ecclesiastical
Territory in Italy. She had eloped to her present consort, not from
her parents, but from a man calling himself her husband. This man,
an Italian by birth, had been her instructor in music; he was old, de-
formed, avaricious, and profligate. The father of the lady had con-
sidered his exterior as a sufficient security against any injury to
which his daughter might be exposed, and, pleased with his visi-
tor’s conversation and professional talents, had, without scruple,
invited him to spend month after month under his roof. This re-
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plains, and over immense precipices; but nature had no beauties. I
plunged into the society of the rich, the gay, the witty, and the
eloquent; but I sighed; disquisition did not rouse me to animation;
laughter was death to my flagging spirits.

This disease, which afflicted me at first but in a moderate degree,
grew upon me perpetually from year to year. As I advanced in life,
my prospects became less gilded with the sunshine of hope; and,
as the illusion of the scenes of which I was successively a spectator
wore Out, I felt with deeper dejection that 1 was alone in the world.

It will readily be supposed, that in these twenty years of my life
I met with many adventures; and that, if I were so inclined, I might,
instead of confining myself as I have done to generals, have related
a variety of minute circum. stances, sometimes calculated to amuse
the fancy, / and sometimes to agitate the sympathetic and generous
feelings, of every reader. I might have described many pleasing and
many pathetic incidents in Merionethshire: I might have enlarged
upon my club of authors, and thus, in place of making my volumes
amoral tale, have converted them into a vehicle for personal satire:
I might have expanded the story of my political life, and presented
the reader with many anecdotes of celebrated characters, that the
world has little dreamed of: I might have described the casualties of
my travels, and the heart-breaking delusions and disappointments
of a pretended friendship. It is by no means for want of materials,
that I have touched with so light a hand upon this last portion of
my life. But I willingly sacrifice these topics. I hasten to the events
which have pressed with so terrible a weight on my heart, and have
formed my principal motive to become my own historian.

*%
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T found her in the volumes of her history, and England as she now
was, and had insensibly become for more than a hundred years,
damped the ardour of my enthusiasm.

Once or twice, indeed, I felt that animation which raised my
soul to such a pitch, that I was conscious I had nothing left, for
the moment, to desire. Some measures in which I had a part, were
of immediate importance to the welfare of thousands. Some strug-
gles in which I had joined were arduous; some victories, in which
I was one among the conquerors, carried transport to my heart. I
witnessed situations like that which Burke describes upon the re-
peal of the American Stamp Act, -'When at length, after the suitors
most interested respecting the issue had waited with a trembling
and anxious expectation, almost to a winter’s return of light, the
doors of the house were thrown open, and showed them the fig-
ure of their deliverer in the moment of his well-earned triumph;
when they junlped upon him like children on a long absent fa-
ther, and dung about him as captives about their redeemer. But
these occasions were of rare occurrence; we soon fell back into
the shopkeeping and traffic-trained character I deplored; and even
these triumphs themselves, so beautiful to the eye, it was often
found that treachery, calculation, and cabal had contributed their
polluted aid./
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CHAPTER X

Displeased with the phenomena which I observed in the seat of
empire, and satiated with the beauties of my paternal estate, I re-
solved once more to pass over to the Continent; and to seek, in the
spectacle of different countries, and the investigation of dissimilar
manners, relief from the ennui which devoured me.

This expedient seemed at first to answer my purpose. Novelty
and change have a sovereign power over the human mind.

But the efficacy of this remedy did not last long. Wherever I
went, I carried a secret uneasiness along with me. When I left Paris
for Vienna, or Vienna for Madrid, I journeyed a solitary individ-
ual along the tedious road; and, when I entered my inn, the same
solitude and uncomfortable sensation entered along with me.

I turned aside to examine remarkable objects, the fame of which
had reached me; I visited some celebrated convent of monks; I took
the freedom to introduce myself to some elaborate collector of cu-
riosities -to some statesman or general retired from the busy scene
-to some philosopher or poet whose lucubrations had delighted the
world. I was generally fortunate enough to make my visit agreeable
to the host I selected: I flattered his tastes; I expressed, in the honest
language of truth and feeling, the sense I entertained of his char-
acter and merits. This sort of avocation afforded me a temporary
pleasure; but it often left me in a state of more painful sensation
than it found me, and impressed upon me the melancholy convic-
tion of the unsubstantial nature of all human enjoyments.

Sometimes I joined company with a fellow-traveller, whom
chance directed to the same point, or whom I was able, by some
allurement of pleasure or advantage, to prevail upon to pursue
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from relieving the sensation of this solitude. The more moving and
variegated is the assembly in which I am present, the more full is
my conviction that I am alone. 1 should find as much consolation
and rest among what the satirist calls the vitrified inhabitants of
the planet Mercury, as here.

The operation, as I have said, is in one view of it mechanical;
in another it is purely intellectual and moral. To the happiness of
every human creature, at least in a civilised state, it is perhaps nec-
essary that he should esteem himself, that he should regard himself
as an object of complacency and honour: but in this, as well as ev-
ery other species of creed, it should seem almost impossible for any
one to be a firm believer, if there art: no other persons in the world
of the same sect as himself. However worthy and valuable he may
endeavour to consider himself, his / persuasion will be attended
with little confidence and solidity, if it does not find support in the
judgments of other men. The martyr, or the champion of popular
pretensions, cheerfully encounters the terrors of a public execu-
tion, provided the theatre on which he is to die is filled with his
approvers. And, in this respect, the strength of attachment and ap-
probation in a few, or in one, will sometimes compensate the less
conspicuous complacence of thousands. I remember to have heard
a very vain man say, ‘T have a hundred friends, any one of whom
would willingly die, if it were required for my preservation or wel-
fare’: no wonder that such a man should be continually buoyed
up with high spirits, and enjoy the most enviable sensations. Alas!
what this man was able to persuade himself he possessed in so wild
an exuberance, I sought for through life, and found in no single in-
stance!

Thus I spent more than twenty years of my life, continually in
search of contentment, which as invariably eluded my pursuit. My
disposition was always saturnine. I wanted something. I knew not
what I sought it in solitude and in crowds, in travel and at home, in
ambition and in independence. My ideas moved slow; I was prone
to ennui. I wandered among mountains and rivers, through verdant
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the man who looks on, at my calamity or my death, without any
striking interruption of his tranquility, has a vehement affection
for me. He may be considerate and kind; he may watch by my
bed-side with an enlightened and active benevolence; he may
even be zealous to procure every alleviation of my pains, and
every aid for restoring me to enjoyment and health: but this is not
love. Noj; if he can close my eyes, and then return with a free and
unembarrassed mind to his ordinary business and avocations, this
is not love.

I know not how other men are constituted; but something of this
sort seemed essential to my happiness. It is not wonderful, perhaps,
that I, who had been so circumstanced from my infancy, as to ac-
custom me to apprehend / every discord to my feelings and tastes
as mortal to the serenity of my mind, should have had so impa-
tient a thirst for friendship. The principle of the sentiment may be
explained mechanically, and is, perhaps, to a considerable degree,
mechanical in its operation. The circumstances, whether allied to
pleasure or pain, in which I am placed, strike upon my mind, and
produce a given sensation. I do not wish to stand alone, but to con-
sider myself as part only of a whole. If that which produces sen-
sation in me, produces sensation no where else, I am substantially
alone. If the lash inflicted on me will, being inflicted on another,
be attended with a similar effect, I then know that there is a being
of the same species or genus with myself. Still we are, each of us,
substantive and independent. But, if there is it being who feels the
blow under which I flinch, in whom my sensations are by a kind of
necessity echoed and repeated, that being is a part of myself. Ev-
ery reasoning and sensitive creature seems intuitively to require,
to his perfectly just and proper state, this son of sympathy. It is in-
conceivable how great an alleviation is in this way afforded, how it
mitigates the agony of every kind of distress. It is inconceivable in
how deep and insurmountable it solitude that creature is involved,
who looks every where around for sympathy, but looks in vain. So-
ciety, an active and a crowded scene, is the furthest in the world
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my route. In some cases I was disappointed in my companion;
found him totally different from what, on a slight observation, I
had conceived him to be; / and either separated from him before
half our journey was completed, or cursed a hundred times the
obligation I had contracted, which, perhaps, for twenty days
successively, rendered me the slave of a frigid civility. At other
times, it may be, the conversation of 'my fellow traveller afforded
me an unfeigned delight; and then I bitterly regretted the fugitive
nature of our intercourse. The sensation I felt was such as has
been experienced by passengers in a stage-coach, who have just
had time to contract a liking for each other -who have whispered
to themselves, 'How agreeable, how animated, how well-informed,
or how facetious,” is this stranger!” -who have met in a domestic
way at breakfast, at dinner, and at supper -who have wished each
other good night at the close of the day, and met with salutations
in the morning; when suddenly the vehicle whirls them into some
vast city- the step of the carriage is let down -one passes one way,
and another another -one calls for a chaise to convey him up the
country, and another hastens with his baggage to the port, being
engaged in some distant voyage.

Frequently I sojourned for two, three, or four months in some
polite or teamed residence: and, when I had just had time to fa-
miliarise myself with its most valuable inhabitants, was impelled
to call to mind that this was not my home, and that it was time
to withdraw. Why should I stay? The language, the manners, and
the scene were not native to me; and it was nothing but the neces-
sity of departing that made me regret a place, which, if I had been
compelled to take up my abode in it, would speedily have lost its
illusion.

*%
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CHAPTER XI

I saw that I was alone, and I desired to have a friend. Friends,
in the ordinary sense of the word, and that by no means a con-
temptible sense, I had many; friends who / found pleasure in my
conversation, who were convinced of the integrity of my principles
of conduct, and who would have trusted me in the most impor-
tant concerns. But what sort of a friend is it whose kindness shall
produce a conviction in my mind that I do not stand alone in the
world? This must be a friend, who is to me as another self, who joys
in all my joys, and grieves in all my sorrows, not with a joy or grid
that looks like compliment, not with a sympathy that changes into
smiles when I am no longer present, though my head continues
bent to the earth with anguish. -I do not condemn the man, upon
whom a wound through my vitals acts but as a scratch; I know that
his feelings are natural; I admit him for just, honest, and humane -a
valuable member of society. But he is not the brother of my heart.
I will not suffer myself to be beguiled, and to fall into so wretched
an error as to mistake the friendship of good-humour, or even of es-
teem, for the friendship which can best console a man in calamity
and wretchedness, whether of mind or external circumstances. I
walk among these men as in an agreeable promenade; I speak to
one and another, and am cheered with the sight of their honest
countenances; but they are nothing to me: [ know that, when death
removes me from the scene for ever, their countenances will the
next day be neither less honest nor less cheerful. Friendship, in the
sense in which I felt the want of it, has been truly said to be a senti-
ment that can grasp but one individual in its embrace. The person
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who entertains this sentiment must see in his friend a creature of
a species by itself, must respect and be attached to him above all
the world, and be deeply convinced that the loss of him would be
a calamity which nothing earthly could repair. By long habit, he
must have made his friend a part of himself; must be incapable of
any pleasure in public, in reading, in travelling, of which he does
not make his friend, at least in idea, a partaker, or of passing a day
or an hour in the conceptions of which the thought of his friend
does not mingle itself.

How many disappointments did I sustain in the search after a
friend! How often this treasure appeared as it were within my
grasp, and then glided away from my / eager embrace! The desire
to possess it, was one of the earliest passions of my life, and,
though eternally baffled, perpetually returned to the assault. I met
with men, who seemed willing to bestow their friendship upon
me; but their temper, their manners, and their habits, were so
discordant from mine, that it was impossible the flame should be
lighted in my breast. I met with men, to whom I could willingly
have sworn an eternal partnership of soul; but they thought of
me with no corresponding sentiment; they were engaged in other
pursuits, they were occupied with other views, and had not leisure
to distinguish and to love me. Some one, perhaps, will ask me,
Why are qualities of this nature necessary in a friend? If I die, why
should I wish my friend to bear about him a heart transfixed with
anguish for my loss? Is not this wish miserably ungenerous and
selfish? -God knows, in that sense I do not entertain the wish: I
wish my friend to possess every possible enjoyment, and to be
exempted from every human suffering. But let us consider the
meaning of this. I require that my friend should be poignantly
affected by my death, as I require that he should be affected if I am
calumniated, shipwrecked, imprisoned, robbed of my competence
or my peace. Not that I have any pleasure in his distress, simply
considered; but that I know that this is the very heart and essence
of an ardent friendship. I cannot be silly enough to believe that
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perverse enough to believe that all this anxiety would be the fruit of
selfishness! They would have discovered in each other inestimable
qualities, a large stock of sound judgment and excellent sense, and
an inexhaustible fund of kind and benevolent propensities. After
some years I would bring back my misanthrope to England. Sir, he
would never be able to part with his companion in the desert is-
land. He would believe that there was not a creature in the world,
take him for all in all, so valuable. Yet observe, he would only en-
tertain this opinion of him, because he knew him more thoroughly
than any of the rest of his species. I took my sailor merely as a
specimen of human nature, and of human nature in one of its most
unfavourable forms.

I hope my reader will be convinced by the arguments of Mr. Mac-
neil. What a blessed state of mind was that, to which he appears to
have attained! Yet, for myself, I acknowledge, either because truth
was on my side, or, it may be, merely from the excessive suscepti-
bleness of my nature, or the accidents of my life, I remained unal-
tered by his discourses, and, though I wished to be a philanthropist,
was a misanthrope still.
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CHAPTER XV.

“What I have been yet saying,” continued Macneil, "is specula-
tion; let us now come to the most important part of my function,
which is practice. Fleetwood, you are too much alone. I hear people
talk of the raptures of solitude; and with what tenderness of affec-
tion they can love a tree, a rivulet, or a mountain. Believe me, they
are pretenders; they deceive themselves, or they seek, with their
eyes open, to impose upon others. In addition to their trees and
their mountains, I will give them the whole brute creation; still it
will not do. There is a principle in the heart of man, which demands
the society of his like. He that has no such society, is in a state but
one degree removed from insanity. He pines for an ear into which
he might pour the story of his thoughts, for an eye that shall flash
upon him with responsive intelligence, for a face the lines of which
shall talk to him in dumb, but eloquent discourse, for a heart that
shall beat in unison with his own. If there is any thing in human
form that does not feel these wants, that thing is not to be counted
in the file for a man; the form it bears is a deception, and the leg-
end, Man, which you read in its front, is a lie. Talk to me of rivers
and mountains! I venerate the grand and beautiful exhibitions and
shapes of nature, no man more; I delight in solitude; I could shut
myself up in it for successive days. But I know, that Christ did not
with more alacrity come out of the wilderness after his forty days’
sequestration, than every man, at the end of a course of this sort,
will seek for the interchange of sentiments and language. The mag-
nificence of nature, after a time, will produce much the same effect
upon him, as if I were to set down a hungry man to a sumptuous
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was perpetually shifted before our eyes, and as we breathed an at-
mosphere forever new.
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charm reconciling me to life; it gave me value in my own eyes, to
observe her beautiful and well-proportioned presence, her speak-
ing eye, her lucid complexion, and to say, To the soul that inhabits
there I am of importance; she is cheerful, because I am happy and
well; if I perished, she would feel she had lost every thing! How flat-
tering to the human heart, that there is a being, and a noble one,
whom with one accent of my voice I can delight, with one glance
of my eye I can fill with sweet content! My tenants loved me, be-
cause I had power; my acquaintance, because I could contribute
to their entertainment; the poor who dwelt near my mansion, for
my wealth; but my wife would love me in sickness or in health, in
poverty, in calamity, in total desolation!

While we resided at Matlock, we visited the beauties and ro-
mantic scenery of Derbyshire. I was familiarly acquainted with the
whole before, and I now performed the office of cicerone and inter-
preter to Mary. But how different were the sensations with which I
now visited each charming, or each wonderful scene! Even a bright
and spirit-stirring morn, did not now stir in me a contemplative
and solitary spirit; it turned my eye on my companion, it awakened
us to the interchange of cheerful and affectionate looks, it tip our
tongues with many a pleasant sally, and many a tender and sympa-
thetic expression. When we looked down upon the rich and fertile
plains, when we hung over the jutting and tremendous precipice,
I perceived with inexpressible pleasure, that mine was no longer
a morose and unparticipated sensation, but that another human
creature, capable of feeling all my feelings, rejoiced and trembled
along with me. When I retired to my inn after the fatigues and
dangers of the day, I did not retire to a peevish and foward meal
among drawers and venal attendants; I sat down with the compan-
ion of my heart, and shared the pleasures of idleness, as we had
before shared the pleasures of activity. How many agreeable top-
ics of conversation did the rivers and the mountains suggest; how
many occasions of mutual endearment did they afford! It seemed
that the spirit of kindness still gained new strength, as the scene
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service of plate, where all that presented itself on every side was
massy silver and burnished gold, but there was no food.

"He is a wise physician, that knows how to prescribe for his own
malady. Were the case you have described to me, the case of a by-
stander, you would immediately see into its merits, as clearly as I
do. You have no certain and regular pursuit; you have no equal al-
liances and connections. The miracle would be, if it were possible
for you to be happy. You are too rich, to be able to engage with
sincere eagerness in any undertaking or employment. The rem-
edy therefore in your case must be derived from the other quarter.
Marry! beget yourself a family of children! You are somewhat ad-
vanced in life; time must elapse before your children will be at an
age to occupy much of your cares; if you feel any vacuity in the
interval, call about you your distant relations! Sit down every day
at table with a circle of five or six persons, constituting your own
domestic groupe. Enquire out the young men on the threshold of
life, who, from the regulations of society, have the best claim upon
your assistance. Call them round you; contribute to their means;
contribute to their improvement; consult with them as to the most
promising adventure in which they can launch themselves on the
ocean of life. Depend upon it, you will not then feel a vacuity; your
mind will no longer prey upon itself”

I was some time before I could believe that my friend was in
earnest. — ”I, to entangle myself with a numerous family, whose
temper was so fastidious and sensitive that I could scarcely chuse
a companion for a day, that did not become in twenty ways dis-
gusting and insupportable to me before the close of the day!

”L, to marry! Had I not now passed the flower of my days in a
state of celibacy? Whom was I to marry? I was near forty-five years
of age. Was I to make what is called a suitable match; that is, marry
a woman of the same age as myself? Beside that there would then
be small chance of offspring, I could not say I felt in myself much
propensity to fall in love with a lady of this staid and matronly age.
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”Add to all this, I am impressed with no favourable preposses-
sions toward the female sex. I cannot be blind enough to credit
what some have maintained, probably more from the love of para-
dox than any other cause, that there is any parity between the sexes.
Till the softer sex has produced a Bacon, a Newton, a Homer, or a
Shakespear, I never will believe it. Who does not see that the quick-
ness and vivacity of their temper sets them at an immense distance
from profound sense, sublime feeling, and that grand species of ad-
venture, which engrosses, from puberty to the grave, the whole
energies of the human soul? But, beside this, I think ill of their dis-
positions. The impressions of my adventures of gallantry in France
I cannot overcome. Perhaps, in the tranquillity of sober discussion,
you might bring me to confess that these impressions are unjust;
but there they are; such are the associations of my mind; I never
can think seriously of a woman, still less propose her to myself as
a companion, without calling to mind the marchioness de L., and
the countess of B.

”T have another disqualification for marriage, worse even than
this. I am grown old in the habits of a bachelor. I can bear no re-
straint. You, sir, happy as you are in your family, must be fully
aware, that it is impossible for two persons to associate for a day,
without some clash of their different inclinations. It is like hounds
in a leash; the chain is upon their necks, and not upon their wills.
But we bear this wonderfully well for a time, because we see where
it will end; most men bear it better than I do. But let the chain be
such the padlock of which cannot be unloosed, but by the death
of one party or the other; Gods, how galling does it become! In an
‘agreeable companion in a post-chaise, in the guest that visits, or
the host that receives, me for a day, though his desires are absurd,
though his manner be abrupt, and his sentiments dissimilar to my
own, I am too proud to suffer my temper to be much ruffled by so
fugitive an inconvenience. But how trifles swell into importance,
when the individual whose temper jars with mine, is to live with
me for ever! Whatever offends me I feel as in the utmost degree
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one, and a defenseless tenderness in the other. Man and wife, if
they love, must love each other vehemently. Their interests are in
almost all cases united. If they have children, these children form a
new bond, either party pursues the same end, and has its affections
directed towards the same object. Independently of this, whatever
contributes to the welfare of the one is advantageous to the other,
and the calamity or death of either is a kind of destruction which
overtakes the by-stander. Habit assists the mutual dependence; and
very often it happens that, when a wedded pair has lived for a long
series of years together, the death of the feebler of the two is only
a signal calling on the other to be gone, that he survives but a few
days, and they are deposited at the same moment in a common
grave.

Thus does the system of things of which we are a part supply
our inherent deficiencies, and conscious, as it were, in how small
a degree we are adapted for sublime virtues, assist, by a sort of
mechanical link, in the construction of that vivid and unremitting
attachment which the human heart demands.

To me, who had been accustomed to live alone with dependents,
with acquaintance, and with servants, how delicious were the at-
tentions of a beautiful and accomplished woman, whose interests
were for ever united with my own! A servant dares not, and an
acquaintance but coldly performs the ordinary duty of enquiring
after your health, and sending you forth to the occupations of the
day crowned with their good wishes. How pleasing to be an object
of interest and concern to the person whom I deeply esteem and
fervently love! How delicious the eye that glistens with pleasure to
hail my return, and the cheek that reddens with kindness! It is this
which constitutes the unspeakable charm of home. My home is not
a fabric of walls which shelters me; is not even the windows, the
furniture, the elbow-chair, and the mute fire-side, which habit has
endeared and hung round with a thousand pleasing associations; it
is that there I find the countenance that gladdens at my approach,
and the heart that welcomes me. The affection of Mary I felt as a
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Without frankness, without a conscience void of offence, without
a feeling that the being I love is of a worthy nature, and that no
one can stand up and say “In consulting your own inclination you
have done me unmanly wrong,” there cannot be the “sunshine of
the soul” Most especially in the connection of sex with sex, it is
necessary to substantial enjoyment, that virtue should spread the
couch, and that honor and peace of mind should close the curtains.
The kiss of honest love, how rapturous! But the true ingredients in
this rapture are, a heart-felt esteem of each other’s character, a per-
ception that, while the eye we see sparkles, and the cheek glows,
with affection, the glow is guiltless of any unhallowed and licen-
tious propensity; in fine, the soothing state of mind which tells us
that, while we freely indulge the impulses of our heart, we are not
disgracing, but honoring, the mighty power by which we exist. To
recollect that neither my own character, nor that of the partner of
my joys, is injured, but improved, by the scope of our mutual par-
tialities, is the crown of social pleasure. To persons thus attached,
thus bound in honorable connection, each day may be expected to
add to their enjoyment, and increase the kindness and esteem with
which they regard each other.

To me the situation was new, was such as I had not anticipated,
and was so much the more enchanting to me. I had lived long in
the world, and I had lived alone. My soul panted for a friend, and
I had never found such a friend as it demanded, a friend *who
should be to me as another self, who should joy in all my joys,
and grieve in all my sorrows, and whose sympathy should be in-
capable of being changed by absence into smiles, while my head
continued bent to the earth with anguish” I had not been aware
that nature has provided a substitute in the marriage-tie, for this
romantic, if not impossible friendship. The love which Pythias is
said to have borne for Damon, or Theseus for Pirithous, many a
married pair have borne for each other. The difference of sex pow-
erfully assists the intimacy; similarity of character can never unite
two parties so closely, as the contrast of masculine enterprise in
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grave; every accidental difference preys upon my heart, and cor-
rodes my vitals.”

Mr. Macneil laughed at the vehemence of my satire against mar-
riage. "No,” said he, I do not absolutely insist, that you shall fix
upon a lady of forty-five years of age, or that you shall estimate
her fitness to become your wife by the wrinkles in her brow. The
man may love the wife at forty-five, whom, twenty years before, he
received a blushing virgin to his bed; habit may do much for him;
a friendship has gradually sprung up between them, which death
only is powerful enough to dissolve; but this is not exactly the pe-
riod at which the familiarity should commence. No; if you marry,
Fleetwood, chuse a girl, whom no disappointments have soured,
and no misfortunes have bent to the earth; let her be lively, gay as
the morning, and smiling as the day. If your habits are somewhat
rooted and obstinate, take care that there is no responsive stiffness
in her, to jar and shock with. Let her be all pliancy, accommodation
and good-humour. Form her to your mind; educate her yourself. By
thus grafting a young shoot upon your venerable trunk, you will
obtain, as it were, a new hold upon life. You will be another crea-
ture; new views, new desires, new thoughts, will rise within you.
While you are anxious to please and sympathise with your beau-
teous bride, you will feel as alert as a boy, and as free and rapid in
your conceptions as a stripling.

”You will tell me perhaps, that you could not make such a young
creature happy. I differ from you in that. The women are not like
us in their tastes. A lady, as you say, past the meridian of life, will
seldom be courted for a bride, unless with some sinister view; but at
least half the young girls you meet with, would be well contented
with a husband considerably older than themselves. Man marries,
because he desires a lovely and soothing companion for his vacant
hours; woman marries, because she feels the want of a protector,
a guardian, a guide and an oracle, some one to look up to with
respect, and in whose judgment and direction she may securely
confide. Besides, Fleetwood, you mistake yourself, if you think you
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are old. Your visage is not wrinkled, and your hair is not grey. The
activity of your temper, the many plans of life you have tried, your
perpetual change of place, have effectually preserved you from that
running down of the wheels of fancy, that decay of the principle of
life, which should render you an unfit companion for a blooming
bride.

“You allege, that your temper, which is so fastidious and sensitive
that you can seldom support the companion of a day, is a cause
that would reduce you to make an ill figure, in a domestic circle,
with five or six individuals who sat down with you every day to
table. Alas, Fleetwood, this is the very thing you want, the cause
why your temper is so blameably fastidious. The horse, however
generous his blood, and graceful his limbs, who has never learned
certain paces, and had his temper subdued to the intimations of the
bridle, will never be victor in the race. Subject yourself to the law of
associating with your fellow-men, place yourself in the situation to
be the guardian and benefactor of your consort and kindred, and
you will soon feel and bend to the necessity of consulting their
predilections as well as your own. You will be a million times the
better and the happier for it.

“But the main error into which you have fallen, is to suppose
that the way of living between a man and his wife, bears any re-
semblance to that with a chance-companion in a post-chaise, or
between an ordinary host and his guest. The first principle of so-
ciety in this relation, if it is actuated with any spirit of kindness,
is the desire each party feels, to be the sacrifice of the other. In-
stead of regretting the unavoidable differences of inclination, they
become, where the topics to which they relate are not fundamental,
an additional source of pleasure. Each party is eager to anticipate
the desires of the other, to smooth the way to their gratification, to
provide for their happiness. If, between a pair thus kind and thus
wise, any little debates chance to arise, this too adds to their enjoy-
ment. You know the proverb which says, The falling out of lovers is
the renewal of love. Between man and man differences are gravely
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women I had loved, furiously and distractedly loved, in the early pe-
riod of my life, I had never esteemed. How could I? They had each
a husband; they had each children. How can a woman discharge
the duties of these sacred relations, at the same time that she is
amusing herself with the wishes, or gratifying the appetites, of a
lover? The idea is too shocking to be dwelt upon! She puts off the
matron, to play the wild and loose-hearted coquette. She presents
to her husband the offspring of her criminal amours, and calls it
his. All her life is a cheat, one uninterrupted tissue of falsehoods
and hypocrisy. Can she tell her thoughts? She, who has not a single
thought which, though it may be tolerated in silence, would not, if
uttered in appropriate language, make every one of her acquain-
tance turn to marble at the sound. Esteem her! She is not worthy
to live; or, if to live, to be confined in some cloister of penitents,
where rigid discipline and coarse attire, and scanty fare, might at
length purge her of that ferment in her blood, or that giddy intoxi-
cation of thought, which at present renders her the blot of her sex,
and the disgrace of the marriage tie!

There are persons who sport the opinion, that the pleasure which
is gained by stealth, is the genuine pleasure, and that the prohibi-
tion which waits upon the indulgence, gives it its highest zest. It is
not so! This opinion is not more pernicious in its tendency, than it
is ridiculous in the grounds upon which it rests. What, is it the con-
sciousness of crime, that makes our pleasure? the fear, which con-
tinually haunts us with a presentiment that we shall be detected?
the cowardice, that forces our countenance to fall in the presence
of our fellow-men, and makes a hundred accidental and harmless
remarks in conversation or in public, enter like a sword into our
vitals? the fearful struggle for ever repeated within us, which leads
us to do the thing we condemn, and repine over our weakness that
we do it?

No; it is innocence that is the soul of pleasure, with which the
sentiment of shame is incompatible. The truly happy man lifts up
his face with serenity, and challenges the eyes of all the world.
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CHAPTER XX.

From the church of St. George’s, Hanover Square, where the mar-
riage ceremony was performed, we set out for the baths of Matlock
in Derbyshire, where we staid an entire month. This was the hap-
piest month of my life. My dear Mary became placid and cheer-
ful; without forgetting the terrible calamity which the last autumn
had brought upon her, she opened her heart to the gratifications
which were before her; she felt that, in the solemn contract she
had formed, she had undertaken in some degree for my satisfac-
tion and tranquility, and she was determined to watch over her
trust. Nor will I be guilty of the false modesty to insinuate, that
she did this merely as the discharge of a duty; on the contrary, I
was so fortunate as to interest and please her. This she manifested
by a thousand flattering symptoms, attentions which can flow only
from the heart, and which the head can never supply. Nor let it be
forgotten that, though I was now somewhat beyond the meridian
of life, I was not destitute of many advantages, calculated to recom-
mend me to a delicate and refined female companion. My person
was pleasing, and my demeanor graceful; circumstances which had
acquired me in Paris the appellation of the handsome Englishman.
That very sensibility which constituted the torment of my life, gave
a feeling sweetness to the tones of my voice, and a gentleness to
my attentions, such as are found peculiarly acceptable to the better
order of females.

If Mary was cheerful and pleased, the happiness I felt is such as
cannot be described. What a contrast did there exist between the tu-
multuous scenes of my Parisian amours, and my relative situation
with the accomplished female whom I had now made my wife! The
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discussed and argumentatively settled. Each revises the imaginary
brief of his own cause, and becomes confirmed in his private view
of the question at issue. But, between man and woman, the smile
which unexpectedly displaces the clouded brow, is the symbol of
peace. Arguments are thrust away by hundreds, like beggars from
the facade of a palace. The party most in the right, mourns over this
degrading advantage. The party most in the wrong, confesses the
error incurred with so ingenuous a grace, as to make error look as
if it gave new improvement and finishing to a character. — Marry,
Fleetwood! If you live, marry! You know nothing of happiness, if
you do not! You are as ignorant of the true zest of human life, as
the oak which at this moment overcanopies us with its branches!”

Such were the advices of the intelligent and kind-hearted friend
I had thus accidentally acquired. They made a strong impression
upon me. I know not whether the impression would have been so
forcible, had the circumstances under which the advice was given
been different. But the reader must recollect that it was addressed
to me in the midst of an amiable family, the children of which
were daughters. While Macneil was earnest in describing the sort
of wife he would recommend to me, I thought of these accom-
plished young women: when we returned home from the walk or
ride which these discussions had occupied, I looked round upon the
circle, with different emotions from those which had previously
accompanied the spectacle: could it be otherwise? I have already
said that the junior of the three particularly engaged my attention:
I now caught myself repeatedly in my solitude uttering the invol-
untary exclamation, "Mary, if ever I marry, it is thou that shalt be
my bride!”

The conversations between me and my host, the sense of which I
have thus compressed, occupied many successive excursions. One
day when Macneil was most deeply engaged in the argument, I
turned suddenly upon him, and cried out somewhat gaily, "Now,
my friend, shall I try whether you are in earnest in all this declama-
tion? If such a marriage as you describe is desirable for me, it will
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be no less desirable for the woman I shall chuse; one of the parties
in wedlock cannot be happy alone. You say, I should chuse a young
person, a person of pleasing manners, and a cultivated mind: where
can I verify this description so truly, as by your fire-side? Will you
give me one of your daughters?”

My friend paused. A question like this compels one to be seri-
ous indeed. — But — you have no grave meaning in proposing the
interrogatory?”

”I cannot tell. Your arguments have made me think: I do not say
they have converted me. Macneil, I do not wish to trifle with you:
if my question touches you too nearly, I dispense you from a reply.”

”No; the question has been asked, and it shall be answered. Only,
as I by no means wish to restrain you, by treating your question as
a proposal, so I must request you in return to consider my answer,
as belonging merely to an abstract illustration, as a logical experi-
ment to try the soundness of my recommendation. I should be as
much to blame in violating the modesty and maiden dignity of my
children, as in imposing fetters of any sort on the freedom of your
deliberations.”

“Agreed! Nothing can be more reasonable”

"Well then; I have no objection to your person, your family, your
fortune, your understanding, your accomplishments, not even to
your age. But then as to your temper, —

”Ay, there is the point!”

“What a strange thing is advice! How difficult is it to put one’s
self exactly in the place of another? How hard, to be sure that the
advice we give, is exactly that which we should think reasonable,
could we change persons with the man upon whom we are so ready
to obtrude it? Fleetwood, I swear that I am your friend: I swear
that the project I urged upon you, was urged in the sincerity of my
heart” —

“lo, triumphe! I see, I shall die a bachelor!” — Shall I confess my
secret weakness? My lo, triumphe, was uttered with a heavy heart.
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and never, so long as I shall continue to exist, shall I recover this
terrible stroke.

"But why do I thus cheat my sorrows, by dwelling in general
propositions! If my lost relatives had been otherwise than they
were, I could have borne it, I ought to have borne it. Fleetwood,
you knew them! No, never was there such a father, such a mother,
such sisters. How we loved each other! How happy we made each
other, and what powers we had of contributing to each other’s hap-
piness! — Barbara! Amelia! my father! my mother! If I dwell upon
the horrible theme I shall go distracted! — Fleetwood, how I wish
that I too could commit myself to the mercy of the ocean! When
the thought of my own death rises to my mind, it never comes in so
soothing a form as if I imagine it to happen by drowning. Believe
me, there is nothing I so earnestly pray for, as that this may be the
means by which I may cease to exist. I should not feel it as death;
it would be a reunion to all I love!

Life is the desert; life the solitude.

This mingles me with all my soul has lov’d:
"Tis to be borne to sisters and to parents;
"Tis to rejoin the stock from which I sprung,
And be again in Nature!”
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tastes, my pleasures, and my wishes, more or less different from
those of every other human being. I hope you will not require me
to disclaim them. In me you will have a wife, and not a passive ma-
chine. But, whenever a question occurs of reflection, of experience,
of judgment, or of prudential consideration, I shall always listen to
your wisdom with undissembled deference. In every thing indiffer-
ent, or that can be made so, I shall obey you with pleasure. And in
return I am sure you will consider me as a being to be won with
kindness, and not dictated to with the laconic phrase of authority.

”Yet I am sorry, my dear love, that you should marry a woman
who has suffered so cruelly as I have done. My father’s advice to
you was, Fleetwood, if you marry, chuse a girl, whom no disap-
pointments have soured, and no misfortunes have bent to the earth’
Fleetwood, you must not be angry with me, if I sometimes recollect
that my father, mother, and sisters, all perished together by an un-
timely and tragical fate. Peaceful and serene as I may appear to you,
I bear a wound in my breast, which may be skinned over, and seem
as if it were cured, but which will occasionally break out afresh, and
produce symptoms of fever, impatience and despair. How exquisite
are the various charities of human life! From the most venerable of
these, those which are entailed upon us without asking our leave,
and are stamped with the highest sanctity, I am cut off for ever. I
am like a being who, by some severe ordination of providence, is
destined to stand alone, to know no kindred, to have no alliance or
connection, but what my own election and voluntary engagement
may eventually supply. If you should fail me, Fleetwood! mdash; I
have faults; you unquestionably have faults too. You are difficult
to be pleased; I see it; my father told me so; my powers of pleasing,
perhaps my inclination to please, have their limits. If you should
fail me, I have no one to fly to; I shall remain a solitary monument
of despair! These thoughts will sometimes intrude, and make me
sad. Other persons lose their relations one by one; they are gradu-
ally broken in to their forlorn situation. I was overwhelmed at once:
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The lovely Mary had gained a station in my bosom, from which I
felt I could with difficulty dislodge her.

”I love my children; you, all the world, would despise me if I did
not. It is so difficult to judge for a child, conscious of unripened
discernment, and relying on my superior penetration and experi-
ence, or by whom, if this reliance is not placed, it clearly ought to
be! I could cheerfully commit my own happiness to the lottery of
human affairs, but thus to dispose of the little all of one’s daughter,
is a fearful responsibility! —

”Yet, after all, this responsibility I must encounter. If my daughter
marries a wise man or a fool, a prodigal or an economist, an honest
man or a knave, and it is done with my approbation, it must alike
happen that I may consider myself as the author of her happiness
or her misery.

“Well then, Fleetwood, I confess that the woman who marries
you, will engage in a considerable risk. But, God knows, all mar-
riage is a risk, is the deepest game that can be played in this sub-
lunary scene. You say true, that your risk will not be less, than
that of the dame who accepts your hand. Yet I adhere to my advice,
’Marry!” or, which is indeed merely dressing that advice in another
guise, ‘Fleetwood, take the child of my bosom! win her partiality
and kindness; my approbation waits on her preference!’

"By this question however, which, as I said, I have answered
merely under the notion of a logical experiment, you have brought
to my recollection a part of the subject, which, before, I ought not
to have forgotten; and I thank you for it. If you should ever feel
seriously disposed to adopt my recommendation, let it not be done
lightly and unadvisedly. Consider it as the most important trans-
action of your life. Consider that not merely your own happiness,
but that of the woman who has consented to embark hers under
your protection, the virtue and respectability of your possible off-
spring, and the peace of the venerable parents who have resigned
her to your discretion, are at stake upon the due regulation of your
temper. Here indeed lies the great difference between your present
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condition, and that which I have been chalking out for you. Inde-
pendent and sole as you now stand, you find yourself answerable
to none: you can discard your servants when you please; you can
break off with your acquaintance; and you need scarcely deign to
ask yourself, Was I in fault? But you cannot so break off from the
ties of affinity and blood. Believe me, too much independence is
not good for man. It conduces neither to his virtue, nor his happi-
ness. The discipline which arises out of the domestic charities, has
an admirable tendency to make man, individually considered, what
man ought to be. I do not think you, Fleetwood, worse than your
neighbours. You are an honest and a just man, with sense enough
to discern the right, and courage enough to pursue it. If you are
now wayward and peevish and indolent and hypochondriacal, it
is because you weakly hover on the outside of the pale of human
society, instead of gallantly entering yourself in the ranks, and be-
coming one in the great congregation of man”

It was in such conversation that Macneil and I passed our time
in our excursions on the banks of the Windermere. With what de-
light I recollect this happy interval of my life! Ruffigny and Mac-
neil were the only two men I ever knew, the clearness of whose
thinking was an ever fresh source of delight, and the generosity
of whose souls, enlightening their discourse, made their face oc-
casionally look, as if it had been the face of an angel. But in the
society of Macneil my happiness was even purer than in that of
my father’s friend. Ruffigny, gallant, noble-hearted mortal as he
was, stood alone; my intercourse with him was a perpetual téte a
téte, and had too much of monotony and uniformity for the unsat-
isfied cravings of the human mind; but to return home with Mac-
neil, after a morning’s temperate and sober discussion, and to see
him surrounded with his blameless wife and accomplished daugh-
ters, what could the heart of man look for more? Add to which, I
was occupied with the new sensations which agitated my bosom
for the charming Mary. While I talked with her, I forgot my preju-
dices against her sex; the marchioness de L. and the countess of B.
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mond? What objects can be more unlike than these two? If you re-
cede from the river, Sydenham, and Epsom, and Esher, and Hamp-
stead, and Hendon, and twenty other delightful scenes, are ready
to advance their several claims for the prize of beauty. Let not my
readers wonder at this enumeration, which to some of them may
perhaps appear trite. Let them recollect that with every one of these
places I associate some interesting scene of courtship, which ren-
ders the remembrance dear to me. Let them be thankful that I dis-
miss this part of my narrative so lightly. If I were to enlarge upon
the history of this beautiful spring, and relate at length the pleas-
ing incidents which occurred, particularly at Epsom and Richmond,
instead of consecrating a page to this topic, I should fill volumes.
In the month of July I became a husband. When a sufficient pe-
riod had elapsed to make my poor Mary feel that she belonged in
some measure to the world, she was too ingenuous not to disdain
the forms and semblances of grief. As she had scarcely any visitor
beside myself, it became proper that we should, as soon as might
be, put an end to this equivocal situation, upon which the good-
natured world is always eager to interpose its constructions. "My
beloved Fleetwood,” said Mary, "I feel that I love you to the full as
much, I believe more, than I could love a man of my own age. The
sentiment that I feel for you has a sort of religion in it, which ren-
ders it a thousand times sweeter, and more soothing to my heart.
I reverence, at the same time that I love you. I shall be infinitely
more reluctant to wound you, and more solicitous for your peace,
than I should be, if you were a youth in the full revelry and exuber-
ance of the morning of life. In all partnership engagements, there
must be a subordination. If T had a young husband, I might perhaps
sometimes be presumptuous enough to estimate his discernment
at no higher a rate than my own; but the case is otherwise now.
Mistake me not, my dear Fleetwood. I am not idle and thoughtless
enough, to promise to sink my being and individuality in yours.
I shall have my distinct propensities and preferences. Nature has
moulded my mind in a particular way; and I have of course my
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started the proposition; it would have been treason to the majesty
of her grief; it would have been sacrilege, to bring forward the de-
jected mourner amidst the hardened gaiety and indifference of an
assembly, or the unhallowed jests and obstreperous mirth of a the-
atre. An excursion into the country is an amusement of a different
sort. Nature in her gayest scenes is never drunken and tumultuous.
A cheerful sobriety is their characteristic. When I escape from the
multitude, and hasten to her retreats, I am never incommoded with
obtrusive and discordant sounds; all around me is silent; or, if any
thing is heard, it is the rustling of the wind, or the uncouth war-
blings of the feathered tribe; even the lowing of the herds is sweet;
and if I were placed amidst a forest of wild beasts, I should find,
could I divest myself of the terror they excite, that the mighty mas-
ter had tempered their roarings, till they afforded a sublime mel-
lowness, not unpleasing to the ear.

The soft tints of the morning had a staid liveliness in them which
led my poor Mary out of herself, ere she was aware. The air had
a sweet alacrity which she could not resist. "Mr. Fleetwood,” said
she, ”your attentions are a thousand times greater than I deserve.
Had they a character of obtrusiveness and command, I should know
what part to take. But I can discover nothing in them which betrays
that you think of gratification to yourself; you appear to be the
soul of humanity and tenderness. I should be the most ungrateful
creature in the world, if I did not accept your solicitudes for my
health and invitations to the air, or if I refused to smile, when nature
and Fleetwood summon me to smile”

We made a tour in succession to almost all the environs of the
metropolis. If one is content to give up the demand for the wild,
the majestic and awful in scenery, I know of no city, the neigh-
bourhood of which affords a greater variety of rich and beautiful
and animated spots, than London. The Thames is the great wealth
of this vicinity. What can be more striking than the crowd of masts
and vessels of various sizes, as discovered from Greenwich, or the
frolic meandrings of this rural stream, as it shows itself at Rich-
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seemed daily more and more to become the shadow of a dream; her
conversation was so inexpressibly ingenuous, and her sallies so art-
less, that, in spite of my preconceptions, she stole away my heart.
Her delight was in flowers; and she seemed like one of the beauties
of her own parterre, soft and smooth and brilliant and fragrant and
unsullied.
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CHAPTER XVI.

Why did these days of yet un-experienced delight pass so quickly
away! Mr. Macneil, before I knew him, had determined to pass over
with his family to Italy, with the intention of spending the remain-
der of his days there. He had a friend in the Milanese with whom
he had contracted the strictest bonds of intimacy, and who had
often pressed him to take up his residence in his neighborhood,;
he was promised that circle of female associates and acquaintance,
which was denied to Mrs. Macneil in England; and this, though the
admirable matron could have dispensed with it for herself with-
out repining, he judged to be an advantage of the first importance
to his daughters. Having formed a project of this sort, he had pro-
ceeded so far as to have settled to dispose of all his property in Eng-
land, and to vest his fortune in lands to be purchased on the spot
of his destined abode. The affairs which related to this intended
transplantation had already detained the family in England longer
than they wished; and I agreed to purchase the Westmorland estate,
rather to facilitate the projects of my friend, than with any inten-
tion to take up my residence in this part of the island. The property
was transmitted, and lodged in the hands of a banker at Genoa; and
Mr. Macneil determined to take his passage by sea, from Falmouth
for that city. The adventurers in this voyage were Mr. Macneil, his
wife, and his two eldest daughters; the youngest was to remain, at
least till the next season, upon a visit to a family, who in the win-
ter resided in London, and during the summer upon their estate in
Gloucestershire.

Every thing being prepared for the journey, the whole establish-
ment removed from the Windermere, and set out for Falmouth, I
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every demonstration of this sort had a double price, as it appeared
a gentle and voluntary and cheerful restraint upon the state of her
mind, so much taken away from the dead to give to the living.

Thus we passed the winter. The cheerful blaze of our quiet
hearth compensated for the driving hail and snow which raged
without. Gradually I endeavoured to engage the attention of my
charmer with indifferent objects. I adorned her apartments with
the most beautiful products of the gardener’s care I was able to
procure. I obtained some for her which she had never seen before.
She instructed me in botany; she brought forth her port-folios,
and showed me her charming drawings. I called her attention to
the beauties of the English writers from Queen Elizabeth to the
Civil War, writers who had always appeared to me to surpass
those of any other age or country. It was one of the agreeable
attributes of this winter, that our interviews were never broken in
upon by any accidental interloper. One peaceful hour of animated
disquisition, or soothing remission, passed away after another,
unmarked. When I saw my adorable ward, if not happy, at least
peaceful and pleased, my heart beat with honest exultation, and
I said, This is my work! she was willing to yield equal credit to
my exertions. It was the work of nature! Time, youth and health
inevitably did so much for my patient, that there was little left for
me, her soul’s physician, to effect. If the intercourse and position
I have described would have been delightful to any one with the
soul of a man, imagine what they were to me, who, from the
hour of my birth till now, had never experienced the sweets of
honourable love.

A brilliant and genial spring succeeded the winter. I had never
felt this interesting period of the awakening of the universe from
its torpor, so deeply as now. Nature became restored to life and the
pulses of life, and my charmer sympathised with the general tone
of created things. During the winter I had never ventured to pro-
pose to her a visit to any of the scenes of public amusement which
the metropolis affords; no one could have looked in her face, and
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CHAPTER XIX.

Let me not be misunderstood. Let it not be supposed that the
passion and determination of my mind in favour of this charming
girl were less fervent than they ever had been. On the contrary
she became every hour more interesting to me. While she sat like
Niobe, her whole soul dissolved in tears for the untimely destruc-
tion of her family, it was impossible not to feel in its utmost energy
the wish, Might I be your comforter! In proportion as she gained
the power of attending in some degree to the objects before her,
her intercourse gave me nameless emotions. There was a gentle
sweetness in her manner, that I never saw in any other human
creature. | remembered her gay and active and spirited; it was now
a faint and undefined image of these qualities that presented itself,
a sun that yielded an uncertain beam, amidst the mass of clouds
that sought to overwhelm it. That transparent complexion, that
countenance in which, like a book, the spectator might read every
emotion and temporary impulse of the soul, rendered every state
of mind of the angelic creature to whom it belonged interesting.
When the first faint smile, after the death of her father, illumined
her features, it struck me like a resurrection from the dead: my sen-
sations were such as those which Admetus must have felt, when
Hercules brought back to him his heroic consort from the regions
of Pluto. There was something too aerial, too subtle, too heavenly
in her countenance, to be properly the attribute of a terrestrial be-
ing. The glories of Elysium seemed to hang round her. Poor Mary
had nothing on earth left her to love, but me; and she felt toward
me as toward father, mother, sisters in one. Nothing could be so
delicate and flattering to me, as the whole of her demeanour; and
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myself, as well as the charming cadette, making part of the escort.
I shall not dwell upon the particulars of a tour, stretching almost
from one extremity of the kingdom to another; we reached the cel-
ebrated and commodious port from which my friends were to take
their passage. Here we spent a period of seven or eight days, which
was rendered so much the more interesting to me, as I knew not
whether I should ever meet this amiable family again, and as it
seemed to be at the mercy of the winds whether almost every hour
of our intercourse should be the last.

The day after our arrival, Macneil and myself took an excur-
sion on the sea coast and among the cliffs, to explore the beauties
of this delicious country. Previously to our quitting the borders
of the lakes, I had come to a more precise explanation with my
friend, of the thoughts I entertained respecting his youngest daugh-
ter. The removal, which was impending, had brought on somewhat
the more hastily the communication of my views. I fairly confessed
that the married life was now much in my thoughts; and I owned
that the eyes of Mary had perhaps contributed more to my conver-
sion, than the arguments of her father. My friend asked me, if I had
ever opened myself to her on the subject, or was informed of the
state of her inclination toward me?

I owned, I had not. The subject was in itself so interesting, and
was so new to my thoughts, that, whenever the impulse of confess-
ing my partiality had presented itself to me, it had always brought
with it such a palpitation of the heart, and tremulousness of voice,
as had compelled me for the time to desist from my purpose. Nor
could there ever, in my mind, be sufficient reason for an early dec-
laration, except where the parties were so circumstanced, that they
could not otherwise have the opportunity of a protracted inter-
course, and a more minute acquaintance with each other’s qualifi-
cations and temper. Was it not much more gratifying to a delicate
mind, by silent attentions to steal away the soul, and to observe
the gradual demonstrations of kindness in a mistress, growing up
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unconsciously to herself, than by an abrupt question to compel her
to check or to anticipate the progress of sentiment?

Should I own the truth? Whenever I meditated the proposing of
the question, I was immediately beset in two ways with the passion
of fear. I feared to be refused: else why did I put the question? I also
feared to be accepted: perhaps no ingenuous mind, not yet lost to
a serious anticipation of the future, could be free from that fear.
It was a question of so deep a stake, to both the parties to whom
it related! The man who was about to form it, could scarcely help
recollecting on the verge, Now I am free; I am master of my own
actions and of my plans of life: before the clock shall strike again,
it may be I shall be bound by the sacred ties of honor, and the fate
of my future life will be at the disposal of another! The season of
courtship is, at least to the man who has outlived the first heyday of
his boiling blood, a season of probation; it is the business of either
party to study the other, and in each interview distinctly to enquire,
”Is this the person with whom I ought to embark in the voyage of
life? Every species of promise, express or implicit, ought to be kept
back, that he may preserve, as long as possible, the healthful and
genuine character of the scene in which he is engaged.

“Farewel,” said Macneil in the close of the interesting conver-
sation in which we were engaged. "I leave my daughter behind
me; and I may say, I leave her in your protection. The family with
which she is to spend the winter are very good sort of people; but
they are people of fashion, and without hearts. No man knows any
thing amiss of them; they are correct in their methods of acting,
and punctual in their payments; I feel satisfied that nothing amiss
can happen to my daughter, while she is an inmate of their house.
But it is to your sentiments, as a man of worth and honor, that I
confide her. I believe, she approves of you; I think she will accept
of your tender, if you shall judge proper to make it. In this, it is of
course as much your desire, as it is mine, that she should be free.
Fleetwood, it is a very deep and solemn confidence that I repose
in you. If you marry my daughter, you must be to her, father, and
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and of thus turning her forth pennyless, to seek the means of a
wretched subsistence!

These, it will be said, are but wild and air-drawn pictures. I had
passed through the world with an unimpeached reputation: the in-
tegrity and liberality of my transactions were known to every one
that had heard of my name; no creature would ever dream of sus-
pecting me of so flagitious an action. Be it so. A man is diversely
viewed by the variously circumstanced inhabitants of the globe.
Milton is known to one man merely as the Latin translator to a sec-
retary of state; and the nurse of La Fontaine interrupted his con-
fessor, who was setting before him on his death-bed the terrors
of another world, with the exclamation, "For Christ’s sake, do not
disturb the poor wretch; he is less knave than fool; God can never
have the heart to damn him.” Such was my temper, that I could not
sleep tranquilly upon my pillow, while I thought it possible that
a native of Genoa or Peru should regard me as a villain, pamper-
ing my own follies and depraved propensities with the purloined
property of another.
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perior in the possession of that sordid dirt, which the system of
human things much oftener bestows upon a driveller or a knave,
than upon a being of genuine excellence and worth.

Another idea of a subtler nature offered itself to my thoughts,
which I will state here, as calculated to illustrate the whimsical
composition of the human mind. I felt that, in consequence of the
heavy calamity which had overtaken this beautiful orphan, it was
become doubly incumbent on me that I should marry her. She was
left, by a deplorable and astonishing event, desolate upon the stage
of the world; and she was in all moral and religious obligation en-
titled to the full benefit of my fortune. But this is not exactly the
idea to which I refer. An ample property of sixty thousand pounds
had unaccountably disappeared. What was become of it? I charged
the malversation on the Genoese banker: he denied the charge. The
question was at issue before the laws and lawyers of his country:
it was probable that the accused would ultimately be acquitted. He
would be acquitted, because I had no sufficient evidence to exhibit,
to substantiate the assertion. Well then; here was a horrible fraud
which had been perpetrated. As I charged it on the banker, might
not another charge it on me? I had been trusted by Macneil in all his
affairs; there was no apparent individual to whom the guilt could
belong, but the Genoese or myself. He had no more visible tempta-
tion than I. His opulence was not less; and, like me, he was child-
less and a bachelor; it was generally believed that, when he died, he
would bequeath his property to the church. But, if the fraud were
mine, how much more complicated would be my guilt! I was the
friend of the deceased, the Genoese a stranger; I had been fixed on
by Macneil, as the select depositary of his interests. Then imagine
for a moment, how inexpressible must be the height of my profli-
gacy, if, conscious to myself that I alone was guilty of the embez-
zlement, I deliberately charged it upon another, and solemnly pros-
ecuted the charge! Imagine what the guilt must be, of stripping a
wealthy orphan, left in my guardianship, of her property, at the
same moment that fate had robbed her of her natural protectors,
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mother, and sisters, and all the world in one. If you are unjust to
her, she will have no one to whom to appeal. If you are capricious,
and rigorous, and unreasonable, she will be your prisoner!”

This pathetic appeal from the father of her Iloved, suddenly filled
my eyes with a gush of tears. I eagerly pressed his hand. "Macneil,”
said I, "I will never be unjust to your daughter; she shall never find
me capricious, or rigorous, or unreasonable. I swear to you, that I
will be such a husband, as the most tender of fathers would choose
for his daughter!” — It will be seen how I kept my oath.

After the interval of a few days we parted. I will not repeat here
what Mrs. Macneil said to me concerning her child, as that would
be to go over again in substance what had been already said by
the father. This accomplished woman never appeared so amiable
to me as during our short residence at Falmouth. She had as much
right, perhaps more, than her husband, to urge upon me the jus-
tice I should owe to the lovely Mary. Never had any mother more
affectionately or more diligently discharged the duties of a parent;
never was mother more amply qualified to discharge them.

I, and Mary, and one of the daughters of the family with whom
Mary was invited to visit, attended the rest of the party in a boat,
to the side of the vessel in which they embarked for Genoa. We
went with them on board the ship, and spent still two hours more
in their company. Never was a family so equally or so strongly
inspired with love for each other, as the group before me.

"Why am I not going with you?” said Mary.

"Do not talk of that,” replied the mother; "we shall else never be
able to leave you behind”
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CHAPTER XVIL

I attended on horseback the chaise which conveyed Mary, and
the young lady, her companion, to London. Having fixed her there,
I was obliged to set out on an excursion of a few weeks into Wales,
to inspect some affairs which required my presence. It was on the
twentieth of September that the Macneils sailed from England; and
the weather had proved squally and uncertain almost from the hour
we parted. On that day week from the time we quitted Falmouth,
I slept at Shrewsbury; and never in my life do I recollect a night
so tremendously stormy. My thoughts were of course wholly on
the Romney, the vessel on board which these dear friends were
embarked. I could not refrain from anticipating every thing dread-
ful. How curiously is the human mind affected by circumstances!
I have often listened to a storm, without almost recollecting that
the globe of earth contained the element of water within its frame;
I have felt entranced with the hollow sound, and the furious blasts,
that sung round and shook the roof that sheltered me; I have got
astride in imagination upon the horses of the element, and plunged
with fearful delight into the vast abyss. Now every blast of wind
went to my soul. Every thought was crowded with dismal images
of piercing shrieks, of cracking masts, of the last despair, of dying
clasps, and a watery grave. It is in vain to endeavour to give an idea
of what this night I endured. It was not fancy or loose conjecture;
it was firm persuasion; I saw my friends perish; when the morning
dawned, I rose with a perfect conviction that they were no more.

So deep was the suffering I endured, that I had not spirit the next
morning to leave Shrewsbury, and proceed on my destined journey.
I could think of nothing but the sad fate of Macneil, and affairs of
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was not dismissed by the Italian courts under two years; but I had,
before that, resolutely driven the expectation of any advantage to
result, from my thoughts); and during this period, amidst the vari-
ous fluctuations of our cause, and the sanguine hopes which were
occasionally held out to me, the successive images of my mistress,
as the possessor of an ample property, and a beggar, could not but
forcibly present themselves to my apprehension.

What a strange thing is the human mind! Of what consequence
was it to me, whether the amiable and accomplished woman I mar-
ried, were, or were not, amply endowed with the goods of fortune?
I had already enough for every honest and honourable purpose in
life. Fortune could not make her more amiable and accomplished
than she was: adversity could take nothing from her. I can safely
declare that I never repined for a moment, that she gave me her
hand, without bringing me a shilling. Yet I am formed like all other
corporeal essences, and am affected by the adventitious and unmer-
iting circumstances of rank or riches with which my fellow-being
is surrounded. Had Mary entered into my alliance a distinguished
heiress, this, in spite of my philosophy, would have commanded
from me a certain deference and homage. As she was, pennyless, a
mere pensionary on my bounty, — I swear I did not value her less,—
I felt more tenderness, more humanity, a more religious kind of for-
bearance toward her. But the sentiment was of a different sort; her
first claim was upon my pity. I experienced this a hundred times,
when I hastened to pay her my customary visit. When I waited
upon her as an heiress, I approached with a certain submission; I
looked at her as an independent being; my thoughts moved slow,
and my tongue was apt to falter, if I suggested to her any idea of
a freer and more unceremonious sort. When I visited her portion-
less, my mind moved freer; I breathed a thinner and more elastic
atmosphere; my tongue assumed a tone of greater confidence; and,
at the same time that I felt for her the deepest compassion and
the most entire sympathy, my speech became more eloquent, and
I caught myself talking with the condescension of a superior, — su-
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which might be made useful in the cause. We brought together in
her apartments a consultation of English lawyers, with whom we
thought it necessary to advise as to the measures to be pursued.
Add to this, that the letters, which from time to time reached us
from the Genoese banker, and from the lawyers it was necessary
for us to retain in that city, both when they were expected, and
when they arrived, kept alive our interest, and furnished topics for
our conversation. A law-suit is like an adventure in a gaming trans-
action; the mind is continually upon the stretch, the affair from day
to day assumes a new face, hope and fear dance an alternate mea-
sure before the eyes, and we are now sanguine with expectation,
and now speechless and dejected with intolerable despair. How
many waking and anxious nights may he expect to pass, who, from
choice or necessity, is obliged to commit his property to the discus-
sions of the wrangling bar! — The degree of uneasiness, which is
inseparable from an affair of this sort, was, as I have already said,
salutary to Mary, and served by imperceptible degrees to bring her
back to the considerations of the world.

Here then was a strange series of vicissitudes in the pecuniary
fortune of my destined bride. When I had first contemplated mar-
riage with her, she was one of three coheiresses merely, of a man
of a given fortune, who might expect on the day of her marriage
to receive a certain portion, and, after the death of her parents, to
divide in equal allotments the property which they possessed. In
the few days that clapsed between the melancholy intelligence of
the loss of her family, and the period when it became necessary to
look into the affairs of my deceased friend, she stood forth the un-
doubted successor to his ample property. I never had been, in any
occurrence of my life, a mercenary character; and I doubt whether,
in any moment of these few days, the idea of Mary’s accession of
property offered itself to my thoughts; certainly it was very far
from being among the early suggestions inspired by this melan-
choly catastrophe. But, after this, there was a long time, nearly a
year, before the question was finally set at rest (the action indeed
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business appeared wholly unworthy of attention. What a long and
melancholy day did it seem! A calm had succeeded; the sun shone,
and nature was cheerful; to what purpose? The sun no longer shone
on Macneil!a€” By the evening however, the monotony of rest be-
came more intolerable to me than travelling; I ordered a chaise; I
drove all night; and in the morning arrived at my paternal abode.

The day after my arrival I received a letter from my adored Mary.
The sole topic of the letter was the storm of the twenty-seventh. She
wrote in broken sentences, with grief, with terror, with distraction.
"My all,” said she, ”is embarked in one venture! father, mother, sis-
ters! What infatuation prevailed upon me to separate myself from
them? It is a crime, no less deep and terrible than parricide! What
shall I do alone in the world? Ye wild and raging winds! Ye merci-
less and all-devouring waves! Ye have made me tenfold a vagabond
and a beggar upon the earth! The remembrance of last Saturday is
distraction to me! Would that total distraction would come, and
drive all remembrance from my brain for ever!” She continued in
a style no less incoherent, and seemed to be as fully impressed as
myself, with the conviction that the late storm had proved fatal to
her whole family.

I no sooner read the letter of Mary, than I lost no time in setting
out for London, that I might afford her every consolation in my
power. It was particularly since this fatal prognostic had struck her,
that she felt how forlorn was her situation in the family where she
resided.

She had met one of the daughters upon a visit in Staffordshire;
they two had been the only individuals of the party, who had not
reached a demure and sober age; and for a month they had been
sole companions to each other. They had sung and danced to each
other; they had strolled through the meadows and reclined in the
shade together; Mary had instructed her friend in botany, and her
friend had been eager to learn, because she was told that botany
was a fashionable accomplishment; she had in return been copious
and animated in her description of the town-amusements. All this
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ended in the two young ladies, with that ardour and levity which
is perhaps inseparable from youth, swearing to each other an ever-
lasting friendship. Mary was a total stranger to every member of
the family except this young lady; and the seniors complied in this
point with their daughter’s wishes, in inviting the youngest miss
Macneil to pass the winter with them. Mr. Macneil wished for my
sake to leave Mary in England, and easily turned the balance of her
mind toward accepting the invitation.

For the first two or three days Mary had been delighted with the
metropolis; and no doubt would have continued to be delighted
for as many months, had not anxiety for the safety of her family
gradually driven all other thoughts out of her mind.

At first she had conceived of a voyage at sea no otherwise, than
of a journey by land; her father had been a great traveller; her
mother had been in Italy; yet tempests and shipwrecks had made
no part of the little histories she had heard them relate of their past
adventures. The ocean occupied no distinct region of her fancy; she
had devoted no part of her thoughts to meditate the natural his-
tory of the world of waters. In the past years of her life she had
had no interest, giving to her ideas that particular direction; she
had committed no rich freightage to the mercy of the unfaithful el-
ement. Now the case was altered. She had parted with her friends
in a gentle and prosperous gale; but the late squally weather had
given being and substance in her mind to the phenomena of the
sea. What occupied her thoughts became the theme of her tongue;
but she soon found that her fashionable friend lent an idle ear to
the monotonous topic. Miss Matilda Rancliffe was what is well ex-
pressed by the phrase, a fair-weather friend; she loved no dismals;
her step was airy; the tone of her voice was frolic and cheerful; and
she owned that her sensibilities were so overpowering, as to make
the impulse in her to fly from the presence of distress irresistible.

The servant at mr. Rancliffe’s showed me into the drawing-room,
where the whole family, with one or two visitors, was assembled.
Every one was cheerful and amused; the young ladies were busy
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not refuse to attend. I believe the loss of her fortune of sixty thou-
sand pounds, was the direct means by which she was preserved
from the grave.

At first she declared in the most peremptory manner, that she
would listen to nothing that related to the goods of life. What were
the means of life to her, when she was already bereaved of every
thing that made life worth having! It was a pleasure to her to con-
ceive, that, when she lost parents and sisters, she had nothing left!
There was something soothing in the idea, that the same billows
which had devoured her dearest relatives, had swallowed up their
wealth, and left her a helpless beggar in the world!

By degrees I recalled her to a sounder mind. I represented to
her the importance of wealth, and the duty which prescribed the
preservation and right disposition of it. With the fortune which
had thus devolved to her, how respectable might she become! She
might maintain a houshold of temperate and happy individuals.
She might relieve the wants of multitudes, might unfold talent,
encourage industry, and multiply around her the class of sober
and honourable citizens in the state. Even the inherent qualities
which she or any other individual possessed, were illustrated, when
they appeared in conjunction with the goods of fortune. The mer-
its of the poor man were always clouded, undervalued, and baf-
fled of their utility; while those of the rich were illuminated with
the beams of applause, and enabled to appear with tenfold effect
upon the theatre of society. I further reminded her of the guilt she
would incur, if, instead of endeavouring to make a proper use of
the wealth which had devolved to her, she suffered it, by any neg-
ligence of hers, to become the prize of profligacy and fraud, and to
be administered in the depraved manner which such dispositions
would dictate.

I prevailed on the sorrowing maid to suffer me to bring to her
the barrister, who was the joint executor of her father’s will. We
read together, in her presence, the letters which had relation to
the subject. We canvassed the evidence, nuncupatory and scriptory,
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In his will my friend described the receipt of the sum as being ac-
knowledged by the banker, and entered into some detail as to the
number and titles of the instruments under which he claimed.

But all this was not sufficient to procure a decree in my favour
before the Genoese magistrates. The Italian lawyers observed, that
a description of property in a man’s will, was the most unlike thing
in the world to a title to an estate; and that, if such a doctrine, as this
claim turned on, were admitted, which they well knew the equity
of the bench before which they pleaded would reject with indigna-
tion, every man who pleased, in every country of Europe, might
bequeath his daughter sixty thousand pounds, not only from their
client, but from every banking, and even considerable mercantile,
house within the limits of the republic. They dwelt at great length
upon the high character for integrity, which had ever been pre-
served by the commercial class of the citizens of Genoa, a class,
which was well known to consist principally of the most ancient
and honourable nobility in the world; they expatiated pathetically
upon the virtues, the charities, the devotion, and the unblemished
life of their client, and the agonies his pure and uncorrupted mind
had suffered from so foul an imputation; and they earnestly called
on the court by their present decree to vindicate, not the defendant
only, whose character in this case had been grievously aspersed,
but the whole state, from the suspicion that such a crime could
have been so much as conceived by one of her citizens. — Their ex-
ertions and eloquence were crowned with the most entire success.

I hesitated long to disclose to the unfortunate Mary the new
calamity which hung over her. One consideration at length decided
me to make her of council in the controversy that was going on. I
found her mind dwelling with incessant anguish on the image of
her departed kindred. She refused all amusement and avocations.
The employments, which had lately been so dear, were now loath-
some to her. The fields and the garden had no charms. Her spirits
and her appetite deserted her. I saw that there was no chance of re-
calling her to life, but by giving her some object to which she could
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talking of a party of pleasure, and anticipating the happiness they
should reap from it. I looked round the circle, and could not at first
discover the object of my search. The poor Mary had withdrawn
into a corner, neglecting all, and by all neglected. Her cheeks were
pale; her eyes were sunk; her attitude was the attitude of despair.
As soon as she saw me, she hastened to me, and led me into another
room.

”Oh, sir;” said she, “tell me all that you know, and all that you
guess, respecting my poor father and mother. You, mr. Fleetwood,
are acquainted with these things; you no doubt have witnessed
storms at sea, and know the different coasts near which they were
to pass in their voyage. Are there any hopes? Whereabout was the
vessel likely to be when this storm came on? Was there ever so
dreadful a tempest?” I endeavoured to encourage the unhappy or-
phan; I sought to inspire courage, with as much skill as it could be
communicated by one who had not a spark of hope existing in his
mind.

’And how, Mary,” said I, ’do you find yourself situated in this
worthy family?” Ah, mr. Fleetwood,” replied she, with a despond-
ing voice, "this is a sad place for me! Aslong as I was gay, and could
join in their amusements, we went on well enough; I was a sort of
favourite. But now that my heart sinks within me, nobody cares for
me; they are glad to pass me by, and crowd together in a laughing
knot at the most distant part of the room. This whole family, father,
mother, brothers, sisters, seem to live only for amusements. What
a situation for me, who have spent my whole life in a family of
love? a family, where no individual could suffer, without exciting
the liveliest anxieties, and the tenderest attentions, in all the rest?”

A month longer elapsed, before we had any intelligence of the
fate of the Romney. During this period, my visits to the amiable for-
lorn were unintermitted. If Mary had before conceived a nascent
partiality to me, it now became much stronger. The sight of me
was the only pleasure the day afforded. The contrast between my
sympathy and affection, and the indifference of the Rancliffes, was
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extreme. Into my bosom only could she pour her sorrows; in my
eye only did she meet the expression of humanity. On my part,
the situation was no less favourable to the growth of attachment.
The sweet and affectionate disposition of Mary was conspicuous.
Her desolate situation rendered her tenfold more interesting. I now
felt, for the first time in my life, how delightful a task it is to con-
sole distress, when the sufferer is a woman, beautiful and young.
At the proper hour I always flew to the presence of my charming
ward with the most eager impatience. In general, when the mind
is engaged in the performance of virtuous actions, one of the sen-
timents which most palpably offers itself is an honest pride. It was
not pride that I felt on the present occasion. My mind was too much
softened to be able to entertain so erect and prosperous a passion.
There was something deliciously languid in the tone of my spirits;
it was sadness, but a sadness not without its gratifications. Sorrow
brings two generous hearts nearer to each other, than joy. I was
astonished, when I reflected on the ignorance in which I had lived
of the most delicious emotions of the human breast, and how near
I had been to going to the grave without once participating what
is most precious and excellent in the life of man.

The melancholy news at length reached us, which with so sure
a foresight we had anticipated. The vessel in which the family of
my beloved had embarked, was tossed several days in the bay of
Biscay, and at length dashed to pieces near cape Finisterre, upon
the iron-fronted coast of the province of Galicia. The captain only,
and a few of the officers and sailors, were saved in the long boat.
They had proffered to receive two of the passengers into the boat.
But this kindred of love refused to be separated; they could not
endure to cast lots upon their lives; and, rather than submit to so
dire an extremity, father, mother and daughters preferred to perish
together. 4€”"How painfully are we apt to reflect afterward upon a
project such as this of the voyage to Italy, as partaking of the nature
of suicide! If the Macneils had been content to live in England, they
might have enjoyed many years of pleasure, and have been long
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have been forward to remark, he was not obliged to pay! On the
other hand, what a villain was I, if, on false or uncertain grounds,
I charged him with fraudulently detaining so enormous a sum! I
must take care, as he observed to me in some of his letters, how I
advanced an accusation against him, tending to subvert the whole
basis of his transactions, without having in my possession docu-
ments by which it could be supported. The good Genoese, as I after-
ward learned, made out a plausible and even pathetic story, to his
acquaintance and friends, of the injury he sustained. It might, he
said, have been the intention of the unhappy gentleman who was
lost at sea, to have vested this property in his hands; the more was
his misfortune that he never received it! Sixty thousand pounds
however was a large sum; he had never in the whole course of his
business held cash to that amount, at one time, for any one indi-
vidual; and he took upon him to doubt from every thing he had
heard, whether the deceased had ever been worth half the sum.
It was a hard thing indeed, to be made accountable for money he
never saw, and to be called a cheat and a villain unless he would
give away half his estate; and, though he trusted in the equity of
the laws of Genoa to protect his fortune, and in the candour of his
countrymen to vindicate his character, yet the uneasiness which
the rashness of this Englishman, to say the least of it, had given his
mind, was such as no vindication could ever compensate. — I am
not sure, if I had gone at this time to Genoa, whether I should not
have been publicly hooted, as I passed along the streets.

Yet, in reality, spite of the loss of these important instruments,
I had documents left, sufficient to justify me in the mind of every
impartial observer. The amount of mr. Macneil’s fortune was of
course a matter that had been sufficiently obvious to many. This
fortune could not suddenly be annihilated. The Milanese friend of
Macneil was ready to attest that it had been his purpose to lodge his
property in this house, and that he certainly believed, he had done
so. He produced a letter in which the fact was strongly implied,
though it was not affirmed in words that admitted not of debate.
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his fortune, now become the fortune of his surviving child, I found
it entirely empty.

I was thunderstruck with this circumstance. I entered into a cor-
respondence with the banker at Genoa; I afterward commenced a
law-suit against him. His answers to my letters were cautiously
and artfully expressed; they avoided saying any thing directly, re-
specting the sum of sixty thousand pounds sterling which I stated
mr. Macneil to have remitted; the writer intrenched himself in the
forms and language of business; he said that he should be glad to
see the titles and instruments on which I founded so considerable
a claim; but, till he saw them, he could deliver no opinion on the
matter. As this detestable correspondence proceeded, and in pro-
portion as he felt himself more secure of his ground, he assumed
a loftier and more insolent tone. He was astonished that I should
trouble him with repeated applications in an affair which he knew
nothing of, and required that I should desist from such extraordi-
nary and discreditable importunities. This may well appear to the
reader somewhat wonderful: the banker who committed this enor-
mous fraud had hitherto borne an unimpeachable character: all I
can say is, that the temptation was probably too large for his senti-
ments of integrity. I may be permitted, as a misanthrope, to remark,
that the integrity of too many men has its limits, and that it is to be
feared there have been bankers, even in England, who would have
sold themselves to the devil for sixty thousand pounds. — The fact
is however, in a word, that the property of the Macneils was never
recovered.

I have often thought it was fortunate for me, that I and my good
friend, the Genoese banker, were not inhabitants of the same coun-
try. It was certainly in some measure an issue of character that
was tried between us. I do believe that, if the Genoese had not en-
tertained the hope of keeping his reputation as well as the money,
he would have paid Mary her fortune. What applause would he
have obtained, if he had disbursed out of his coffers sixty thou-
sand pounds, which, as every one who repeated the story would
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an ornament and advantage to their species. I never from this hour
recollected the scene of their embarkation, without figuring them
to myself as so many victims, robed in white, and crowned with
chaplets, marching along the beach, as to be sacrificed.

When the melancholy event was ascertained, it was no longer
possible for Mary to continue in the family of the Rancliffes. She
hired a lodging to which she retired, with only one humble female
friend to accompany her. The family who politely dismissed her,
condoled with her upon her misfortune. It is impossible to conceive
any thing more hard and unfeeling, than the condolences which po-
liteness extorts on so terrible an occasion. If a man could observe,
from a place of safety, the roarings of a tiger, as he tore the pal-
pitating limbs of his own brother, they would scarcely jar more
painfully on the sense. The adieux of the Rancliffes said but too
plainly, As soon as we have shut the door on you and your woes,
we purpose to forget that there is any such being in the world.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

I was now poor Mary’s only visitor. I shall not undertake to de-
tail the progress of our amour under these tragical circumstances.
For a long time, though our courtship substantially proceeded, no
word of love, or hope, or of prospect to the future, fell from my
lips. If I had attempted to utter such a word, I should have felt
it like sacrilege; and I am sure the pure and affectionate heart of
Mary would have sustained such a shock, as must ultimately have
proved a bar to our union for ever. No; she regarded me merely
as a zealous guardian, and a faithful protector. She saw in me her
father’s friend; and, as I seemed busy in performing the functions
of that friend to his surviving representative, she honoured me for
my fidelity, she felt toward me an increasing reverence, and had
no thought nearer her heart than the gratifying my wishes, and
anticipating my requests. The passion of the sexes will perhaps in-
fallibly grow up between male and female, wherever they are much
together, and feel much mutual approbation, provided they are im-
pressed with no adverse prepossessions, and there is nothing in the
discipline and decorums of society that forbids and sets a brand on
its completion. The melancholy too that hung over our interviews,
softened our minds, and prepared them for tender and passionate
feelings.

One further misfortune impended over my ward; for such by
the most sacred obligations she was now become. Her father, as
I have said, had converted his whole property into money, which
he lodged, previously to his embarkation, in a banking-house in
Genoa. He of course received, in the due forms practised on such
occasions, two complete duplicates of the titles or instruments by
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which he or his representative might claim the property at Genoa
on producing the said titles or instruments. These duplicates were
inclosed in two boxes of ebony, in figure and appearance perfectly
similar. One of them mr. Macneil designed to take with him on
board the Romney, that he might employ his fortune in the pur-
chases he meditated, with the least possible delay; the other was
to be left in my hands, with a view to any possible accident or mis-
carriage. I was present with my friend, when he closed and sealed
his different packages, the last day but two before he left the Win-
dermere. We read over on that occasion the papers received from
the Genoese banker. The room in which we sat was crowded with
trunks and boxes, some already locked, others waiting for their last
complement. In the middle of the room was a large table, covered
with valuable trinkets, bank-notes, money, books of accounts, and
packets of papers of a thousand denominations. Suddenly Macneil
was summoned out of the room, to speak to a land-bailiff or trades-
man of some sort, who had come for the second time upon some
trifling and vexatious question. Before he left the room, my friend
hastened to put away his most important papers. He closed the two
boxes of ebony, and carefully placed some other papers in a trunk
which was near him. His seal lay on the table; and, taking it in his
hand, he requested me to affix it where it was wanting. In all this
he seemed to proceed so cautiously, as to leave my mind entirely
free from suspicion; while at the same time his attention was re-
ally engaged by another subject. This is the only account I can give
of the affair. The trunks were opened no more. One of the ebony-
boxes, together with the rest of the packages, was finally conveyed
on board the Romney: the other, as was previously determined, re-
mained in my possession. When, in consequence of the shipwreck
in which Macneil perished (for he had placed a will he had lately
made in my hands, and had appointed me, in conjunction with an
eminent barrister at law, his executor), I broke the seal, and opened
the box which was supposed to contain the title and instruments of
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