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LEFP T E RS

EETTER LXVIE
September 2.

c ; HEN you receive this, I thail ei-
ther have landed, or be hovering on
the Britifh coaft—your letter of the 18th
decided me.

By what criterion of principle or af-
fetion, you term my queftions extraor-
dinary and unneceffary, I cannot de-
termine.—You defire me to decide—I

Vot. 1V, B had
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‘had decided. You muft have had long
ago two letters of mine, from ———
to the fame purport, to confider.—In
thefe, God knows ! there was but too
much affe€tion, and the agonies of a
diftrated mind were but too faithfully
pourtrayed '—What more then had
I to fay?—The negative was to come
from you.—You had perpetually re-
curred to your promife of meeting me
in the autumn— Was it extraordinary
that 1 fhould demand a yes, or no ?—
Your letter is written with extrésie
harfhnefs, coldnefs T am accuftomed
to, in it 1 find nota trace of the tender-
nefs of humanity, much lefs of friend-
thip—I only fee a defire to heave a
load off your fhoulders.

Tam above difputing about words.—
It matters not in what terms you de-
cide.

The



¥ LETTERS. 3

The tremendous power who formed
this heart, muft have forefeen that, jif~
a world in which felfsintereft, in vari-
ous fhapes, is the principal mobile, I
had little chance of efcaping mifery. —
To the fiat of fate I fubmit.—I am con-
tent to be wretched; but I will not be
eontemptible—Of me you have no
caufe to complain, but for having had
too much regard for you—for having
expetted a degree of permanent hap-
pinefs, when you only fought for a
momentary gratification.

: Tam firangely deficient in fagacity.—
Uniting myfelf to you, your tendernefs
feemed to make me amends for all my
former misfortunes.—On this tender-
nefs and affetion with what confidence
did Ireft!—but I leaned ona {pear, that
has pierced me to the heart.—-You
have thrown off a faithful friend, to

Bo purfue
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purfue the  caprices; of the moment.—
Wi certainly, are differently organized ;
for everi .now, when convigtion has
been flampéd on iny foul by forrow, §
can {carcely believe it poflible. « It de-
pends at ‘prefent’on you, whether you
will fee’ me or not.—I1 fhall take no
ftep, till I fee or hear from you.
Preparing - myfelf for the worft—I
have determined, if your next letter be
like thelaft, to write to Mrs
to procure me an: obfeure lodging, and

not to inforin any Body of my arrival.—
Fhere I'will endeavour in a few months
to obtain the fum neceffary to take me
to France—from you 1 will not receive
any' more.—I :am not yet {uffictently+
humbled to *depend on your beénefi-
cence,

Some people, whom my unhappi-
nefs has interefted, thongh they know

not
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‘ot the extentof it, will aflift me to
attain the obje& I have in view, the
independence of my child: Should a
peace take place, ready money will go
a great way in France—and T will bot-
‘row 4 fum, which my induftry jbail
cnable me to pay at my leifure, to pur-
chafe a {mall eftate for my girl.—The
affiftance I fhall find neceffary to com-
plete her education, I can get at an
eafy rate at Paris—I can int,roa'ucc her
to fiuch fociety “as fhe will" like—and
thus, fecuring for her all the chance
for happinefs, which depends on me, 1
fhall die in peace, perfuaded that the
felicity which has bitherto cheated
my expeétation, will not always elude
my grafp. No poor tempeft-toffed
marinef ever-more earneftly longed:to
arrive at his port.
% X % ¥

Ty I hall
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to. Captain

fet out with captain

it.

i 5 } 1 thall not come up in the veflel ali
| the way, becaufe I have no place to go
| will inform you

where I am. It is needlefs to add, that

I am not in a ftate of mind to bear fuf-

penfe—and that I wifth to fee yon,

though it be for the laft time.

LEST TE R CLXVIL

Sunday, O&ober 4.

I wrorE to you by the packet, to
inform you, that your letter of the 18th
of laft month, had determined me to

we failed very quick, I take it for
granted, that you have not yet received
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You fay, I muft decide for myfelf.—
{ had decided, that it was moft for the
intereft of my little girl, and for my
own comfort, little as I expeét, for us
to live together; and I even thought
that you would be glad, fome years
hence, when the tumult of bufinefs was
over, to repofe in the fociety of an af-
feétionate friend, and mark the progrefs
of our interefting child, whilft endea-
vouring to be of ufe in the circle you
at laft refolved to reft in; for you can-
not run about for cver.

From the tenour of your laft letter
however, I am led to imagine, that you
have formed fome new attachment.—
If it be fo, let me earnefily requeft you
to fee me once more, and immediately.
This is the only proof I require of the
friendfhip you profefs for me. I will

B 4 then
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then decide, fince you boggle about a
mere form.

I am labouring to write with calm-
nefs—but the extreme anguifh I feel,
at landing without having any friend
to receive me, ‘and even to be con-
{cious that the friend whom I moft with
to fee, will feel a difagrecable fenfation
at being informed of my arrival, does
not come under the defeription of com-
mon mifery. Every emotion yields to
an overwhelming flood of forrow—
and the playfulnefs of my child dif-
trefles me.—On her account, I wifhed
to remain a few days here, comfortlefs
as is my fituation.—Befides, I did not
with to furprife you. You have told
me, that you would make any facrifice
to promote my happinefs—and, even in
your laft unkind letter, you talk of the
ties which bind you to me and my
«<hild.
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ichild.—Tell me, that you wifh it, and
1 will cut this Gordian knot.

I now moft earneftly intreat you to
write to me, without fail, by the re-

_turn of the poft. ~Dire€t your letter to

be left at the poft-office, and tell me
whether you will come to me here, or
where you will meet me. I can re-
ceive your letter on Wednefday morn-

'vingu

Do not keep me in fufpenfe.—I ex-
peét nothing from you, or any human
being: my die is caft 1—1T have forti-
tude enough to determine to do my
duty ; yet I cannot raife my deprefled
fpirits, or calm my trembling heart.—
That being who moulded it thus,
knows that [ am unable to tear up by
the roots the propenfity to affettion
which has been the torment of my life
—but life will have an end !

Should
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Should you come here (a few mionths
ago I could not have doubted it) you
will find me at ————. If you prefer
meeting me on the road, tell me where,

Y ours afleétionately

*® KW

LoE SF SPECR S X e

I writE you now on my knees ; ime
ploring you to fend my child and the
maid with——, to Paris, to be confign-
ed to the care of Madame —, rue
, fection de Should they be
removed, can give their direétion.

Let the maid have all my clothes,
without diftinction,

Pray
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Pray pay the cook her wages, and do
not mention the confeflion which I
forced from her—a little fooner or later
is of no confequence. Nothing but
my extreme ftupidity could have ren-
dered me blind fo long. Yet, whilft
you affured me that you had no at-
tachment, I thought we might {till
have lived together.

1 fhall make no comments on your
condu ; or any appeal to the world.
Let my wrongs fleep with me ! Soon,
very foon fhall I be at peace. When
you receive this, my burning head will
be cold.

1 would encounter a thoufand deaths,
rather than a night like the laft. Your
treatment has thrown my mind into a
ftate of chaos; yet I am ferene. 1 go
to find comfort, and my only fear is,
that my poor body will be infulted by

an
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‘an endeavour to recal my hated ‘ex-
iftence.’ But I fhall plunge into the
‘Thames where there isthe leaft chance
of my being fnatched from the death’ I
feek: e !

3od blefs you ! May you névér know
by éxperiencé whit-yotrhave made me
‘entlure. Should your fertfibility “ever
awake, remorfe will find itsway to your
heart; and, in the midft of bufinefs and
fenfual pledfure, I fhall appear before
you, the viétim' of your deviation from

rcttitude:
& N K ¥

LETTER
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EE FTER LXX

Sunday Mmmng.

1 nave only, to lament, that, where
the bitternefs of Jdeath was paft, 1 was
inhumanly ‘)rUUVht back. to' life and,
mifery: ~But a fixed determination is
not to - be.: bafﬁed by dxf:ppomtment 5
nor will I allow that to be a frantic at-
tempt, which: was one of the calmeft
aéts of reafon. In this refpeét, I am
only agcountable to myfelf. Did- L
care for avhat-is fermed rcpuf(mon, it
is by other circumftances that I {hould.
be difhonoured.

You fay, « thatyou know not how to
sxtricate ourfelves out of the w retched-
nefs into which we have been plunged.”

3 ¥ o
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You are extricated long fince.—But 1
forbear to comment. If T am con-
demned to live longer, it is a living
death.

It appears to me, that you lay much
more ftrefs on delicacy, than on princi-
ple; for I'am unable to difcover what
fentiment of delicacy would have been
violated, by your vifiting a wretched
friend—if indeed you have any friend-
thip for me—But fince your new at-
tachment is the only thing facred in
your eyes, I am filent—Be happy! My
complaints {hall never more damp your
enjoynwmﬁpcrhaps1 am miftaken in
fuppofing that even my death could, for

more than a moment.—This is what

you call magnanimity.—It is happy for
yourfelf, that you poffefs this quality in
the higheft degree.

Your continually afferting, that you

will
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will do all in your power to contribute
to my comfort (when you only allude
to pecuniary affiftance), appears to me
a flagrant breach of delicacy.—I want
not fuch vulgar comfort, nor will I
accept it. I never wanted but your
heart—That gone, you have nothing
more to give. Had I only poverty to
fear, I thould not fhrink from life.—
Forgive me then, if I fay, that I fhall
confider any direét or indirett attempt
to fupply my neceffitics, as an infult
which I have not merited—and as
rather done out of tendernefs for your
own reputation, than for me. " Do not
miftake me; 1 do not think that you
value money (therefore I will not ac-
cept what you do not care for)
though I do much lefs, becaufe cer-
tain privations are not painful to me.
When
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When I am dead, refpeét for yourfelf
will make you take care of the child.
I write with difficulty—probably I
fhall never write to you again.—Adieu!
God blefs you!

* % k%

LETTER LXXL

Monday Morning,

T am compelled at laft to fay that
you treat me ungeneroufly. I agree
with you, that — — —
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But let the obliquity now fall on me.—
1 fear neither poverty norinfamy. Iam
unequal to the tatk ef writing—and
explanations are not neceffary. —_

My child may have to blufh for her
mother’s want of prudence—and may
Jament that the re&titude of my heart
made me above vulgar precautions;
but fhe fhall not defpife me for mean-
nefs.—You are now perfeétly free.—

God blefs you.
* % K ¥

Vor. 1V. Cc LETTER
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LEC P TEE R LXK

Saturday Night,

I maye been hurt by indire en-
quiries, which appear to me not to be
di€tated by any tendernefs to me.—Y ou
afk < IfI am well oy tranquil2”—The
who think me fo, muft want a heart to
eftimate my feelings by.—I chufe
then to be the organ of my own fenti-
ments.

I muft tell you, that I am very much
mortificd by your continually offering
me pecuniary aflitance—and, confider-
ing your going to the new houfe, as an
open ayowal that you abandon me, let
me
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me tell you that I will fooner: perith
than receive any thing from you—and
I fay this at the moment when I am

difappointed in my firft attempt to ob-
tain a temporary fupply. But this
even pleafes me ; an accumulation of
difappointments and misfortunes feems
to fuit the habit of my mind.—

Have but alittle patience, and I will
remove myfelf where it will not be
neceffary for you to talk—of courfe,
not to think of me. But let me fee,
written by yourfelf—for I will not re-
ceive it through any other medium—
that the affair is finithed.—It is an in-
fult to me to fuppofe, that I can be re-
conciled, or recover my {pirits; but,
if you hear nothing of me, it will be

the fame thing to you.

C2 Even
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Even :your feeing me, has been to
oblige other people, and not to footh
my diftrafted mind.

LB F TR S X

Thurfday Afternoon.

Mr. — having forgot .to defire
you to fend the things of mine which

‘were left at the houfe, I have to re-

queft you to let ——— bring them o

I thall go this evening to the lodging.;
fo you need not be refirained from
coming here to tranfact your bufinefs.—
And, whatever 1 may think, and feel—

3 you

R
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you need not fear that I fhall publicly
complain—No.! If I have any criterion
to judge of right and wrong, I have
been moft ungeneroufly treated: but,
withing now only to hide myfelf, I fhall
be filent as the grave in which I long
to forget myfelf. I fhall prote&t and
provide for my child.—I only mean by
this to fay, that you having nothing
to fear from my defperation.

Farewel.
* ¥ ¥ w

C3 LETTER
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LB R EXX
London, November 2.

Tur letter, without an addrefs;
which you put up with the letters you
returned, did not meet my eyes till
juft now.—I had thrown the letters
afide—T did not with to look over a
regifter of forrow.

My not having feen it, will account
for my having written to you with
anger—under the impreflion your de-
parture, without even a line left for me,
made on me, even after your late con-
dué, which could not lead me to ex-
pe€t much attention to my fufferings.

In fa&l, « the decided condu&, which

appeared
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appeared to me fo unfeeling,” has al-
moft overturned my reafon 3 my mind
is injured—I fcarcely know where 1
am, or what I do—The grief I cannot
conquer (for fome crael recolleétions
never quit me, banithing almoft every
other) I labour to conceal in total

- folitude.—My life therefore is but an

exercife of fortitude, continually on
the firetch—and hope never gleams in
this tomb, where I am buried alive.
But T meant to reafon with you, and
not to complain.—You tell me, “ thatl
fhall judge more coolly of your mode
of aéting, fome time hence.” But isit
not poflible that paffion cleuds your rea-
fon, as much as it does mine?—and
ought you not to doubt, whether thofe
principles are fo < exalted,” as you
term them, which only lead to your
own gratification? In other we
3 €% whether
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whether it be juft to have no principle
of a&ion, but that of following yout
inclination, trampling on the affeétion
you have foftered, and the expeétations
you have excited?

My affeétion for you is rooted in my
heart.=I know you are not what you
now feem—nor will you always aét, or .
feel, as you now do, though I may
never be comforted by the change.—
Even at Paris, my image will haunt
you.—You will fee my pale face—and
fometimes the tears of anguith will
drop on your heart, which you have
forced from mine.

I canwnot write. I thought I could
quickly have refuted all your ingenious
arguments ; but my head is confufed.—
Right or wrong, I am miferable!

It feems to me, that my condu@ has
always been governed by the firiteft
principles of juftice and truth.—Yet,
how
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how wretched have my focial feelings,
and delicacy of fentiment rendered me!
—I have loved with my whole foul,
only to difcover that I had no. chance
of a return—and that exiftence is a
burthen without it.

I do not perfeétly underftand you.—
If, by the offer of your friendfhip, you
ftill only mean pecuniary fupport—I
muft again rejeét it.—Trifling are the
ills of poverty in the fcale of my mif-
fortunes.—God blefs you !

*n o ¥

I have been treated ungeneroufly—
if I underftand what is generofity.——
You feem to me only to have been
anxious to fhake me off—regardlefs
whether you dathed me to atoms by
the fall.— In truth I'have been rudely
handled. Do you judge coolly, and I truft

youl
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you will not continue to call thofe ca-
pricious feelings ¢ the molft refined,”
which would undermine’ not only the
moft facred principles, but the affec-
tions which unite mankind. You
would render mothers unnatural—and
there would be no fuch thing as a fa-
ther!—If your theory of morals is the
moft “ exalted,” it is certainly the moft
eafy.—It does not require much mag-
nanimity, to determine to pleafe our-
felves for the moment, let others fuf-
fer what they will !

Excufe me for again tormenting you,
my heart thirfts for juftice from you—
and whillt I recolleét that you approved
Mifs —'s condu&t—I am con-
vinced you will not always juftify your

own.
Beware of the deceptions of paffion!
It will not always banifh from your
i mind,
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mind, that you have acted ignobly—
and’ condefcended to fubterfuge to
glofs over the conduét you could not
excufe.—Do truthand principle require
fuch facrifices?

LETTER LXXVL

London, Becember 8.

Havive juft been informed that
——— s to return immediately to

Paris, 1 would not mifs a fure onpor-

tunity of writing, becaufe I am not
certain that my laft, by Dover has
reached you.

Refentment, and even anger, are
momentary emotions with me—and

I withed
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1 withed to tell you fo, that if you ever:
think of me, it may not be in the light
of an encmy.

That I have not been ufed wel/ 1
muft ever feel; perhaps, not always
with the keen anguifh I do at prefent—
for I began even now to write calmly,
and I cannot reftrain my tears.

I am ftunned '—Your late conduét
ftill appears to me a frightful dream.—
Ah! afk yourfelf if you have not con-
defcended to employ a little addrefs, I
could almoft fay cunning, unworthy of
you?—Principles are facred things—
and we never play with truth, with.
impunity. ;

The expeétation (I have too fondly
nourifhed. it) of regaining your affec-
tion, every day grows fainter and

ainter.—Indeed, it feems to me, when
Tam more fad thao ufual, that I fhall
never
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‘mever fee you more.—Yet you will not
:always forget me.—Y ou willfeel fome-

thing'like remorfe, for having lived only

for youtfelf—and facrificed my peace

to inferior gratifications. In a com-
fortlefs old age, you will remember
that you had one difinterefied friend,
whofe heart you wounded to the quick.
The hour of recolle€tion will come—
and you will not be fatisfied to-aét the
part of a boy, till you fall into that of a
dotard. 1 know that your mind, your
heart, and your ‘principles of ation,
are all fuperior to your .prefent conduét.
You do, you muft, refpeét me—and
you will be forry to forfeit my efteem,
You know beft whether I am ftill
preferving the remembrance of .an
imaginary being.—I once ‘thought that
I knew you thoroughly—but now 1
am obliged to leave fome doubts that
5 involuntarily
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involuntarily prefs on me, to be cleared
up by time.

You may render me unhappy; but
cannot make me contemptible in my
own eyes.—1I fhall ftill be able to fup-
port my child, though I am difappoint-
ed in fome other plans of ufefulnefs,
which I once believed would have af-
forded you equal pleafure.

Whilft I was: with you, I reftrained
my natural generofity, becaufeI thought
your property in jeopardy.—When I
went to ————, I requefted you, if you
could conveniently, not to forget my fa-
ther, fifters, and fome other people,
whom I was interefted about.—Money
was lavifhed away, yet not only my
requefts were negle€ted, but fome tri-
fling debts were not difcharged, that
now come on me.—Was this friend-
fhip—or generofity ? Will you not grant

you
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you_ have forgotten yourfelf? Still ’

I have an affetion for you.—God E:

blefs you. :
s % w

LETTER LXXVIL

As the parting from you for ever is
the moft ferious event of my life, I will
once: expoftulate with you, and call
not the language of truth and feeling
ingenuity!

I know the foundnefs of your under-
ftanding—and know that it is impof-
fible for you always to confound the
caprices of every wayward inclination
with the manly dictates of principle.

You
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Youtell me ¢ that I torment you.”—
Why do I? Becaufe you cannot
eftrange your heart entirely from me—
and you feel that juftice is on my fide.
You urge;  that your condutt was
unequivocal.”-—It was not.—-When
your coolnefs has hurt me, with what
tendernefs have you endeavoured to
remove the impreflion!—and even be~
fore I returned to England, you took
great pains to convince me, that all
my uneafinefs was occafioned by the
effe@ of a worn-out conftitution—and
you concluded your letter with thefe
words, « Bufinefs alone has kept me
from you.—Come to any port, and I
will fly down to my twe dear girls
with a heart all their own.”

With thefe affurances, is it extra-
ordinary that I fhould believe what X
withed? I might—and did think that

you




1
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you had a ftruggle with old propenfi-
ties; but I fill thought that I and vir-
tue fhould at laft prevail. T ftill thought
that you had a magnanimity of cha-
raéter, which would enable you to con-
quer yourfelf.

, believe me, it is not

romance, you have acknowledged to
me feelings of this kind.—You could
reftore me to life and hope, and the
fatisfation you would feel, would
amply repay you.

In tearing myfelf from you, it is my
own heart I pierce—and the time will
come, when you will lament that you
have thrown away a heart, that, even
in the moment of paffion, you cannot
defpife.—I would owe every thing to
your generofity—but, for God’s fake,
keep me no longer in fufpenfe !—Let
me fee you once more |—

Vou. IV. B LETTER
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LET TER: LXXVIL
- i

You muft do as you pleafe with
refpeét to the child.—1 could with that
it might be done foon, that my name
may be no more mentioned to you.
It is now finithed.—Convinced that you
have neither regard nor friendfhip, I
difdain to utter a reproach, though I
have had reafon to think, that the
¢ forbearance” talked of, has not been
very delicate.—It is however of no
confequence.—I am glad you are fatif-
fied with your own conduét.

Inow folemnly affure you, that this is
an cternal farewel.—Yet I flinch not
from the duties which tie me to life.
That
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That there is « fophiftry” on one
fide or other, is certain; but now it
matters not on which. On my part it
has not been a queftion of words. Yet
your underftanding or mine muft be
firangely warped—for what you term
““delicacy,” appears to me to be ex-
aflly the contrary. I have no criterion
for morality, and have thought in vain,
if the fenfations which lead you to fol-
low an ancle or ftep, be the facred
foundation of principle and affetion.
Mine has been of a very different na-
ture, or it would not have ftood the
brunt of your farcafms.

The fentiment in me is fill facred.
If there be any part of me that will
furvive the fenfe of my misfortunes, it
is the purity of my affetions. Tha
impetuofity of your fenfes, may have
led you to term mere animal defire, the

D2 fource
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fource of principle; and it may give
zeft'to fome years to come.—Whether
you will always think o, I fhall never
know.

Itis ftrange that, in fpite of all you
do, fomething like convi€tion forces me
to believe, that you are not what you
appear to be.

I*part with you in peace.

LETTER
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LETTER

Introdusiory to @ Series of Letters on the Pre-
Jent Charaler of the French Nation,

Paris, February 15, 1793.
My dear friend,

IT is neceflary perhaps for an obferver
of mankind, to guard as carefully the
remembrance of the firft impreffion
made by a nation, as by a countenance ;
becaufe we imperceptibly lofe fight of
the national charaéter, when we be-
come more intimate with individuals.
It is not then ufelefs or prefumptuous
to mote, that, when Ifirft entered Paris,
D4 the
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LETTER

the flriking contraft of riches and po-
verty, elegance and.flovenlinefs, urba-
nity and deceit, every where caught
my eye, and faddened my foul; and
thefe impreffions are ftill the foundation
of my remarks on the manners, which
flatter the fenfes, more than they inte-
reft the heart, and yet excite more in-
tereft than efteem.

The whole mode of life here tends
indeed to render the people frivolous,
and, to borrow their favourite epithet,
amiable.  Ever on the wing, they are
‘always fipping the fparkling joy on the
brim of the cup, leaving fatiety in the
bottom for thofe who venture to drink
deep. On all fides they trip along,
‘buoyed up by animal fpirits, and feem-
ingly fo void of care, that often, when
“f ‘am walking on the Beulevards, it
occurs to me, that they alone underftand
; the
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the full import of the term leifure ; and
they trifle their time away with fuch
an air of contentment, Iknow nothow
to wifh them wifer at the expence of
their gaiety. They’play before me like
motes in a funbeam, enjoying the pafl-
ing ray ; whilft an Englifh head, fearch-
ing for more folid happinefs, 16fes, in
the analyfis of pleafure, the volatile
fweets of the moment. Their chief
enjoyment, it is true, rifes from vanity :

but it is hot the vanity that engend

vexation of fpirit; on the contrary, it
lightens the heavy burthen of life,
which reafon too often weighs, merely
to fhift from one fhoulder to the
other.

Inveftigating the modification of the
paffion, as I would analyze the elements
that give a form ‘to dead matter, I
fhall attempt to trace to their fource

the
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the caufes which have combined to
render this nation the moft polithed, in>
a phyfical fenfe, and probably the moft
{uperficialin the world ; and I mean to
follow the windings of the various
ftreams that difembogue into a terrific
gulf, in which all the dignity of our
nature is abforbed. For every thing
has confpired to make the French the
moft fenfual people in the world ; and
what can render the heart fo hard, or
fo effectually ftifle every moral emotion,
as the refinements of fenfuality ?

The frequent repetition of the word
French, appears invidious ; let me then
make a previous obfcrvatione which I
beg you not to lofe fight of, when I
fpeak rather harfhly of a land flowing
with milk and honey. Remember that
it is not the morals of a particular
people that I would decry; for are we

not
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not all of the fame ftock? But I with
calmly to confider the ftage of civili-
zation in which I find the French, and,
giving a fketch of their charaler, and
unfolding the circumftances which have
produced its identity, I fhall endeavour
to throw fome light on the hiftory of
man, and on the prefent important
fubjetts of difcuffion.

1 would I could firft inform you that,
out of the chaos of vices and follies,
prejudices and virtues, rudely jumbled
together, I faw the fair form of Liberty
flowly rifing, and Virtue expanding her
wings to fhelter all her children! I
fhould then hear the account of the
barbarities that have rent the bofom of
France patiently, and blefs the firm
hand that lopt off the rotten limbs.
But, if the ariftocracy of birth is levelled
with the ground, only to make room

5 for

X
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for that of riches, I am afraid that the
morals of the people will not be much
improved by the change, or the go-
vernment rendered lefs venal. * Still it
is not juft to dwell on the miféry pro-
duced by the prefent firuggle, without
adverting to the'ftanding evils of the
old fyftem. Tam grieved—forely grieved
—when I think of the blood that has
ftained the caufe of freedom at Paris ;
but I'alfo hear the fame live ftream cry
aloud from the highways, through
which the retreating armies paffed
with famine and death in their rear,
and I hide my face with awe before
the inferutable ways of providence,
fweeping in fuch various dire€tions the
befom of deftruétion over the fons of

men.
Before I came to France, I cherithed,
you know, an opinion, that firong vir-
tues
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tues might exift with the polifhed man-
ners produced by the progrefs of - civi-
lization ; and I even anticipated the
epoch, ‘when, in the courfe of improve-
meént, men would labour to become
virtuous, without being goaded on by
mifery. But now, the perfpeétive of
the golden age, fading before the at-
tentive eye of obfervation, almoft eludes
my fight ; and, lofing thus in part my

_theory of a more perfet ftate, ftartnot,

my friend, if I bring forward an opi-
nion, which at the firft glance feems to
belevelled againft the exiftence of God !
I am not become an Atheift, I affure
you, by refiding at Paris: yet I begin
to fear that vice, or, if you will, evil,
is the grand mobile of action, and that,
when the paflions are juftly poized, we
become harmlefs, and in the fame pro-
‘portion ufelefs.

2 The
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The wants of reafon are very few;
and, were we to confider difpaflionately
the real value of moft things, we fhould
probably reft fatisfied with the fimple
gratification of our phyfical neceffities,
and be content with negative goodnefs :
for it is frequently, only that wan-
ton, the Imnginatinn, with her artful
coquetry, who lures us forward, and
makes us run over a rough road, pufh-
ing afide every obftacle merely to catch
a difappointment.

The defire alfo of being ufeful tos
others, is continually damped by expe=
rience ; and, if the exertions of huma-
nity were not in fome meafure their
own reward, who would endure mi-
fery, or ftruggle with care, to make
fome people ungrateful, and others
idle?

You will call thefe melancholy effu-

) fions,
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fions, and guefs that, fatigued by the
vivacity, which has all the buftling
folly of childhood, without the inno-
cence which renders ignorance charm-
ing, I am too fevere in my ftri€tures.
1t may be fo; and I'am aware that the
good effeéts of the revolution will be
laft felt at Paris ; where furely the foul
of Epicurus has long been at work to
root out the fimple emotions of the
heart, which, being natural, are always
moral. Rendered cold and artificial
by the felfith enjoyments of the fenfes,
which the government foftered, is it
furprifing that fimplicity of manners,
and finglenefs of heart, rarely appear,
to recreate me with the wild odour of
nature, fo pafling {weet?

Seeing how, deep the fibres of mif-
chief lnve thot, I fometimes. afk, with a
doubting accent, Whether a nation can

go
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go back to the purity of manners which
has hitherto been maintained unfullied
only by the keen air of poverty, when,
emafculated by pleafure, the luxuries
of profperity are become the wants of
nature? I canmot yet give up the hope,
that a fairer day is dawning on Europe,
though I muft hefitatingly obferve, that
Tittle is to be expeéted from the narrow
principle  of commerce which feems
every where to be fhoving afide #he point
of bonour of the nobleffe. I canlook be-
yond the evils of the moment, and de
not expect muddied water to become
clear before it has had time to ftand;
yet, -even for the moment, it is the
moft terrific of all fights, to fee men
vicious without warmth—to fee the
order that thould be the fuperfeription
of virtue, cultivated to give fecurity to
crimes-which only thoughtleffinefs could

palliate.
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palliate.  Diforder is, in fa&, the very
effence of vice, though with the wild
withes of a corrupt fancy humane emo-
tions often kindly mix to foften their
atrocity. Thus humanity

ial, fometimes

ol
, generoiity,

and even felf-de

a charafter grand, and even ufeful,

when hurried away by lawlefs paflio

but what can equal the turpitude of
cold calculator who lives for himfel

alone, and confidering his

tures I‘DCYC]Y as machines o

1s th

y ever within the pal

degree of

vation

refpectable beaft of prey, who proy

Yor. IV. B about
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about like the lion, and roars to am-
naunce his approach, falls into a fnare.
You may think it too foon to form
an opinion of the future government,
‘yet it is impofiible to ayoid hazarding
fome, conjeétures, when every thing
whifpers me, that names, not princi-
ples, are changed, and w hen I {ee that
the turn of the tide hasleft the dregs of
the old fyftem to corrupt t ]1\‘1 w. For
the fame pride of office, ¢ fame delire
of power are ftill vifible ; wuh this ag-
grn\'ahon, that, fearing to return to ob-

fcurity after having but juft acquired

ith for diftinttion, each hero, or

ofopher, for all are dubbed with
Jeayours to make

e new titles, er

1 e 1\!1 “unm, dm\ every

or rather the tyrant 1‘1 he da_», {

like a cock on a dunghi l

1 {hall
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I fhall now conclude this defultory
letter ; which however will enable vou

to forefee that I fhall treat more of

morals than manners.

Yours ———
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LETTERS
ON THE

MANAGEMENT OF INFANTS.

i 20 i o U ol

I oucur to apologize for ot having
written to you on the fubjeét you
mentioned ; but, to tell you the truth,
it gtew upon me: and, inftead of an
anfwer, I have begun a feries of letters
on the management of childten in
their infanicy. Replying then to your
queftion, I have the public in my

E 4 thoughts,

-
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thoughts, and fhall endeavour to fhow
what modes appear to me neceffary,

to render the infancy of children more
healthy and i have long

thought, that the caufe which renders

children as hard to rear as the moft
fragile »plant, is our deviation from

I know that fome able

hyficians have recommended the me-

hod I have purfued, and I mean to
pmn‘.‘ out the good effeéts I have ob-

ferved in praftice. - I am aware that
many matrons will exclaim againft me,
and dwell on the number of children

hey have brought up, as their mothers
uul before them, without troubling
themfelves with new-fangled notions 3
yet, though, in my uncle Toby’s words,
they fhould- attempt to 1ih-nut me, by
¢« withing I had feen their large’ fami-

e}

lics, I muft

fuppofe, while a third part
of
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of the human fpecies, according to the
moft accurate . calculation, die during
their infancy, juft at the threfhold of
life, that ‘there is fome ecrror in the
modes adopted by mothers and nurfes,
which counteraéts their own endea-
vours. I may be miftaken in fome
particulars ; for general rules, founded
on the foundeft reafon, demand indivi-
dual modification ; but, if I can per-
fuade any of the rifing generation to
exercife their reafon on this head, I am
content. My advice will probably
be found moft ufeful to mothers in the
middle clafs ; and it is from them that
the lower imperceptibly gains im-
provement. Cuftom, produced by rea-
fon in one, may fafely be the effett of
imitation in the other.— — —
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TO

M. JOHNSON. 1

L PTER L

Dublin, April 14, [1787.]
Dear fir,

T AM fill an invalid—and begin to
believe that I ought never to expeét to
enjoy health. My mind preys on my {]
body—and, when I endeavour to be
ufeful, T grow too much interefted for
my own peace. Confined almoft en-
tirely to the fociety of children, I am
anxioufly folicitous for their future
welfare, and mortificd beyond meafure,

2 when
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when counteracted in my endeavours to
improve them.—I feel all a-mother’s
fears for the {warm of little ones which
fgrround me, and obferve diforders,
without having power to apply the
proper remedies, How can I be re-
conciled to life, when it is always a

painful warfare, and when I am de-
prived of all the pleafures I relifh ?—J
allude to rational converfations, and
domeftic affeétions. Here, alone, a
poor folitary individual in a ftrange
lzmif, tied to one fpot, and fubjeét to
2 of another, can I be con-

tented ? I am defirous to convince you
that I have fome caufe for forrow—and
am not without reafon detached from
life. T fhall hope to 1

ar that you ave
well, and am yours fincerely

Mary WoOLLSTONECRART.

LETTER
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T ER O
Henley, Thurfday, Sept.-23.

My dear fir,

Sixce I faw you, I have, literally
fpeaking, enjoyed folitude. My fifter
could not accompany me in my ram-
bles; I therefore wandered alone, by
the fide of the Thames, and in the
neighbouring  beautiful fields and
pleafure grounds : the profpetts were
of fuch a placid kind, I caxght tranquil-
lity while I furveyed them—my mind

was fiill, though aétive. Were I to
give you an account how I have fpent
my time, you would fmile.—1 found an

old French bible here, and amufed
myfelf with

comparing it with our

3 Englith
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Englifh tranflation ; then I would liften
to the falling lcaves, or obferve the

various tints the autumn gave to
them—At other times, the finging of
a robin, or the noife of a water-mill,
engaged my attention—partial atten- i

tion—, for I was, at the fame time

perhaps difcufling fome knotty point,

or ftraying from this zny world to new
fyftems.  After thefe excurfions, I re-
turned to the family meals, told the
children ftories (they think me wafily

. g
agreeable), and my fifler was amufed.—

Well, will you allow me to call tt
1t ?

rac 1113 o ne 7 Den :
I was jufi going to mend my pen;

way of palling my days plez

but I believe it will enable me to fay
all T have to add to this epiftle.’ Have
you yet heard of an habitation for me?

I often think of my new plan of life;

and, left my fifter {hould try to prevail
on
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~on me to alter it, I haye avoided men-
“tioning it to her. Tam determined !—
Your fex generally laugh at female
determinations ; but let me tell you,
1 never yet refolved to do, any. thing of
confequence, that I did not adhere re-
“folutely to it, till T had accomplithed
my purpofe, improbable as it might
have appeared to a more timid mind.
In the courfé of near nine-and-twenty
years, I have gathered fome experience,
and felt many fevere difappointments—
and what is the amount? I long fora
iittle ‘peace and indspendence | Every
obligation we receive from our fellow-
creatures is a new fhackle, takes from
our native freedom, and debafes the
mind, makes us mere earthworms—I
am not fond of grovelling!
1 am, fir, yours, &¢.
MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT,
Mov. 1V, ) LETTER
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L BTSRRI
Market Harborough, Sept. 20.

My dear fir,

You left me with three opulent
tradefmen ; their converfation was not
calculated to beguile the way, when
the fable curtain conceazled the beau-
ties of nature. I liftened to the tricks
of trade—and fhrunk away, without
wifhing to grow rich ; even the novelty
of the fubjeéts did not render them
pleafing ; fond as I am of tracing the
paflions in all their different forms—1I
was not furprifed by any glimpfe of the
fublime, or beautiful—though one of
them imagined I thould be a ufeful part-
ner in a good firm. 1 was very much
fatigued, and have fcarcely recovered
myfelf.
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myfelf. 1do not expeét to enjoy the
fame tranquil pleafures Henley afford-
ed : I meet with new objeéts to employ
my mind ; but many painful emotions
are complicated with the refle@tions
they give rife to.

I do not intend to enter on the o/d
topic, yet hope to hear from you—and
am yours, &c.

MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT,

EETTER Tv.
Friday Night.
My dear fir,

TroucH your remarks are generally
judicious—Icannot oz concurwith you,
I mean with refpeét to the preface¥,

* To Original Storics,
B angd
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and have not altered it. I hate the
ufual {mooth way of exhibiting proud
humility. A general rule only extends
to the majority—and, believe me, the
few judicious pérents who may perufe
my book, will not feel themfelves hurt—
and the weak are too vain to mind what
is faid in a book intended for children.
1 return you the Italian MS.—but
do not hattily imagine that I am indo~
lent. I would not fpare any labour to
do my duty—and, after the moft labo-
rious day, that fingle thought would
{olace me more than any pleafures the
fenfes could enjoy. I find 1 could not
tranflate the MS. well. If it was not
a MS, I fhould not be fo eafily intimi-
dated ; but the hand, and errors in
orthography, or abbreviations, are @
frumbling-block at the firft fetting
out.—] cannot bear to do any thing I
cannot
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cannot do well—and I fhould lofe time
in the vain attempt.
1 had, the other day, the fatisfaétion

of again receiving a letter from my

poor, dear Margarct*.——“’ith all a
mother’s fondnefs I could tranfcribe a
part of it—She fays, every day her
affe€tion to “me, and dependence on
heaven increafe, &c.——1 mifs her
innocent careffes—and fometimes in-
dulge a pleafing hope, that fhe may be
allowed to cheer my childlefs age—if
I am to live to be old.—At any rate, i
may hear of the virtues I may not con-
template—and my reafori may permit
me to love a female.—Inow allude to
1 have received another let-
ter from her, and her childifh com-
plaints vex me—indeed they do—As
ufual, good-night. MARY.

# Countefs Mount Cafhel.

F3 1f
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If parents attended to their children,
I would not have written the ftories ;
for, what are bnnks—-comparcd to con-
verfations which afleStion inforces |—

LETCLE RS
My dear fir,

REMEMEER you are to fettle my ac-
count, as I want te know how much I
am in your debt—but do not fuppofe
that [ feel any uneafinefs on that fcore.
The generality of people in trade
would not be much obliged to me for a
like civility, dur you were a man before
you were a bookfeller—fo I am your
fincere friend,

MARY.

LETTER
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Friday Morning.

I am fick with vexation—and with
I could knock my foolifh head againft
the wall, that bodily pain might make
me feel lefs anguifh from felf-reproach !
To fay the truth, I was never more dif-
pleafed with myfelf, and I will tell you
the caufe._You may recolleét that I
did not mention to you the circum-
fance of ———having a fortune left
to him ; nor did a hint of it drop from
me when I converfed with my fifter ;
becaufe I knew he had a fufficient mo-
tive for concealing it. Laft Sunday,
when his charater was afperfed, as I
thought, unjuftly, in the heat of vindi
F 4 cation
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cation I informed *¥#¥¥¥* that he was
now independent; but, at the fame
time, defired him not te repeat my in-
formation to'B: 5 yet, laft Tuefday,
he told him all—and the boy at B——'s
gave Mrs. ——— an account of it. As
Mr. — knew he had only made a
confident of me (I blufh to think of it!)
he guefled the channel of intellizence,
and this morning came (not to reproach
me, I'with he had!) but to point out the
injury I have done him.—Let what will
be the confequence, I will reimburfe
him, if I deny myfelf the neceffaries of

life—and even then my folly will fting
me.—Perhaps you can fcarcely con-
ceive: the mifery I at this moment
endure—that I, whofe power of doing
good is {o limited, fhould do h’arm, galls
my very foul. ****** may laugh at
thefe qualms—but, fuppofing Mr.

e
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s to be unworthy, I am not
the lefs to blame. Surely it is hell to
defpife one’s felf'—I did not want this
additional vexation—at this time I have
many that hang heavily on my fpirits.
I fhall not call on you this month—nor
ftir out.—My ftomach has been {o fud-
denly and violently affe¢ted, I am
unable to lean over the defk.

MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT:

LETTER VII.

As I am become a reviewer, I think
it right, in the way of bufinefs, to con-
fider the fubje€t. You have alarmed
the editor of the Critical, as the adver-
tifement prefixed to the Appendix
: plainly
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plainly fhows. The Critical appears
to me to be a timid, mean produétion,
and its fuccefs is a reflection on the
tafte and judgment of the public ; but,
as a body, who ever gave it credit for
much ? The voice of the people is only
the voice of truth, when fome man of
abilities has had time to get faft hold of
the GREAT NosE of the monfter. Of
courfe, local fame is generally a
clamour, and dies away. The Appen-
dix to the Monthly afforded me more
amufement, though every article almoft
wants energy and a cant of virtue and
liberality is firewed over it; always
tame, and eager to pay court to efta-
EBlithed fame. The account of Necker
is one unvaried tone of admiration.
Surely men were born only to provide
for the fuftenance of the body by en-
eebling the mind ! MARY.

LETTER

!
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ZETT'ER VI

You made me very low-fpirited laft
i ‘night, by your manncr of talking.—
' You are my only friend—the only
[ perfon I am intimate with.— never had
i a father, or a brother—you have been
| both to me, ever fince I knew you—yet
| I'have fometimes been very petulant.—
' T have been thinking of thofe inftances
 of ill-humour and quicknefs, and they
| appeared like crimes.

Yours fincerely

MARY.

LETTER
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Saturday Night.

I Am a‘mere animal, and inftin&ive
emotions too often filence the fug-
geftions of reafon. Your note—l can
fearcely tell- why, hurt me—and pro-

duced a kind of winterly fmile, which

diffufes a beam of defpondent tram-

quillity over the features. I'have been -

very ill—Heaven knows it was more
than fancy—A fter fome fleeplefs, wea-
rifome nights, towards the morning I
have grown delirious.—Laft Thur{day,
was

in particular, I imagined —
thrown into great diftrefs by his follys
and I, unable to affit him, was in an
agony. My nerves were in fuch a

painful
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painful ftate of irritation—I fuffered
more than I can exprefs—Society was
neceffary—and  might have diverted
me till I gained more ftrength ; but I
bluthed when I recolle€ted how often
I had teazed you with childith com-
plaints, and the reveries of a difordered
imagination. I even imagined that T
intruded on you, becaufe you never
called on me—though you perceived
that I was not well.—I have nourifhed
a fickly kind of delicacy, which gives
me many unneceflary pangs—I ac-
knowledge that life is but a jeft—and
often a frightful dream—yet catch
myfelf every day fearching for fome-
thing ferious—and feel real ~mifery
from the difappointment. [ am 2
ftrange compound of weaknefs and re-
folution! However, if I mutt fuffer, I
will endeavour to fuffer in filence.

2 There
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There is certainly a great defeét in my
mind—my wayward heart creates its
own mifery—Why I am made thus I
cannot tell; and, till I can form fome
idea of the whole of my exiftence, [
muft be content to. weep and dance
like a child~10ng for a toy, and be
tired of it as foon as I get it.

We muft each of us wear a fool’s
cap; but mine, alas! has loft its bells,

and is grown fo heavy, I find it into- :

lerably  troublefome. Good-night !
1 have been purfuing a number of
ftrange thoughts fince I began to write,
and have attually both wept and
laughed immodcrate]y*Sure]yI am a
fool—

MARY w.

LETTER
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LLETTER X

Monday Morning.

I rearry want a German grammar,
as I intend to attempt to learn that
language—and I will tell you the reafon
why.—While I live, I am perfuaded,
I muft exert my underftanding to pro-
cure an independence, and render
myfelf ufeful. To make the tatk eafier,
T ought to ftore my mind with know-
ledge

The feed time is paffing away.
I fee the necefiity of labouring now—
and of that neceffity I do not complain ;
on the contrary, 1am thankful that I
have more than common incentives to
purfue knowledge, and draw my plea-
4 fures
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fures from the employments that are
within my reach. You perceive this is
not a gloomy day—TI feel at this mo-
ment particularly grateful to you—
without your ‘humane .and delicate
affiftance, how many obftacles {hould I
not have had to encounter—too often
fhould I have been out of patience
with my fellow-creatures, whom I
with to love '—Allow me to love you,
my dear fir, and call friend a being.1
refpect.—Adieu !

‘MARY Wo

‘LETTER
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LETTER Xr

‘I tuovewr you very unkind, nay,
‘very unfeeling, laft night, My cares
and vexations—I will fay what I allow
myfelf to think—do me honour, as they
arife from my difintereftednefs and 7.
bending. principles ; nof can that mode
of condutbe a refleQlion on my under-
“ftanding, which enablés’ e to bear
mifery, rather than felfilhly live for my.
felf alone. T am not the only charaéer
deferving of refpet, that has had to
firuggle with various forrows—while
inferior minds have enjoyed local fame
and prefent comfort—Dr., Johnfon’s
cares almoft drove him mad—but,
{uppofe, you would quietly have told
him, he wasa fool for not being calmy
and that wife men firiving againft the
Vou. IV, G fiream,

L
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ftream, can yet be in good humour.
have done with infenfible human wif-
dom,—*¢ indifference cold in wifdom's
guife,”—and turn to the fource of per-
fe&rion—who perhaps never difregarded
an almoft broken heart, efpecially when
arefpedt, a pradtical refpeét, for virtue,
fharpened the wounds of adverfity. - I
am ill—1 ftayed in bed this morning
{1 eleven o'clock, only thinking of
getting money 1o extricate myfelf out
‘of fome of my difficulties—The ftruggle
is now oyer. I will condefcend to try
to obtain fome ina difagreeable way-.
Mr. ——— called on me juft now—
pray did you know his motive for call-
ing* ?—I think him impertinently offi-
# This alludes to a foolifh propofal of marriage
for mercenary confiderations, which the gentleman
heie mentioned thought proper to recommend to
i, The two letters which immediately follow,

aresaddrefied to the gentleman himfelf.
’ cious.—
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cious.—He had left the houfe before it
occurred to me in the firong light it does
now, orIthould have told him fo—My
Poverty makes me proud—I will not be
infulted by a fuperficial Puppy.—His
intimacy with Mifs gave him a
privilege, which he fhould not have af.
fumed with me—y propofal might be
made to his coufin, a milliger’s girl,
which fhould not have been mentioned
tome. Pray tell him that [ am offended
—and do not with to'fee him again |—
When I meet him at your houfe, J fhajy
leave the room, fince I cannot pull him
by the nofe. [ can force my fpirit to
leave my body—but it fhal] never bend
to: fupport that body—God of heaven,
fave thy child from thig living death |—
I fearcely knew what L write,

My

hand trembles—I apy very fick—fick at
heart.—

MARY.
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LETTER XIL

2 Tuefday Evening

S
Waex you left me this morning, and

1 refleéted a moment—your officious
| meflage, which at firft appeared to me
{ a joke—looked fo very like an infult—

I cannot forget it—TFo prevent then the

neceflity -of forcing 2 fmile—when I

chance to meet you—TI take the carlieft

opportunity of informing you .of my

yeal fentiments.

MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT.

LETTER
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EETTER Xui

Wednefday, 3 o'clock.
Sir,

Itis inexpreffibly difagreeable to me
to be obliged to enter again on a fub-
je&t, that has already raifed a tumult of
indignant emotions in my bofom, which
Ewas Iabouring to fupprefs when I re-
ceived your letter: I fhall now conde-
Jeend to anfwer your epiftle ; but let me
firft tell'you, that, in my unprofeifed fitu-
ation, I make a point of never forgiving®
a deliberate infult—and in’ that light I
confider. your late officious conduét.
It is not according to my nature to
mince matters—I ill then tell you in

G3 plain




LETTERS.

plain terms, what I think. I have ever
confidered you in the light of a civil
acquaintance—on the word friend Ilay
a peculiar emphafis—and, as a mere
acquaintance, you were rude and eruel,
to ftep forward to infult a woman,
whofe conduét and misfortunes demand
refpeét. If my friend, Mr. Johnfon,
had made the propofal—I fhould have
been feyerely hurt—have thought him
unkind and unfeeling, but not imperti-
nent—The privilege of intimacy you
had no claim to—and fhould have re-
ferred the man to myfelf—if you had
not fufficient difcernment to quath it at
once. Iam, fir, poor and deftitute.—
Yet I have a fpirit that will never bend,
or take indire& methods, to obtain the
con(&lucncc 1 defpife ; nay, if to fup-
port life it was neceffary to att con-
trary to my principlcs, the' firuggle

3 would
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&
would foon be over. I can bear any
thing but my own contempt.

In a few words, what I call an infult,
is the bare fuppofition that I could for
amoment think of proffizuting my perfon
for a maintenance ; for in that point of
view does fuch a mairiage appear to
me, who confider right and wrong in
the abfiraél, and never by words and
local, opinions fhield myfelf from the
reproaches of my own heart and under-
ftanding.

It is needlefs to fay more—Only you
muft excufe me when I add, that I with
never to fee, but as a perfeét ftranger,
a perfon who could fo grofsly miftake
imy chara&er. An apology is not ne-
ceffary—if you were inclined to make
one—nor any further expoftulations.—
I'again repeat, I cannot overlook an
aflront; few indeed have {ufficient de-

G4 licacy
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Ycacy: to refpeét poverty, even where"
it gives luftre to a charaéter—and I tell
you fir, I am poor—yet can live with-
qut your benevolent exertions. i
" MARY WOLLSTONECRART.

/ :
!

LR DR R R XL i

1 sexD you 4/l the books-I-had to rc-
view except Dr. J—'s Sermons, which
1bave begun. If you wifh me to look.
over any more trafh this month—you
muft fend it directly.. I have been fo-
low-fpirited fince I faw you—I was
quite glad, laft night, to feel myfelfaf-
fefted by fome paffages in Dr. J—'s
fermon on the death of his wife—I
feemed
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féemed (fuddenly) to fird my Joul again
—1t has been for fome time I cannot
tell where. Send me the Speaker—
and Mary, Twant one—and 1 fhall foon’
want fome paper—you may as well
fend it at the fame time—for I am try-
ing to brace my nerves that I may be
induftrious.—Iam afraid reafon is not a
good bracer— for T have been reafoning
a long time with my untoward"{pirits—
and yet my hand trembles.—I could

finith a’period-very pre 1ow, by fay-

ing that it ought to be ady when I
add that I am yours fincerely,

MARY.

If you do not like the manner in
which I reviewed Dr. J—'s f—— on
his wife, be it known unto you—I will
not do it any other way—I felt fome
pleafure in paying a juft tribute of re-

{pe
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fpeét to the memory of a man—who,
fpite of his faults, I have an affetion
for—I fay have, for I believe he is
fomewhere—avhere my foul has been
gadding perhaps ;—but Jou do not live
on conjectures.

{ B DR R N O e T

My dear fir, I fend you a chapter
which I am pleafed with, now I fee it
! in one point of view—and, as I have

made free with the author, I hope you
will not have often to fay—what does
this mean ?

You forgot you were to make out

my




40 MR, JOHNSON. gt

my account—I am, of courfe, over
‘head and ears in debt ; but I have not
that kind of pride, which makes fome
diflike to be-obliged to thofe they re-

: {pett.—On the contrary, when I invo-
Tuntarily lament that I have not a father
or brother, I thankfully recollet that
I have received unexpetted kindnefs
from you and a few others.—So reafon
allows, what nature impels me to—for
I cannot live without loving my fellow-
creatures—nor can I love them, with-
out difcovering fome virtue.

MARY.
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ERET TR XV

Paris, December 26, 1792:

I'swovrp immediately on the receipt *

of your letter; my dear friend, have
thanked you for your punétuality, for it
highly gratified me, had I not withed
to wait till I could tell you that this
day was not ftained with blood. In
deed the prudent precautions taken by
the National Convention to prevent

a
tumult, made me {uppofe that the dogs
of faction would not dare to bark, much
lefs to bite, however true to their fcent ;
and I was not miftaken; for the citi~
zens, who were all called out, are re-
turning home with compofed counte-

nances,
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.mances, fhouldering their arms. About
nine o’clock this morning, the king
ipaffed by my window, moving filently
along (excepting now and then'a few
firokes on the drum, which rendered
-the ftillnefs more awful) through empty
“fireets, furrounded by the national guards,
-who, cluftering round the carriage,
feemed to deferve their name. The
inhabitants flocked to their windows,
but the cafements were all fhut, not a
voice was ‘heard, ‘nor did 1 fee any
‘thing like an infulting gefturc.—For
the firft time fince I entered France,
1 bowed to the majefty of the people,
and refpected the propriety of behaviour
fo perfe@ly in unifon with my own
“feelings. 1 can fearcely tell you why,
but an affociation of ideas made the
tears flow infenfibly from my eyes,
when I faw Louis fitting, with more

2 dignity
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dignity than Lexpeéted from his cha-
ralter, in a hackncy coach, going to
meet death, where fo many of his race
have triumphed. My fancy inftantly
brought Louis X[V before me, enter-
ing the capital with all his pomp, after
one of the vi€tories moft flattering to
his pride, only to fee the funfhine of
profperity overthadowed by the fublime
gloom of mifery. I have been “alone
ever f{ince; and, though my mind 1
calm, I cannot difmifs the lively imagcs
that have filled my imagination all the
(lay—N‘ay, donot fmile, but pity
for, once

me ;
or twice, lifting my eyes from
the paper, I have feen eyes glare
2 glafs-door oppofite my chair,
and bloody hands fhook at me. Not
the diftant found of a footftep can I
hear.—My apartments are remote from
thofe of the {ervants,

through a

the only perfons
who
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who fleep with me in an immenfe hotel,
one folding door opening after another.
__1 wifh I had even kept the cat with
me!—1 want to fee fomething alive s
death in fo many frightful {hapes has

taken hold of my
bed—and, for the firft time in my life, L
cannot put out the candle.

ncy.—I am going to

M. W.
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YE who expett conftancy where every

thing is changing, and peace in the

o
\pL\lC!l\,C, and mark in time the foot-

eps of difappointment ; or life will be
loft in defultory withes, and death ar-
rive before the dawn of wifdom.

Ina fequeftered valley, furrounded by
rocky mountains that intercepted many
of the pafling clouds, though funbeams
variegated their ample fides, lived a
fd"e, to whom nature had unlocked
Hz hes

ft of tumult, attend to the voice of
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her moft hidden fecrets. His hollow
eyes, funk in their orbits, retired from
the view of vulgar objeéts, and turned
inwards, overleaped the boundary pre-
feribed to human knowledge. Tntenfe
thinking during fourfcore and ten years,
had whitened the fcattered locks on
his head, which, like the fummit of
the diftant mountain, appeared to be
bound by an eternal froft.

On the fandy wafte behind the mcun-
tains, the track of ferocious beafts
might be traced, and fometimes the
mangled limbs which they left, attracted
a hovering flight of birds of prey. An
extenfive wood the fage had forced to
rear its head in a foil by no means con-
genial, and the firm trunks of the trees

feemed to frown with defiance on time ;
though the fpoils of innumerable fum-
mers covered the roots, which refembled
fangs;
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fangs ; fo clofely did they cling to the
unfriendly fand, where ferpents hiffed, -
and fnakes, rolling out their vaft folds,
inhaled the noxious vapours. The ra-
vens and owls who inhabited the foli-
tude, gave alfo a thicker gloom to the
everlafting twilight, and the croaking
of the former a monotony, in unifon
with the gloom ; whilft lions and tygers,
thunning even this faint femblance of
day, fought the dark caverns, and at
night, when they fhook off fleep, their
roaring would make the whole valley
refound, confounded with the fcreech-
ings of the bird of night.

One mountain rofe fublime, towering
above all, on the craggy fides of which
a few fea-weeds grew, wafhed by the
ocean, that with tumultuous roar ruth-
ed to affault, and even undermine, the
huge barrier that ftopped its progrefs ;

H3 and:
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and ever and anon a ponderous mafs,
Toofened from the cliff, to which it
{carcely feemed toadhere,always threat-
ening~ to fall, fell into the flood, rebound-
ing as it fell, and the found was re-
echoed from rock to rock. Look where
you would, all was without form, as
if nature, fuddenly ftopping her hand,
had left chaos a retreat.

Clofe to the moft remote fide of it
was the fage’s abode. It was a rude
hut, formed of ftumps of trees 'and
matted twigs, to fecure him from the
inclemency of the weather; only through
{mall apertuares croffed with rufhes, the
wind entered in wild murmurs, modu-
Jated by thefe obftructions. A clear
{pring broke out of the middle of the
adjacent rock, which, dropping flowly
into a cavity it had hollowed, {foon
overflowed, and then ran, firuggling to
free
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free itfelf from the cumbrous fragments,
till, become a deep, filent fiream, it
efcaped through reeds, and roots of
trees, whofe blafted tops overhung and
darkened the current.

One fide of the hut was fupported by
the rock, and at midnight, when the
fage ftruck the inclofed part, it yawned
wide, and admitted him into a cavern in
the very bowels of the earth, where
never human foot before had trod 5 and
its, which inhabit the

the various f;
different regions of nature, were here

The ca-

obedient to his pete

vern had been fo!

ned by the great

in ion of waters, when the ap-

proach of a comet forced them from
heir fource; then, when the foun-

tains of the great deep were brokenup,

a ftream ruthed out of the centre o

the fpirits, who have lived
H 4 on

earth, w
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on it, are confined to purify themfelves
from the drofs contraéted in their firlt

flage of exiftence; and it flowed in
black waves, for ever bubbling along
the cave, the extent of which had never
been explored. From the fides and
top, water diftilled, and, petrifying as
it fell, took fantaftic fhapes, that foon
divided it into apartments, if fo they
might be called. In the foam, a wea-
ried fpirit would fometimes rife, to catch
the moft diftant glimpfe of light, or
tafte the vagrant breeze, which the
~ yawning of the rock admitted, when
Sageftus, for that was the name of the
hoary fage, entered. Some, who were
refined and almoft cleared from vicious
fpots, he would allow to leave, for a li-
mited time, their dark prifon-houfe ;
and, flyingon the winds acrofs the bleak
northern ocean, or rifing in an exhala-
tion
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tion till they reached a fun-beam, they
thus re-vifited the haunts of men. Thefe
were the guardian angels, who in foft
whifpers reftrain the vicious, and ani-
mate the wavering wretch who ftands

fufpended between virtue and vice.
Sageftus had {pent a night in the ca-
vern, as he often did, and he left the
filent veftibule of the grave, juft as the
fun, " emerging from the ocean, dif-
perfed the clouds, which were not half
{o denfe as thofe he had left. All that
was human in him rejoiced at the fight
of reviving life, and he viewed with
pleafure the mounting fap rifing to ex-
pand the herbs, which grew fpontane-
oufly in this wild—when, turning his
eyes towards the fea, he found that
death had been at work during his ab-
fence, and terrific marks of a furious
ftorm ftill fpread horror around: Though
5 the




106 CAVE ‘OF FANCY. [em 1.

the day was ferene, and threw bright
rays on eyes for ever fhut, it dawned
not for the wretches who hung pendent
on the craggy rocks, or were firetched
lifelefs on the fand. Some, firuggling,
had dug themfelves a grave; others
had refigned their breath before the
impetuous furge whirled them on fhore.
A few, in whom the vital fpark was
not fo foon diflodged, had clung te
Joofe fragments; it was the grafp of
death ; embracing the ftone, they ftiff-

sened ; and the head, no longer ereét,

refted on the mafs which the arms en-
circled. It felt not the agonizing gripe,
nor heard the figh that broke the heart
in twain.

Refting his chin on an oaken club,
the fage looked on every fide, to fee
if he could difcern any who yet breath-
ed. He drew nearer, and thought he
faw,




CH» I‘] CAVE OF FANCY. 107

faw, atthe firft glance, the unclofed eyes
glare ; but foon perceived that they
were a mere glafly fubftance, mute as
the torigue ; the jaws were fallen, and,
in fome of the tangled locks, hands
were clinched; nay, even the nails
had entered tharpened by defpair. The
blood flew rapidly to his heart ; it was
flefh ; he felt he was ftill a man, and
the big tear paced down his iron cheeks,
whofe mufcles-had not for a long time
beenrelaxed by fuch humane emotions,
A moment he breathed quick, then
heaved a figh, and his wonted calm
returned with an unaccufiomed glow
of tendernefs.; for the ways of heaven
awere not hid from him; he lifted up
his eyes to the common Father of na-
ture, and all was as fiill in his bofom, as
sthe fmooth deep, after having clofed

2 over
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over the huge veffel from which the
wretches had fled.

Turning round a part of the rock
that jutted out, meditating on the ways
of Providence, -a weak infantine voice
reached his ears; it was lifping out the
name of mother. He looked, and be-
held a blooming child leaning over, and
kifling with eager fondnefs, lips that
were infenfible to the warm preflure.
Starting at the fight of the fage, fhe
fixed her eyes on him, © Wake her,
ah! wake her,” fhe cried, “ or the
fea will catch us.”  Again he felt com-
paflion, for he faw that the mother
{lept the fleep of death. He ftretched
out his hand, and, {moothing his brow,
invited her to approach ; but the fill
intreated him to wake her mother,
whom fhe continued to call, with an
impatient tremulous voice, To detach
her
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her from the body by perfuafion would
not have been very eafy. Sageftus had
a quicker method to effoct his purpofe ;
he took out a box which contained a
foporific powder, and as foon as the
fumes reached her brain, the powers of
life were fufpended.

He carried her direély to his hut,
and left her fleeping profoundly on his
rufhy couch.

CHAP
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CREEACR

AGAIN Sageftus approached the
dead, to view them with a more fcruti-
nizing eye. He was perfe€lly ac-
quainted with the conftruétion of the
human body, knew the traces that vir-
tue or vice lcaves on the whole frame ;
they were now indelibly fixed by death ;
nay more, he knew by the fhape of
the folid ftru€ture, how far the fpirit
could range,and faw the barrier beyond
which it could not pafs: the mazes of
fancy he explored, meafured the firetch
of thought, and, weighing all in an
even balance, could tell whom nature
had ftamped an hero, a poet, or phi-
lofopher.

By
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By their appearance, at a tranfient
glance, he knew that the veflel muft
have contained many" paflfengers, and
that fome of them were above the vul-
gar, with refpeét to fortune and edu-
cation ; he then walked leifurely among
the dead, and narrowly obferved their
pallid features.

His eye firft refted on a form in which
proportion reigned, and, ftroking back
the hair, a fpacious forehead met his
view; warm fancy had revelled there,
and her airy dance had left veftiges,
fcarcely vifible to a mortal eye. Some
perpendicular lines pointed out that
melancholy had predominated in his
conflitution ; yet the firaggling hairs
of his eye-brows fhowed that anger had
often fhook his frame; indeed, the
four temperatures, like the four ele-
ments, had refided in this little world,

and
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and produced harmony. The whole
vifage was bony, and an encrgetic
frown had knit the flexible fkin of his
brow ; the kingdom within had been
extenfive ; and the wild creations of
fancy had there “a local habitation
and a name.” So exquifite was his
fenfibility, {o quick his comprehenfion,
that he perceived various combinations
inan inftant ; he caught truth as fhe
darted towards him, faw all her fair
proportion at a glance, and the flafh of
his eye fpoke the quick fenfes which
conveyed intelligence to his mind ; the
fenforium indeed was capacious, and
the fage imagined he faw the lucid
beam, fparkling with love or ambition,
in chara€ters of fire, which a graceful
curve of the upper eyelid thaded. The
lips were a little deranged by con-
tempt ; and a mixture of vanity and
felf-
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felf-complacency formed a few irre-
gular lines round them. The chin had’
fufferéd from fenfuality, yet there were
ftill great marks of vigour in it, as it
advanced with ftern dignity. The
hand aecuftomed to command, and even
tyrannize, was unnerved; but its ap-
pearance convinced Sageftus, that he
had oftener wiclded a thought than a
weapon ; and that he had filenced, by
irrefiftible convi€tion, the fuperficial
difputant, and the being, who doubted
becaufe he had not ftrength to believe,
who, wavering between different bor-
rowed opinions, firft caught at' one
ftraw, then at another, unable to fettle
into any confiftency of charatter. After
gazing a few moments, Sageftus turned
away exclaiming, How are the ftately
oaks torn up by a tempeft, and'the bow

Vor. LV, 1" . unltfung
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unftrung, that could force the arrow
beyond the ken of the eye !

What a different face next met his
view ! The forehead was fhort, yet well
fet together; the nofe fmall, but a little
turned up at the end ; and a draw-down
at the fides of his mouth, proved that
he had been a humourift, who minded
the main chance, and could joke with
his acquaintance, while he cagerly de-
voured a dainty which he was not to
pay for. His lips fhut like a box whofe
hinges had often been mended; and
the mufcles, which difplay the foft emo-
tion of the heart on the cheeks, were
grown quite rigid, fo that, the veflels
that thould have moiftened them not
having much communication with the
grand fource of paffions, the fine vola-
tile fluid had evaporated, and they
®ecame mere dry fibres, which might
be
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be ‘pulled by any misfortune that
threatened himfelf, but were not fuffi-
ciently elaftic to be moved by the
miferies of others. His joints were
inferted compally, and with celerity
they had performed all the animal
funétions, without any of the grace
which refults from the imagination
mixing with the fenfes.

A huge form was firetched near him,
that exhibited marks of overgrown
infancy; every part was relaxed; all
appeared imperfeét. Yet, fome undu-
Iating lines on the puffed-out cheeks,
difplayed figns of timid, fervile good
nature ; and the fkin of the forehead
had been fo often drawn up by wonder,
that the few hairs of the eyebrows were
fixed in a fharp arch, whilft an ample
chin refted in lobes of flefh on his pro-
tuberant breaft.

Iz By
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By his fide was a body that had
fcarcely ever much life in it—f{ympathy
feemed to have drawn them together—
every feature and limb was round and
flefhy, and, if a kind of bratal cunning
had not marked the face, it might have
been miftaken for an automaton, foun-
mixed was the phlegmatic fluid.  The
vital fpark was buried deep ina foft
mafs; of matter, refembling the pith in
young elder, which, when found, is fo
equivocal, that it only appears a moift-
er part of the fame body.

Another part of the beach was
covered with failors, whofe bodies ex-
hibited marks of firength and brutal
courag(‘.-—'l’heir charaéters were all
different, though of the fame clafs;
Sageftus. did not ftay to difcriminate

them, fatisfied with a rough fketch.
He faw indolence roufed, by a love of
humour,
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humour, or rather bodily fun ; fenfual-
ity and prodizality with a veii of
rofity running throug
of danger with grc

=

it; a contemt
fuperflition ;
fupine fenfes, only to be kept alive by,
noifv, tumultuous pleafurés, or that
kind of novelty which borders on ab-

furdity : this formed the common oiit-
line, and the reft were rather dabs than
thades.

Sageftus paufed, and remembered it
had been faid by an earthly wit, that
“many a flower is botn to bluth un-
feen, and wafie its {weetnefs on the
defart air.”  How little, he exclaimed,
did that poet know of the ways of
heaven! And yet, in this refpeét, they
are direét ; the hands before me, Were
defigned to pull a rope, knock down a
fheep, or perform the fervile offices of
life 5 no “ mute, inglorious poet” refts

Iz among(t
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amongft them, and he who is fuperior
to his fellow, does not rife above medi-
ocrity. The genius that fprouts from
a dunghil foon fhakes off the hetero-
gen’mus mafs; thofe only grovel, who
have not power to fly.

He turned his ftep towards the mo-
ther of the orphan: another female
was at fome diftance ; and a man who,
by his garb, might have been the huf-
‘band, or brother, of the former, was
not far off.

Him the fage furveyed with an at-
tentive eye, and bowed with refpeét
to the inanimate clay, that Jately had
been the dwelling of a moft benevolent
fpirit. The head was {quare, though
the features were not very prominent ;
but there was a great harmony in every
part, and the turn of the noftrils and
lips evinced, that the foul muft have
had
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had tafte, to which they had ferved as
organs. Penctration and judgment
were feated on the brows that over-
hing the eye. Fixed as it was, Sa-
geftus quickly difcerned the expreflion
it muft have had; dark and penfive,
rather from flownefs of comprehenfion
than melancholy, it feemed to abforb
the Ii ght of knowlcdﬁe, to drink it m
ray by ray ; nay, a new one was not
allowed to enter his head till the laft
was arranged : an opinion was thus
cautioufly received, and maturely
weighed, before it was added to the
general flock. As nature led him to
mount from a part to the whole, he
fant with the beautiful,
and farely comprehended the {fublime ;
yet, faid Sageftus, with a foftened tone,
he was all heart, full of forbearance, and
defirous to pleafe every fellow-creature ;

I4 1

was moft con:

bul
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but from a nobler motive than a loye
of admiration ; the fumes of vanity
never mounted to cloud his brain, or
tarnifh his beneficence. The fluid in
which thofe placid eyes fwvam, is now
congealed ; how often has tendernefs
givch them the fineft water! Some
torn parts of the child’s drefs hung
round bis arm, which led the fage to
conclude, that he had faved the child;
every line in his face confirmed the
conjeélure ; benevolence indeed firung
the nerves that naturally were not
very firm; it was the great knot that
tied together the fcattered qualities,
and gave the diftiné& ftamp to the cha-
ralter.

The female whom he next approach-
ed, and fuppofed to be an attendant on
the other, was below the middle fize,
and her legs were fo difproportionably
4 thort,
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fhort, that, when fhe moved, fhe muft
have waddled along ; her elbows were
drawn in to touch her long taper, waift,
and the air of her whole body was an
affectation of gentility. Death could
not alter the rigid hang of her limbs, or
efface the fimper that had firetched her
mouth; the lips were thin, as if nature
intended fhe fhould mince her words ;
her nofe was fmall, and fharp at the
end; and the forehead, unmarked by
eyebrows, was wrinkled by the difcon-
tent that had funk her cheeks, on
which Sageftus ftill difcerned faint
traces of tendernefs ; and fierce good-
nature, he perceived had fometimes
animated the little fpark of an eye that
anger had oftener lighted. The fame
thought occurred to him that the fight
of the failors had fuggefted, Men and
women are all in their proper places—

thig
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this female was intended to fold up
linen and nurfe the fick.

Anxious to obferve the mother of
his charge, he turned to the lily that
had been fo rudely fnapped, and, care-
fully obferving it, traced every fine line
to its fource. There was a delicacy in
her form, fo truly feminine, that an in-
voluntary defire to cherifh fuch a being,
made the fage again feel the almoft for-
gotten fenfations of his nature. On
obferving her more clofely, he difcover-
ed that her natural delicacy had been
inercafed by an improper education,
to a degree that took away all vigour
from her faculties. And its baneful
influence had had fuch an effeft-on her
mind, that few traces of the exertions
of it appeared on her face, though the
fine finith of her features, and particu-
larly the form of the forehead, con-

5 vinced
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vinced the fage that her underftanding
might have rifen confiderably above
mediocrity, had the wheels ever been
put in motion; but, clogged by preju-
dices, they never turned quite round,
and, whenever the confidered a fubjeét,
fhe ftopped before fhe came to a con-
clufion. Affuming a mafk of pro-
priety, fhe had banithed nature; yet
its tendency was only to be diverted,
not ftifled. Some lines, which took
from the fymmetry of the mouth, not
very obvious to a fuperficial obferver,
ftruck Sageftus, and they appeared to
him charaéters of indolent obftinacy.
Not having courage to form an opinion
of her own, fhe adhered, with blind
partiality, to thofe fhe adopted, which
fhe received in the lump, and, as they
always remained unopened, of courfe
he only faw the even glofs on the out-

fide.
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fide. Vefliges of anger were vifiblc on
her brow, and the fage conchuded, that
fhe had often been offended with, and
indeed would fcarcely make any allow-
ance for, thofe who did not coincide
with her in opinion, as things always
appear felf-evident that have never
been examined ; yet her very weaknefs
gave a charming timidity to her coun-
tenance ; goodnefs and tendernefs per-
vaded every lineament, and melted in
her dark blue eyes. The compaffion
that wanted aétivity, was fincere, though
it only embellifhed her face, or pro-

duced cafual alts of charity when a
moderate alms could relieve prefent
diftrefs. Unacquainted with life, fiti-
tious, unnatural diftrefs drew the tears
that were not fhed for real mifery. In
its own fhape, human wretchednefs
excites a little difguft in the mind that
has
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bas indulged fickly refinement. Per-
haps the fage gave way to a little con-
jecture in drawing the laft conclufion ;
but his conjeétures generally arofe from
diftin& ideas, and a dawn of light
allowed him to fee a great way farther

than common mortals.

He was now convinced that the or-
phan was not very unfortunate in having
loft fuch a mother. The parent that
infpires fond affe€tion without refpe&t,
is feldom an ufeful one ; and they only
are refpeftable, who confider right and
wrong abftraéted from local forms and
accidental modifications.

Determined to adopt the child, he
named it after himfelf, Sageita, and
retired to the hut where the innocent
flept, to think of the beft method of
educating this child, whom the angry
deep had fpared.

[The
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[The laft branch of the education of
Sagefta, confifted of a variety of cha-
rafters and flories prefented to her
in the Cave of Fancy, of which the
following is a fpecimen.]




127 CDVE OF FANCY.

CHAP.

A FORM now approached that
particularly ftruck and interefted Sagefta.
The fage, obferving what paffed in her
mind, bade her ever truft to the firft
impreflion. In life, he continued, try
to remember the effet the firftappear-
ance of a firanger has on your mind ;
and, in proportion to your fenfibility,
you may decide on the charatter. In-
telligence glances from eyes that have
the fame purfuits, and a benevolent
heart foon traces the marks of benevo-
lence on the countenance of an un-
known fellow-creature ; and not only
the countenance, but the geftures, the

voice,
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voice, loudly fpeak truth to the unpre-

judiced mind. ‘
Whenever a ftranger advances to-

{ wards you with a tripping ftep, receives

you with broad {miles, and a profufion
of compliments, and yet you find ydur- i
{cIf embarraffed and unable to return
the falutation with equal cordiality, be
affured that fuch a perfon is affefted,
and endeavours to maintain a very good
chardéer in the eyes of the world,
without really pradtifing the focial vir-
ties which drefs the face in looks of
unfcigned complacency. Kindredminds
are drawn to each other by expreflions
which elude defcription ; and, like the
calm” breeze that plays on a finooth
lake, they are rather felt than feen.

Beware of 2 man who always appears in

good humour; a felfifh defign too fre-

| quently lurks in the fmiles the heart
never
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never curved ; or there is an affe&ation
of candour that deftroys all ftrength of
charatter, by blending truth and falf-
hood into an unmeaning mafs. The
mouth, in fa&, feems to be the feature
where you may trace every kind of dif-
fimulation, from the fimper of vanity,
to the fixed fmile of the defigning vil-
lain.  Perhaps, the modulations of
the voice will ftill more quickly give
a key to the charalter than even the
turns of the mouth, or the words
that iffue from it; often do the
tones of unpradifed diffemblers give
the lie to their affertions. Many
people never fpeak in an unnatural
voice, but when they are infincere : the
phrafes not correfponding  with the
ditates of the heart, have nothing to
keep them in tune. In the courfe of
an argument however, you may eafily
difcover whether vanity or convition

Moz, [V K ftimulates
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fimulates the difputant, though his

inflated countenance may be turned

from you, and you may not fee the ‘

| geftures which mark  felf-fufficiency. |
! He flopped, and the fpirit began. |
5 1 have wandered through the cave ;
and, as foon as I have taught you a ufe~

| ful leficn, T fhall take my flight where
my tears will ceafe to flow, and where

mine eyes will no more be fhocked

with the fight of guilt and forrow.

Before  many moons have changed,

thou wilt enter, O mortal! into that

world I have lately left. Liften to my

warning voice, and truft not too much

to the goodnefs which I perceive refides

in thy breaft: Let it be reined in by

principles, lefl thy very virtue fharpen

the fting of remorfe, which as naturally
follows diforder in the moral world, as
pain attends on intemperance in the
phyfical.
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phyfical. But my hiftory will afford you
more inftrution than mere advice. $a-
geftus concurred in opinion with her,
obferving. that the fenfes of children
thould be the firft obje&t ofimprovcmcnr;
then their paflions worked on;andjudg-
ment the froit, muft be the acquire~
ment of tlie being itfelf, when out of
leading-firin The pirit bowed aft
fent, and, without any further prelude,

entéred on her hiftory.

My mother was a n1oft refpe€table
ter, but fhe was yoked to 4 man
whofe follies and vices made her ever
¥ ht of her chains. The
firft fenfation 1 recolle€t, was pity ; for

chara

feel the we

I have feen her Weep over me and the
reft of her babes, Iamcming that the
e€xtravagance of a father would throw
us defiitute on the world, But, though
was extravagant, and feldom

K2 thought

my father
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thought of any thing but his own plea-

fures, our education was not negletted.
In folitude, this employment was my
mother’s only folace; and my father’s
pride made him procure us mafters ;
nay, fometimes he was fo gratified by .
our improvement, that he would em-
brace us with tendernefs, and intreat
my mother to forgive him, with marks
of real contrition. But the affetion his
penitencc gave rife to, only ferved to
expofe her to continual difappoint-
ments, and keep hope alive merely to
torment her. After a violent debauch

he would let his beard grow, and the

fadnefs that reigned in the houfe I fhall

never forget; he was athamed to meet

even the eyes of his children. This is fo

contrary to the nature of things, it

gave me exquifite pain; I ufed, at thofe

times, to fhow him extreme refpett. I

& could
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could not bear to fee my parent humble
himfelf before me. However neither
his conftitution, nor fortune could
long bear the conftant wafte. He had,
I have obferved, a childifh affeétion
for his children, which was difplayed
in carefles that gratified him for the
moment, yet never reftrained the head-
Jong fury of his appetites ; his momen-
tary repentance wrung hisheart, without
influencing his condutt ; and he died,
Iéaving an encumbered wreck of a good
eftate.

As we had always lived in fplendid
poverty, rather than in affluence, the
fhock was not {o great ; and my mother
reprefled her anguifh, and concealed
fome circumftances, that fhe might not
fhed a deftruftive mildew over the
gaiety of youth. i

So fondly did I doat on this dear pa-

K3 rent,
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rent, that {he engroffed all my tender~

nefs; her forrows had knit me firmly to

her, and my chief care was to give her

proofs of affeCtion. The gallantry that

afforded my companions, the few young

people my mother forced me to mix

with, fo much pleafure, I defpifed ; {

withed more to be loved than admired,

for I could love. I adored virtue ; and

my imagination, chafing a chimerical

objedt, overlooked the common pleafures
of life 5, they were not fufficient for my

happinefs. A latent fire made me butn

to rife fuperior to my contemporaries in

wifdom and vittue ; ‘and tears of Jjoy

and emulation filled my eyes when [

read an account of a great aftion—I
felt admiration, not aftonifhment.

My mother had two particular friends,
who endeavoured to fettle her affairs ;
one was a middle-aged man, a mer-

chant ;
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chant; the human breaft never en-
fhrined a more benevolent heart. His
manners were rather rough, and he
bluntly fpoke his thoughts without ob-
ferving the pain it gave; yet he poflefl~
ed extreme tender! nefs, a5 far as his dif-
cernment went. Men do not make
{ufficient diftin€tion, faid fhe, digrefling
from her ftory to addrefs Sageftus, be-
tween tendernefs and fenfibility.

To give the fhorteft definition of fen~
fibility, replied the fage, I thould fay
that it is the refult of acute fenfes, finely
fafhioned nerves, which vibrate at the
{lighteft touch, and convey fuch clear in-
telligence to t
require to be ar

brain, that it does not

ged by the judgment.
Such perfons inftantly enter into the
charafters of others, and inftinctively
difcern what will give pain to ‘every
human being ; their own feelings aré
K4 {o
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{o varied that they feem to contain in
themfelyes, not only allthe paffions of the
{pecies, but their various modifications.
Exquifite pain and pleafure is their
portion ; nature wears for them a diffe-
rent afpei than is difplayed to common
mortals. One moment it is a paradife ;
all is beautiful : a cloud arifes, an emo-
tion receives a fudden damp ; darknefs
invades the fky, and the world is an
unweeded garden;—but go on with
your narrative, faid Sageftus, recol-
lefting himfelf.

She proceeded. The manI am deferib-
ing was humanity itfelf; but frequently
he did not underftand me ; many of my
feelings were not to be analyzed by
his common fenfe. His friendfhips,
for he had many friends, gave him plea-
fure unmixed with pain; his religion
was COldly reafonable, becaufe he want=
ed
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cd fancy, and he did not feel the ne-
ceflity of finding, or creating, a perfe&
obje&t, to anfwer the one engraved on
his heart: the fketch there was faint.
He went with the ftream, and rather
caught a charater from the fociety he
lived in, than {pread one around him.
In my mind many opinions were graven
with a pen of brafs, which he thought
chimerical : but time could not erafe
them, and Isnow recognize them as
the feeds of eternal happinefs: they
will foon expand in thofe realms where
I fhall enjoy the blifs adapted to my
nature ; this is all we need afk of the
Supreme Being; happinefs muft follow '
the completion of his defigns. He
however could live quictly, without
giving a preponderancy to many im-
portant opinions that continually ob-
truded on my mind ; not having an en~

thufiaftic
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thufiaftic affeétion for his fellow crea-
tures, he did them good, without fuffer-
ing from their follies. He was parti-
cularly attached to me, and I felt for
hini all the affetion of a daughter ;
often, when he 'had been interefting
himfelf to promote my welfare, have I
lamented that he was not my father;
of.m had

of pure affeétion.

lamented that the vi

dried up one fou

The other friend I have already al-
luded to, was of a very different cha-
radter; greatnefs of mind, and thofe
combinations of feeling which are fo
difficult to defcribe, raifed him above
the throng, that buftle their hour out,
liec down to fleep, and are forgotrcn.
But I fhallfoon fee him, fhe exclaimed,
as much fuperior to his former felf, as
he then rofe in my eyes above his fel-
low creatures! As fhe fpoke, a glow

of
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of delight animated each feature ; her

countenance appeared tra
the filently ant

pated the

i 1he (hould enjoy, when the en

thould meet, to part no more 5 where
hun

an weaknefs could not

or poifon the cup of joy t

1at, on
. 2 A

carth, drops from the lips ‘as foon as
tafted, or, if fome daring mortal fnacches
a hafty ¢ raught, what was fi eet 1
tafte becomes a root of bitternefs

¥ie was unfortunate, had n

to flruggle with, and [ marked on his
cheeks traces of the fame forrows that

He v

unhappy I fay,
night firft have awoke
for Iy in life, gn
artful woman worked on his compaf-
fionate foul, and he united his fate to
2 being made up of fuch Jarring ele-

I m

and perhaps pity mi

my tendernefs

cnts,

If
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ments, that he was ftill alone. The
difcovery did” not extinguith that pro-
penfity to love, 2 high fenfe of virtue
fed. I faw him fick and unhappy,
without a friend to footh the hours
languor made heavy ; often did Ifita
long winter’s evening by his fide, rail-
ing. at the fwift wings of time, and
terming my love, humanity.

Two years pafied in this manner, {i-
lently rooting my affc&tion; and it might
have continued calm, if a fever had
not brought him to the very verge of
the grave. Though ftill deceived, 1 was
miferable that the cuftoms of the world
did not allow me to watch by him;
when fleep forfook his pillow, my wea-
ried eyes were not clofed, and my
anxious {pirit hovered round his bed.
1 {aw him, before he had recovered his
firength ; and, when his hand touched
mine,
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wine, life almoft retired, or flew to
meet the touch. The firft look found
a ready way to my heart, and thrilled
through every vein. We were left
alone, and infenfibly began to talk of
the immortality of the foul; T declared
that I could not live without this con-
viction. In the ardour of converfation
he preffed my hand to his heart; it
refted there a moment, and my emo-
tions gave weight to my opinion, for
the affeftion we felt was not of a pe-
rifhable nature—A filence enfued, I
know mnot how long; he then threw
my hand from him, as if it had been a
ferpent ; formally complained of the
weather, and adverted to twenty other
uninterefting fubje€ts. Vain efforts !
Our hearts had already fpoken to

each other.
Feebly did I afterwards combat an
affection,
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affe@tion, which feemed twifted in every
fibre of my heart. The world flood fill
when I thought of him; it moved hea-
vily at beft, with one whofe very confti-
tution feemed to mark her out for mi-
fery. But I will not dwell'on the paffion
I too fondly nurfed. One only refuge
had T on earth; I could not rcfo]mc«]y
defolate the feene my fancy flew to,
when worldly cares, when a knowle ge
of mankind, which my circumftances
forced on me, rendered every other
infipid. 1 was afraid of the unma

vacuity of common life ; yet I
fupinely indulged myfelf in fairy-land,

when I ought to have been more ac-
tively employed, virtue was ftill the
firft mover of my attions ; fhe dreffed
my love in fuch enchanting colours,
and fpread the net I could never break,
Our correfponding feelings confounded
our
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our very fouls ; and in many converfa-
tions we almoft intuitively difcerned
each other’s fentiments ; the heart open-
ed itfelf, not chilled by referve, nor
afraid of mifconftruétion. But, if virtue
infpired love, love gave new energy to
virtue, and abforbed every felfith pat
fion. Never did even a with efcape
me, that my lover thould not fulfl the
hard dutieg which fate had impofed on
him. Tonly diffembled with him in

one particular ; I endeavoured to foften

ife’s too confpicuous follies, and

gs in an indire@®
I was prompted bya

it; T thould have broken

life, had I ceafed to refpect
myfelf.  But I will haften to ar impor-
tant ch

M

nge in my circamftances.

7 mother, who h

concealed the

real ftate of her af

irs from me, was

now
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now impelled to make me her confi-
dent, that I might aflit to difcharge
her mighty debt of gratitude. The
merchant, my more than father, had
privately affifted her: but a fatal civil-
war reduced his large property to a
bare competency ; and an inflammation
in his eyes, that arofe from a cold he
had caught at a wreck, which he watch-
ed during a ftormy night to keep off
the lawlefs colliers, almoft deprived
him of fight. His life had been fpent
in fociety, and he fcarcely knew how
to fill the void; for his fpirit would not
allow him to mix with his former
equals as an humble companion ; he
who had been treated with uncommon
refpeét, could not brook their infulting
pity. TFrom the refource. of folitude,
reading, the complaint in his eyes cut
im
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him off, and ‘he became our conftant
vifitor.

Aétuated by the fincereft affe@ ?
T ufed to read to him, and he miftook

my tendernefs for love. How could I
undeceive him, when every circu
ftance frowned on him! Too {nonl
found that 1 was his only comfort; 1,
who rejefted his hand when fortune
fmiled, could not now fecond her blo
and, in a moment of enthufiaftic
affion, I o

tude and tender cor
him my hand.—It w

as received with

pleafare ; tranfport was not made for

5 nor did he difcover
ted us, by m:

his foul ;

ture had fep

alive to fuch different fenfations.

mother was to hvc with us, and 1T

imftance to banith

¥ 1

1en the ben

dwelt on

ile@ions; wi

eruel rec
returned to its AOI;U(A {tz ate.
Vor. IV, I
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With a burfiing heart and a firm:
voice, I named the day when I was to
feal my promife. It came, in fpite of
my regret; I had been previoufly pre-
paring myfelf for the awful ceremony,
and anfwered the folemn queftion with
a refolute tone, that would filence the
di@ates of my heart; it was a forced,
unvaried one; had nature modulated
it, my fecret would have efcaped. My
altive {pirit was painfully on the watch
to reprefs every tender emotion. The

joy in my venerable parent’s counte-
nance, the tendernefs of my hufband,
as he condu@ed me home, for I really
had a fincere affe@ion for him, the gra-
tulations of my mind, when I thought
that this facrifice was heroic, all tended
to deceive me; but the joy of viftory
over the refigned, pailid look of my
lover, haunted my imagination, and
fixed
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fixed itfelf in the centre of my brain.—
Still I imagined, that his {pirit was near
me, that he only felt forrow for my
lofs, and without complaint refigned
me to'my duty.

I was left alone a moment; my two
elbows refted on a table to fupport my
chin. Ten thoufand thoughts darted
with aftonithing velocity through my
mind. My eyes were dry ; I was on the
brink of madnefs. At this moment a
ftrange aflociation was made by my
imagination; I thought of Gallileo, who
when he left the inquifition, looked
upwards, and cried out, ““Yet it moves.”
A fhower of tears, like the refrething
drops of heaven, relieved my parched
fockets ; they fell difregarded on the
table; and, ftamping with my foot, in an
agony I exclaimed, « Yet I love.” My
hufband entered before I had calmed

L2 thefe
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thefe tumultuous emotions, and ten-
derly took my hand. 1 fnatched it from
him; grief and furprife were marked
on his countenance; I'haftily ftretched
it out again, My heart fmote me, and {
removed the tranfient mift by an un-
feigned endeavour to pleafe him.

A few months after, my mind grew
calmer ; and, if a treacherous imagina-
tion, if feelings many accidents re-
vived, fometimes plunged me into me-
lancholy, 1 often repeated with ficady
conviftion, that virtue was not an
empty name, and that, in following the
di
to'content.

ates of duty, I had not bidden adieu

In the courfe of a few years, the
dear obje& of my fondeft affeftion,
accents. Thus

faid farewel, in dy
left alone, my
did not feel {).n

8
became dear ; and T
fe T thought

'y, becau
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I might, without a crime, indulge a
paffion, that grew more ardent than ever
when my imagination only- prefented
him to my view, and reftored my for+
mer altivity of foul which the late
7 calm had rendered torpid. Ifeemed to
find myfelf again, to find the eccentric
warmth that gave me identity of cha-
raéter. Reafon had governed my con-
du&t, but could not change my nature ;
this voluptuous forrow was fuperior to
every gratification of fenfe, and death
more firmly united our hearts.

Alive to every human affeftion, I
fmoothed my mother’s paflage to eter-
nity, and fo often gave my hutband
fincere proofs of affection, he never
fuppofed that I was adtuated by a more

fervent attachment. My melanc’wly,
my uneven [pirits, he at y
extreme fenfibility, and loved me. the

Iig better
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hetter for poffefling qualities he could
not comprehend.
At the clofe of a fummer’s day, fome

years after, I wandered with carelefs

fteps over a pathlefs common ; various
anxieties had rendered the hours which
the fun had enlightened heavy ; fober
evening came on; I wifhed to ftill « my
mind, and woo lone quiet in her filent
walk.” The fcene accorded with my
feelings; it was wild and grand ; and
the fpreading twilight had almoft con-
founded the diftant fea with the barren,
blue hills that melted from my fight.
I fat down on a rifing ground; the rays
of the departing fun illumined the ho-
vizon, but fo indiftinétly, that I anti-
cipated their total extinétion. The
death of Nature led me to a fiill more
interefiing fubjeét, that came home to
my bofom, the death of him I loved.
A village-
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A village-bell was tolling ; I liftened,
and thought of the moment when I
heard his interrupted breath, and felt
the agonizing fear, that the fame found
would never more reach my ears, and
that the intelligence glanced from my
eyes, would no more be felt. The
fpoiler had feized his prey; the fun
was fled, what was this world to me!
I wandered to another, where death
and darknefs could not enter; I pur-
fued the fun beyond the mountains,
and the foul efcaped from this vale of
tears. My refle€tions were tinged with
melancholy, bul they were fublime.—
I grafped a mighty whole, and fmiled
on the king of terrors ; the tie whiclh
bound me to my friends he could not
break; the fame myfterious knot united
me to the fource of all goodnefs and
happinefs. I had feen the divinity re-

Ly fleCled
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fle@ted'in a face Iloved; I had read
immortal chara&ers difplayed on a
human countenance, and forgot myfelf
whilft I gazed.. I could not think of
immortality, without recolleéting the
ecftacy I felt, when my heart firft whift
pered to me *hat I was beloved ; and
did I feel the facred tie of mutual

n; fervently I prayed to the fa-

ther of mercies; ar ! rejoiced that he
could fee every turn of a heart, whofe
movements I could not perfe€ily un-
derftand. My paflion feemed a pledge
of immortality ; I did not wifh to hide
it from the all-fearching eye of heaven.
Where indecd could I go from his pre-
fence? and, whilfl it was dear to me,
though darknefs might
the night of life, joy would come when

gn durin

Tawoke to life everlafting.
I now turned my ftep towards home,
when
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when the appearance of a girl, who
flood weeping on the common, at-
traéted my attention. I accofted her,
and foon heard her fimple tale; that her
father was gone to fea, and her mother
fick in bed. I followed her to their
little dwelling, and relieved the fick
wretch. I then again fought my own
abode; but death did not now haunt
my fancy. Contriving to give the poor
creature T had left more effe€tual relief,
I reached my own garden-gate very
weary, and refted on it.—Recolle&ting
the turns of my mind during the walk,
Iexclaimed, Surely life may thus be
enlivened by active benevolence, and
the fleep of death, like that [ am now
difpofed to fall into, may be fweet!
My life was now unmarked by any
extraordinary change, and a few days

ag 0
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ago I entered this cavern ; for through
it every mortal muft pafs; and here I
have difcovered, that I negleted many
opportunities of being ufeful, whilft T
foftered ‘a devouring flame. Remorfe
has not reached me, becaufe I firmly
adhered to my principles, and I have
alfo difcovered that I faw through a
falfe medium. Worthy as the mortal
was I adored, I thould not long have
loved him with the ardour I did, had
fate united us, and broken the delufion
the imagination fo artfully wove. His
virtues, as they now do, would have
extorted my efteem ; but he who formed
the human foul, only can fill it, and the
chief happinefs of an immortal being
muft arife from the fame fource as its
exiftence. Earthly love leads to hea-
wenly, and prepares us for a more ex-
& alted
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alted ftate; if it does not change its
nature, and deftroy itfelf, by trampling
on the virtue, that confiitutes its effence,
and allies us to the Deity.







AND

R RELISH FOR THE BEAUTIES OF NATURE.
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A. TASTE for rural fcenes, in the
prefent ftate of fociety, appears to be
very often an artificial fentiment, ra-
ther infpired by poetry and romances,
than a real perception of the beauties
of nature. But, as it is reckoned a
proof of refined tafte to praife the calm
pleafures which the country affords, the
theme is never exhaufted. Yet it may
be made a queftion, whether this ro-

mantie
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mantic kind of declamation, has much
effett on the conduét of thofe, who
leave, for a f{eafon, the crowded cities
in which they were bred.

I have been led to thefe refleftions,
by obferving, when I have refided for
any length of time in the country, how
few people feem to contemplate nature
with their own eyes. Ihave ¢ bruthed
the dew away” in the morning ; but,
pacing over the printlefs grafs, I have
wondered that, in fuch delightful fitu-
ations, the (un was allowed to rife in
folitary majefty, whilt my eyes alone
hailed its beautifying beams. The
webs of the evening have fiill been
fpread acrofs the hedged path, unlefs
fome lz;bou:‘i:xg man, trudging to work,
difturbed the fairy firutture ; yet, in
fpite of this fupinenefs, when I joined
the
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the focial circle, every tongue rang
changes on the pleafures of the country.

Having frequently had occafion to
make the fame obferv:

ion, T was led to
endeavour, in one of my folitary ram-
bles, to t
to enquire why the poctry written in
the infancy of fociety, is moft natural :
which, ftriélly fpeaking (for natural
is a very indefinite expreflion) is merely
to fay, that it is the tranfeript of im-
mediate fenfations, in all their native

ace the caufe, and likewife

wildnefs and f1mphcny, when femcy,
awakened by the fight of interefiing
objefts, was moft allively at work.

At fuch moments, fenfibility quickly
furnifhes fimiles, and the fublimated
fpirits combine images, which rifing
fpontaneoutfly, it isnot neceflary coldly
to ranfack the underftanding or me
mory, till the laborious efforts of judg-
Vor. IV, M ment
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ment exclude prefent fenfations, and
damp the fire of enthufiafm.

The effufinns of a vigorous mind, will
ever tell us how far the underftanding
has been enlarged by thought, and
ftored with knowledge. The richnefs
of the {oil even appears on the furface;
and the refult of profound thinking,
often mixing; with playful grace, in the
reveries of the poet, fmoothly incorpo-
rates with the ebullitions of animal
{pirits, when the finely fafhioned nerve
vibrates acutely with rapture, or when,
relaxed by foft melancholy, a pleafing
languor prompts the long-drawn figh,
and feeds the flowly falling teat.

The poet, the man of firong feelings,
gives us only an image of his mind,
when he was attually alone, converfing
with himfelf, and marking the im-
preffion which nature had made on his
own
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own heart.—If, at this facred moment,
the idea of fome departed friend, fome
tender recolle€tion when the foul was
moft alive to tendernefs, intruded un-
awares into his thoughts, the forrow

which it produced is artlefsly, yet po-
etically exprefled—and who can avoid
fympathizing ?

Love to man leads to devotion—
grand and fublime images ftrike the
imagination—God' is feen in every
floating cloud, and comes from the
mifty mountain to receive the nobleft
homage of an intelligent creature—
pmi(c.' How folemn is the moment,
when all affetions and ‘remembrances
fade before the fublime admiration
which the wifdom and goodnefs of God
infpires, when he is worfhipped in a
Lemp.
world feems to contain only the mind

M 2 that

¢ not made with bands, and the
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that formed, and the mind that con-
templates it | {'hefe are not the weak
refponfes of ceréemonial devetion; nor,
o mpn.ﬁ them, would the poet necd
another poet’s aid: his heart bums
yin him, and he fpeaks the lan-

with

1th and nature with 1
Inéqualit of courfe, arc obferv-
able in his effufions ; and a lefs vigo-

s fancy, with more tafte, would
and uni-

have prodaced more ¢ legance
aoes are foftened

formity; but, as paff
ged durinq 11w cooler mo-

or exput
ments of refieftion, the underftanding

L at the expence of thofe in-

tifi
voluntary fenfations, which, like the
beanteous tints of an evening fky, are
fo evanefcent, that they melt into new

forms before they can be analyzed. For
eloquently we may boaft of
our

howev
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our reafon, man muft often be delight-
ed he cannot tell why, or his blunt
feelings are not made to relith the beau-
ich nature, poetry, or any of

tative arts, afford.

The imagery of the ancients feems

ed from

to have been bor

furroun cin objeéts and their mytho-
ranfport=

logy. W Ilul a hero is to be tr
cd from one pHLc to another, acrofs

raftes, is any vebicle fo natu-

on which
the poet often gazed, fearcely con-

fcious that he x\'i:"no-:l to make it his

ain, w?:cn 1ature feems

o
efs at

ftep, when the tangled

ep mountain ftand as bar-
which the mind

{fupernatural aid ; an inter-
, who walks on the wayes,

M3 and

N3
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and rules the frorm, feverely felt in the
firft attempts to cultivate a country,
will reccive from the impaflioned fancy
« 3 local habitation and a name.”

It would be a philofophical enquiry,
and throw fome light on the hiffory of
t1e human mind, to trace, asfar as our
information will allow us to trace, the

and ideas which

fp')pt'vn“ou‘ feelt
have ptroduced Hv

that now

ixequcm!y appear unnatural, becaufe
they are remote; and difgufting, be-
ely copied

caufe they have been fe

by po whofe habits of thinking,

and views of nature muft have been

t; for, though the underftan

differen
feldom difturbs the current of our pre-
fent feelings, without diffipating the
gay clouds which fancy has been em-
bracing, yet it filently gives the colour
to the whole tenour of them, and th

“dre
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dream is over, when truth is grofsly
violated, or images introduced, felected
from books, and not from local manners
or popular prejudices.

In a more advanced ftate of civiliza-
tion, a poet is rather the creature of
art, than of nature. The books that he
reads in his youth, become a hot-bed
in which artificial fruits are produced,
beautiful to the common eye, though
they want the true hue and flavour.
His images do not arife from fenfations ;
they are col,'*‘; and, like the works
of the pair

1ters who copy ancient fta-
tues when' they

1w men’and women
of their own

1€s; We. ac \-nn\lr‘uw
that the features are fine, and the pro-

ret they are .men of

C res, that never con-
vey to the mind the idea of a portrait
taken from life, where the foul gives

M4 {pirit
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fpirit and homogeneity to the whole.
The filken wings of fancy are fhrivel-
led by rules; and a defire of attaining
elegance of di€tion, oceafions an at-
tention to words, incompatible with
fublime, impaffioned thoughts.

A boy of abilities, who has been
taught the firncture of verfe at fchool,
and been roufed by emulation to com-
pofe rhymes whilft he was reading
works of genius, may, by praétice,
produce pretty verfes, and even be-
come what is often termed an clegant
poet: yet his readers, without know-
ing what to find fault with, do not
find themfelves warmly interefted. In
the works of the poets who faften on

their affeétions, they fee groffer faults,

and the very ima shich fhock their

tafte in the modern ; ftill they do not ap-

pear as puerile or extrinfic inone as

other
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other.—Why >—becaufe they did not
appear fo to the author.

It may found paradoxical, after ob-
ferving that thofe produftions want
vigour, that are merely the work of
imitatien, in which the underftanding
thas violently dircéled, if not extinguifh-
ed, the blaze of fancy, to affert, that,
though genius be only another word
for exquifite fentibility, the firft ob-

ture, the true poe exer-

fervers of

underftanding much more

than their ‘imitators. But they exer-
, whilft

inate thing

followers were bufy to borrow

cifed it to dif
thei

ange words.

nents and a

Boys who have received a claffical
education, load their memory with
vords, and the correfpondent ideas

are perhaps never diftinélly con
I As a proof of this affertion,
I muft
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I muft obferve, that I have knowns
many young people who could write
tolerably fmooth verfes, and ftring epi-
thets prettily together, when their
profe themes fhowed the barrennefs of
their minds, and how fuperficial the
cultivation muft have been, which
their underftanding had received.

Dr. Johnfon, I know, has given a de-
finition of genius, which would over-
turn my reafoning, if I were to admit
it—He imagines, that « Jtrong mind,
accidentally led 1o fome particubar ftudy in

which it excels, is a genius.—Not to
fop to inveftigate the caufes which

produced this happy ftrength of mind,
experience feems to prove,. that thofe
ninds have appeared moft vigorous,
that have purfued a fi

udy, after nature
had difcovered a bent ; for it would be
abfurd to fuppofle, thata flight impref~
fion
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fion made on the weak faculties of a
boy, is the fiat of fate, and not to be
effaced by any fucceeding impreflion,
or unexpected difficulty. Dr. Johnfon
in fall, appears fometimes to be of the
fame opinion (how confiftently I fhall
not now enquire), efpecially when he
obferves, ¢ that Thomfon looked on
nature with the eye which the only
gives to a poet.”

But, though it fhould be allowed
that books may produce fome poets, [
fear they will never be the poets who
charm our cares to fleep, or extort ad-
miration, They may diffufe tafte, and
polifh the language 5 but Lam inclined
to conclude that they will feldom roufe
the paffions, oramend the heart.

And, to return to the firft fubje& of
difcuffion, the reafon why moft people
are more interefted by a fcene defcrib-

ed
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ed by a poet, than by a view of nature,
probably arifes from the want of a
Tively imagination. The poct contratts
the profpet, and, felefting the moft
a, the judg-

pifurefque part in his ca
ment is direéted, and the whole force
of the languid faculty turned towards

the objefts which excited i

forcible emotions in the poe

the reader confequently feels
] Y

Befides, it may be
that grofs minds

by forcible reprefe
the thoughtlefs, obje
fented, calculated to

tuous emotions
turefque forms which
_man gazes on, and off

>
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ardour till he is mocked by a glimpfe
of unattainable cxcellence, appear to
them the light vapours of a dreaming
enthufiaft, who gives up the fubftance
for the fhadow. 1t is not within that
they feck aniufement; their eyes are
feldom turned on themfelves ; confe-
quently their emotions, though fome-

times fervid, are always tranfient, and
the nicer perceptions which diftinguifh
the man of genuine tafte, are not felt,
or make fuch a {light impreflion as
{carcely to excite any pleafurable fen-
fations. Is it furprifing then that they
are, often overlooked, even by thofe
who are delighted by the fame images
concentrated by the poet?

But even this numerous clafs is ex-
ceeded, by witlings, who, anxious
to appear to have wit and tafte, do
not allow their underftandings or feel-

inge
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ings any liberty ; for, inftead of culti-
vating their faculties and refleting on
their operations, they are bufy colle€t-
ing prejudices; and are predetermined
to admire what the fuffrage of time
announces as excellent, not fo ftore up |
a fund of amufement for themfelves,
but to enable them to talk.

Thefe hints will aflit the reader to
trace fome of the caufes why the beau-
ties of nature are mnot forcibly felt,
when civilization, or rather luxury,

has made confiderable advances—thofe
calm fenfations are not fufficiently
lively to ferve as a relaxation to the vo-
luptuary, oreven to the moderate purs
fuer of artificial pleafures. In the pre-
fent ftate of fociety, the underflanding
muft bring back the fcclings to nature,
or the fenfibility muft have fuch native
ftrength, as rather to be whetted than

defiroyed
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deftroyed by the firong exercifes of
‘paffion.

That the moft valuable things are li-
able to the greateft perverfion, is how-
ever as trite as true :—for the fame fen-
fibility, or quicknefs of fenfes, which
makes a man relith the tranquil {cenes
of nature, when fenfation, rather than
reafon,imparts delight, frequently makes
a libertine of him, by leading him to
prefer the fenfual tumult of love a
little refined by fentiment, to the calm
pleafures of affeftionate friendfhip, in
whofe fober fatisfaétions, reafon, mix-
ing her tranquillizing convictions, whift
pers, that content, not happinefs, is the
reward of virtue in this world,
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[Chicfly defigned to have been neorpon
rated in the Second Part of the Vins
dication of the Rights of Woman.]
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1

INDOLENCE is the fource of ner.
vous complaints, and a whole hoft of
cares.  This devil might fay that his
name was legion.

.

It thould be one of the employments
of women of fortune, to vifit hofpitals,
and fuperintend the conduét of inferiors.

34

It is generally fuppofed, that the

imagination of women is particularly
N 2 allive,
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ative, and leads them aftray. Wiy
then do we feek by education only to
exercife their imagination and feeling,
till the underflanding, grown rigid by
difufe, is unable to exercife itfelf—
and the fuperfluous nourifhment the
imagination and feeling have received,
renders the former romantic, and the
latter weak ?

Few men have rifen to any great
eminence in learning, who have not
zeceived fomething like a regular edu-
cation. Why are women expectted to
furmount difficulties that men are not
equal to?

Nothing can be more abfurd than
the ridicule of the critic, that the he-
roine of his. mock-tragedy was in love
with the very man whom fhe ought
leaft
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ieaft to have loved ; he could not have
‘givena better reafon.  How can paifion
gain ftrength any other way? In Ota-
heite, love cannot be known, where
the obftacles to irritate an indifcrimi-
nate appetite, and fublimate the fimple
fenfations of defire till they mount to
paflion, are never known. There a
man or woman cannot love the very
perfon they ought not to have loved—
nor does jealoufy ever fan the flame.
6.

It has frequently been obferved, that,
when women have an objeft in view,
they purfue it with more fteadinefs than
men, particularly love. This is not
a compliment. Paffion purfues with
more heat than reafon, and with moft
ardour during the abfence of reafon.

i
Men are more fubje& to the phyfical
Ns love
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; tove than women. The confined edu-
! cation of women makes them more
{ubjedt to jealoufy.

8

Simplicity feems, in general, the con-
fequence of ignorance, as I have ob-
Il ferved in the charaters of women and
: failors—the being confined to one track
of impreffions.

9-

1 know of mo other way of preferv-

} ing the chaftity of mankind, than that
of rendering women rather objeéts of

\ _ love than defire. The difference is
‘ great. Yet, while \vou‘len are encou-
| vaged to ornament their’ perfons at the
j expence of their minds, while indo-
fence renders them helplefs and lafci-
vious {for what other name can be
given to the common intercourfe be-
tween the fexes ?) they will be, gene-
tally
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rally fpeaking, only obje€ts of defire;
and, to fuch women, men cannot be
conftant. Men, accuftomed only to
have their fenfes moved, merely feek
for a felfith gratification in the Tociety
of women, and their fexual inftin&t,
being neither fupported by the under-
ftanding nor the heart, muft be excitéd
by variety. i
10:

We oughit to refpeét old opinions ;-

though prejudices, blindly adopted,
lead to error, and preclude all exercife
of the reafon.

The emulation which often makes a
boy mifchievous, is agenérous {pur;
and the old remark, that unlucky, tur-
bulent boys, make the wifeft and beft
men, is true, fpiteof Mr. Knox’s argu-
ments. It has been obferved, that the

moft adventyrous horfes, when tamed:

N4 er
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or domefticated, are the moft mild and
traltable,
134
The children who ftart up fuddenly
at twelve or fourteen, and fall into de-
cays, in confequence, as it is termed,
of outgrowing their ftrength, are in
general, I believe, thofe children, who
have been bred up with miftaken ten-
dernefs, and not allowed to fport and
take exercife in the open air, This is
analogous to plants: for jt is found that
they run up fickly, long ftalks, when.
<onfied. ;
12,
Children fhould be taught to feel de-
ference, not to prattife fubmiffion.
13-
It is always a proof of falfe refine~

.ment, . when a faftidious tafte over-

jrowers {fympathy.
14. Luft
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14:

Luft appears to be the moft natural
scompanion of wild ambition ; and love
of human praife, of that dominion
ereted by cunning.

1g.

“ Genius decays as judgment in-
creafes.” Of courfe, thofe who have
the leaft genius, have the earlieft ap-
pearance of wifdom.

16.

A knowledge of the fine arts, is fel-
dom fubfervient to the promotion of
cither religion or virtue. Elegance is
often indecency ; witnefs our prints.

‘ 17.

There does not appear to be any evil
in the world, but what is neceflary.
The doétrine of rewards and punith-
ments, not confidered as a means .of re-

4 formatien,
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formation, appears to me an infamous:
libel on divine goodnefs.
18.

Whether virtue is founded onreafon
or revelation, virtue is wifdom, and
vice is folly. Why are pofitive punifh-
ments ? : =

19.

Few can walk alone. The ftaff of
Chriftianity is the neceffery fupport.of
human weaknefs. But an acquaint-
anice with the nature of man and virtue,
with juft fentiments on the attributes,’
would be fufficient, without a voice
from heaven, to lead fome to yirtue,
but not the mob.

20%

I only expett the natural reward of
virtue, whatever it may be. Lrely not
on a pofitive reward.

The juftice of God can be vindicated
by
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by a belief ina future ftate—but a con-
tinuation, of being vindicates it as
clearly, as the pofitive fyftem of re-
wards and punifhments—by evil educ-
ing. good for the individual, and not
for an: imaginary whole. * The happi-
nefs of the whole muft arife from the-
happinefs of -the conflituent parts, or
this world is not a ftate of trial, but
fchool.
21.

The vices acquired by Auguttus. to
retain his power, muft have tainted his
foul, and prevented that increafe of
happinefs a good man expedls in the
next . ftage -of exiftence. This was a
natural punithment.

20,

The lover is ever moft deeply en-
amoured, when it is with he knows
not what—and the devotion of 2 myftic

has




has a rude Gothic grandeur init, which
the refpeétful adoration of a philofo-
pher will never reach. 1 may be
thought fanciful ; but it has continu-
ally occurred to me, that, though, I al-
fow, reafon in this world is the mother
of wifdom—yet fome flights of the ima-~
gination feern to reach what wifdom
cannot teach—and, while they delude
us here, afford a glorious hope, if not
a foretafte, of what we may expc&
hereafter.. He that created us, did not
mean to mark us with ideal images of
grandeur, the bafelefs fabric of a vifion—
No—that perfeétion we follow with
‘hopelefs ardour when the whifperings
of reafon are heard, may be found,
when not incompatible with our ftate,
in the round of eternity. Perfetion
indeed muft, even then, be a compa~
rative idea—but the wifdom, the hap-
pinefs
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"piné{s of a fuperior ftate, has been fup-
_pofed to be intuitive, and the happieft
effufions of human genius have feemed
like infpiration—the deductions of rea-
fon deftroy fublimity.

23.

I am more and more convinced, that
poetry is the firft effervefcence of the
imagination, and the forerunner of ci»
vilization,

24.

When the Arabs had no trace of lis
terature or fcience, they compofed
beautiful verfes on the {ubjeéts of love
and war, The flights of the imagina-
tion, and the laboured dedutions of
reafon, appear almoft incompatible,

25

Poetry certainly flourithes moft in
the firft rude ftate of fociety. The
paflicns fpeak moft cloquently, when
they are not fhackled by reafon. The

fublime
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fublime expreffion, which has been fo
often quoted, [Genefis, ch. 1, ver. 3.3
is perhaps a barbarousflight ; or rather
the grand conception of an uncultivat-
ed mind; for it is contrary.to nature
and experience, to fuppofe that this
account is founded on falts—It is
doubtlefs a fublime allegory. But a
cultivated mind would not thus have
defcribed the creation—for, arguing
from analogy, it appears that creation
muft have been a comprehenfive plan,
and that the Supreme Being always
ufes fecond caufes, flowly and filently
to fulfil his purpofe. Thisis, in reality,
a more fublime view of that power
which wifdom fupports : but it is not
the fublimity that would firike the im-
paffioned mind, in which the imagina-
tion took place of intelleét. Tell a
being, whofe affe@ions and paflions
have been more exercifed than his rea-

5 {on,
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Jon, that God faid, Let there be light !
- and there was light 5 and he would prof-
trate himfelf before the Being whe
could thus call things out of nothing,
as if they were: but a man in whem
reafon had taken place of paffion,
would not adore, till wifdom was con-
dpicuous as well as power, for his ad-
miration muft be founded on principle,

26.

Individuality is ever confpicuous in
thofe enthufiaftic flights pf fancy, in
which reafon is left behind, without
being loft fight of.

¥

The mind has been teo often brought
to the teft of enquiries which only
reach to matter—oput into the crucible,
though the magnetic and elo@ric fluid
efcapes from the experimental philo-
{fopher.

28. Mr.
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28.

Mr. Kant has obferved, that the un=
derftanding is fublime, the imagination
beautiful—yet it is evident, that poets,
and men who undoubtedly poffefs the
livelieft imagination, are moft touched
by the fublime, while men who have
cold, enquiring minds, have not this
exquifite feeling in any great degree,
and indeed feem to lofe it as they cul-
tivate their reafon:

29.

The Grecian buildings are graceful—
they fill the mind with all thofe pleafing
emotions, which elegance and beauty
never fail to excite in a cultivated
mind—utility and grace ftrike us in
unifon—the mind is fatisied—things
appear juft what they ought to be: a
calm fatisfation is felt, but the imagi-
nation has nothing to do—no obfcurity
darkens
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darkens the gloom—Iike reafonable
content, we can fay why we are pleaf-
ed—and this kind of pleafure may be
lafting, but.it is never great.

30.

When we fay that a perfon is an
original, it is only to fay in other words
that he thinks. ¢ The lefs a man has
“ cultivated his rational faculties, the
¢ more powerful is the principle of
imitation, over his aCtions, and his
habits of thinking. Moft women,

of courfe, are more influenced by
the behavigur, the fathions, and the
¢ opinions of thofe with whom they
aflociate, than men.” (Smellie.)

When we read a book which fup~
ports our favourite opinions, how eca-
gerly do we fuck in the doftrines, and
fuffer our minds placidly to refleét the
images which' illufirate the tenets we

Vou, IV. (0] have
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have embraced? We indolently ox
quietly acquiefce in the conclufion, and
our fpirit animates and connefts the
various fubjets. But, on the con-
trary, when we perufe a fkilful writer,
who does not coincide in opinion with

how is the mind on the watch to
dete€t faltacy 2 And this coolnefs often

prevents our being carried away by a
ftream of eloquence, which the preju-
\ diced mind terms declamation—a pomp

of words.—We never allow ourfelves to

be warmed; and, after contending
with the writer, are more confirmed
in our own opinion, as much ptul 1ps

from a f})xnt of contradittion as from

firength of man!

reafon.—Such is t

o

S
S
2
=

2
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firuck the fenfes, which creates all the
charms of poetry. A great reader is
always quoting the defcription of an-
other’s emotions; a ftrong imagination
delights to paint its own. A writer of
genius makes us feel ; an inferior au-
thor reafon.

2.

w2

Some principle prior to felf-love muft
have exifted : the feeling which pro-
duced the pleafure, muft have exifted
before the experience.

THE END.
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