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CLARISSA HARLOWE.

LETTER 1.
MRS. NORTON TO MISS CLARISSA HARLOWE,

[In Answer to hers of Thursday, August 24. See Vol. vir.
delter 1xxii.
Thursday, August 31.

IIAD written sooner, my dearest young lady,

but that I have been endeavouring, ever since
the receipt of your last letter, to obtain a private
audience of your mother, in hopes of leave to com-
municate it to her. But last night I was sorprised
by an invitation to breakfast at Harlowe-Place this
morning : and the chariot came early to fetch me:
an honour I did uet expect.

When I came, 1 found there was to be a meeting
of all your family with Col. Morden, at Harlowe-
Place ; and it was prbposed by your mother, and
consented to, that I should be present.  Your cousin,
1 understand, had with difficulty brought this mect-
ing to bear; for your brother had before industii-
ously avoided all conversation with him on the al-
fecting subject ; urging, that it was not necessary
to tatk to Mr. Morden upon ig, who, reing a remoter
rclation than themselves, had no business to ke

YOL. VIIL. 1)



2 THE HIS Y‘P}

himself a judge of their conduct to their daughter,
their niece, and their sister; especially as he had
declared himself in her favour; adding, that he
should hardly have patience to be questioned by
Mvr. Morden on that head.

" T was in hopes that your mother would have given
me an opportunity of talking with her alone before
the company met; but she seemed studiously to
avoid it: I dare say, however, not with her incli-
nation.

I was orderced in just before Mr. Morden came;
:lnd was bid to sit down—which I did in the win-

ow.

‘The Colonel, when he came, began the discourse,
by rcncwz':f, as he called it, his solicitations in your
favour. Heset before them your penitence ; yourill
health ; your virtue, though once betrayed, and
basely used: he then read to them Mr. Lovelace’s
letter, a most contrite one indeed * ; and your kigh-
souled answer 4; for that was what he justly called
it; and he treated as it deserved Mr. Brand’s offici-
ous information (of which, I had before heard, he
had made themn ashamed) by representations founded
upon enquiries made by Mr. Alstont, whom he
had procured to go up, on purpose to acquaint him-
self with your manner of life,-and what was mcant
by the visits of that Mr. Belford.

He then told them, that he hud the day before
waited upon Miss Howe, and had been shewn a let-
ter from you to her§, and permitted to take some
memorandums from it, in which youappcared, both
by hand-writing, and the contents, to be so very ill,
that it seemed doubtful to him, if it were possible
for you to get over it. And when he read to them

. * See Vol. vii. p. 131. + See p. 133.
: } See p. 252, § See p. 290.



CLARISSA HARLOWE. 3

that passage, where you ask Miss Howe, * What can

be done for you now,iwere your friends to be ever

so favourable > and wish, for their sakes, more than

for your own, thut they would still rclent ;* and then

say, ¢ You aré very ill—you must drop your pen—

and ask excuse for your crooked writing ; and take, .
as it were, a last farewel of Miss Howe: Adieu, my

dear, adieu,’ are your words—

O, iy child! my child! said your mamma,
weeping, and clasping her hands.

Dear madam, said your brother, be so guod as to
think you have more children than this ungrateful
onc. .

Yet your sister scemed affected.

Your uncle [larlowe, wiping his eyes, O cousin,
said he, if one thought the poor girl was really so
ill

She must, said your uncle Antony. Thisis writ-
ten to her private friend. God forbid she shonld
be quite lost!

Your uncle Harlowe wished they did not carry
their resentments too far.

I begged, for God’s sake, wringing my hands;
and with a bended knee, that they would permit me
to go up to rou ; engaging to give them a faithful
account of the way you were in. But I was chidden
by your brother ; and this occasioned some angry
words between him and Mr. Morden.

I believe, sir, 1 believe, madam, said your sister,
to her father and mother, we need not trouble my
cousin to read any more. It does but grieve and
disturb you. My sister Clary seems to be ill: I
think, if Mrs. Norton were permitted to go up to her,
it wouldbe right. Wickedly as she has acted, if
she be truly penitent—

Here she stopt; and every one being silent, I
stood up once more, and besought them to'ivet me go:

A2



4 $HE HISTORY OF

and theén I offered to read a passage or two in yeur
letter to me of the 24th. But I was taken up agair
by your brother; and this oecasioned still higher
words between the colonel and him.

Your mother, hoping to gain upon your inflexible
brother, and to divert the anger of the two gentle-
men fromeach other, proposed that the colonel should
proceed in reading the minutes he had taken from
your letter.

He accordingly rcad, ¢ Of your resuming your

pen : that you thought you had taken your last fare-
well; and the rest of that very affecting passage, in
which you are obliged to break off more than once,
and afterwards to take an airing in a chair.” Your
brother and sister were affected at this; and he had
recourse to his snuff-box. And where you comfort
Miss Howe, and say, ¢ You shall be happy ;’ Itis
more, said lte, than she will let any body else be.
. Your sister called you, sweer soul! but with a
Jow voice: then grew hard-hearted again ; yet said,
Nobody could help being aftected by your pathetic
grief—but ihat it was your talent.

The colonel then went on to the good effect vour
airing had upon you; to your good wishes to Miss
Howe and Mr. Hickman ; and to your concluding
sentence, that when the happy life you wished to
her comes’to be wound up, she may be as calm and
as easy at quitting it, as you hope in God you shall
be. Your mother could not stand this; but retired
to a corner of the room, and sobbed, and wept,
Your father for a few minutes could not speak,
thqugh he seemed inclined to say something.

Yuour uncles were also both affected :—but your
brother went round to each; and again reminded
your mother, that she had other children: what
was there, he said, in what was read, but the result
of the talent you had of moving the passions? and
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he blamed them for choosing to hear read what they
knew their abused indulgence could net be proof
against.

This set Mr. Morden up again: fie upon you,
cousin Harlowe, said he—1I see dplainly to whom it
ig owing that all relationship and ties of blood with
regard to this sweet sufferer arc laid aside. Such
rigours as these make it difficalt for a sliding virtue
ever to recover itself.

Your brother pretended the honour of the family;
and declared, J:at no child ought to be forgiven
who abandoned the most indulgent of parents
against warning, against the light of knowledge, as
you had done.

Baut, sir and ladies, said I, rising from my scat in
the window, and humbly turning round to each, if
I may be permitted to speak, my dear miss asks only
for a blessing. She doces not beg to be received to
favour ; she is very ill, and asks only for a last
blessing.

Come, come, goody Norton, [I need not tell yon
who said this] you arc up again with your lamcn-
tables!—A goo(f woman, as you are, to forgive so
readily a crime that has been as disgraceful to your
part in her education, as to her family, is a weak-
ness that would induce one to suspect your virtue,
if you were to be encountered by a temptation pro-
perly adapted.

By some such charitable: logic, said Mr. Morden,
as this, is myv cousin Arabelia captivated, 1 doubt
not. If to be uncharitabile and unforgiving, is to
give a proof of virtae, you, Mr. James Harlowe, are
the nost virtuous young mhan in the world.

I knew how it would be, replied your brother, in
a passion, if I met Mr. Morden upon this business.
1 would have declined it; but you, sir, to his father,
would not permit me so to do.

33
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Bat, sir; turning to the colonel, in no other pre.
sénce— .

Then, cousin James, interrupted the other gen-
tleman, that which is your protection, it seems is
mine. 1 am not used to bear defiances thus—you
are my cousin, sir,—and the son and nephew of
persons 38 dear, as near to me—there he paused—

Are we, said your father, to be made still more
unhappy among ourselves, when the villain lives
that ought to be the object of every one’s resentment,
who has either a value for the family, or for this
vngrateful girl ?

hat's the man, said your cousin, whom last Mon-
day, as you know, I went purposely to make the
object of mine. But what could I say, when I found
him so willing to repair his crime?—And 1 give
it as my opinion, and have written accordingl
to my poor cousin, that it is best for all roum{
that Kis ofter should be gecepted ; and let me tell

ou—

Tell me nothing, said your father, quite enraged,
of that very vile fcllow! I have a riveted hatred to
him. I would rather see the rebel die an hundred
deaths, were it possible, than that she should give
such a villain as him a relation to my family.

Well, but there is no room to think, said your
mother, that she will give us such a relation, my
dear. The poor girl will lessen, I fear, the number
of our relations ; not increase it. If she be so ill as
we are told she is, let us send Mrs. Norton up to
her.—That’s the least we can do—let us take her,
however, out of the hands of that Belford.

Both your uncles supported this motion ; the lat-
‘ter part of it especially.

Your brother observed, in his ill-natured way,
what a fine piece of consistency it was, in you, to
refuse the vile injurer, and the amends hg offered ;
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yet to throw yourself upon the protection of his fast
friend,

Miss Harlowe was apprehensive, she said, that you
would leave all you could leave to that pert creature
Miss Howe [so she called her], if you should die.

O do not, do not suppose that, my Bella, said your
poor mother. 1 cannot think of parting with my
Clary—with all her faults, she is my child—her
reasons for her conduct are not heard. It would
break my heart to lose her.—I think, my dear, to
your father, none so fit as I to go up, if you will
give me leave : and Mrs. Norton shall accompany
me. ,

This was a sweet motion ; and your father paused
upon it. -Mr. Morden offered his service to escort
her. Your uncles seemed to approve of it. But
your brother dashed all. I hope, sir, said he, to his
father; I hope, madam, to his mother; that you
will not endeavour to recover a faulty daughter, by
losing anunculpable son. I do declare, that if ever
my sister Clary darkens these doors again, I never
will. T will set out, madam, the same hour you go
to London (on such an errand) to Edinburgh ; and
there I will reside; and try to forget that I have
relations in England so near and sv dear as you are
now all to me,

Good God, said the colonel, what a declaration is
this! — And suppose, sir, and suppose, madam,
[turning to your father and mother] this should be
the case, whether is it better, think you, that you
should losc for ever such a daughter as my cousin
Clary, or that your son should go to Edinburgh, and
reside there upon an estate which will be the better
for his residence upon it.

Your brother’s passionate behaviour hereupon 'is
hardly to be described. He resented it as promot-
ing an alienation of the affection of the family ta
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him. And to such a height were resentments car-
ried, every one siding with him, that the colonel,
with hands and eyes lifted yp, cried out, what hearts
of flint am I related to!—QO, cousin Harlowe, (to
your father,) are you resolved to have butone duugh-"
ter? Are you, madam, to be tamght, by a son who
has no bowels, to forget you are a mother?

The colonel turned from them to draw out his
handkerchief, and could not for a minnte speak.
The eyes of every one but the hard-hearted brother,
canght tears from his.

But then turning to them (with the more indig-
nation, as it seemed, as he had been obliged to show
a humanity, which, however, no brave heart should
be ashamed of) I leave ye all, said he, fit ‘company
for one another. I will never open my lips to any
of you more upon this subject. I will instantly
make my will, and in me shall the dear creature
have the father, uncle, brother, she has lost. I will
prevail upon her to take the tour of France and
Italy with me; nor shall she return till ye know
the value of such a daughter.

And saying this, he hurried out of the room, went
into the court-yard, and ordered his horse.

Mr. Antony Harlowe went to him there, just as
he was mounting ; and said, He. hoped he should
find him cooler in the cvening (for he, till then, had
lodged at his house); and that then they would
converse calmly ; and every one, mean time, would
weigh all matters well—but the angry gentleman
said, cousin Harlowe, Ishall endeavour to discharge
the obligations I owe to your civility, since I have
been in England : but 1 have been so treated by
that hot-headed young man) who, as far as I know,
has done more to ruin his sister than Lovelace him-
self, and shis with the approbation of you all) that I
will not again enter into your doors, or theirs. My
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gervants shall have orders whither to bring what.
belongs to me from your house. 1 will see my dear
cousin Clary as soon as I can. And so God bless
you altogether !—Only this one word to your nes
phew, if you please, that he wants to be taught the
difference between courage and bluster; and it is
happy for him, pethaps, that I am Ais relation;
though I am sorry he is mine.

I wondered to hear your uncle, on his return to
them all, repeat this; because of the consequences
it may be attended with, though 1 hope it will not
have bad ones: yet it was considered as a sort of
challenge, and so it confirmed every body in your
brother’s favour; and Miss Harlowe forgot not to
inveigh against that error which had brought on all
these evils. '

I took the liberty again, but with fear and trem-
bling, to desire leave to attend you.

Before any other person could answer, your bro-
ther said, I suppose you look upon yourself, Mrs.
Norton, to be your own mistress Pray do you
Wwant our consent and courtship to go up !—If I may
speak my mind, you and my sister Clary are the
Jittest to be together.—Yet I wish you would not
trouble your head about our family matters, till you
are desired to do so.

But don’t you know, brother, said Miss Harlowe,
that the error of any branch of a family splits that
family into two parties; and makes not only cvery
common friend and acquaintance, but even serovants,
judges over both }~~This is one of the blessed ef-
fects of my sister Clary’s fault !

There never was a creatare so criminal, said your
father, looking with displeasure at me, who had not
some weak heads to pity ahd side with her.

I wept. Your mother was so good as to take me
by the hand : Come, good woman, said she, come
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with me. You have too much reason to be afflicted
with what afflicts us, to want additions to your grief.

But, my dearest young lady, I was more touched
for your sake than my own : for 1 have been low in
the world for a great number of years; and, of con-
sequence, must have been accystomed to snubs and
rebuffs from the affluent. But® hope that patience
is written as legibly on my forehead, as haughtiness
on that of any of my obligers.

Your mother led me to her chamber; and there
we sat and wept together for several minutes, with-
out being able to speak either of us one word to the
other. At last she broke silence, asking me, if you
were really and indeed so ill as it was said you
were !

I answered in the affirmative; and would have
shown her your last letter ; but she declined see-
ing it.

i; would fain have procured from her the favour of
a line to yon, with her blessing. I asked, what was
tntended by your brother and sister ? would nothing
satisfy them but your final reprobation }—I insinu-
ated, hew easy it would be, did not your duty and
humility govern you, to make yourself independent
as to circumstances ; but that nothing but a blessing,
a last blessing, was requested by ?lou. And many
other things L urged in your behalf. The following
brief repetition of what she was pleased to say in
answer to my pleas, will give you a notion of it all ;
and of the present situation of things.

She said, “ She was very unhappy !—She had lost
the little authority she once had over her other chil-
dren, through one child’s failing; and all influence
over Mr Harlowe and his brothers. Your father,
she said, had besought her to leave it to him to take
his own methods with you; and (asshe valued him)
.to take no step in your favour unkuown to him and
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your uncles: yet she owncd, that they were too
much governed by your brother. They would,
however, give way in time, she knew, to a reconci-
liation : they designed no other; for they all still
loved you. )

 Your brother alﬁ! sister, she owned, were very
jealous of your ccming into favour again ; yet could
but Mr. Morden have kept his temper, and stood
her son’s first sallies, who (having always had the
family grandeur in view) had carried his resentment
so high, that he knew not how to descend, the con-
ferences, so abruptly broken off just now, would
have ended more happily ; for that she had veason
to think, that a few concessions on your part, with
regard to your grandfather’s estate, and yonr cou-
sin’s engaging for your submission as from proper
motives, would have softened them all.

¢ Mr. Brand’s account of your intimacy with the
friend of the obnoxious man, she said, had, for the
time, very unhappy effects; for before that she had

ained some ground : but afterwards dared not, nor
indeed had inclination, to open her lips in your be-
half. Your coatinued intimacy with that Mr. Bel-
ford was wholy unaccountable, and as wholly in-
excusable.

‘ What made the wished-for reconciliation, she
said; more diflicult, was, first, that you yourself ac-
knowledged yourself dishonoured (and it was too
well known, that it was your own fault that you
ever were in the power of so great a profligate) ; of
consequence, that their and your disgrace could not -
be greater than it was: yet, that you refuse to pro-
secute the wretch. Next, that the pardon and bless-
ing hoped for, must probally be attended with your
marriage to the man they hatc, and who hates them
as much: very disagreegble circamstances, she
said, I must allow, to found a reconciliation upon.
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" * As to her own part, she must needs say, that if
there were any hope that Mr. Lovelace would be-
‘tomé a reformed n. .n, the letter her cousin Morden
had read to them from him to you, and the justice
{(as she hoped it was) he did your character, though
to his own condemnation (his family and fortunes
being unexceptionable) and all his relations earnest
to be related to you, were arguments that' would
‘have weight with her, could they have any with
your father and uncles.’ '
" To my plea of your illness, ¢ She could not but
flatter herself, she answered, that it was from low-
ness of spirits, and temporary dejection. A young
creature, she said, so very considerate as you natu-
rally were, and fallen so low, must have enough of
‘that.” Should they lose you, which Ged forbid!
the scene would then indeed be sadly changed ; for
‘then those who now most resented, would be most.
grieved; all your fine qualities would rise to their
remembrance, and your unhappy error would be
quite forgotten.

¢ She wished you would put yourself into your
cousin’s protection entirely, and havésdthing more
to say to Mr. Belford.’ Lo )

And I would recommend it'to, your most serious
consideration, my dear Miss Clary, whether now, as
your cousin (who is your trustec for your grand-
father’s estate) is come, you should not give over all
thoughts of Mr. Lovelace’s intimate friend for your
executor; more especially, as that gentleman’s in- .
terfering in the concerns of your family, should
thie sad event take place (which my heart aches but
1o think of) might’be attended with those conse-

uences which you' are so desirous, in other cases,

?o obviate and prevent. And suppose, my dear
young lady, you were to write one letter more to
each of your uncles, to let them know how ill you
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are—and to ask their advice, and offer to be go-
verned by it, in relation to the disposition of your
estate and effects —Methiunks I wish yon would.

I find they will send you up # large part of what
has been received from that estate, since it was

ours; together with your current cash, which you

eft behind you: and this by your cousin Morden,
for fear you should have contracted debts which
'ma}l make you uneasy.

They seem to expect, that you will wish to live
at your grandfather’s house, in a private manner, if
your cousin prevail not upon you to go abroad for a
year or two.

Friday morning,

Betty was with me just now. She tclls me, that
your cousin Morden is so much displeased with them
all, that he has refused to lodge any more at your
uncle Antony’s; and has ceven taken up with in-
convenient lodgings, till he is provided with others
to his mind. This very much concerns them ; and
they repent their violent treatment of him: and the
more, as he is resolved, he says, to make you his
sole executrix, and heir to all his fortune.

‘What noble fortunes still, my dearest young lady,
await you ; 1 am thoroughly convinced, if it please
God to prescrve your life and your health, that every
body will soon be reconciled to you, and that "you
will see many happy days.

Your mother wished me pot to attend you s yet,
because she hopes.that I may give myself that
pleasure soon with every body’s i(lxod liking, and
even at their desire. Your cousip Morden’s recon-
ciliation with them, whicli they are very desirous
of, I am ready to hope, Will include theirs with

ou. .
¥ But if that should happen, which I so much
dread, and I not with you, I should never forgive
VOL. ViII, < )
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myself. Let me, therefore, my dearest young lady,
desire you to command my attendance, if you find
any danger, and if you wish me peace of mind;
and no consideratioh shall withhold me.

I hear that Miss Howe has obtained leave from
her mother to see you; and intends next week to
go to town for that purpose; and (as it is believed)
to buy clothes for her approaching nuptials.

Mr. Hickman’s mother-in-law is lately dead. Her
jointure of 600l. a year is fallen to him; and she
has, moreover, as an acknowledgment of his good
behaviour to her, left him all she was worth, which
was very considerable, a few legacies excepted to
her own relations.

These good men are uniformly good : indeed could
not clse be good ; and never fare the worse for being
so. All the world agrees, he will make that fine
young lady an excellent husband: and I am sorry
hey are not as much agreed in her making him an
excellent wife. But I iope a woman of her prin-
ciples would not encourage his address, if, whether
she at present love him or not, she thought she could
not love him; or if she preferred any other man to
him.

Mr. Pocock undertakes to deliver this; but fears
it will be Saturday night first, if not Sunday morn-

ing.
%\’Iay the Almighty protect and bless you!—I long
to see you—my dearest young lady, I long to see

ou; and to fold you once more to my fond heart.
i' dare to say, happy days are coming. Be but
cheerful. Give way to hope.

‘Whether for this world, or the other, you must
be happy. Wish to live, however, were it only
because you are so well fitted in mind to make every
one happy who has the hononr to know you. What
signifies this transitory eclipse? You are as near
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perfectior, by all I have heard, as any creature in

this world can be: for here is your glory—you are

brightened and purified, as 1.may say, by your

sufterings !—Ilow I long to hear your whole sad,
¢t instructive, story from your own lips!

For Miss Ilowe’s sake, who, in her new enﬁgc-
ments will so much want you ; for your cousin Mor-
den’s sake, for your mother’s sake, if I must go no
further in your family; and yet I can say, for all
their sakes; and for my sake, my decarest miss
Clary ; lct your resumed and accustomed magna-
nimity bear you up. You have many things to do
which I know not the person who will do, if you
leave us.

Join your prayers then to mine, that God will
spare you to a world that wants you and your ex-
ample; and, although your days may seem to have
been numbered, who knows but that, with the good
King [lezekiah, you may have them prolonged?
Which God grant, if it be his blessed will, W the
prayers of

Your
JUDITH NORTON.

LETTER IL
MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, EsQ.

Monday, Sept. 4.
Tur lady would not read the letter she had from
Mrs. Norton, till she had yeceived the communion,
for fear it might contain apy thing that.might dis-
turb that happy calm, which she had been endea-
vouring to obtain for it. And when that solemn
office was over, she was s0 composed, she said, that

c 2 823.3
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. she thought she could receive any news, however
gffecting, with tranquillity.

Nevertheless, in reading it, she was forced to
leave off’ several times through weakness and a dim-
ness in her sight, of which she complained; if I
may say complained; for so easy and soft were her
complaints, that they could hardly be called such.

She was very much affected at divers parts of this
letter. She wept several times, and sighed often.
Mrs. Lovick told me, that these were the gentle
exclamations she broke out into, asshe read :—Her
unkind, her cruel brother '—~How unsisterly '—Poor
dear woman ! seeming to speak of Mrs. Norton.
Her kind cousin !—QO these flaming spirits ! And then
reflecting upon herself more than once—What a
deep error is mine '—What evils have I been the occa-
sion qf !~

When I was admitted to her presence, 1 have
received, said she, a long and not very pleasing
letter from my dear Mrs. Norton. It will soon be
“in your hands. I am advised against appointing you
to the office you have so kindly accepted of: but
you must resent nothing of these things. My choice
will have an odd appearance to them : but it is now
too late to alter it, if I would.

I would fain write an answer to it, continued she :
but I have no distinct sight, Mr. Belford, no steadi-
ness of fingers—this mistiness, however, will per-
haps be gone by-and-by.—Then turning to Mrs.
Lovick, I don’t think I am dying yet—not actually
dying, Mrs. Lovick—for I have no budily pain—no
numbnesses; no signs of immediate death, I think..
—And my breath, which used of late to be so
short, is now tolerable—my head clear, my in-
tellects free—I think I cannot be dying yet—1I shall
have agonies, I doubt—life will not give up so
blessedly easy, I fear—yet how merciful is the Al-
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mighty, to give his poor creature such a sweet se-

renity !=—"Tis what I have prayed for !—What en.
couragement, Mrs. Lovick, so near one’s dissolu-

tion, to have it to hope, that one’s prayers are an-

swered !

Mirs. Smith, as well as Mrs. Lovick, was with
her. They were both in tears; nor had I, any
more than they, power to say a word in answer :
yet she spoke all this, as well as what follows, with
a surprising composure of mind and countenance.

But, Mr. Belford, said she, assuming a still spright-
dier air and accent, let me talk a little to you, while
I am thus able to say what I have to say.

Mrs. Lovick, don’t leave us (for the women were
rising to go)—pray sit down; and do you, Mrs.
Smith, sit down toov.— Damec Shelbourne, take this
key, and open that upper drawer, I will move to it.

Ste did, with trembling knees. Here, Mr. Bel-
ford, is my will. It is witnessed by three persqns
of Mr. Smith’s acquaintance.

I dare to hope, that my cousin Morden will give
yeu assistance, if you request it of him. My cousin

Torden continues his aftection for me: but as 1
bave not secn him, I leave all the trouble, upon you,
Mr. Belford. 'This deed way want forms; and it
does, no doubt: but the less, as I have my grand-
father’s will almost by heart, and have often enough
heard that canvassed. 1 will lay it by itself in this
corner; putling it at the further end of the drawer.

She then took up a, parcel of letters, inclosed in
one cover, sealed with three scals of black wax:
This, said she, I sealed up last night. The cover,
sir, will let you know what'is to be done with what
it incloses. This is the s@iperscription [holding it
close to her eyes, and rublfing them] ; 4s soon as I
am certainly dead, this to be broke open by Mr. Belford.
—Here, sir, I put it [placing it by the will] —These

c3
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folded papers are letters and copies of letters, dis-
posedl according to their dates. iss Howe will do
with those as you and she shall think fit. If I re-
ceive any more, or more come when I cannot re-
ceive them, they may be put into this drawer [pull-
-ing out and puszing in the looking-glass-drawer] to
be given to Mr. Belford, be they from whom they
will. You’ll be so kind as to observe that, Mrs.
Lovick, and dame Shelbourne.

Here, sir, proceeded she, T put the keys of my
apparel [putting them into the drawer with her
papers]. All is in order, and the inventory upon
them, and an account of what I have disposed of :
so that nobody need to ask Mrs. Smith any ques-
tions.

There will be no immediate need to open or in-
spect the trunks which contain my wearing apparel.
Mrs. Norton will open them, or order somebody to
do it for her, in your presence, Mrs. Lovick; for
so I have directed in my will. They may be sealed
up now : I shall never more have occasion to open
them.

She then, though I expostulated with her to the
contrary, caused me to seal them up with my seal.

After this, she locked the drawer where werc her
pepers; first taking out her book of meditations, as
she called it; saying, She should, perhaps, have use
for that; and then desired me to take the key of that
drawer; for she should have no farther occasion for
that neither.

All this in so composed ahd cheerful a manner,
that we were equally surprised and affected with it,

You can witness for me, Mrs. Smith, and so can
you, Mrs. Lovick, proceeded she, if any one ask
after my life and conversation, since you have
known me, that I have been very orderly; have
kept good hours; and never have lain out of your
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house but when 1 was in prison ; and then youn know
1 could not help it. '

O, Lovelace! that thou hadst heard her, or seen
her, unknown to herself, on this occasion ;—~not one
of us could speak a word,

I shall leave the world in perfect charity, pro-
ceeded she. And turning towards the womea, Don’t
be so much concerned for me, my good friends.
‘This is all but needful preparation; and I shall be
very happy.

Then again rubbing her cyes, which she said
were misty, and looking more intently round upon
each, particularly on me--God bless yon all! said
she! how kindly are you concerned for me '—=Who
says, I am fricndless? Who says, I amn abandoned,
and among strangers >—Good Mr. Belford, don’t be
so generously humane !—Indeed [putting her hand-
kerchief to her charming eyes] you will make me
less happy, than I am sure you wish me to be,

While we were thus solemnly engaged, a servant
came with a letter from her cousin Morden :—Then,
said she, he is not come kimself!

She broke it open ; but every line, she said, ap-

eared two to her: so that, being unable to read it
Kerself, she desired I would read it to her. I did
s0; and wished it were more consolatory to her:
but she was all patient attention ; tecars, however,
often trickling down her cheeks. By the date, it
was written yesterday ; and this is the substance
of it.

He tells her, * That the Thursday before he had
procured a general meeting of her grincipal rela-
tions, at her father’s; though not without difficulty,
her haughty brother oppgsing it, and, when met,
rendering all his endeavotrs to reconcile them to
her ineffectual. He censuves him," as the most un-
governable young man he ever knew : some greak
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sickness, he says, some heavy misfortune, is wanted
to bring him to a knowledge of himself, and what
is due from him to others; and he wishes that he
were not ker brother, and kis cousin. Nor does he
.:)pa:;‘e her father and uncles for being implicitly led
im,”
yHe tells her, ¢ That he parted with them all in
high displeasure, and thought ncver more to darken
any of their doors: that he declared as much to her
two uncles, who came to him on Saturday, to try
to accommodate with him; and who found him
preparing to go to London to attend her; and that,
notwithstanding their pressing entreaties, he deter-
mined so to do, and not to go with them to Harlowe
Place, or to either of their own houses; and ac-
cordingly dismissed them with such an answer.
¢ But that her noble letter,” as he calls it, ¢ of
Aug. 31 %, being brought him about an hour after
their departure, he thought it might affect them as
much as it did him; and give them the exalted
opinion of her virtue which was_so well deserved ;
he therefore turned his horse’s head back to her
uncle Antony’s, instead of forward towards London.
¢ That accordingly arriving there, and finding her
two uncles togcther, he read to them the affecting
letter ; which left none of the three a dry eye: that
the absent, as is usual in such cases, bearing all the
load, they accused her brother and sister; and be-
sought him to put off his journey to town, till he
could carry with him the blessings which she had
tormerly m vain solicited for; and (as they hoped]
the happy tidings of a general reconciliation.
"¢ That not doubting but his visit would be the
more welcome to'her, if these good ends could be
obtained, he the more readily complicd with their

# See Vol VII, Letter Ixxxvii.
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desires. But not being willing to subject himself to
the possibility of receiving fresh insults from her
brother, he had given her uncles a copy of her
letter, for the family to assemble upon ; and desired
to know, as soon as possible, the result of their de-
liberations.

¢ lle tells her, that he shall bring her up the ac-
counts relating to the produce of her grandfather’s
estate, and adjust them with her; having actually
in his hands the arrears due to her from it.

¢ He highly applauds the noble manuner in which
she resents your usage of her. It is impossible, he
owns, that you can either deserve her, or to be for-
given. But as you do justice to her virtue, and offer
to make her all the reparation now in your power;
and as she is so very earnest with him not to resent
that usage; and declares, that you could not have
been the author of her calamities but through a
strange concurrence of unhappy causes; and as he
is not at a loss to know how to place to a proper ac-
count that strange concurrence; he desires her not
:Q be apprehensive of any vindictive measures from
him.

¢ Nevertheless’ (as may be expected) ¢ he inveighs
against you; as he finds, that she gave you no ad-
vantage over her. But he forbears to enter further
into this subject, he says, till he has the honour to
see her; and the rother, as she seems so much de-
termined against you. However, he cannot but
say, that he thinks you a gallant man, and a man of
sense ; and that you have the reputation of being
thought a generous man in every instance but where
the sex is concerned. In such, he owns, that you
have taken inexcusable liberties. And he is sorry
to say, that there are very few young men of for-
tune but who allow themselves in the same. [loth
rexes, he observes, too much love to have each
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other in their power: yet he hardly ever knew man
or woman, who was very fond of power, make a
right use of it.

“ If she be so absolutely determined against mar-
rying you, as she declares she is, he hopes, he says,
to_prevail upon her to take (as soon as her health
will permit) a little tour abroad with him, as what
will probably cstablish it; since travelling is cer-
tainly the best physic for all those disorders which
owe their rise to grief or disappointment, An ab-
sence of two or three years will endear her to every
one, on her return, and every one to her.

“ Ife expresscs his impatience to see her. e will
set out, he says, the moment he knows the result of
her family’s determination ; which, he doubts not,
will be favourable. Nor will he wait long for that.’

When I had rcad the letter through to the lin-

uishing lady, And so, my friends, said she, have
%heard of a patient who actually died, while five
or six principal physicians were in a consultation,
and not agreed upon what name to give his dis-
temper. The patient was an cmperor, the Emperor
Joseph, I think.

I asked, if I should write to her cousin, as he
knew not how ill she was, to hasten up?

By no means, she said ; since, if he were not al-
ready set out, she was persnaded that she should be
so low by the time he could receive my letter, and
comne, that his presence would but discompose and
hurry her, and afflict Aim.

I hope, however, she is not so very near her end.
And without saying any more to her, when I re-
tired, I wrote to Coloncl Morden, that if’ he expcects
to sec his beloved cousin alive, he must lose no time
in setting out. I sent this letter by his own scr-
vant.
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Dr. H. sent away kis letter to her father by a
particular hand this morning. -

Mrs. Walton, the millincer, has also just now ac-
quainted Mrs. Smith, that her husband had a letter
brought by a special messenger from parson Brand,
within this half hour, inclosing the copy of one he
had written to Mr. John llarlowe, recanting .his
officious one.

And as all these, and the copy of the lady’s letter
to Col. Morden, will be with them pretty much at
a time, the devil’s in the family if they are not
struck with a remorse that shall burst open the
double-barred doors of their hearts.

Will engages to reach you with this (late as it
will be) before you go to rest.  He begs that I will
testify for him t{e hour and the minute I shall give
it him. Tt is just half an hour after ten.

I pretend to be (now by use) the swiftest short-
hand writer in England, next to yourself. But were
matter to arise every hour to write upon, and I had
nothing else to do, I cannot write so fast as you
expect. And let it be remembered, that your ser-
vants cannot bring letters or messages before they
are written or sent.

J. BELFORD.

e————

LETTER IIL
DR. H. TO JAMES HARLOWE, SENIOR, FsQ.

IR, London, Sept. 4.
Ir I may judge of the hearts of other parents by
my own, I do not doubt but you will take it well to
be informed, that you have yet an opportunity to
save yourself and family great future regret, by
dispatching hither some one of it, with your last
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blessing, and your lady’s, to the most excellent of
her sex.

I have some reason to bclieve, sir, that she has
been represented to you in a very different light
from the true one. And this it is that induces me
to acquaint you, that I think her, on the best

rounds, absolutely irreproachable in all her con-

uct which has passed under my eye, or come to
my ear; and that her very misfortunes are made
glorious to her, and honourable to all that are re-
lated to her, by the use she has made of them ; and
by the patience and resignation with which she
supports. herself in a painful, lingering, and dis-
piriting decay ! and by the greatness of anind with
which she views her approaching dissolution. And
all this from proper motives; from motives in which
a dying saint might glory.

She knows not that I write. I must indeed ac-
knowledge, that I offered to do so some days ago,
and that very pressingly: nor did she retuse me
from obstinacy—she seems not to know what that
is—but desired me to forbear for two days only, in
hopes that her newly-arrived cousin, who, as she
heard, was soliciting for her, would be able to suc-
ceed ia her favour.

I hope I shall not be thought an officious man on
this occasion : but if I am, I cannot help it; being
driven to write, by a kind of parentul and irresistible
impulse.

ut, sir, whatever you think fit to do, or permit
to be done, must be speedily done; for she cannot,
I verily think, live a week: and how long of that
short space she may enjoy her admirable intellects
to take comfort in the favours you may think propep
to confer upon her, cannot be said. [ am, siw,
Your most humble servant,

R.H
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LETTER IV.

MR. BELFORD TO WILLIAM MORDEN, ESQ.

SIR, London, Sept. 4.
THE urgency of the case, and the opportunity b
your servant, will sufficiently apologize for this
trouble from a stranger to your person; who, how-
ever, is not a stranger to your merit.

I understand you are employing your good offices
with the parents of Miss Clarissa Harlowe, and other
relations, to reconcile them to the most meritorous
daughter and kinswoman that ever family had te
boast of. ,

Generously as this is intended by you, we Aere
have too much reason to think all your solicitudes
on this head will be unnecessary: for it is the
opinion of every one who has the honour of being
admitted to her presence, that she cannot live over
three days : so thatif you wish to see her alive, you
must lose no time to come up.

She knows not that I write. Ihad done it sooner,
if I had had the least doubt that before now she
would not have received from you some news of the
happy effgcts of your kind mediation in her behalf.
I am, sm,

Your most humble servant,

J. BELFORD.
—————
LETTER V.
MR. LOVELACE TO JOMN BELFORD, ESQ.
[In answer to F.etter ii.]

Uzxbridge, Tuesday mozn. between 4 and 5.
AND can it be, that this admirable creature will se
svon leave this cursed wordd! For cursed I shalk
voL. VIIL »
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think it, and more cursed mysclf, when she is gone.
0, Jack! thou who canst sit so cool, and, like Ad-
dison’s angel, direct, and even enjoy, the storm, that
tears up my happiness by the roots; blame me not
for my impatience, however unreasonable! If thou
knewest, that already I feel the torments of the
damned, in the remorse thav wrings my heart, on
looking back upon my past actions by her, thou
wouldst not be the devil thou art, to halloo on a
worrying conscience, which, without thy merciless
agfravations, is altogcther intolerable.

know not what I write, nor what I would write.
When the company that used to delight me is as
nneasy to me as my reflections are painful, and I
can neither help nor divert myself, must not every
servant about me partake in a perturbation so sin-
cere!

Shall I give thee a faint picture of the horrible
uneasiness with which my mind struggles? And
faint indecd it must be; for nothing but outrageous
madness can exceed it; and that only in the appre-
hension of others; since, as to the sufferer, it is
certain, that actual distraction (take it out of its
lucid intervals) must be an infinitely more happ
state thaun the state of suspense and anxiety, whic
often brings it on.

Forbidden to attend the dear ereature, yet longin
to see her, I would give the world to be admitte
once more to her beloved presence. I ride towards
London three or four times a day, resolving, pro
and con, twenty times in two or three miles; and
at last ride back ; and, in view of Uxbridge, loath-
ing even the kind friend, and hospitable house, turn
my horse’s head again towards the town, and resolve
.to gratify my humour, let her take it as she will ;
but, at the very entrance of it, after infinite can-
vagsings, once more alter my mind, dreading to
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offend and shock her, lest, by that means, I should
curtail a life so precious.

Yesterday, in .particular, to give you an idea of
the strengti of that impatience, which I cannot
avoid suffering to break out upon my servants, I had
no sooner dispatched Will, than I took horse to
meet him on his return.

In order to give him time, I loitered about on the
voad, riding up this lane to the one highway, down
that to the other, just as my horse pointed ; all the
way cursing my very being; and though so lately
looking down upon all the world, wishing to chauge
conditions with the poorest beggar that cried to me
for charity as I rode by him—and throwing him
money, in hopes to obtain by his praycrs the blessing
my heart pants after.

After I had sauntered about an hour or two (which
scemed three or four tedious ones) fearing I had slipt
the feliow, I inquired at every turnpike, whether a
servant in such a livery had not passed through in
his return from London, on a full gallop ; for woe
had been to the dog, had I met him on a sluggish
trot! Aund lest I should miss him at one cud of
Kensington, as he might take either the Acton or
Hammersmith road ; or at the other, as he might
come through the Park, or not; how many score
times did I ride backwards and forwards from the
Palace to the Gore, making myself the subject of
obscrvation to all passengers, whether on horseback
or on foot; who, nd doubt, woudered to sce a well-
dressed and well-mounted man, somctimes ambling,
sometimes prancing (as the beast had more fire than
his master) backwards and “forwards in so short g
compass ! )

Yet all this time, though Jonging to espy the fel-
low, did I dread to mect him, lest he should be
charged with fatal tidings.

b2
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When at distance I saw any man galloping to-
wards. me, my resemblance-forming fancy imme-
diately made it to be him; and then my heart
boundéd to my mouth, as if it would have choaked
me. But wheu the person’s nearer approach un-
deceived me, how did I curse the varlet’s delay, and
thee by turns! And how ready was I to draw my
pistol at the stranger, for having the impudence to
Eallop; which pone but my messenger, I thought,
‘had either right or rcason todo! For all the business
of the world, I am ready to imagine, should stand
still on an occasion so melancholy and so interesting
to me. Nay, for this week past, I could cut the
threat of any man or woman I sce laugh, while I
am in such dejection of mind.

I am now convinced that the wretches who fly
from a heavy scene, labour under ten times more
distress in the intermediate suspense and apprehen-
sion, than they could have, were they present at
it, and to sce and know the worst: so capable is
fancy or imagination, the more immediate offspring
of the soul, to outgo fact, let the subject be either
joyous or grievons.

And hence, as I conceive, it is, that all pleasurcs
are greater in the expectation, or in the reflection, than
in fruition ; as all pains, which press heavy upon
both parts of that unequal union by which frail
mortality holds its precarious tenure, are ever most
acute in the time of suffering : for how easy sit upon
the reflection the heaviest misfortunes, when sur-
mounted !—But mos¢ easy, 1 confess, those in which
body has more concern than soul. Thjs, however,
is a point of philesophy I have neither time nor
head just now to weigh: so take it as it falls from a
wadman’s pen.

Woe be to either of the wretches who shall bring
me the fatal news that she is no more! For it is but
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too likely that aehriek-owl so hated will never whoot
or scream again; unless the shock, that will pro-
bably disorder my whole frame on so sad an occasion
(by unsteadying my band) shall divert my aim from
his head, f:/eart, or bowels, if it turn not against
my own.

But, surely, she will nofy she cannot yet dic!
Such a matchless excellence,

——————gwhose mind

Contains a world, and scems fer all things fram'd, *

could not be lent to be so soon demanded back
again !

But may it not be, that thou, Belford, art in a
plot with the dear creature (who will not let me
attend her to convince myself) in order to work up
my soul to the deepest remorse ; and that, when she
is convinced of the sincerity of my penitence, and
when my mind js made such wax, as to be fit 10 takp
what imipression she pleases to give it, she will then
raise me up with the joyful tidings of her returning
health and acceptance of me!

What would I give to have it so! And when the
happiness of hundreds, as well as the peace and re-
conciliation of several eminent families, depend
upon her restoration and happiness, why should it
not be so?

But let me presume it will. Let me indolge my
former hope, howexer improbable— 17 will; and en-
Joy it too. And let me tell thee how ecstatic my
delight would be on the unravelling of such a plot
as this!

Do, dear Belford, let it be so!—And, O, my
dearest, and ever dear Clarissa, keep me no longer
in this cruel suspense; in which I suffer a thousand
times more than ever I made thee suffer. Nor fear

D 3 k)
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thou that I will resent, or recede, op an eclaircisse-
ment so desirable: for I will adore thee for ever,
and, without reprogching thee for the pangs thou
hast tortured me with, confess thee as much my
superior in noble and generous contrivances, as thou
art in virtue and honour!

But, once more—shguld the worst happen—say
not what that worst is—and I am gone from thig
hated island—gone for ever—and may cternal—but
I am crazed already—and will therefore conclude
myself, .

Thine more than my own,
(And no great compliment nceither)
R, L.

LETTER VL
MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, EsQ.

Tuesday, Sept. 5, in the morne at Mr. Smith's,

WiueN I read your’s of this morning, I could not
help pitying you for the account you give of the
dreadful anxiety and suspense you labour under. I
wish from my heart all were to end as you are so
willing to hope : but it will not be; and your sus-
pense, if the worst part ef your torment, as you
say it is, will soon Ee over; but, alas! in a way
you wish not.

I attended the lady just now. She is extremely
ill : yet is she aiming at an answer to her Norton’s
letter, which she began yesterday in her own cham-
ber, and has written a good deal : but in a hand not
like her own fine one, as Mrs. Lovick tells me, but
much larger, and the lines crooked.

I have accepted of the offer of a room adjoining
to the widow Lovick’s, till I see how matters go;



CLARISSA HARLOWE. 3

but unkpown to the lady ; and Ishall go home every
nighyeffor a few hours.” I would not lose a sentence
that I could gain from lips so instructivc, nor the
opportunity of receiving any command from her,
for an estate.

In this, my new apartment, I now write, and
shall continue to write, as occasion oflers, that I may
be the more circumstantial: but I depend upon the
return of my letters, or copies of them, on demand,
that I may have together all that relates to this af-
fecting story; which I shall reperuse with melan-
choly pleasure to the end of my life.

I think I will send thee Brand’s letter to Mr. John
Harlowe, recanting his base surmises. It is a match-
less piece of pedantry ; and may perhaps a little
divert thy deep chagrin: some time hence at least
it may, if not now.

What wretched creatures are there in the world !
What strangely mixed characters!—So sensible and.
so silly at the same time! What a various, what a
Jfoolish creature is man !|—

Three o'clock.

The lady has just finished her letter, and bas
entertained Mrs. Lovick, Mrs. Smith, and me, with
a noble discourse on the vanity and brevity of life,
to which 1 cannot do justice in the repetition : and
indeed I am so grieved for her, that, ill as she is,
my intellects are not half so clear as her’s.

A few things which'made the strongest impression
upon me, a3 well from the sentiments themselves, as
from her manner of uttering them, I remewmber.
She introduced them thus:

Iam thinking, said she, what a gradual and happy
death God Almighty (blessed be his name) affords
we! Who would have thought, that, suffering what
{ have suffered, and abandoned as I have been, with
such a tender education as I have had, 1 should be



32 THE HISTORY OF

0 Iong!‘t dying !—DBut see how by little and little it
has come to this. I was first taken off fromt the
power of walking : then 1 took a coach—a coach
grew too violent an exercise : then I took a ehair—
the prison was a large pEATH-sPRIDE upon me—I
should have suffered longer clse '—=Next I was unable
to go to church ; then to go up or down stairs : now
hardly can move from one room to another: and a
less voom will svon hold me.—My eyes begin to fail
me, 50 that at times I caunot see to read distinctly ;
and now 1 can hardly write, or hold a pcn.—Next,
1 presume, 1 shall know nobody, nor be able to
thank any of you; I therefore now once more thank
you, Mry. Lovick, and you, Mrs. Smith, and you,
Mr. Belford, ‘while I can thank you, for all your
kinduess to me.  And thus, by little and little, in
such a gradual sensible death as I am blessed with,
God dics away in us, as 1 may say, all human satis-
factious, in order to subdue his poor creatures to
himself.

Thou mayest guess how affected we all were at
this moving account of her progressive weakness.
We heard it with wet eyes; E)r what with the wo-
meus’ example, and what with her moving elo-
quence, I could no more help it than they. But we
were silent nevertheless ; and she went on, applying
herself to me,

O, Mr. Belford! This is a poor transitory life in
its best enjoyments. We flutter about here and
there, with all our vanities about us, like painted
butterflies, for a gay, but a very short season, till
at last we lay ourselves down in a quiescent state,
and turn into vile worms: and who knows in what
form, or to what condition we shall rise again?

I wish yvou weuld permit me, a young creature,
just turned of nineteen years of age, blooming and
healthy as I was a few months ago, now nipt by the
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<old hand of death, to influence you, in these my
dast houi, to a life of regularity and repentance for
any past evils you may have been guilty of. For,
believe me, sir, that now, in this last stage, very
few things will bear the test, or be passed as lauda-
ble, if pardonable, at our own bar, much less at a
more tremendous one, in all we have done, or de-
lighted in, evenina life not very offensive neither,
as we may think !—Ought we not then to study in
our full day, before the dark hours approach, so to
live, as may afford reflections that will soften the
agony of the last moments when they come, and
let in upon the departing soul a ray of divine mercy
to illuminate its passage into an awful eternity ?

She was ready to faint, and choosing to lie down,
I withdrew: I need not say, with a melancholy
heart: and when I was got to my new-taken apart-
ment, my heart was still more atfected by the sight
of the solemn letter the admirable lady bhad so lately
finished. It was communicated to me by Mrs. Lo-
vick; who had it to copy for me; but it was not to
be delivered to me till after her departure. However,
I trespassed so far, as to prevail upon the widow to
let me take a copy of it; which I did directly in
character.

Tsend it inclosed. If thou canstread it, and thy
heart not bleed at thy eyes, thy remorse can hardly
be 50 deep as thou hast inclined me to think it is.
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LETTER VIL

MISS CLARISSA HARLOWE TO MRS, NOKRTON.
In Answer to Leticr i %.

MY DEAREST MRS, NORTON,

I am afraid I shall not be able to write all that is
upon my mind to say to you upon the subject of
your last.  Yet 1 will tr{'.

As to my friends, and as to the sad breakfasting,
I cannot help being afflicted for them. What, alas!
has not my mother, in particular, suffered by my
rashness I—Yet to allow so much for a son!—so
little for a daughter!—But all now will soon be
over, as to me. I hope they will bury all their re-
sentments in my grave.

As to your advice in relation to Mr. Belford, lct
me only say, that the unhappy reprobation I have
met with, and my short time, must be my apology
now.—I wish I could have written to my mother
and my uncles, as you advise. And yet, favours
come so slowly from them !—

The granting of one request only now remains as
a desirable one from them. Which nevertheless,
when granted, I shall not be sensible of. It is, that
they will be pleased to permit my remains to be
laid with those of my ancestors—placed at the fect
of my dear grandfather, as I have mentioned in my
will.  This, however, as they please. For, alter
all, this vile body ought not so much to engage my
cares, It isa weakness—but let it be called a natural
weakness, and I shall be excused ; especially when
a reverential gratitude shall be known to be the
foundation of it. You know, my dear woman, how

* Begun on Monday, Sept. 4, and by piecemeal finished
on Tuesday ; but not sent till the Thursday following.
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‘my grandfather loved me. And you know how
much I honoured him, and that from my very in-
fancy to the hour of his death. How often since
have I wished, that he had not loved me so well !

I wish not now, at the writing of this, to sce even
my cousin Morden. O, my blessed woman! My
dear maternal friend! I am entering upon a better
tour, than to France or Italy either !'—Or even than
to settle at my once beloved dairy-house !—All these
prospects and pleasures, which used to be so agree-
able to me in health, how poor seem they to me
now !—

Indeed, indeed, my dear mamma Norton, I shall
be happy ! I inow I shall!—I have charming fore-
bodings of happiness already !—Tell all my dear
friends, for their comfort, that I shall '—Who would
not bear the punishments I have borne, to have the
prospects and assurances I rejoice in !—Assurances
I might not have had, were my own wishes to have
been granted to me!

Neither do I want to see even you, my dear Mrs.
Norton. Nevertheless I must, in justice to my- own
Eratitude, declare, that there was a time, could you

ave been permitted to come, without incurring dis-
pleasure from those whose esteem it is necessary for
you to cultivate and preserve, that your presence and
comfortings would have been balm to my wounded
mind. But were you now, even by cousent, and
with reconciliatory tidings, to come, it would but
add to your grief; -and the sight of one I so dearly
love, so happily fraught with good news, might but
draw me back to wishes I have had great struggles
to get above. And let me tel} you for your comfort,
that I have not left undone apy thing that ought to
be done, either respecting mind or person; no, not
to the minutest preparation: so that nothing is left
for you to do forme. Every one has her direction as
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to the last offices.—And my desk, that I now write
upon—O ! my dearest Mrs. Norton, all is provided !
—All is ready! And all will be as decent as it
should be!

And pray let my Miss Howe know, that by the
time you will receive this, and she your signification
of the contents of it, it will, in all probability, be
too late for ker to do me the inestimable favour, as
Ishould once have thought it, to see me. God will
have no rivals in the hearts of those he sanctifies. By
various methods he deadens all other sensations, or
rather absorbs them all in the love of him.

1 shall nevertheless love you, my mamma Norton,
and my Miss Howe, whose love to me has passed the
love of women, to my latest hour!—But yet, I am
now above the quick sense of those pleasures, which
once most delighted me : and once more I say, that
1 do not wish to sec objects so dear to me, which
might bring me back again into sense, and rival my
supreme love,

X % %

Twice have I been forced to leave off. I wisked,
that my last writing might be to you, or to Miss
Howe, if it might not be to my dearest ma~—

Mamma, T would have wrote—is the word dis-
tinct >—My eyes are so misty !~—If, when I apply
to you, I break oft in half-words, do you supply
them—the kindest are your due.—Be sure take the
kindest, to fill up chasms with, if any chasms there
be * »»

Another breaking off ! —But the new day seems
to rise upon me with healing in its wings. I have
gotten, 1 think, a recruit of strength : spirits, I bless
God, 1 have not of late wanted.

Let my dearest Miss Howe purchase her wedding
garments—and may all temporal blessings attend the
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charming preparation !—Blessings will, I make no

question, notwithstanding the little cloudinesses that

Mr. Hickman encounters with now-and-then, which

are but prognostics of a future golden day to him:

for her heart is good, and her head not wrong.—

But great merit is coy, and that coyness has not al-

ways its foundation in pride : but 1f it should scem

to be pride, take off the skin-deep covering, and,

in her, it is noble diffidence, and a love that wants -
but to be assured !

Tell Mr. Hickman I write this, and write it, as 1
believe, with my last pen; and bid him bear a little
at first, and forbear ; and all the future will be crown-
ing gratitude, and rewarding love: for Miss Howe
has great sense, fine judgment, and exalted genc-
rosity ; and can such a on< be ungrateful or uneasy
under those obhligations which his assiduity and ob-
ligingness (when he shall be so happy as to call her
his) will lay her under to him?

As for me, never bride was so ready as I am. My
wedding garments are bought—and though not fine:
or gaudy to the sight, though not adorned with
jewels, and set off with gold and silver (for I have
no beholders’ eyes to wish to glitter in); yet will
they be the easiest, the Aappiest suit, that ever bridal
maiden wore—for they are such as carry with them
a security against all those anxieties, pains, and
pertarbations which sometimes succeed to the most
promising outsettings.

And now, my dgar Mrs. Norton, do I wish for
no other.

O hasten, good God, if it be thy blessed will, the
happy moment that I am %6 be decked out in this
all-quieting garb! And sustkin, comfort, bless, and
protect with the all-shadowing wing of thy mercy,
my dear parents, my uncles; my brother, my sistcr,
my cousin Morden, my ever dear and ever kind

VoL, Vil E
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Miss Howe, my good Mrs. Norton, and every de-
serving person to whom they wish well! is the ar-
dent prayer, first and last, of every beginning hour,
as the clock tells it me, (hours riow are days, nay,
years) of .
Your now not sorrowing or afflicted, but happy,
CLARISSA HARLOWE.

LETTER VIIIL

WR. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

Wed, morn. Sept, 6, balf an hour after three,

I Am no¢ the savage which you and my worst ene-
mies think me. My soul is ¢00 much penetrated by
the contents of the letter which you inclosed in
your last, to say one word more to it, than that my
heart has bled over it from every vein !—I will fly
from the subject—but what other can I choose, that
will not be as grievous, and lead into the same ?

1 could quarrel with all the world ; with thee, as
well as the rest; obliging as thou supposest thyself
for writing to me hourly. How darest thou (though
unknown to her) to presume to take an apartment
under the same roof with her?—I cannot bear $o
think, that thou shouldst be scen, at all hours, pass-
ing to and repassing from her apartments, while I,
who have so much reason to call her mine, gnd once
was preferred by her to all the world, am forced to
klfep aloof, and hardly dare to cnter the city where
she is !

If there be any thing in Brand’s letter that will
divert me, hasten it to me. But nothing now will
ever divert me, will ever again give me joy or Flea-
sure! I can neither eat, drink, nor sleep. am
sick of all the world,
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Surely it will be better when all is over—when I
know 'the worst the Fates can do against me—yet
how shall I bear that worst #~—O Belford, Belford
write it not to me! Bat, if it must bappen, get
somebody else to write; for I shall curse the pen,
the hand, the head, and the heart, employed in
communicating to me the fatal tidings. But what is
this saying, when alrcady I curse the whole world,
except her—mysclf most?

In fine, I am a most miserable beéing. Life isa
burden to me. I would not bear it upon these terms
for one week more, let what wouldbe my lot; for
already is there a hell begun in my own mind.
Necver more mention to me, let Aer or who will say
it, the prison—I1 cannot bear it—may d—nation
seize quick the accursed woman, who could set
death upon taking that large stride, as the dear crea-
ture calls'it!—I iad no hand in it !—But her rela-
tions, her implacable relations have douc the busi-
ness.  All else would have been got over, Never
persuade me but it would. The fire of youth, and
the violence of passion, would have pleaded tor me
to good purpese, with an individual of a sex, which
loves to be addressed with passionate ardour, even
to tumult, had it not been for that cruelty and un-
forgivingness, which (the object and the penitence
considered) have no example, and have aggravated
the heinousness of my faults.

Unable to rest, though I went not to bed till two,
1 dispatch this ere the %ay-dlwn—who knows what
this night, this dismal night, may have produced !

I must after my messenger. I have told the varlet
I will meet him ; perhaps at Knightsbridge, perharl
in Piccadilly; and T trust sot myself with pistols,
not only on his account, but my own: for pistols
are oo ready a mischief,

I hope thou hast a letter ready for him. He goes

E 2
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to thy lodgings first: for surely thou wilt not pre-
sume to take thy rest in an apartment near hers. If
he miss thee there, he flies to Smith’s, and brings
me word whether in being, or not.

1shall look for him through the air as I ride, as
well as on horseback ; for if the prince of it serve
me, as well as I have served him, he will hring the
dog by his ears to my saddle-bow, with the tidings
that my heart pants after.

Nothingbut the excruciating pangs the condemned
soul feels, at its entrance into the eternity of the
torments we are taught to fear, can exceed what I
now feel, and have felt for almost this week past ;
and mayest thou have a spice of those, if thou hast
not a letter ready written for Th

y LOVELACE.

LETTER IX.
MR, BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.

Tucsday, Sept. 5, six o’clock.

Toe lady remains exceedingly weak and ill. Her
intellects, nevertheless continue clear and strong,
and her picty and patience are without example.
Every one thinks this night will be her last. What
a shocking thing is that to say of such an excel-
lence! She will not, however, send away her letter
to her Nurton, as yet. She endeavoured in vain to
supericribe it: so desired me to do it. Her fingers’
will not hold her pen with the requisite steadiness.
She has, I fear, written and read her last!

Eight o’clock,
She is somewhat better than she was. The doctor
has been here, and thinks she wili hold out yet 3
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day or two. He has ordered her, as for some time
past, only some little cordials to take when ready to
faint. She seemed disappointed, when he told "her
she might yet live two or three days; and said, she
longed for dismission !—Life was not so easily ex-
tinguished, she saw, as some imagined.—Death from
grief, was, she believed, the slowest of deaths. But
God’s will must be done !—Her only prayer was now
for submission to it: for she doubted not, but by
the divine goodness she should be an happy crea-
ture, as soon as she could be divested of these rags
of mortality.

Of her own accord she mentioned you; which
till then she had avoided to do. She asked, with
great serenity, where you were ?

Itold her where; and your motives for being so
near; and read to her a few lines of yours of this
morning, in which you mention your wishes to see
her, your'sincere affliction, and your resolution not
to approach her without her conscnt.

I would have read more; but she said, Enough,
Mr. Belford, cnough !—Poor man, does his con-
science begin to find him!—Then neced not an
body -to wish him a greater punishment!—May it
work ypon him to a happy purpose !

I took the liberty to say, that as she was in snch
a frame, that nothing now seemed capable of dis-
composing her, 1 could wish that you might have
the benefit of her exhortations, which, I dared to
say, while you werg so seriously affected, would
have a greater force upon you than a thousand ser-
mons; and how happy you would think yourself,
if you could but receive her forgiveness on your
knecs.

How can you think of such a thing," Mr. Belford ?
said she, with some emotion : my composure is ow-
ing, next to the divine goodness blessing my earnest

E 3
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supplications for it, to the mot seeing him. Vet let
him know, that I now again repeat, that I forgive
him.—And may God Almighty, clasping her fingers,
and lifting up her eyes, forgive him too; and perfect
his repentance, and sanctity it to him !—Tell him I
say so! And tell him, that if T could not say so
with my whole heart, I should he very uneasy, and
think that my hopes of mercy to myself were but
weakly founded; and that I had still, in any har-
boured resentments, some hankerings after a life
which hc has been the cause of shortening.

The divine creature then turning aside her head—
Poor man! said she, I once could have loved him.
This is saying more than ever I could say of an
other man out of my own family ! Would he have
permitted me to have been an humble instrument to
have made him good, I think I could have made
bim happy! But tell him not this, if he be really
penitent—it may too much affect him !—There she

aused.—

Admirable creature!—Ileavenly forgiver!—Then
resuming— But pray tell him, that if I could know,
that my death might be a means to reclaim and save
him, it would be an inexpressible satisfaction to
me !

But let me not, however, be made uneasy with
the apprehension of secing him. I cannot bear to
see him!

Just as she had done speaking, the minister, who
had so often attended her, sent up his name; and
was admitted.

Being apprehensive, that it would be with diffi-
culty that you could prevail upon that impetnous
spirit of yours, not to invade her in her dying hours,
and of the agdhies into which a =surprise of this na-
ture would throw her; I thought this gentleman’s
visit afforded a propcr opportunity to renew the
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subject; and (having asked her leave) acquainted
"him with the topi¢ we had been upon.

The good man urged, that some condescensions
were usually expected, on these solemu occasions,
from pious souls like hers, however satisfied with
themselves, for the suke of showing the world, and
for example sake, that all resentments against those
who had most injured them were subdued : and if
she would vouchsafe to a heart so truly penitent, as
I had represented Mr. Lovelace’s to be, that personal
Eardon, which I had been pleading for, there would

e no room to suppose the least lurking resentment
remained ; and it might have very happy eflects
upon the gentleman.

I have no lurking resentment, sir, said she—this
is not a time for resentment: and you will be the
readier to helieve me, when I can assure you, (look-
ing at me) that even what I have most rejoiced in,
the truly friendly love that has so long subsisted
between my Miss Howe and her Clarissa, although
to my last gasp it will be the dearest to me of all
that is dear in this life, has already abated of its fer-
vour; has already given place to supremer fervours:
and shall the remembrance of Mr. Lovelace’s per-
sonal insults, which, I bless God, never corrupted
that mind which her friendship so much delighted,
be stronger in these hours with me, than the re-
membrance of a love as pure as the homan heart
ever boasted? Tell, therefore, the world, if you
please, and (if, Mr. Belford, you think what I said
to yon before, not sttong enouih) tell the poor man,
that I not only forgive him, but have such carnest
wishes for the good of his spul, and that from con-
siderations of its immortality, that could my peni-
tence avail for more sins thap my own, my last tear
should fall for him by whom 1 die! .



44 THE HISTORY OF

Our eyes and hands expressed for us both, what
our lips could not utter. .

Say not, then, procceded she, nor let it be said,
that my resentments are unsubdued!—And yet
these eyes, lifted up to heaven as witness to the
trath of what I have said, shall never, if I can help
it, behold him more!—For do you not consider,
sirs, how short my time is; what much more im-
portant subjects 1 have to employ it upon ; and how
unable I should be (so weak as I am) to contend
even with the avowed pcnitence of a person in
strong health, governed by passions unabated, and
always violent ?—And now I hope, you will never
urge me more on this subject.

%‘he minister said it were pity ever to urge this
plea again.

You see, Lovelace, that I did not forget the office
of afriend, in endeavouring to prevail upon her to
give you her last forgiveness personally. And I
hope, as she is so near her end, you will not invade
her in her last hours; since she must be extremely
discompased at sach an interview ; and it might
make her leave the world the sponer for it.

This reminds me of an expression which she used
on your barbarous hunting her at Smith’s, on her
return to her lodgings; and that with a serenity
unexampled (as Mrs, Lovick told me, considering
the occasion; and the trouble given her by it, and
her indisposition at the time) : He will not let me
die decently! said the angelic sufferer.—He will
not let me enter into my Maker’s presence, with the
composure that is required in entering into the
drawing-room of an earthly prince.

I cannot, however, forbear to wish, that the hea=
venly creature could have prevailed upon herself;
in these her last hours, to see you ; and that for my
sake, as well as yowrs: for although I am determined
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never to be guilty of the crimes, which, till within
these few past weeks have blackened my former
life; and for which, at present, 1 most heartily hate
myself; yet should T be less apprehensive of a re-
lapse, if (wrought upon by the solemnity which
such an interview must have been attended with)
you had become a reformed man : for no devil do I
fear, but one in your shage.

It is now eleven o’clock at night. The lady,
who retired to rest an hour ago, is, as Mrs. Lovick
tells me, in a sweet slumber.

I will close here. I hope 1 shall find her the
better for it in the morning. Yet, alas! how frail
is hope! How frail is life ! when we are apt to build
%o much on every shadowy relief; although in such
a desperate case as this, sitting down to reflect, we
must know, that it is but shadowy !

I will inclose Brand’s horrid pedantry. And for
once am aforchand with thy ravenous impaticnce.

LETTER X.

MR. BRAND TO MR. JOHN WALTON.
DFAR MR. WALTON, *  Sat. night, Sept. 2.

I am ohliged to you for the very handsomely penned
(and clegantly written) letter which you have sent
me, on purpose to do justice to the character of the
younger Miss Harlowé : and yet I must tell you, that
I had reason, before that came, to think (and to know
indeed) that we were «ll wrang: and so0 I had em-
ployed the greatest part of this week, in drawing up
an apologetical letter to my worthy patron Mr. John
Harlowe, in order to set all ‘matters right between
me and them, and (as far as I could) between them
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and miss. So it required little more than connection
and transcribing, when 1 received yours; and it will
be with Mr. Harlowe aforesaid to-moryow morning ;
and this, and the copy of that, will be with you on
Monday morning.

You cannot imagine how sorry T am, that yow,
and Mrs. Walton, and Mrs. Barker, and I myself,
should have taken matters up so lightly (judging,
alas-a-day! by appearance and conjecture) where
character and reputation are concerned. Horace says
truly, '

El semel emissum volat irrcvocabile verbum.

That is, words once spoken cannot be recalled : but
(Mr. Walton) they may be contradicted by other
words; and we may confess ourselves guilty of a
mistake ; and express our concern for being mistaken ;
and resolve to make our mistake a warning to us tor
the future : .and this is all that can be done; and what
every worthy mind will do ; and what nobody can be
readier to do, than we four undesigning offendcrs (as
I see by your letter, on your part; and as you will
see by the inclosed copy, on mine); which, if it be
received as 1 think it ought, (and as 1 believe it will)
must give me a speedy opportunity to see you, when
1 visit the lady ; to whom (as you will see in it) I
expect to be sent up with the olive-branch.

he matter in which we all erred, must be owned
to be very nice ; and (Mr. Belford’s character consi-
dered) appearances ran very strong aguinst the lady :
but all that this serveth to show, 1s, that in doubiful
matters the wiscst people may be mistaken, for so saith
the poet,

Fallitur in dubiis hominum solertia rebus.

If you have an opportunity, you may (as if from
yourself, and unknown to me) show the inclosed to
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Mr, Belford, who (you tell me) resenteth the mat-
ter very heinously ; but not to let him see, or kear
read, those words zhat relate to him, in the paragraph
at the bottom of the second page, beginning [but yet I
do insist upon it] to the end of that paragraph; for
one would not make one’s self enemies, you know :
and I have reason to think, that this Mr. Be{ford is
as passionate and fierce a man as Mr. Lovelace. What
pity it is the lady could find no wortkier a protector !
You may paste those lines over with blue or black
paper, before he seeth it; and if he insisteth upon
taking a copy of my letter, (for he, or any body,
that sceth it, or heareth it read, will, no doubt, be
glad to have by them the copy of a letter so full of
the sentiments of the noblest writers of antiquity, and
so well adapted, as 1 will be bold to say they are, to
the point in hand; I say, if he insisteth upon taking
a copy) let him give you the strongest assurances not
to suffer it to be printed, on any account ; and I make
‘the same request to you, that yox will not: for if
any thing be to be made of a man’s works, who, but
the author, should have the advantage ?  And if the
Spectators, the Tatlers,.the Examiners, the Guardians,
and ether of our polite papers, make such a sirutting
with a single verse, or so, by way of motto, in the
Jront of cach day’s paper ; and if other authors pride
themselves in findmg out and embellishing the title-
pages of their books with a verse or adage from the
classical writers; what a figure would suck a letter as
the inclosed make, so ful} franght with admirable pre-
cepes, and @-propos quotations, from the best autho-
rity ?

I have been told, that a certain noble lord, who
once sat himself down to write a pamphlet in behalf
of a great minister, after taking infinitc pains to no
purpose to find a Latin motto, gave commission to a
friend of Ais to offer to any one, who could help him
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to a suitable one, but of one or two lines, a hamper
of claret. Accordingly his lordship had a mouto
JSound- him from Juvenal; which he unhuppily mis-
taking (not knowing Juvenal was a poet) printed as
a prose sentence in his téile page,

If then ore or two lines were of so much worth
(A kamper of cluret! No less!) of what inestimable
value would such a letter us mine be deemed ?*—And
who knoweth but that this noble p—r (who is now™*
living) if he should happen to see zkis letter shining
with such a glorious string of jewels, might give the
writer a scarf, in order to have him always at hand,
or be a means (some way or other) to bring him into
notice ? And 1 will be bold to say (bad as the world
is) a mau of sound learning wanteth nothing but an
snitiation to make his fortune.

I hope (my good friend) that the lady will not
die: I shall be much grieved, if she doth; and the
more because of mine unhappy misrepresentation : so
will you, for the same cause : so will her parents and
_;‘chda. They are very rich and very worthy gentle-

olks.

But let me tell you, by-the-by, that they had car-
ried the matter against her so far, that I believe in
my heart they were glad to justify themselves by my
reporé ; and would have been less pleased, had I made
a more fuvourable onc: and yet in their hearts they
dote upon her. But now they are all (as I hear) in-
clined to be friends with her, and forgive her; her
brother as well as the rest.

But their cousin, Col. Morden, a very fine gen-
tleman, hath had such hkigh words with them, and
they with him, that they know not how to stoop,
lest it should look like being frighted into an accom-
modation. Hence it is, that / have taken the greater
liberty to press the reconciliution; and I hope in

* i,e, At the time this letter was written.
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such good season, that they will all be pleased with it :
for can they have a better handle to save their pride
all around, than by my mediation ? And let me tell
you (inter nos, betwixt ourselves) very proud they all
are.

By this konest means (for by diskonest ones I would
not be Archbishop of Canterbury) 1 hope to please
every body ; to be forgiven, in the first pluce, Ey the
lady (whom, being a lover of learning and learned
men, 1 shall have great opportunities of obliging—for,
wheén she departed from her father’s house, I had
but just the honour of her notice, and she seemed
highly pleased with my conversation) ; and, mext, to
be thunked and respected by her parents, and all her
Jamily; as I am (I bless God for it) by my dear
Sriend Mr. John Harlowe: who indeed is a man
that professeth a great esteem for men of erudition;
and who (with singular delight, 1 know) will run over
with me the authorities 1 have quoted, and wonder at
my memory, and the happy kAnack I have of recom.
mending mine own sense of things in the words of the
greatest sages of antiquity.

Excuse me, my good friend, for this seeming va-
nity. The great Cicero (you must have heard, I sup-
pose) had a much greater spice of it, and wrote a long
letter begging and praying to be fluttered: but if I say
less of myself, than other people (who know me) say
of me, Ithink I keep a medium between vanity and
Julse modesty ; the latter of which oftentimes gives
itself the lie, when it i declaring qff the compliments,
that every body gives it as its due : an hypocrisy, as
well as folly, that (I hope) I shall for ever scorn to
be guilty of.

I have another reason (as I mhy tell to you, my old
schoolfellow) to make me wish for this fine dy’s
recovery and health ; and that is, (by some distant in~
timations) I have heard from Mr.. John Harlowe,

VoL. vuL ¥
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that it is very likely (because of the slur she hath re-
ceived) that she will choose to live privately and pe-
nitently—and will probably (when she cometh into
her estate) keep a chaplain to direct her in her devo-
tions and penitence—if she doth, who can stand a
better chance than myself P~—~And as I find (by your
account, as well as by every body’s) that she is in-
nocent as to nfention, and is resolved never to think
of Mr. Lovelace more, who knoweth what (in time)
may happen ?—And yet it must be, after Mr. Love-
lace’s death (which may possibly sooner happen than
he thinketh of, by means of his detestable courses):
for after all, a man who is of public utility, ought
not (for the finest woman in the world) to lay his throat
at the mercy of a man who boggleth at nothing.

I bescech you, let not this hint go further than to
yourself, your spouse, and Mrs. Barker. 1 know I
may trust my life in_your hunds and theirs. There
have been (let me tell yc) unlikclicr things come to
pass, and that with rick widows (some of qualit
truly !) whose choice, in their first marriages, hat
(perhaps) becn guided by motives of convenience or
mere corporalities, as 1 may say; but who by their
second have had for their view the corporal and
?iritual mingled ; which is the most eligible (no

oubt) to subltances composed of both, as men and
awomen are. .

Do not thiuk (sir) that, should such a thing come
to pass, either would be disgruced ; since the lady, in
me, would marry a gentleman and a scholar: and as
to mine own honour, as the slur would bring her high
JSartunes down to an equivalence with my mean ones,
(if fortune 8nly, and not merit, be considered) so
hath not the life of this lady been so- tainted (cither
by length of time or naughtiness of practice) as to put
her on a foot with the cast Abigails that tuo, too often
(Ged knoweth) are thought good euough for a young
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elergyman, who, perhaps, is drawn in by a poor bene-
Jice; and (if the wicked one be not quite worn out)
groweth poorer and poorer upon it, by an increase of
Jamily he knoweth not whether és most Ais, or his
noble (ignoble 1 should say) patron’s.

But, all this apart, and in confidence.

I know you made at school but a small progress
in languages. Sol have restrained myself from many
tllustrations from the classics, that1 could have filled
this fetter with (as 1 have doue the inclosed one) :
and, being at a distance, 1 cannot cxplain them to
vou, as I do to my friend Mr. John Harlowe; and
who (after all) is obliged to me for pointing out to
him many beauties of the authors I quote, which other-
wise wouid lie concealed from kim, as they must
from every common observer.—But this (too) tnter nos
—-for he would not take it weil to have it known—
Jays (you know, old schoolfellow, jays, you know)
will strut in peucocks’ feathers.

But whither am I running ? I never know where
to end, when I get upon learned topics. And albeit
I cannot compliment yo with the name of a learned
man; yetare you @ sensible man; and (as such) must
have pleasure in learned men, and in their writings.

In this confidence (Mr. Walton) with my kind
respects to the good ladics (your spouse and sister) and
in hopes, for the young lady’s sake, soon to follow
this long, long epistle, in person, I conclude myself

Your Foving and faithful friend,
' ELIAS BRAND.

You will perhaps, Mr. Walton, wonder at the
meaning of the lines drdwn under many of the
words and sentences (UNBERsCORING we call it);
and were my letters to be printed, those would
be put in a different character. Now, you must
know, sir, that e learned men do this to point

F2
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out to the readers, who are not so learned, where
the jet of our arguments lieth, and the emphasis
they are to lay upon those words ; whereby they
will take in readily our sense aud cogency. Some
pragmatical people have said, that an author

* who doth a great deal of this, either calleth his
readers fools or tacitly condemneth kis own style,
as supposinﬁ his meaning would be dark with-
out it, or that all his force lay in words. But
all of those with whom 1 have conversed in
the learned way, think as I think. And to give
a very preity though familiar illystration, 1 have
considered a page distinguished by different
characters, as a verdant field overspread with
butter-flowers and daisies, and other summer-
flowers. These the poets liken to enamelling—
have you not read in the pocts of cramelled
meads, and so forth ?

——

LETTER XL

MR. BRAND TO JOHN HARLOWE, FSQ.

WORTHY SIR, Sat. night, Sept. 2.

I am under no small concern, that I should (unhap-
pily) be the occasion (1 am sure I intended nothing
like it) of widening differences by light misreport,
when it is the duty of onc of my function (and no
less consisting with my énclination) to heal and re-
concile.

I have received two letters to set me right: one
fr m a particular acquaintance (whom 1 set to in-
quire of Mr. Belford’s character; and that came
on Tuesday last, informing me, that your unkappy
nicce was greatly ipjured in the account I had had
of her (for 1 had told Zim of it, and that with very
great concern, I am sure apprehending it to be true),
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So I then sct about writing to you, to acknowledge the
error. And had gone a good way in it, when the
second letter came (a very handsome one it is, both
in style and penmanship) from my friend Mr. Walton,
(though I am sure it cannot be kis inditing) express-
ing his sorrow, and his wife’s, and his sister-in-law’s
likewise, for having been the cause of misleading
me, in the account I gave of the said young lady;
whom they now say (upon further inquiry) they find
to be the most blameless, the most prudent, and (it
secms) the most pious young lady, that ever (once)
committed a great error ; as (to be sure) kers was, in
leaving such worthy parents and relations for so vile
a man as Mr. Lovelace : but what shall we say ?—
Why, the divine Virgii tclls us,

Improbe amor, quid non mortalia pectora cogis #

For my part, I was but too much afraid (for we
have great opportunities, you are sensible, sir, at the
university, of knowing Auman nature from books, the
calm result of the wise men’s wisdom, as 1 may say,

( Haurit aquam cribro, qui discere vull sine libro.)

uninterrupted by the noise and wvanities, that will
mingle with personal conversation, which (in the tur-
bulent world) is not to be enjoyed but over a bottle,
where you have an hundred foolish things pass to one
that deserveth to be remembered); 1 was but too much
afraid, (Isay) that so great a slip might be attended
with still greater and worse. For your Horace, and
my Horace, the most charming writer that ever lived
among the pagans (for the lyric kind of poetry, 1
mean ; for, to be sure, Homerand Virgil would other-
wise be first named in their way) well observeth (and
who understood human naturébetter than he?)

Nec vera virtus, cum semel e;'cidit,
Curat reponi detcrioribus.
r3
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And Ovid no less wisely observeth :
Et mala sunt vicina bonis. Errore sub illo
Pro vitio virtus crimina sape tulit.

Who, that can draw knoswledge from its fountain-
head, the works of the sages of antiquity, (improved
by the comments of the moderns) but would prefer to
aﬁ others the silent quiet life, which contemplative
men lead in the seats of learning, where they not
called out (according to their dedication) to the ser-
vice and #nstruction of the world ?

Now, sir, another favourite poet of mine (and not
the less a favourite for being a christian) telleth us,
that it is the custom of some, ,wben in a fault, to
throw the blame upon the backs of others,

~———Heminum guoque mos est,
Que nos cunque premunt, alieno imponere tergo.
MANT.

But I, though (in this case) misled, (well intendedly
nevertheless, both in the méslcaders and misled, and
therefore entitled to lay hold of that plea, if eny
body is so entitled) will not however be classed
among such extenuators; but, (contrarily) will al-
was keep in mind that verse, which comforteth in
mistake, as well as instructeth; and which I quoted
in my last letter ;

Errare est hominis, sed non persistere——
and will own, that I was very rash to take up with
conjectures and consequences drawn from probabilities,
wherc (especially) the character of so fine a ludy
was concerned.

Credere fallaci gravis est dementia fame, MANT.

Notwithstanding, Miss Clarissa Harlowe (I must
be bold to say) is the only young lad,, that ever I
heard of, (or indeed read of) that, kaving made such
a false step S0 soon (of her own accord, as 1 may say)
recovered herself, and conquered her love of the d};-
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ceiver; (a great conquest, indeed!) and who flieth
him, and resolveth to die, rather than to be his;
which now, to her never-dying honour, (I am well
assured) is the case—and, in justice to her, I am
now ready to take to myself (with no small vexa-
tion) that of Ovid,

Heu! patior telis vulnera facta meis.

But yet I do insist upon it, that all that part of my
information, which 1 took upon mine own personal
inquiry, which is what relates to Mr. Belford and
his character, is literally true; for there is not any
where to be met with a man of a more lbertine
character, as to women, Mr, Lovelace excepted, than
he beareth.

And so, sir, I must desire of you, that you will
not let any blame lie upon my intention ; since you
see how ready I am to accuse myself of too lightly
giving ear to a rash information (not knowing it so
to be, however) : for I depended the more upon it,
as the people I had it from are very sober, and live in
the fear of God: and indeed when I wait upon
you, youn will see by their letter, that they must be
conscientious good people : wherefore, sir, let me be
entitled, from all your good family, to that of my
last-named poet,

Aspera confesso verba remitte reo.

And now, sir, (what is much more becoming of
my function) lct me, instead of appearing with the
Juce of an accuser, and a rash censurer, (which in my
heart T have not deserded to be thought) assume the
character of a reconciler; and propose (by way of
penance to myself for my fault) to be sent up as a
messenger of peace to the piouy young ludy ; for they
write me word absolutely (and;1 believe in my heart,
truly, ) that the doctors have given her over, and that
she cannot live. Alas! alas! what a sad thing
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would that be, if the poor bough, that was only de-
signed (as I very well know, and am fully assured) to
be bent, should be broken.

Let it not, dear sir, seem to the world, that there
was any thing in your resentments (which, while
meant for reclaiming, were just and fit) that hath the
appearance of violence, and fierce wrath, and inexora-
bility (as it would look to some, if carried to extre-
mity, after repentance and contrition, and humiliation,
on the fair offender’s side): for all this while (it
seemeth) she hath been a second Magdalen in her
penitence, and yet not so bad as a Magdalen in her
Jaults (faulty, nevertheless, as she hath been once,
the Lord knoweth !

Nam vitits nemo sine nascitur : optimus ille est,
Qui minimis urgetur——saith Horace).

Now, sir, if I may be named for this blessed em-
ployment, (for, blessed is the peace-maker!) 1 will
hasten to London ; and (as I know miss had always
a great regard to the function I have the honour to
be of) I have no doubt of making myself acceptable
to her, and to bring her, by sound argumests, and
good advice, into a liking of life, which must be the
Jirst step to her recorery : for, when the mind is made
easy, the body will not long suffer; and the love of
life is a natural passion, that is soon revived, when
fortune turneth about, and smileth :

Vivere quisque diu, qguamuis et egenus et @ger,

Optat. OVID.
And the sweet Lucan truly observeth,
Fatis debentibus annos

Mors invita subit.

And now, sir, let me tell you what shall he the

tenor of my pleadings with her, and comfortings of
her, as she is, as I may say, a learned lady; and as |
can explain 10 her thosc sentences, which she cannot
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so readily construe herself: and this in order to con-
vince you (did you not alreadfy know my qualifications)
how well qualified I am for the ehristian office to
which I commend myself.

I will, IN THE FiRsT PLACE, put her in mind of the
common course of things in this sublunary world, in
which joy and sorrow, sorrow and joy, succeed one
another by furns ; in order to convince her, that her
griefs have been but according to that common
course of things:

Gaudia post luctus veniunt, post gaudia luctus,

Seconnry, I will remind her of her own notable
description of sorrow, when she was once called
upon to distinguish wherein sorrow, grief, and me.
lancholy, diftered from each other; which she did
impromptu, by their effects, in a truly admirable
manner, to the high satisfaction of every one: I
myself could not, by study, have distinguished detzer,
nor more concisely—sorrow, said she, wears; crier
tears ; but MELANCHOLY sooths.

My inference to her shall be, thatsince a happy
reconciliation will take place, grief will be banish-
ed; sorrow dismissed ; and only sweet melancholy
remain to sooth and Zndulge her contrite keart, and
show to all the world the penitent sense she hath of
her great error.

Trirory, That her joys*, when restored to health
and favour, will be the greater, the deeper her griefs
were. * :

Gaudia, que mulio parta labore, placent.

* Joy let me here observe, my déar sir, by way of note, is
not absolutely inconsistent with melgncholy: a soft gentle joy,
not a rapid, not a rampant joy, hogever; but such a joy as
shall Jift her temporally out of her .3oothing melancholy, and
then let her down gently into it agiing for melancholy, to be
sure, her reflection will generally make to be her state.
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Founravy, that having really been guilty of 4
great error, she should not take émpatiently the cor-
rection and anger with which she hath been treated.

Leniter, ex merito quicquid patiare ferundum est,
FirruLy, that virze must be established by pa-
¢tience, as saith Prudentius:
Hec virtus vidua est, quam non patientia firmat.
SixtaLy, that, in the words of Horace, she may

expect better times, than (of late) she had reason to
look for.

Grata supervenict, que non sperabitur, hora.

SEVENTHLY, that she is really now in @ way to be
Aappy, since, according to Cvid, she can count up all
her woe :

Felix, qui patitur quae numerare potest.
And those comforting lines,

Estque serena dies post longos gratior imbres,
Et post triste malum gratior ipsa salus,
Eiwcatary, that, in the words of Mantuan, her
parents and uncles could not Aelp loving her all the
time they were angry at her :

ZEqua tamen semper mens est, et amica volunias,
Sit licet in natos facies ausiera parentum.

NintaLy, that the ills she hath met with may be
turncd (by the good use to be made of them) to her
everlasting bengfit ; for that,

Cum furit alque ferit, Deus olim parcere querit,

Tentauy, that she will be able to give a fine les-
son (a very fine lesson) to all the young ladies of her
acquaintance, of the vanity of being lifted up in pro-
sperity, and the weakness of being cast down in ad-
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versity ; since no one is 5o kigh, as to be above being
humbled ; so low as to need lo despair: for which
purpose the advice of Ausonius,

Dum fortuna juvat, caveto tolli :
Dum fortuna tonat, caveto mergi.

I shall tell her that Lucan saith well, when he
calleth adversity the element of patience ;

Gaudet patientia duris v

That
Fortunam superat virtus, prudentia famam.

That while weak souls are crushed by fortune, the
brave mind maketh the fickle deity afraid of it :

Fortuna fortes metuit, ignavos premit,

EveventuLy, That if she take the advice of
Horace,
Fortiaque adversis opponile pectora rebus,

it will delight her kereafter (as Virgil saith) to revolve
her past troubles :

~—— Forsan et haec olim meminisse juvabit.

And to the same purpose, Juvenal, speaking of
the prating joy of mariners after all their dangers are
over :

Gaudent securi narrare pericula naute.

Which suiting the case so well, you’ll forgive me,
sir, for popping down in English meire, as the transla-
tive impulse (pardon a new word, and yet we scholars
are not fond of authenticating new words) came upon
me uncalled for :

The seaman, safe on shore, with doth tell
‘What crael dangers him at sea befel.

With these, sir, and an hmdf&d more wise adages,
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which I have always at my fingers’ end, will I (when
reduced to form and method) entertain miss ; and as
she is a well-read, and (I might say, but for this one

reat error) a wise young lady, I make no doubt but
? shall prevail upon her, if not by mine own arguments,
by those of wits and capacities that have a congeniality
(as I may say) to /er own, to take heart,

——— Nor of the laws of fate complain,
Since, though it has been cloudy, now’t clears up again,

Oh! what wisdom is there in these noble classical
authors ! A wise man will (upon searching into them)
always find that they speak #4is sense of men and
things. Hence it is, that they so readily occur to my
memory vn every occasion—though this may look
like vanity, it is too true to be omitted: and I sce
not why a man may not know those things of himself,
which every body seeth and saith of him; who, ne-
vertheless, perhaps know not kalf so much as he, in
other matters.

I know but of one objection, sir, that can lie against
my going; and that will arise from your kind care
and concern for the safety of my person, in case that
Jierce and terrible man, the wicked Mr, Lovelace, (of
whom every one standeth in fear) should come acrass
me, as he may be resolved to try oncc more to guin
a footing in miss’s affections : but 1 will trust iv Pro-
vidence for my safety, while I shall be engaged in a-
cause so worthy of my function; and the more trust in
it, as he is a learned man, as 1 am told.

Strange too, that so wvile a rake (I bope he will
never see this!) should be a learned man ; that is to
say, thata learned man should find leisure to be a
rake. Although, possibly, a learned man may be a
sly sinner, and take oppurtunities, as they come in his
wa{—which, however, I'do assure you, I never did.

repeat, that, as he is a learned man, 1 shall vest
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myself, as I may say, in classical armour ; beginning
meekly with him (for, sir, bravery and meekness are
qualities very comsistent with cach other, and in no
persons so shiningly erers themselves, as in the
christian priesthood ; beginning meckly with him, I
say) from Ovid,

Corpora majnanimo salis est prosirasse leoni :

So that, if I should not be safe behind the skield of
mine own prudence, I certainly should behind the
shields of the ever admirable classics : of Horace par-
ticularly ; who, being a rake (and a jovial rake too)
himself, must have great weight with all learncd
rakes.

And who knoweth but T may be ablle to bring
even this Goliath in wickedness, although in person but
a little Duvid, myselt (armed with the slings and
stones of the ancient sages), to a due sense of his er-
rors? And what a victory would that be!

1 could here, sir, pursuing the allegory of David
and Goliath, give you somc of the stones (hard argu-
ments may be called stones, since they knock down a
pertinacious opponent) which 1 could pelt him with,
were he to be wroth with me; und this in order to
take from you, sir, all appreheusions for my life, oc
my bones ; but-1 forbear them 4ill you demand them
of me, when I have the honour to attend you in
person.

And now (my dear sir) what remaineth, but that
naving shown you (what yet, I believe, youn did not
doubt) how well qualificd 1 am to attend the lady
with the olive branch, 1 beg of -you to dispatch me
with it out of hand ? For if she be so very ill, and
if she should not live to receive the grace, which (to
my knowledge) all the worthy, fumily design her,
how much will that grieve you-all! And then, sir,
of what avail will be the eulogies you shall all, per-

VOL. Vi, G
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adventure, join to give her memory ? For, as Mar-
tial wisely observeth, :

—~—— Post cineres gloria sera venit.

Then, as Ausonius layeth it down with equal pro-
priety, that those favours which are speedily conferred
are the most graceful and obligin

And to the same purpose Ovid :

Gratia ab officio, quod mora tardat, abest.

And, sir, whatever you do, let the lady’s pardon
be as ample, and as cheerfully given, as she can wish
Jor it ; that I may be able to tell her, that it hath
your hkands, your countenances, and your whole hearts,
with it—for, as the Latin verse hath it (and I pre-
eume to think, I have not weakened its sense by my
humble advice)

Dat bene, dat multum, qui dat cum munere vultum.

And now, sir, when I survey this long letter ¥,
(albeit I see it enamelled, as a beautiful meadow is
enamelled by the spring or summer flowers, very glo-
rious to behold!) I begin to be afraid that { may
have tired you; and the more likely, as I have
written without that method or order, which 1 think
constituteth the beauty of good writing : which method
or order, nevertheless, may be the better excused in
a fumiliar epistle (as this may be called), you par-

# And here, by way of note, permit me to say, that no
sermon I ever composed, cost me half the pains that this letter
hath done—but I know your great appetite after, as well as
admiration of, the ancient wisdom, which you so justly prefer

, to the modern —and indeed I join with you to think, that the
modern is only borrowed (as the moon doth its light from the
sun), at least, that we excel them in nothing; and that our
best cogitations may be found, generally speaking, more ele-
gantly dressed and expressed by them. .
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doning, sir, the familiarity of the word : but yet not
altogether kere, I must needs own ; because this is
a letter and not a letter, as I may say ; but a kind of
short and pithy discourse, touching upon various
and sundry topics, every one of which might be a fit
theme to enlarge upon, even to volumes: if this
epistolary discourse (then let me call it) should be

leasing to you (as I am inclined to think it wil),
Eecause of the sentiments and aphorisms of the wisest
of the ancients, which glitter through it like so man
dazzling sunbeams), I will (at my leisure) work 1t
up into amethodical discourse; and perhaps may one
day print it, with a dedication to my horoured patron,
(if, sir, I have your leave) singly at first (but not till
I have thrown out anon¥mousl two or three smaller
things, by the success of which I shall have made
myself of some account in the commonwealth of let-
ters), and afterwards in my works—not for the
vanity of the thing (however) I will say, but for the
use it may be of to the public; for (as one well ob-
serveth) though glory always followeth virtue, yet it
should be considered only as its shadow.

Contemnit laudeme virtus, licet usque sequatur

Gloria virtutem, corpus ut umbra suum,
A very pretty saying, and worthy of all men’s ad-
miration !

And now, (most worthy sir, my very good friend
and patron) referring the whole to yours, and to
your two brothers, and to young Mr. Harlowe’s con-
sideration, and to the' wise consideration of good
Madan Harlowe, and her exéellent daughter Miss
Arabella Harlowe; 1 take the liberty to subscribe
myself, what I truly am, and eper shall delight to be,
in all cases, and at all times,

Your and their most ready and obedient,
as well ds faithful servant,
ELIAS BRAND.
¢ 2
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LETTER XIIL
MR, LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.
[In Answer to Letter xvii.)

Wedn. morn, Sept. 6.

AND is she somewhat better >—Blessings upon thee
without number or measure ! Let her still be better
and better ! Tell me so at least, if she be not so : for
thou knowest not what joy that poor temporary re-
prieve, that she will hold out yet a day or two, gave
me.

But who told this hard-hearted and death-pro-
nouncing doctor, that she will hold it no longer ¢ By
what warrant says he this? What presumption in
these parading solemn fellows of a college, which
will be my contempt to the latest hour of my life,
if this brother of it (cminent as he is deemed to be)
cannot work an ordinary miracle in Zer favour, or
rather in mine !

Let me tell thee, Belford, that already he deserves
the utmost contempt, for suffering this charming
clock to run down so low. What must be his art,
if it could not wind it up in a quarter of the time
he has attended her, when, at his first visits, the
springs and wheels of life and motion were so good,
th]at they seemed only to want common care and
oiling !

I a%n* obliged to you for endeavouring to engage
her to see me. *Twas acting like a friend. If she
had vouchsafed me that favour, she should have seen
at her feet the most abje®t adorer that ever kneeled
to justly-offended Leauty. .

What she bid you, and what she forbid you, to
tell me (the latter for tender considerations) 3that she
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forgives me; and that, could she have made me a

ood man, she could have made me a happy one!
that she even loved me! At such a moment to own
that she once loved me! Never before loved any man !
That she prays for me ! That her last tear should be
shed for me, could she by it save a soul Joomed, with-
out ker, to perdition !—O Belford! Belford! I cannot
bear it !—What a dog, what a devil have I been to
a goodness so supcrlative !'—Why does she not in-
veigh against me 2—Why does she not execrate me ?
—O the triumphant subduer !—Ever above me !—
And now to leave me so infinitely below her !

Marry and repair, at any time ; this, wretch that
I was! was my plea to myself. To give her a low-
ering rensibility ; to bring her down from among
the stars which her beamy head was surrounded by,
that my wife, so greatly above me, might not de-
spise me ; this was one of my reptile motives, owing
to my more reptile envy, and to my consciousness of
inferiority to her |—Yet she, from step to step, from
distress to distress, to maintain her superiority ; and,
like the sun, to break out upon me with the greater
refulgence for the clouds that I had contrived to
cast about her—and now to escape me thus!—No
power left me to repair her wrongs !-—No alleviation
;10 my self-reproach !—No dividing of blame with

er—

Tell her, O tell her, Belford! that her prayers
and wishes, her superlatively generous prayers and
wishes, shall not be vain : that I car, and do repent
—and long have repented :—tell her of my frequent
deep remorses—it was impossible that such remorses
should not at Jast produc::ﬂ'cdual remorse—yet she
must not leave me—she nfist live, if she would wish
to have yny contrition perfecte—for what can despair
produce ?

. o »
G3
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I wiLL do every thing that you would have me
do, in the return of your letters. You have .infi-
nitely obliged me by this last, and by pressing for
an a({mission for me, though it succeeded not.

Once more, how could I be such a villain to so
divine a.creature ! Yet love her all the time, as ne-
ver man loved woman !—Curse upon my contriving
genius ! Curse upon my intriguing head, and upon
my seconding heart '—To sport with the fame, with
the horour, with the life, of such an angel of 2 wo-
man! O my d—n’d incredulity ! that, helieving
her to ‘be a woman, I must hope to find her a
woman! On my incredulity, that there could be
such virtue (virtue for virtue’s sake) in the sex,
founded I my hope of succceding with her.

But say not, Jack, that she must leave us yet. If
she recover, and if 1 can but re-obtain her favour,
then, indeed, will life be life to me. The world
never saw such a husband as I will make. I will
have no will but hers. She shall conduct me in all
my steps. She shall open and direct my prospects,
and turn every motion of my heart as she pleases.

You tell me, in your letter, that at eleven o’clock
she had swékt rest; and my servant acquaints me,
from Mrs. Smith, that she has had a good night.
What hopes does this fill me with ! I have given the
fellow five guineas for his good news, to be divided
between him and his fellow-servant.

Dear, dear Jack ! confirm this to me ih thy next
—for hcaven’s sake do!—Tell the doctor 1 will
make him a present of a thousand guineas if he re-
cover her.  Ask if a consultation be necessary.

Adicu, dear Belford! Confirm, I beseech thee,
the hopes that now, witly sovereign gladness, have
taken possession of a heart, that, next to hea; is

ine,
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LETTER XIIL
MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVFLACE, ESQ.

Wednesday morn. eight o’clock, (6. Sept.)
Your servant arrived here before I was stirring. 1
sent him to Smith’s, to inquire how the lady was;
and ordered him to call upon me when he came
back. I was pleased to hear she had tolerable rest.
As soon as I had dispatched him with the letter I
had written over night, I went to attend her.

I found her up, and dressed ; in a white satin
night-gown. Ever elegant ; but now more so, than
I had secn her for a week past: her aspect serenely
cheerful.

She mentioned the increased dimness of her eyes,
and the tremor which had invaded her limbs. If
this be dying, said she, thereis nothing at all shock-
ing in it. My body hardly sensible of pain, my
mind at ease, my intellects clear and perfect as ever.
What a good and gracious God have 1 !—For this is
what I always prayed for.

I told her, it was not so serene wittyou.

There is not the same reason for it, replied she.
’Tis a choice comfort, Mr. Belford, at the winding
up of our short story, to be able to say, I have ra-
ther suffered injuries myself, than offered them to
others. I bless God, though 1 have been unhappy,
as the world deems it, and once I thought more so,
than at present I think I ought to have done ; since
my calamities were to work eut for me my everlast-
ing happiness ; yet have I nog wilfully made any one
creature so. 1 have nosrcason to grieve for any
thing but for the sorrow I haye given my friends.

But pray, Mr. Belford, refnember me in the best
manner to my coump Morden ; and desire him to
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comfort them, and to tell them, that all would have

been the same, had they accepted of my true peni-

:‘ence, as I wish and as I trust the A¥mighty has
one.

I was called down : it was to Harry, who was just
returned from Miss Howe’s, to whom he cartied the
lady’s letter. Thestupid fellow, being bid to make
haste with it, and return as soon as possible, staid
not till Miss Howe had it, she being at the distance
of five miles, although Mrs. Howe would have had
him stay, and sent a man and horse purpdsely with,
it to her daughter.

Wednesday morning, ten o’clock.

THe poor lady is just recovered from a fainting
fit, which has left her at death’s door. Her late
tranquillity and freedom from pain seemed but a
lightening, as Mrs. Lovick and Mrs. Smith call it.

By my faith, Lovelace, 1 had rather part with all
the friends I have in the world, than with this lady.
1 never knew what a virtuous, a holy friendship, as
I may call mine to her, was before. But to be so
new to it, apd to be obliged to forego it so soon,
what an afflfttion! Yet, thank heaven, I lose her
not by my own fault !—But ’twould be barbarous not
to spare thee now. .

. She has sent for the divine who visited her before,
to pray with her.

LETTER X1V,

MR. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.
Kensington, Wednesday noon.
Lixe ZKsop’s traveller, thou blowest hot and cold,
life and death, in the same breath, with a view, no
daubt, to distract me. How farhiliarly. dost thou use
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the words, dying, dimness, tremor! Never did'any
mortal ring so many changes on so few bells. Thy
true father, I dare swear, was a butcher, or an un-
dertaker, by the delight thou seemest to take in
scenes of death and horror. Thy barbarous reflec-
tion, that thou losest her not by thine own fault, is
never to be forgiven. Thou hast but one way to
atone for the torments thou givest me, and that is,
by sending me wotd that she is better, and will re-
cover. hether it be truc or not, let me be told
so, and I will go abroad rejoicing and believing it,
and my wishes and imagination shall make out all
the rest.

If she live but one year, that I may acquit myself
to myself (no matter for the world !) that her death
is not owing to me, I will compound for the rest.

Will neither vows nor prayers save her! I never
frayed in my life, put all the years of it together, as

have done for this fortnight past: and I have most
sincerely repented of all my baseness to her—and
will nothing do?

But after all, if she recover not, this reflection
must be my comfort : and it is truth 5 that her de-
parture will be owing rather to wilfulness, to down-
right female wilfulness, than to any other cause.

It is difficult for people, who pursue the dictates of
a violent resentment, to stop where first they de-
signed to stop.

I have the charity to believe, that even James and
ArabeHa Harlowe, at first, intended no more by the
confederacy they formed agpinst this their angel
sister, than to disgrace and kegp her down, lest (sor-
did wretches!) their uncles ghould follow the ex-
ample their grandfather had sgt, to their detriment.

So this lady, as I suppose,iintended only at first
to vex and plague me: and, finding she could do
it to the purpose, her desire of revenge insensibly



y0 THE HISTORY OF

became stronger in her than the desire of life: and
now she is willing to die, as- ari event which she
thinks will cut my heart-strings asunder. And still,
the more to be revenged, puts on the christian, and
forgives me.

ﬁut I’ll have none of her forgiveness! My own
heart tells me, I do not deserve it ; and I cannot bear
it l—and what is it but a mere vggbal forgiveness, as
ostentatiously as cruelly given, with a view to mag-
nify herself, and wound me deefer! A little, dear,
specious—but let me stop;—lesi blaspheme !

* !

. Reabine over the above, I am ashamed of my
ramblings: but what would’st have me do? Seest
thou not that I am but seeking to run out of myself,
in hope to lose myself; yet that I am unable to do
either ?

If ewer thou lovedst but half so fervently as I lové
—but of that thy heavy soul is not capable.

Send me word by the next, I conjure thee, in the
names of all her kindred saints and angels, that she
is living, and likely to live !~—If thou sendest ill
néws, thou wilt be answerable for the consequence;
whether it be fatal to the messenger, or to thy

LOVELACE:

LETTER XV.

MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.
‘Wednesday, eleven o’clock.

Dr. H. has just been here. He tarried with me till
the minister had done praying by the lady; and
then we were both admitted. Mr. Goddard, who
came while the doctor and the clergyman were with
her, went away with them when they went. They
took a solemn and everlasting leave of her, as L have
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wo scruple to say ; blessing her, and being blessed
by her; and wishing (when it came to be their lot)
for an exit, as happy as her’s is likely to be.

She had again earnestly requested of the doctor
his opinion how long it was mow probable that she
couhr,continue : and he told her, that he apprebend-
ed she would hardly see to-morrow night. She said,
she should number the hours with greater pleasure,
than ever she num'bered_any in her life, on the most
joyful occasion,

How unlike poor Belton’s "last hours, her’s! See
the infinite difference in the effects, on the same
awful and affecting occasion, between a good and a
bad conscience !

This moment a man is come from Miss Howe
with a letter. Perhaps I shall be able to send you
the contents.

* * *

Sue endeavoured several times with earnestness,
but in vain, to read the letter of her dear friend.
The writing, she said, was too fine for her grosser
sight, and the lines staggered under her eye. And
indeed she trembled so, she could not hold the par

er: and at last desired Mrs. Lovick to read it to
er, the messenger waiting for an answer.

Thou wilt see, in Miss Howe’s letter, how dif-
ferent the expression of the same impatience, and
passionate love, is, when didtated by the gentler
mind of a woman, froEn that which results from a
mind so boisterovs and knotty as thine. For Mrs.
Lovick will transcribe it; and I shall send it—to be
read in this place, if thau wil.

3
MISS HOWE TO MiIss cn*,\su HARLOWE,
O MY DEAREST FRIEND ! A Tuesdny, Sept, 5.
Wuar will become of your:poor Anna Howe !
see by your writing, as well as read by your own
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account, (which, were you not very, very ill, you
would have touched more tenderly) how it is with
you ! th have I thus long delayed to attend you !
Could I think, that the comfortings of a faithful
friend were as nothing to a gentle mind in distress,
that I could be prevailed ugon to forbear visiting
you so much as once in all this time! I, as well as
every body else, to desert and abandon my dear
creature to strangers! What will become of me, if
you be as bad as my gpprehensions make you ?

I will set out this moment, little as the encourage-
ment is that you %i;e me to do so! My mother is
willing I should. +Why, O why, was she not before
willing !

Yet she persuades me too (lest I should be fatally
affected were I'to find my fears too well justified) to
wait the return of this messenger, who rides our
swiftest horse.—God speed him with good news to
me—else—but, Oh! my dearest, dearest friend,
what else ?—One line from your hand by him !—
Send me but one line to bid me attend you! I will
set out the moment, the very moment, I receive it.
Iam now actually ready to do so! And if you
love me, as I love you, the sight of me will revive
you to my hopes!—But why, why, when I can think
this, did I not go up sooner ? '

Blessed heaven! deny not to my prayers, my
friend, my admonisher, my adviser, at atime so
critical to myself.

But methinks, your style and sentiments are too
well connected, too full of life and vigour, to give
cause for so much despair as the staggering pen
scems to forebode.

I am sorry I was not at home, [I must add thus
much, though the servant is ready mounted at the
door,] when Mr. Belford’s servant came with your
affecting letter. I was at Miss Lloyd’s. My mamma
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sent it to me; and I came home that instant.
But he was gone. He would not stay, it seems.
Yet I wanted to ask him a hundred thousand quesa
tions But why delay I thus my messenger? 1have
a multitude of things to say 10 you—to advise with
you ahout!—You shall dire¢t me in every thing., T
will obey the holding up of your finger. But, if you
leave me—what is the world, or any thing in it,
to Your
ANNA HOWE?

Thx effect this letter had on the lady, who is so
near the end which the fair writgr so mucl? appre-
hends and deplores, obliged Mrs. Lovick to make
many breaks in reading it, and many changes of
voice,

This #s a friend, said the divine lady, (taking the
letter in her hand, and kissing it) worth wishing to
live for~~O my dear Anna Howe! How uninter-
ruptedly sweet and noble has been our friendship !
—But we shall one day meet (and this hope must
comfort us both) never to part again! Then, di-
vested of the shades of body, sha%lawe be all light
and all mind !—<Then how unalloyed, how perfect,
will be our friendship ! Our love then will have one
and the same adorable object, and we shall enjoy 1t
and each other to all eternity !

She said, her dear friend was so eatnest fot a line
or two, that she fain would write, if she could : and
she tried, but te noetrurpose. She could dictate,
however, she believed ; and desired Mrs. Lovick
would take pen and paper. Which she did, and
then she dictated to her. I welild have withdrawn}
but at her desire staid. .

She wandered a good deal, at first. She took no-
tice that she did. And wheu she got into a little
train, not pleasing herself, shie apologised to Mrs.

VOL. VrIl, H



74 THE HISTORY OF

Lovick for making her begin again and again; and
said, that the third time should go, let it be as it
would.
. Shedictated the farewell part, without hesitation;
and when she came to the blessing and subscription,
she took the pen, and dropping on her knees, sup-
orted by Mrs. Lovick, wrote the conclusion; but

rs. Lovick was forced to guide her hand.

You will find the sense surprisingly intire, her
weakness considered.

I made the messenger wait, while I transcribed it.
I have in the letter made pauses, where to the best
of my remembragce, she paused. In nothing that
relates to this admirable lady, can I be too minute.

MY DEAREST MISS BOWE, Wedn. near 38 o’clock.
You must not be surprised— nor grieved—that Mrs.
Lovick writes for me. Although I cannet obey you,
and write with my pen, yet my keart writes by hers
—afcept it so—it is the ncarest to obedience I
can !

And now what ought I tosay ? 'What can I say ?—
But why should you not know the truth ? Since
soon you must—very soon.

Know then, and let your tears be those, if of pity,
of joyful pity ! for I permit you to shed a few, to
embalm, as I may say, a fallen blossom—know then,
that the good doctor, and the pious clergyman, and
the worthy apothecary, have just now—with joint
benedictions—taken their last leave of me: and the
former bids me hope—do, my dearest, let me say
hope—hope for my enlargement before to.morrow
sun-set. .

Adieu, therefore, my dearest friend !—Be this
your consolation, as it' is mine, that in God’s good
time we shall meet in ablessed eternity, never more
to part !—Once more, then, adieu—and be happy ! -
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~~Which a generous nature cannot be, unless—to
its power—it makes others so too.
God for ever blessyou! prays, dropt on my bend-
ed knees, although supported upon them,
Your obliged, grateful, affectionate,
CL. HARLOWE.

WhaeN [ had transcribed and sealed this letter,
by her direction, I gave it to the messenger myself,
who told me that Miss Howe waited for nothing but
his return, to set out for London.

Thy servant is just come; so I will close here.
Thou art a merciless master. The two fellows are
hattered to death by thee, to use a female word ;
and all female words, though we are not sure of their
derivation, have very significant meanings. I be-
lieve, in their hearts, they wish the angel in the hea-
ven that is ready to receive her, and thee at thy
proper place, that there might be an end of their

Murries; another word of the same gender.

What a letter hast thou sent me!—Poor Love-
lace !—is all the answer I will return.

Five o’clock.] Col. Morden is this moment arrived.

LETTER XVL
MR, BELFORD. IN CONTINUATION.

. Eight in the Evening.
I aap but just time, in my former, to tell you, that
Col. Morden was arrived. He was on horse-back,
attended by two servants, and alighted at the door,
just as the clock strack five, : Mrs, Smith was. then
below in the back shop, weeping, her husband
with her, who was as much. affected as she; Mrs.
Lovick having left them a little before, in tears like-
H2
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wise ; for they had been bemoaning one anotheg;
joining in opinion that the admirable lady would not
live the night over. She had told them, it was Aer
opinion too, from some numbnesses which she called
the forerunners of death, and from an increased in-
clination to doze.

The colonel, as Mrs, Smith told me afterwards,
asked with great impatience, the moment he alight-
ed, How Miss Harlowe was? She answered, Alive;
but, she feared, drawing on apace. Good God!
said he, with his hands and eyes lifted up. Can I
see her? My name is Morden. [ have the honour
to be nearly related to her. Step up, pray; and
let her know [she is sensible, I hope] that I am
here. Who is with her?

Nobody but ber nuise, and Mrs. Lovick, a widow
gentlewoman, who is as careful of her, 28 if she
were her mother.

Aud more careful too, interrupted he, or she is
nnt careful at all——

Except a gentleman be with her, one Mr. Belford,
continged Mrs, Smith, who has been the best friend
she has had.

If Mr. Belford be with her, surely I may—but
pray step up, and let Mr. Belford know, that I shall
take it for a favour to speak with him first.

Mrs. Smith came up to me in my new apartment,
T'had but just dispatched your servant, and was ask-
ing her nurse, if I might again be admitted? Who
answered, that she was dozing in the elbow-chair,
having refused to lie down, saying, she should soon,
she hoped, lie down for good.

‘The colonel, wha is really a fine gentleman, re.
celved me with great politeness. After the first
compliments, My cousin, sir, said he, is more
obliged to you than to any of her own family. For
my part, [ have been endeavdbring to move so many
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rocks in her favour; and, little thinking the dear
creature so very bad, bave neglected to attend her,
as I ought to have done the moment I arrived ; and
would, had 1 known how ill she was, and what a
task I should have had with the family. But, sir,
your friend has been excessively to blame ; and you,
being so intimately his frieud, has made her fare the
worse for your civilities to her. But are there no
hopes of her recovery ? . .

The doctors have left her with the melancholy
declaration, that there are none.

Has she had good attendance, sir? A skilful phy-
sician ? I hear these good folks have been very civil
and obliging to her.

Who could be otherwise ? said Mrs, Smith, wecp-
ing: she is the sweetest lady in the world !

The character, said the colonel, lifting up his
eyes and one hand, that she has from every living
creature !—Good God! How coald your sccursed
friend—

And how could her cruel parents? interrupted I.
—We may as easily account for him, as for them,

Too true! returned he, the vileness of the pro-
fligates of cur sex considered, whenever they can
get any of the other into their power.

I satisfied him about the care that had been taken
of her, and told him of the friendly and even pa-
ternal attendauce she had had from Dr. H. and Mr.
Goddard.

He was impatient ta attend her, having not seen
her, as he said, since she was twelve years old ; and
that then she gave promises of being one of the
finest women in England.

She was so, replied I, a very few months ago:
and, though emaciated, she will appear 1o you to
have confirmed those promisesy for her features are
so regular and exact, Rer proportion so fine, aud

a3
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her manner so inimitably graceful, that were she
onlv skin and bone, she must be a beauty.

Mis. Smith, at his request, stept up, and brovght
us down word, that Mrs. Lovick and her nurse were
with her; and that she was in so sound a sleep,
Jeaning upon the former in her clbow-chair, that
she neither heard her eater the room, nor go out.
The colonel begged, if not improper, that he might
see her, though sleeping. He said, That his im-
patience weuld- not let iim stay till she awaked,
Yet he would not have her disturbed ; and should
be glad to contemplate her sweet features, when
she saw him not; and asked, If she thought he
;ould not go in, and come out, without disturbing

er ?

She believed he might, she answered; for her
chair’s back was towards the door.

He said, he would take care to withdraw, if she
awoke,sthat his sudden appearance might not sur-

rise her.

Mrs. Smith, stepping up before us, bid Mrs. Lo-
vick and nurse not to stir, when we entered : and
then we went up softly together.

‘We beheld the lady, in a charming attitude.

ressed, as I told you {efore. in her virgin white,
she was sitting in her elbow-chair, Mrs. Lovick close
by her in another chair, with her left arm round
her neck, supporting it, as it were; for, it seems,
the lady had bid her do so, saying, She had been a
mother to her, and she would delight herself in
thinking she was in her mamma’s arms; for she
found herself drowsy; perhaps, she said, for the
Jast time she should ever be so.

Que faded cheek rested upon the good woman’s
bosom, the kindly warmth of which had overspread
it with a faint, but charming flush ; the other paler,
and hollaw, as if already ictd over by death, Her
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hands white as the lily, with her meandering veins
more transparently blue than ever I had seen even
hers, (veins so soon, alas! to be chnaked up by the
congealment of that purple stream, which already so
Janguidly creeps, rather than flows through them !}
her hands hanging lifelessly, one before her, the
other grasped by the right hand of the kind widow,
whose tears bedewed the sweet face which her mo-
therlv bosom supported, thongh unfelt by the fair
sleeper; and either insensibly to the good woman,
or what she would not disturb her to wipe off, or to
change her posture: het aspect was sweetly calm
and serene: and though she started now-and-then,
yet her sleep seemed easy ; her breath indeed short
and quick ; but tolerably free, and not like that of
a dying person.

In this heart-moving attitude she appeared to us
when we approached her, and came to have her
lovely face before us. .

The colonel, sighing often, gazed upon her with
his arms fokled, and with the most profound and
affectionate attention; till at last, on her starting,
and fetching her breath with greater difficulty than
before, he retired to a screen, that was drawn before
her kouse, as she calls it, which, as I have heretofore
observed, stands under one of the windows. This
screen was placed there, at the time she found her-
se)f obliged to take to her chamber; and, in the
depth of our concern, and the fullness of other dis-
course at our first interview, I had forgotten to op-
prize the colonel of what he would probably see,

Retiring thither, he drew out his handkerchief,
and, overwhelmed with grief, seemed unable to
speak : but, on casting his &ye behind the screen,
he soon broke silence; for, struck with the shape
of the coffin, he lifted up a purplish-coloured cloth
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that was spread over it, and, starting back, Good
God! said he, what’s here !

Mrs. Smith stunding next him, Why, said he,
with great emotion, is my cousin suffered to indulge
her sad reflections with such an object before her?

Alas! sir, replied the good woman, who should
controul her> We are all strangers about her, in a
manncr: and yet we have expostulated with her
upon this sad occasion.

I ought, said J (stepping softly up to him, the Jady
again falling into a doze) to have apprised you of
this. I was here when it was brought in, and never
was so shocked in my life. Butshe had none of her
friends about her, and no reason to hope for any of
them to come near her; and, assured she should not
recover, she was resolved to leave aslittle as possible,
especially as to what related to her person, to her
executor. But it is not a shocking object to her,
though it be to every budy else.

Curse upon the hard-heartedness of those, said
he, who occasioned her to make so sad a provision
for herself! What must her reflections have been,
all the time she was thinking of it, and giving orders
abhout it? And what must they be, every time she
turnsher head towards it ? These uncommon geniuses
—but indeed she skould have been controuled in it
had I been here.

The lady fetched a profound sigh, and, starting,
it broke off our talk ; and the colonel then withdrew
further behind the screen, that his sudden appear-
ance might 'not surprise her.

Where am I'! said she. How drowsy I'am! How
long have I dozed ? Don’t go, sir (for I was retiring.)
I am very stupid, and shall be more and more so, [
suppose.

She then offered to raise herself; but being ready
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to faint through weakness, was forced to sit down
again, reclining her head on her chair back; and,
after a few moments, [ believe now, my good friends,
said she, all your kind trouble will soon be over., I
have slept, but am not refreshed, and my fingers
ends seem numbed—have no feeling! (holding
them up)—'tis time to send the letter to my go
Norton.

Shall I, madam, send my servant post with it ?

O no, sir, I thank you. It will rcach the dear
woinan too soon (as she will think) by the post.

I told her, this was not post day.

Is it Wednesday still, said she ? Blessme! I konow
not how the time goes ; but very tediously, 'tis plain.
And now I think I must soon take to my bed.  All
will be most conveniently, and with least trouble,
over there—will it not, Mrs. Lovick }—1 think, sir,
turning to me, I have left nothing to these last in~
capacitating hours. Nothing either t» say, or to
do. I bless God, I have not. 1t I kad, how un-
happy should I be? Can you, sir, remind me of
any thing necessary to be done or said to make your
office easy ?

If, madam, your cousin Morden should come, you
would be glad to see him, I presume?

1 am too weak to wish to see my cousin now, It
would but discompose me, and him too. Yet, if he
come While I can see, I will sve him, were it but to
thank him for former favours, and for his present
kind intentions to me.. Has any body becn here
from him?

He has called, and will be here, madam, in half
an hour; but he feared to surprise you.

Nothing can surprise me now, except Iny mamma
were to favour me with her last blessing in person,
That would be a welcome surprise to me even yet.
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But did my cousin come purposely to town to see
me?

Yes, madam. I took the liberty to let him know,
by a line last Monday, how ill you were.

You are very kind, sir. I am, and have been
greatly obliged to you. But I think I shall be pained
to see him now, because he will be concerned to see
me. And yet, as 1 am not so ill as I shall presently
be—the sooner he comes, the better. But if he
come, what shall I do about the screen? He will
chide me, very probably, and I cannot bear chiding
uow. Perhaps [leaning upon Mrs. Lovick and Mrs,
gmith] I can walk into the next apartment to receive

im.

She motioned to rise ; but was ready to faint again,
and forced to sit still.

The colonel was in a perfect agitation behind the
screen, to hear this discourse ; and twice, unseen by
his cousin, was coming from it towards her; but
retreated, for fear of surprising her too much.

I stept to him, and favoured his retreat ; she only
saying, Are you going, Mr. Belford? Are you sent
for down ? Is my cousin come? For she heard some-
body step softly cross the room, and thought it to
b‘ehme; her hearing being more perfect than her
sight. .

I told her, I believed he was; and she said, We
must make the best of it, Mrs. Lovick, and Mrs.
Smith. I shall otherwise most grievously shock my
poor cousin; for he loved me dearly once. Pray
give me a few of the doctor’s last drops in water, to
keep up my spirits for this one interview ; and that
is all, T believe, that can concern me now.

The colonel (who heard all this) sent in his name ;
and I, pretending to go down to him, introduced the
aflicted gentleman; she having first ordered the
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scréen to be put as close to the window as possible,
that he might not see what was behind it; while he,
having heard what she had said about it, was deter-
mined to take uo notice of it.

He folded the angel in his arms as she sat, drop-
ping down on one knce; for, supporting herself
upon the two elbows of the chair, she attempted to
rise, but could not. Excuse, my dear cousin, said
she, excuse me, that I cannot stand up—1I did not
expect this favour now. But I am glad of this op-
portunity to thank you for all your generous good-
ness to me.

Inever, my best beloved and dearest cousin, said
he (with eyes running over) shall forgive myself,
that I did not attend you sooner. Little did I think
you were so ill ; nor do any of your friends believe
it. If they did—

If they did, repeated she, interrupting him, 1
should have had more compassion from them. Iam,
sure I should. But pray, sir, how did you leave
them? Are you reconciled.to them? If you are not,
I beg, if you love your poor Clarissa, that you will :
for every widened difference augments but my fault 5
since that is the foundation of all.

I had been expecting to hear from them in your
favour, my dear cousin, said he, for some hours,
when this gentleman’s letter arrived, which hastened
me up ; but I have the account of your grandfather’s
estate to make up with you, and have bills and drafts
upon their banker for the sums due te you; which
they desire you may receive, lest you should have
occasion for money. And this is such an earnest of
an approaching reconciliation, that I dare to answer
for all the rest being according to your wishes, if—

Ah'! sir, interrupted she, with frequent breaks
and pauses, I wish, I wish, this'dges not rather show,
that were 1 to live, they would have nothing more
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to say to me. I never had any pride in being inde.
pendent of them: all my actions, when 1 might
have made myself more independent, show this—
but what avail these reflections now ?—1 only beg,
sir, that you, and this gentleman—to whom I am
exceedingly obliged—will adjust those matters—
accerding to the will I have written. Mr. Belford
will excuse me; but it was in truth more necessity
than choice, that made me think of giving him the
trouble he so kindly accepts. Had I had the happi-
ness to.see you, my cousin—sooner—or to know that
you still honoured me with your regard—1 should
not have had the assurance to ask this favour of Aim.
~Bat—though the friend of Mr. Lovelace, he isa
man of honour, and he will make peace rather than
break it. And, my dear cousin, let me beg of you
~—to contribute your part to it—and remember, that,
while I have nearer relations than my cousin Mor-
den, dear as you are, and always were to me, you
have no title to avenge my wror;gs upon him who
has been the occasion of them. ButI wrote to you
my mind on this subject, and my reasons; and I
hol)e I need not further urge them.

must do Mr. Lovelace so much justice, answered
he, wiping his eyes, as to witness, how sincerely
he repents him of his ungrateful baseness to you,
and how ready he is to make you all the amends in
his power. He owns kis wickedness, and your merit.
If he did not, I could not pass it over; though you
Aave nearer relations: for, my dear cousin, did not
your grandfather leave me in trust for you? And
should I think myself concerned for your firtune,
and not for your honour ? But since he 1s so desirous
to do you justice, I have the less to say ; and you
mary make yourself entirely easy on that account.
- I thank you, thank you, sir, said she: all is now
asI wishedy: but I am very faint, very weak. Iam
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sorry I cannot hold up ; that I cannot better deserve
the honour of this visit: but it will not be—and
saying this, she sunk back in her chair, and was
silent,

Hereupon we hoth withdrew, leaving word, that
we would be at the Bedford Head, if any thing ex-
traordinary happened.

We bespoke a little repast, having neither of us
dined ; and, while it was getting ready, you may
guess at the subject of our discourse. Both joined
in lamentation for the lady’s desperate state: ad-
mired her manifold excelleucies : severely condemn-
ed you, and her friends. Yet, to bring him into
better opinion of you, I read to him some passages
from your last letters, which showed your concern
for the wrongs you had done her, and your deep
remorse: and he said, It was a dreadful thing to
labour under the sense of a guilt so irremediable.

We procured Mr. Goddard (Dr. H. not being at
home) once more to visit her, and call upon us in
his return. He was so good as to do so; but he
tarried with her not five minutes; and told us, That
she was drawing on apace; that he feared she would
not live till morning; and that she wished to see
Colonel Morden directly. .

The colonel made excuses where none were need-
ed; and though our little refection was just brought
in, he went away immediately.

I could not touch a morsel; and took pen and ink
to amuse myself, and dblige you; knowing how
impatient you would be for a few lines: for, from
what I have recited, you will see it was impossible
I could withdraw to write, whep your servant came
at half an hour after five, or bave an opportunity
for it till now; and this is accidental: and yet your
poor fellow was afraid to go amay with the verbal
message I sent ; importing, as no doubt he told you,

VOL. Vi, 1
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that the colonel was with us, the lady excessively
ill, and that 1 could net stir to write a line.

Ten o'clock. .

- The colonel sent to me afterwards, to tell me,

that the lady having been in convulsions, he was

o much disordered, that he could uot possibly at-
tend me.

I have sent every half hour to know how she
does: and just now I have the pleasure to hear, that
her convulsions have left her; and that she is gone
to rest in a much quieter way than could be ex-
pected.

Her poor cousin is very much indisposed; yet
will not stir out of the house while she is in such a
way ; but intends to lie down on a couch, having
refused any other accommodation.

LETTER XVIL
MR, BELFORD. IN CONTINUATION,

. Soho, six o’clock, Sept. 7.
Tae lady is stillalive. The colonel having just sent
his servant to let me know that she enquired after
me about an hour ago.—1 am dressing to attend her.
Joel begs of me to dispatch him back, though but
with one line to gratify your present impatieuce.
He expects, he says, to find you at Knightsbridge,
let him make what haste he can back; and if he
has not a line or two to pacify you, he is afraid you
will pistol him; for -he apprehends that you are
hardly yourself. I therefore dispatch this; and will
have another ready as soon as I can, with particulars.
But you must have a little patience; for how can 1
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withdraw every half hour to write, if I am admitted
to the lady’s presence, or if I am with the colonel.

Smith’s, eight in the morning.

The lady is in a slumber. Mrs. Lovick, who sat
up with her, says, she had a better night than was
expected ; for although she slept little, she seemed
easy ; and the easier for the pious frame she was in ;
all her waking moments being taken up in devotion,
or in an ejaculatory silence; her hands and eyes
often lifted up, and her lips moving with a fervor
worthy of these her last hours.

Ten o'clock.

The colonel being carnest to see his cousin as soon
as she awoke, we were both admitted. We ob-
served in her, as soon as we entered, strong symp-
toms of her approaching dissolution, notwithstanding
what. the women had flattered us with from her last
night’s tranquillity. The coloncl and 1, each loth
to say what we thought, looked upon one another
with melancholy countenances.

The colonel told her, He should send a servant
to her uncle Antony’s for some papers he had left
there ; and asked, If she had any commauds that
way ?

She thought not, she said, speaking more inwardly
than she did the day before. She had indeed a
letter ready to be sent to her good Norton; and
there was a request intimated in it : but it was time
enough, if the request'were signified to those whom
it concerned when all was over. However, it might
be sent then by the servant who was going that way.
And she caused it to be given'to the colonel for that
purpose. ;

Her breath being very shott, she desired another
pillow. Having two before;, this made her in a
manner sit up in her bed; and she spoke then with

12
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more distinctness ; and, seeing us greatly concerned,
forgot her own sufferings to comfort us; and a
charming lecture she gave us, though a brief one,
upon the happiness of a timely preparation, and
upon the hazards of a late repentance, when the
mind, as she abserved, was so much weakened, as
well as the body, as to render a poor soul hardly
able to contend with its natural infirmities.

1 beseech ye, my good friends, proceeded she,
mourn not for one who mourns not, nor has cause to
mourn, for herself. On the contrary, rejoice with
me, that all my worldly troubles are so near their
end. Believe me, sirs, that I would not, if I might,
choose to live, although the pleasantest part of my
life were to come over again : and yet eighteen years
of it, out of nineteen, have been very pleasant. To
be so much exposed to temptation, and to be so
liable to fail in tﬁe trial, who would not rejoice, that
all her dangers are over !—All I wished was pardon
and blessing from my dear parents. Easy as my
departure seems to promise to be, it would have
been still easier, had I had that pleasure. But Gop
ALMIGHTY WOULD NOT LET ME DEPEND FOR COMFORT
PPON ANY BUT HIMSELF.

She then repeated her request, in the most earnest
manner, to her cousin, that he would not keighten
her fault, by seeking to avenge her death; to me,
that 1 would endeavour to make up all breaches, and
use the power I had with my friend, to prevent all
future mischiefs from him, as well as that which this
trust might give me, to prevent any o him.

She made some excuses to her cousin, for having
not been able to alter her will, to join him in the
executorship with me; and to me for the trouble
she had given, and yet should give me.

She had fatigued herself so much (growing sen-
sibly weaker) that she sunk her head upon her pil-
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lows, ready to faint; and we withdrew to the win-
dow, looking upon one another, but could not tell
what to say; and yet both seemed inclinable to
speak : but the motion passed over in silence. Our
eyes only spoke; and that in a manner ncither’s
were used to; mine, at least, not till 1 knew this
admirable creature.

The colonel withdrew to dismiss his messenger,
and send away the letter to Mrs. Norton. I took
the opportunity to retire likewisc; and to write
thus far, And Joel returning to take it; I now close
here.

Eleven o’clock,

LETTER XVIIIL
MR. BELFORD. IN CONTINUATION.

Tue colonel tells me, That he has written to Mr.
John Harlowe by his servant, ¢ That they might
spare themselves the trouble of debating about a
reconciliation ; for that his dear cousin would pro-
bably be no more, before they could resolve.’

He asked me after his cousin’s means of subsist-
ing; and whether she had accepted of any favour
from me: Ile was sure, he said, she would not from
you.

I acquainted him with the truth of her parting
with some of her apparel.

This wrung his heart; and bitterly did he ex-
claim as well against you, as against her implacable
relations.

He wished he had not come to England at all, or
had come sooner; and hoped I would apprise him
of the whole mournful story, ata proper season. He
added, that be had thoughts when he came over, of
fixing here for the remainder of his days: but now

13
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as it was impossible his cousin could recover, he

would go abroad again, and resettle himself at Flo-

rence or Leghorn.
- * * %

The lady has been giving orders, with great pre
sence of mind, about her body ; directing her nurse,
and the maid of the house, to put her into her coffin
as soon as she is cold. Mr. Belford, she said, would
know the rest by her will.

* * *

She has just now given from her bosom, where
she always wore it, 2 miniature picture set in gold
of Miss Howe : she gave it to Mrs. Lovick, desirin
her to fold it up in white paper, and direct it, To
Charles Hickman, Esq. and to give it to me, when
she was departed, for that gentleman.

She looked upon the picture, before she gave it
her—Sweet and ever amiable friend— companion—sis-
ter—Ilover ! said she—and kissed it four several times,
once at each tender appellatio:.

* *

Your other servant is come.—Well may you be
impatient !—Well may you!-—But do you think I
can leave off in the middle of a conversation, to run
and set down what offers, and send it away piece-
meal as I write?—If I could, must I not one
half, while I put down the other?

This event is nearly as interesting to me as it is to

If you are more grieved than I, there can be
but one reason for it; and that’s at your heart !—I
had rather lose all the friends I have in the world
(yourselF in the number) than this divine lady ; and
siall be unhappy whenever I think of her soffer-
ings, and of her merit; though I have nothing to
reproach myself by reason of the former.

I say not this, just now, so much to reflect upon
you, as to express my own grief; though your
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wise, .

Your poor fellow, who says, that he begs for kés
life in desiring to be dispatched back with a letter,
tears this from me—else perhaps (for I am just sent
for down) a quarter of an hour would make you—
not easy indeed—but certain—aud that, in a state
like yours, to a mind like yours, is a relief,

Thursday afternoon, 4 o’clock,

LETTER XIX.

MR, BELFORD TO RICHARD MOWBRAY, BSQ.

DEAR MOWBRAY, . Thursday afternoon,

I am glad to hear you are in town. Throw yuurself

the moment this comes to your hand (it possible |
with Tourville) in the way of the man who least of

all men deserves the love of the worthy heart; but

most that of thine and Tourville: else, the news [

shall most probably send him Within an hour or two,

will make annihilation the greatest blessing he has

to wish for.

You will find him between Piccadilly and Ken-
sington, most probably on horseback, riding back-
wards and forwards .in a cragzy way; or put up,
perhaps, at some inn or tavern in the way ; a waiter

sibly, if so, watching for his servant’s return to

im from me.
* o

His man Will is just come fo me. He will carry
this to you in his way back, And be your director,
Hie away in a coach, or awy how. Your being
with him may swe cither hisor a servant’s life. See



092 THE HISTORY OF
the blessed effects of triumphant libertinism ! Sooner
or later it comes home to us, and all concludes in
gall and bitterness! Adieu.

J. BELFORD.

LETTER XX. .
MB. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

Curse upon the colonel, and curse upon the writer
of the last letter I received, and upon all the world !
Thou to pretend to be as much intercsted in my
Clarissa’s fate as myvelf! *Tis well for one of us, that
this was not said to me, instcad of written—Iliving
or dying, she is mine—and only mine. Have I
not earned her dearly ?—Is not d—nation likely to
be the purchase to me, though a happy eternity will
be her’s?

An eternal separation! O God! O God !'—How
can 1 bear that thought !—But yet there is life !—
Yet, therefore, hope—enlarge my hope, and thou
shalt be my good genius, and 1 will forgive thee
every thing.

For this last time—but it must not, shall not, he
the last—let me hear, the moment thou reccivest
this—what T «m to be—for, at present, I am

‘The most miscrable of men.

Rose at Knightsbridge, 5 o’clock.

My fellow tells me, that thou art sending Movw-
bray and Tourville to me. I wantthem not.
My soul’s sick of them, and of all the world ;
but most of myself. Yet, as they send me
word they will come to me immediately, I will
wait for them, and for thy next. O Belford !
let it not be—but hasten it, hasten it, be what
it may ! :
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LETTER XXIL

MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.

Seven o’clock, Thursday evening, Sept. 7.
I HAVE only to say at present—thou wilt do well to
take a tour to Paris; or wherever else thy destiny
shall lead thee!!!—
JOHUN BELFORD.

LETTER XXII.

MR, MOWBRAY TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.
Uxbridge, Sept. 7, betwcen 11 and 12 at night,

DEAR JACK,
I seno by poor Lovelace’s desire, for particulurs of
the fatal breviate thou sentest him this night. He
cannot bear to set pen to paper; yet wants to know
every minute passage of Miss Harlowe’s departure.
Yet, why he should, I cannot see; for if she is
gone ; she is gone; and who can help it?

I never heard of such a woman in my life. What
Ereal. matters has she suffered, that griet should kill

er thus?

I wish the poor fellow had never known her.
From first to last, what trouble has she cost him '
The charming fellow has been half lost to us ever
since he pursued her. And what is there in one
woman more than another, for matter of that?

It was well we were¢ with him when your note
came. You showed your true friendship in your
foresight. Why, Jack, the peor fellow was quite
lbeside himself—mad as any man ever was in Bed-
am.
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Will brought him the letter just after we had
joined him at the Bohemia Head ; where he had left
word at the Rose at Knightsbridge he should be ; for
he had been sauntering up and down, backwards
and forwards, expecting us, and his fellow. Will,
as soon as he delivered it, got out of his way; and
when he opened 'it, never was such-a piece of
scenery. He trembled like a devil at receiving it:
fumbled at the seal, his fingers in a palsy, like Tom
Doleman’s: his hand shake, shake, shake, that he
tore the letter in two, before he could come at the
contents: and, when he had read them, off’ went
his hat to one coruner of the vroom.—D—nation seize
the world ! and a whole volley of such like exe:ra-
tious wishes ; running up and down the room, and
throwing up the sash, and pulling it down and smit-
ing his forehead with his double fist, with such force
as would have felled an ox, and stamping and tear-
ing, that the landlord ran in, and faster out again.
And this was the distraction scene for some time.

In vain was all Tourville or I could say to him. I
offcred once to take hold of his hands, because he
was going to do himself a mischief, as 1 believed,
looking about for his pistols, which he had laid
upon tie table, but which Will, unseen, had taken
out with him [a faithful honest dog, that Will! I
shall for ever love the fellow for it] and he hitme a
d—n’d dowse of the chops, as made my nose bleed.
*IT'was well ’twas he; for 1 hardly knew how to
take it.

Jemmy raved at him, and told him, How wicked
it was in him, to be so brutish to abuse a friend, and
ron mad for a woman. And then he said, he was
sorry forit; and then Will ventured in with water
and a towel; and the dog rejoiced, as I could see
by his look, that I kad it rather than he.

And so, by degrces we brought him a little to
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his reason, and he promised to behave more like a
man. And so I forgave him: and we rode on in
the dark to Jere av Doleman’s. And we all tried to
shame him out of his mad ungovernable foolishness :
for we told him, as how she was but a woman, and
an obstinate perverse woman too; and how could
be helpit?,

And you know, Jack, (as we told him, moreover)
that it was a shame to manhood, for a man, who had
served twenty and twenty women as bad or worse,
let him have served Miss Harlowe never so bad,
should give himself such obstropulous aivs, because
she would die: and we advised him never to at-
tempt a woman proud of her character and virtue,
as they call it, any more: for why? The conquest
did not pay trouble; and what was there in one
woman more than another? Hey, you know, Jack!
—And thus we comforted him, and advised him.

But yet his d—n’d addled pate runs upon this
lady as much now she’s dead, as it did when she
was living. For, I suppose, Jack, it is no joke:
she is certainly and bona fide dead: i’n’t she? If
not, thou deservest to be doubly d—n’d for thy
fooling, I tell thee that. So he will have me write
for the particulars of her departure.

He won’t bear the word dead on any account. A
squeamish puppy! How love unmans and softens !
And such a noble fellow as this too! Rot him for an
idiot, and an oaf! I have no paticnce with the
foolish duncical dog—iupon my soul, I have not!

So send the account, and let hiin howl over it, as
I.suppose he will.

But he must and shall go abread : and in a month
or two Jemmy, and you, and I; will join him, and
he’ll soon get the better of this chicken-hearted
folly, never fear; and will then be ashamed of
himself: and then we’ll not spare him; though
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now, poor fellow, it were pity to lay him on so shick
as he deserves. And do thou, till then, spare all
reflections upon him ; for, it secems, thou hast worked
lim unmercifully.

I was willing to give thee some account of the
hand we have iad with the tearing fellow, who had
certainly been a lost man, had we not been with
him; or he would have killed somebody or other.
I bave no doubt of it. And mow he is but very
middling ; sits gﬁnning like a man in straw$ curses
and swears, and is confounded gloomy ; and creeps
into holes and corners, like an old hedge-hog hunted
for his grease.

#And so adieu, Jack. Tourville, and all of us,
wish for thee; for no one has the influence upon

him that thou hast.
R. MOWBRAY.

As I promised him that I would write for the
particulars abovesaid, I write this after all are
gone to bed ! and the fellow is to set out with it
by day-break.

LETTER XXIIL
MR. BELFORD TO ROBEBT LQVELACE, ESQ.
Thursday night.

1 may as well try to write; since, were I to go te
bed, I shall not sleep. I never had such a weight
of grief upon my mind in my life, as upou the
demise of this admirable woman, whose soul i3 now
rejoicing is the regions of light.

You may be glad to know the particulars of her
happy exit. I will try to proceed; for all is hush
and still; the family retired : but not one of them,
and least of all her poer cousin, I dare say, to rest.
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At four o’clock, as I mentioned in my last, I was
sent for down : and, as thou usedst to like my de-
scriptions, I will give thee the woeful scene that
presented itself to me, as I approached the bed.

The colonel was the first that took m{ attention,
kneeling on the side of the bed, the lady’s right
hand in both bhis, which his face covered, bathi
it with his tears ; althongh she had been comforting
him, as the women since told me, in elevated strains,
but broken accents.

- On the other side of the bed sat the good widow ;
her face overwhelmed with tears, leaning her head
against the bed’s head in a most disconsolate man-
ner; and turning her face te me as soon as she saw
me, O, Mr. Belford, cried she, with folded hands
—The dear lady—A heavy sob permitted her net to
say more.

Mrsy Smith, with clas?ed fingers, and uplifted
eyes, as if imploring help from the only power
which could give it, was kneeling down at the bed’s
feet, tears in large drops trickling down her cheeks.

Her nurse was kneeling between the widow and
Mrs. Smith, her arms cxtended. In one hand she
held an ineffectual cordial, which she had just been
offering to her dying mistress; her face was swoln
with weeping (though used to sech scenes as this) ;
and she turned her eyes towards me, as if she called
upon me, by them, to join in the helpless sorrow, a
{;re;h stream bursting from them as I approached the

od. B

The maid of the house witls her face upon her
folded arms, as she stood leaning against the wain- °
scot, more audibly exprest her grief than any of
the others, N

The lady had been silent a'few minutes, and
speechless ds they thought, moving her lips witheut
uttering a word; ene hand, as I said, in her cousin’s.

VOL, ViIL K :
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But when Mrs, Lovick on my approach ptonounced
my name, O! Mr. Belford, said she, with a faint
inward voice, but very distinct nevertheless—Now !
—Now ! [in broken periods she spoke]—1I bless God
for his mercies to his poor creature—will all soon be
over—a few—a very few moments—will end this
strife—and I shall be happy.

Comfort here, sir—turning her head to the colonel
—comfort my cousin—see! the blame—able kind-
ness—he would not wish me to be happy—so soon !

Here she stopt, for two or three minutes, earnestly
looking upon him: then resuming, My dearest
cousin, said she, be comforted—what is dying but
the common lot?—The mortal frame may scem to
labour—but that is all 1—It is not so hard to die, as
I believed it to be !~~The preparation is the diffi-
culty—I bless Ged, I have had time for that—the
rest is worse to beholders, than to me !—I am all
blessed hope —hope itself. She looked what she said,
a sweet smile beaming over her countenance.

After a short silence, Once more, my dear cousiu,
said she, but still in broken accents, commend me
most dutifully to my father and mother—there she
stopt. And then proceeding—To my sister, to my
brother, to my uncles—and tell them, I bless them
with my parting breath—for all their goodness to
me—even for their displeasure—1I bless them—most
h:ﬂ)py has been to me my punishment kere ! Happy
indeed !

She was silent for a few moments, lifting up her
eyes, and the hand her cousin held not between his.

hen, O death! said she, where is thy sting ! [The
words I remember to have heard in the burial ser-
vice read over my uncle and poor Belton]. And
after a pause—/¢ s good for me that I was afflicted !
Words of Scripture, 1 suppose.

Then turning towards us, who were lost in speech-
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less sorrow—O dear, dear gentlemen, said she, you
know not what foretqstes—~what assurances—and there
she again stopped, and looked up, asif in a thankful
rapture, sweetly smiling.

Then turning ber head towards me—Do you, sir,
tell your friend, that I forgive him! And I pray to
God to forgive him !~—Again pausing, and lifting.up
her eyes, as if praying that he would. Let him
know how happily I die!—And that such as my
own, I wish to be his last hour.

She was again silent for a few moments: and then
resuming— My sight fails me !—Your voices only—
[for we both applanded her Christian, her divine
frame, though in accents as broken as her own]:
and the voice of grief is alike in all. Is not this
Mr. Morden’s hand ? pressing one of his with that
he had just let go. Which is Mr. Belford’s ? holding
out the other. T gave her mine. God Almighty
bless you both, said she, and make you both—in
irour last hour—for you must come to this—happy as

an,

She paused again, her breath growing shorter;
and, after a few minutes, And now, my dearest
cousin, give me your hand—nearer—still nearer—
drawing it towards her ; and she pressed it with her
dying lips—God protect you, dear, dear sir—and
once more, receive my best and most grateful thanks
~—and tell my dear Miss Howe—and vouchsafe to
see and to tell my worthy Norton—she will be one
day, I fear not, though now lewly in her fortunes,
a saint in heaven-—telfthem both, that I remember
them with thankful blessings in my last moments!
—And pray God to give thess happiness here for
many, many years, for the sake.of their friends and
lovers; and an heavenly crown hereafter s and such
assurances of it, as I have, through the all-satisfying
merits of my blessed Redeemer.

K 2
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Her sweet voice and broken periods, methinks,
still fill my ears, and never will be out of my me-
mory.

After a short silence, in a2 more broken and faint
accent—And you, Mr. Belford, pressing my hand,
may God preserge you, and make you sensible of all
your errors—you see, in e, how all ends—may
you be—and down sunk her head upon her pillow,
she faimting away, and drawing from us her hands.

We thought she was then gone; and each gave
way to a violent burst of grietf.

ut soon showing signs of returning life, our at-
tention was again engaged; and I besought her,
when a little recovered, to complete in my favour
her half-pronounced blessing. She waved {er hand
to us both, and bowed her head six several tiines, as
we have since recollected, as if distinguishing every
person present; not forgetting the nurse and the
. maid-servant ; the latter having approached the bed,
weeping, as if crouding for in the divine lady’s last
blessing; and she spoke faltering and inwardly—
Bless—biess—bless—you all—and—-now—and now
~—{holding up her alnost lifeless hands for the last
time] Come—O come—blessed Lord—Jesus !

And with these words, the last but half-pto-
nounced, expircd :—such a smile, such a charming
serenity overspreading her sweet face at the instant,
?e seemed to manisfest her eternal happiness already

un.
Lovelace !|—But I can write no more !
* w0

I resume my pen to add a few lines.

, While warm, though pulseless, we pressed each
her hand with our lips; and then retired into the
next room.

We looked at each other, with intent to speak:
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baut, as if one motion governed, as one cause affected
both, we turned away silent,

The colonel sighed asif his heart would burst: at
last, his face and hands uplifted, his back towards
me, Good heaven! said he to himself, support me!
—And 1s it thus, O flower of nature !==Then paus-
ing—And must we po more—Never more '—My
blessed, blesscd cousin! uttering some other words,
which his sighs made inarticulate :—and then, as if
recollecting himself—Forgive me, sir !—Excuse me,
Mr. Belford! And, sliding by me, Anon I hope to
see you, sir—and down stairs he went, and out of
the house, leaving me a statue.

When I recovered, I was ready to repine at what
I then called an unequal dispensation ; forgetting lier
happy preparation, and still happier departure ; and
that she had but drawn a common lot; triumphing
in it, and leaving behind her cvery one less assured
of happiness, though equally certain that the lot
would one day be their own.

She departed exactly at forty minates after six
o’clock, as by her watch on the table.

And thus died Miss Crarissa Hartowe, in the
blossom of her youth and beauty: and who, her
tender years considered, has not left behind her her
superior in extensive knowledge, and watchful pru-
dence ; nor hardly her equal for unblemished virtue,
exemplary piety, sweetness of manners, discreet
generosity, and true Christian charity : and these all
set oft by the most graceful modesty and humility ;
yet, on all proper occasions, manifesting a noble
presence of mind, and true magnanimity : so that
she may be said to have been aot only an ornament
to her sex, but to human nature. )

A better pen than mine may, do her fuller justice.
Thine, I mean, O Lovelace!’ For well dost thou
know how much she excelled in the graces both of

K 3
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mind and person, natural and acquired, all that is
woman. And thou also canst best account fer the
causes of her immature death, through those cala-
mities which in so short a space of time, from the
highest pitch of felicity (every one in a manner
adoring her,) brought her to an exit so happy for
herself, but, that it was so early, so much to be de-
plored by all who had the honour of her acquain-
tance.

This task, then, I leave to thee: but now I can
write no more, only that I ama sympathizer in every
part of thy distress, except (and yet it is cruel to
say it)1in that which arises from thy guilt,

One o'clock, Friday mornibg.
—————

LETTER XXIV,

MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.
. Nine, Friday mgrn.

[ HAVE no opportunity to write at length, having
necessary orders to give on the melancholy occa-
sion. Joel, whoe got to me by six in the morning,
and whom I dispatched instantly back with the let-
ter I had ready from last night, gives me but an
in lifferent accoumt of the state of your mind. I
wondered not at it; but time (and nothing else can)
will make it easier to you : if’ (that is to say) you
have compounded with your conscience; else it
may be heavier every da)’c tha: other.

TounviLie tells me what a way you are in. 1
hope you will not think of coming hither. The
lady in her will desires you may not see her. Four
copies are making of it. It is a long one; for
she gives her reasons for all she wills. 1 will
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write to you more particularly as soon as pessibly

I can.
L] * *

Tagee letters are just hrought by a servant in
livery, directed to Miss Clarissa Harlowe. 1 will
send copies of them to you. The contents are enongh
to make one mad. How would this poor lady have
rejoiced to receive them !—And yet, if she had,
she would not have heen enabled tosay, as she nobly
did ¥, That God would not let her depend for comfort
upon any but himself.—And indeed for some days
past she had seemed to have got above all worldly
considerations—her fervent love, even for her Miss
Howe, as she acknowledged, having given way to
supremer fervours .

LETTER XXV.

MRS, NORTON TO MISS CLARISSA HARLOWE,
Wednesday, Sept. G.

Ar length, my best beloved Miss Clary, every thing

is in the wished train: for all your relations are

unanimous in your favour. Even your brother and

sister are with the foremost to be reconciled to you.

I knew it must end thus! By patience and perse-
vering sweetness, what a triumph have you gained !
This happy change is owing to letters received
from your physician, frem your cousin Morden, and
from Mr. Brand.

Colonel Morden will be with, you no doubt be-
fore this can reach {ou, with his pocket-book filled
with money-bills, that nothing may be wanting to
make you easy. ,

And now, all our hopes, all opr prayers, are, that

* Sce Letter xvil. - ¥ Seé¢ Letter vii.
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this good news may restore you to spirits and health
and that (so long with-held) it may not come too
jate.

I know how much your dutiful heart will be raised
with the joyful tidings I write you, and still shall
more particularly tell you of, when I have the hap-
piness to see you : which will be by next Saturday,
at furthest; perhaps on Friday afternoon, by the
"time you can receive this.

For this day, being sent for by the general voice,
I was reccived by every one with great goodness
and condescension, and entreated (for that was the
word they were pleased to use, when I needed no
entreaty, I am sure) to hasten up to you, and to
assure you of all their affectionate regards to you :
and your father bid me say all the kind thiugs that
were in my heart to say, in order to comfort -and
raise you up, and they would hold themselves bound
to make them good.

How agreeable is this commission to your Nortou !
My heart will overflow with kind speeches, never
fear! I am already meditating what I shall say, to
cheer und raise you up, in the names of every one
dear and near to you, And surry Iam, that I can-
not this moment set out, as I might, instead of writ-
ing, would they favour my eager impatience with
their chariot ; but as it was not offered, it would be
‘presumption to have asked for it: and to-morrow
a hired chaisc-and-pair will be ready ; but at what
hour I know net.

How I long once more to fold my dear precious
young lady to my fond, my more than fond, my ma-
ternal bosom !

" Your sister will write to you, and send her letter,
with this, by a particular hand.

I must not let them see what I write, because of
my wish about the chariot. .
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Your uncle Harlowe will also write, and (I doubt
not) in the kindest terms : for they are all extreme-
ly alarmed and troubled at the dangerons way your
J;ctor represents you to be in; as well as delighted
with the character he gives you. Would to heaven
the good gentleman had written sooner” And yet he
writes, that you know not he has now written. But
it is all our confidence, and our consolation, that he
would not have written at all, had he thought it too
late. )

They will prescribe no conditions to you, my dear
young lady ; but will leave all to your own duty
and discretion. Only your brother and sister de-
clare, they will never yield to call Mr. Lovelace
brother : nor will your father, I believe, be easily
brought to think of him for a son.

I am to bring you down with me as soon as your
health and inclination will permit. You will be
received with open arms. Every one longs to see
you. All the servants please themselves, that they
shall be permitted to kiss your hands. The pert
Betty’s note is already changed ; and she now runs
over in your just praises. What friends does pros-
perity make! What cnemies adversity ! It always
was, and always will be so, in every state of life,
from the throne to the cottage.—But let all be for-
gotten now on this jubilee change : and may you,
my dearest miss, be capable of rejoicing in this
good news; as I knmow.you will rejoice, if capable
of any thing,

God preserve you to our happy meeting! And [
will, if 1 may say 80, weary heaven with my inces-
sant prayers (o preserve and reftore you afterwards!
: ({ neeg not say how much I' am, my dear young

a ’

y Your ever-affectionate, and devoted

JUDITH NORTON.
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An unhappy delay as to the chaise, will make it
Saturday morning before I can fold you to my
fond heart.

LETTER XXVIL

MISS ARAB. HARLOWE TO MISS CL. HARLOWE.

DEAR SISTER ! ‘Wednesday morning, Sept. 6.
We have just heard that you are exceedingly ill.
We all loved you as never young creature was loved :
Kou are sensible of that, sister Clary. And you

ave been very naughty—but we could not be angry
always,

We are indeed more afflicted with the news of
your being so very ill than I can express: forI see
not but, after this separation (as we understand that
your misfortune has been greater than your fault,
and, that, however unhappy, you have demeaned
yourself like the goad young creature you used to
be) we shall love you better, if possible, than ever.

Take comfort, therefore, sister Clary, and don’t
be too much cast down—whatever your mortifi-
cations may be from such noble prospects over-
clouded, and from the reflections you may have
from within, on your faulty gtep, and from the sully-
ing of such a charming character by it, you will

‘receive none from any of us: and, as an earnest of
your papa’s and mamma’s favour and reconciliation,
they assure you by me of their blessing and hourly
prayes,

It it will be any comfort to you, and my mother
finds this letter is received as we exﬁect (which we
shall know by the good effect it will have upon your
health) she will herself go to town to you. Mean-
time, the good woman you so dearly love will be
hastened up to you ; and she writes by this oppor-
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ttnity, to acquaint you of it, and of all our return-
ing love,

I hope you will rejoice at this good news. Pray
let us hear that you do. Your next grateful letter
on this occasion, especially if it gives us the plea-
sure of hearing you are better upon this news, will
be received with the same (if not greater) delight,
than we used to have in all your prettily penn’d
epistles. Adieu, my dear Clary! I am,

Your loving sister, and true friend,
ARABELLA HARLOWE.

LETTER XXVIL

‘TO HIS DEAR NIECE MISS CLARISSA HARLOWE.

Wednesday, Scpt, 6.
WE were greatly grieved, my beloved Miss Clary,
at your fault; but we are still more, if possible, to
hear you are so very ill ; and we are sorry things
have-been carried so far.

We know your talents, my dear, and how moving-
ly you could write, whenever you pleased ; so that
nobody could ever deny you any thing; and, be-
lieving you depeuded on your pen, and little think-
ing you were so ill, and that you had lived so regular
a life, and are so truly penitent, are much troubled
every one of us, your brother and all, for being so’
severe. Forgive my partin it, my dearest Clary.
I am your second papa, you know. And you used
to love me.

I hope you’ll soon be able to come down, and,
after a while, when your indulgent parents can
spare you, that you will comé to me for a whole
month, and rejoice my heart, as you used to de.
But if, through illness, you cannot so soon come
down as we wish, I will go up to you: for I long

L
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to see you. I never more longed-to see you in wmy
life; and you was always the darling of my heart,
you know.

My brother Antony desires his hearty commen-
dations to you, and joins with me in the tenderest
assurance, that all shall be well, and, if possible,
better, thau cver; for we now have been 5o long
without you, that we know the iss of you, and even
hunger and thirst, as I may say, to see you, and to
take you' once more to our hearts: whence indced
vou was never banished so far as our concern for
the unhappy step made us think and you helieve
you were. Your sister and brother beth talk of
seeing you in town : so does my dear sister, your
indulgent mothér.

God restore your health, if it be his will : else, I
know not what will beconie of

Your truly loving uncle, and second papa,
JOHUN NINARLOWE.

SErpteepe—"
LETTER XXVIII
MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.

Friday night, Sept. 8. past ten.
I wiLL now take up the accouny of .our proceedings,
from my letter of last night, which contained the
dyiug words of this incomparable lady. ~
As soon as we had seen the last scene closed (sa
blessedly for herself !) we left the bedy to the care
of the good woman, who, according to the orders
she had given them that very night, removed her
into that last house which she had displayed so much
fortitude in providing.
In the morning between seven and eight o’clock,
according to appointment, the colonel came to me
here. He was very much indisposed. We went
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together, accompanied by Mrs. Lovick and Mrs,
Smith, ioto the deceased’s chamber. We could
not help taking a view of the lovely corpse, and
admiring the charming serenity of her noble {)ect.
The women declared, they never saw death so love-
ly before; and that she looked as if in an easy
slumber, the colour having not quite left her cheeks
and lips.

I urll)lncked the drawer, in which (as I mentioned
in a former*) she had deposited her papers. I told

ou in mine of Monday last, that she had the night
{‘efore scaled up with three black seals, a parcel
inscribed, Assoon as I am certainly dead, this to be
broke open by Mr. Belford. I accused myself for
not having done it over night. But really I was
then &ncapable of any thing.

I broke it open accordingly, and found in it no
less than eleven letters, each sealed with her own
seal, and black wax, one of which was directed to
me.

1 will inclose a copy of it:

TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

sIR, Sunday evening, Sept. 3.

I TakE this last and solemn occasion to repeat to
you my thanks for all your kindness to me at a time
when I most needed countenance and protection.

A few cousiderations I beg leave, as now at your
perusal of this, from the dead, to press upon you,
with all the warmth of a sincere friendship.

By the time you will see this, you will have had
an instance, I humbly trust, of the comfortable im=
portance of a pacified conscience, in the last hours
of one, who, 20 the last hour, will wish your eternal
“welfare. ,

The great Duke of Luxemburgh, as I have heard,

* Sce Letter ii.
YOL. ViIL . L
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on his death-bed, declared, that he would then
much rather have had it to reflect upon, that. he had
administered a cop of cold water to a worthy poor
creature in distress, than that he had won so many
battles as he had triumphed for—and, as one well
observes, all the sentiments of worldly grandeur
vanish at that unavoidable mement which decides
the destiny of wmen.

It then, sir, at the tremendous hour it be thus
with the eonquerors of armies, and the subduers of
natiouns, let me in very few words (many are not
needed) ask, what, at that period, must be the re-
flection of those (if capable of reflection) who have
lived a life of sense and offence ; whose study and
whose pride most ingloriously have been to seduce
the innocent, and to ruin the weak, the unguariled,
and the friendless; made still more friendless by
their base seductions ?—Oh! Mr. Belford, weigh,
ponder, and reflect upon it, now, that in health, and
in vigour of mind and body, the reflections will
most avail you—what an ungrateful, what an un-
manly, what a meaner than reptile pride is this!

In the next place, sir, let me beg of you, for my
sake, who am, or, as now you will best read it, kave
been, driven to the necessity of applying to you to
be the executor of my will,%hat you will bear,
according to that generosity which I think to be
in you, with all my friends, and particularly with
my brother, (who is really a worthy young man,
but perhaps a little too headstroug in his first re-
sentments and conceptions of things) if any thing,
by reason of this trust, should fall out disagreeably ;
and that you will study to make peace, and to re-
concile all parties; and more especially, that you,
who seem 1o have a great influcnce upon your still
more headstrong friend, will interpose, if occasion
be, to prevent further mischief—for, surely, sir, thas
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violent spirit may sit.down satisfied with the evils
he has already wrought; and, particularly, with
the wrongs, tge heinous and ignoble wrongs, he
has in me done to my family, wounded in the ten-
derest part of its honour.

For your compliance with this request I have
already your repcated promise. I claim the obser-
vance of it, therefore, as a debt from you: and
though I hope I nced not doubt it, yet was I willing,
an this solemn, this last occasion, thug carnestly to
re-enforce it. .

I have another request to make to yon: it is only,
that you will be pleased, by a particular messenger,
to forward the inclosed letters as directed.

And now, sir, having the presumption to think
that an us¢ful member is lost to society by means of
the unhappy step which has brought wmy life so
soon fto its period, let me hope, that I may be an
humble instrument in the hauds of Providence, to
reform a man of your abilities; and then I shall
think that loss will be more abundantly repaired to
the world, while it will be, by God’s goodness, my
gain: and I shall have this further hope, that once
miore I shall have an opportunity, in a blessed eter-
nity, to thank yon, as 1 now repeatedly do, for the
good you have done to, and the trouble you will
have tuken for, sir,

Your obliged servant,
+ CLARISSA HARLOWEL.

The other letters are directed, to her father, to
her mother, one to her two uncles, to her brother,
to her sister, to her aunt llervey, toher cousin Mor-
den, to Miss Howe, to Mrs. Norton, and lastly one
to you, in performance of her promise, that a letter
should be sent you when she arrived at her futher’s house !
=TI will with-hold this last till I can be assured,

L2
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that yon will be fitter to receive it than Toarville
tells me you are at present.

Copies of all these are sealed up, and entitled,
Copies of my ten posthumous letters, for J. Belford,
Esq. and put in amnn§ the bundle of papers left to
my direction, which I have not yet had leisure to
open,

pNo.wonder, while able, that she was always writ-
ing, since thus ouly of late could she employ that
time, which heretofore, from the long days she
made, caused so many beautiful works to spring
from her fingers. ltis my opinion, that there never
was a woman so young, who wrote so much, and
with sucie celerity. Her thoughts keeping pace, as
I bave seen, with her pen, she hardly ever stopped
or hesitated 5 and very seldom blotted out, or al-
tered. It was a natural talent she was mistress of,
among mauny other extraordinay ones, I gave the
colonel his |etter, and ordered Harry instantly to
get ready to carry the others. Meantime (retiring
intn the next apartment) we opened the will. We
were both so much aflected in perusing it, that at
one time the colonel, breaking off, gave it to me to
read oo at another 1 gave 1t back to him to proceed
with ; neither of us being able to read it through
without such tokens of sensibility as affected the
voices of each.

Mrs. Lovick, Mrs. Smith, and her nurse, were
still more tauched, when we read those articles in
which they are respectively remembered: but I
will uvoid mentioning the particulars (except in
what relates to the thread of my narration) as in
proper time I shall send you a copy of it.

The colonel told me, he was ready to account
with me for the money and bills he had brought up
from Harlowe Place; which would enable me, as
he said, directly to execute the legacy-parts of the



CLARISSA HARLOWE. 113

nvill: and he would necds at that instant force into
my hands a paper relating to that subject. I putit
into my pocket-book, without looking into it; tell-
ing him, that as I hoped he would do all in his
power to promote a literal performance of ‘the will,
I must beg his advice and assistance in the execu-
tion of it.

Her request to be buried with her ancestors, made
a letter o;l the following import necessary, which I
prevailed upon the colonel to write ; being unwil-
ling myself (so carly at least) to appear officious in
the eye of a family which probably wishes not any
communication with me.

TO JAMES HARLOWE, JUN. ESQ.

SIR,

‘Tre letter which the bearer of this brings with him,
will, I presume, make it unnecessary to acquaint
you and my cousins with the death of the most ex-
cellent of women. But I am requested by her ex-
ecutor, who will soon send you a copy of her last
will, to acquaint her father (which I choose to do
by your means) that in it she earnestly desires to
be laid in the fumily-vault, at the feet of her grand-
father.

If her father will not admit of it, she has directed
her body to be buried in the church-yard of the
parish where she died.

I necd not tell you, thut a speedy answer to this
is necessary.

Her beatification commenced yesterday afternoon,
exactly at forty minutes after six.

I can write no more, than that I am

Yours, &c.

Friday marn, Sept. 8. WM. MORDEN,

L3
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By the time this was written,and by the colonel’s
leave transcribed, Harry came booted and spurred,
his horse at the door; and I delivered him the let~
ters to the family, with thuse to Mrs. Norton and
Miss Howe (eight in all) together with the above of
the colonel to Mr. James Harlowe; and gave him
orders to make the utmost dispatch with them.

The colonel and I have bespoke mourning for
oursclves and servants.

s—
LETTER XXIX.

MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, Esq.
8at, ten o’clock.

Poonr Mrs. Norton is come. She was set down at
the door ; and would have gone up-stairs directly.
But Mrs. Smith and Mrs. iovick being together
and in tears, and the former hinting too suddenly to
the truly venerable woman the fatal news, she sunk
down at her feet, in fits; so that they were forced
to breathe a vein, to bring her to herself, and to a
cnpacity of exclamation : and then she ran on to
Mrs. Lovick and me, who entered just as she re-
covered, in praise of the lady, in lamentations for
her, and invectives against you! But yet so circum-
scribed were her invectives, that I could ohserve in
them the woman well educated, and in her lamenta-
tions the passion christianized, as I may say,

She was impatient to see the corpse. The women
went up with her. But they owned, that they were
too much affected themselves on this occasion to de-
scribe her extremely affecting behaviour.

With trembling impatience she pushed aside the
coffin.lid. She bathed the face with het tears, and
kissed her chevks and forehead, as if she were living.
It was she indeed! she said: her sweet young lady!
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Her very self! Nor had death, which changed all
things, a power to alter her lovely features! She
admired the serenity of her aspect. She no doubt
was happy, she said, as she had written to her she
should be: but how many miserable creatures had
she left behind her !—The good woman lamenting
that she herself had lived to be one of them.

It was with difficulty they prevailed upon her to
quit the corpse ; and when they went into the next
apartment, I joined them, and acquainted her with
the kind legacy her beloved young lady had left
her: but this rather augmented than diminished
her concern. She ought, she said, to have attended
her in person. What was the world to her, wring-
ing her hands, now the child of her bosom, and of
her heart, was no more? Her principal consolation,
however, was, that she should not long survive her.
She hoped, she said, that she did not sin, in wishing
she might not.

It was easy to observe, by the similitude of senti-
ments shown in this and other particulars, that the
divine lady owed to this excellent woman many of
her good notious.

1 thought it would divert the poor gentlewoman,
and not altogether unsuitably, it I were to put her
upon furnishing mourning for herself; as it wonld
rouse her, by a seasonable and necessary employ-
ment, from that dismal lethargy of grief, which
generally socceeds the too violent anguish with
which a gentle nature isaccustomed to be torn upon
the first communication of the unexpected loss.of a
dear friend. Igave her therefore the thirty guineas
bequeathed to her and to her son for mourning;
the only mourning which tje testatrix has men-
tioned: and desired her to lose no time in preparing
ker own, as I doubted not, shat she would accom-
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pany tho corpse, if it were permitted to be carried
down.

The colonel proposes to attend the hearse, if his
kindred give him not fresh cause of displeasure; and
will take with him a copy of the will. And being
intent to give the family some fuvourable impres.
sions of me, he desired me to permit him to take
with him the copy of the posthumous letter to me :
which I readily granted. He is so kind as to pro-
misc ne a minute account of all that shall pass on
the melancholy occasion. And we have begun a
friendship, and seftled a correspondence, which
but one incident can possibly happen to interrupt to
the end of our lives. And that I hope will not
happen.

But what must be the grief, the remorse, that
will scize upon the hearts of this hitherto inexora-
able family, on the receiving of the posthumous
Jetters, and that of the colonel apprising them of
what has happened !

I have given requisite orders to an undertaker,
on the supposition that the body will be permitted
to be carried down; and the women intend to fill
the coffin with aromatic herbs.

The colonel has obliged me to take the bills and
draughts which he brought up with him, for the
considerable smus accrued since the grandfather’s
death from the lady’s estate.

* % %

I aavr been dipping into the copies of the post-
linmous letters to the family, which Harry has car-
ried down. Well may I call this lady divine. They
are all calculated to give comfort rather than re-
proach, though their cruelly to her merited nothing
but veproach. But were 1 in any of their places,
how much rather had I, that she had quitted scoreg
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with me by the most severe recrimination, than
that she should thus nobly triumph over me by a
generosity that has no example ? I will inclose some
of them, which I desire you to return as svon as
you can.

LETTER XXX.

TO THE EVER-HONOURED JAMES HAKLOWE, SEN. ES&.

MOST DEAR SIR,
WitH exulting confidence now does you embolden-
ed daughter come into your awful presence by these
lines, who \lared not, but upon this occasion, to look
up to you with hopes of favonr and forgiveness;
since, when this com.s to your hands, it will be out
of her power ever to offend you more.

And now let me bless you, my honoured father,
and bless you as { write, upon wy knees, for all the
benefits I have ieceived trom your indulgence : for
vour fond love to me in the days of my prattling
iunucence: for the virtuous education you gave me:
and for, the crown of all, the happy end, which,
through divine grace, by means of that virtuous
education, I hope, by the time you will receive
this, 1 shall have made. And let me beg of you,
dear venerable sir, to blot from your remembrance,
if possible, the last unhappy eight months; and
then I shall hope to be remembered with advantage
for the pleasure you had the goodness to take in
your Clarissa.

Still on her knees, let your paor penitent implore
your forgiveness of all her faulth and follies ; more
especially of that fatal error which threw her out
of your protection.

When you know, sir, that I have never been
faulty in my will: that ever since my calamity be-
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came irretrievable, I have been in a state of pre-
paration ; that I have the strongest assurance, that
the Almighty has accepted my unfeigned repen-
tance ; and that by this time you will (as I humbly
presume to hope) have been the means of adding
ane to the number of the blessed : you will have
reason for joy rather than sorrow. Since, had I
escaped the snares by which I was cntangled, I
might have wanted those exercises which I luok
upon now as so many mercies dispensed to wean
me betimes from the world that presented itself to
me with prospects too alluring: and in that case
(too casily satisfied with worldly felicity) I might
not have attained to that blessedness, in which now,
on your reading of this, I humbly presume (throdgh
the divine goodness) 1 am rejoicing.

That the Almighty, in his own good time, will
bring you, sir, and my ever-honourcd mother, afier
a series of earthly felicities, of which may my un-
happy fault be the only interruption (and very grie-
vous I know that must have been), to rejoice in the
same blessed state, is the repeated prayer of, sir,

Your now happy daughter,
CLARISSA HARLOWE.

————— T
LETTER XXXI.
TO TIE LVER-HONOURED MRS, HARLOWE.

HONOURED MADAM,
Tut last time T had the boldness to write to you, it
was with all the consciousness of a sclf-convicted
criminal, supplicating her offended judge for mercy
and pardon. I uow, by these lines, approach you
with more assurance; but nevertheless with the
highest degree of reverence, gratitude, and duty.
The reason of my assurance, my letter to my father
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will give : and as I humbly on my knees implored
kis pardon, so now in the same dutiful manner, do
I supplicate yours, for the grief and trouble 1 have
given you.

Every vein of my heart has bled for an unhappy
rashness; which (although involuntary as to the act)
from the moment it was committed, carried with ic
its own punishment; and was accompanicd with a
true and sincere penitence. -

God, who has been a witness of my distresses,
knows, that great as they have been, the greatest of
all was the distress that I knew I must have given to
you, madam, and to my father, by a step.that had
so very faulty an appearance in your eyes, and his;
and indeed in the eyes of all my family : a step so
unworthy of jour daughter, and of the education
yon had given her! .

But HE, I presume to hope, has forgiven me;
and at the instant this will reach your hands, I
humbly trust, I shall be rejoicing in the blessed
fraits of his forgiveness. And be this your comfort,
my ever-honoured mother, that the principal end of
your pious care of me is attained, though not in the
way so much hoped for. .

. ﬁlay the grief which my fatal error has given to
you both, be the onllzI grief that shall ever annoy
you in this world !—May you, madam, long live to
sweeten the cares, and heighten the comforts, of my
father |-—May my sisterls continued, and, if possi-
ble, augmented duty, happily make up to you the
loss you have sustained in me! - And whenever my
brother and she change their single state, may it be
with such satisfaction to you both, as may make you
forget my offence; and remember me only in those
days, in-‘which you took pleasure in me! And, at
last, may a happy meeting with‘your forgiven peni-
tent, in the eternal mansions, augment the bliss of
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her, whe, purified by sufferings, alreadg', when this
salutes your hands, presumes she shall be
The happy, and for ever happy
CLARISSA HARLOWE.

LETTER XXXIIL

TO JAMES HARLOWE, JUN, ESQ.

um,
Tarre was but one time, but one eccasion, after the
rash step I was precipitated upon, that I could hope
to be excused looking up to you in the character
of a brother and a friend. And NOW is that time,
and THIS. the occasion. NOW, at reading this,
will you pity your late unhappy sister ! NOW will
ou forgive her faults, both supposed and real! And

OW, will you afford to her memory that kind con-
cern which you refused to her before !

1 write, my brother, in the first place, to beg your
pardon for the offence my unhappy step gave to
you, and to the rest of a family so dear to me.

Virgin purity should not so behave as to be sus-
pectetf : yet, when you come to know all my story,
you will find further room for pity, if not for more
than pity, for your late unhappy sister !

O that passion had not been deaf! That miscon-
ception would have given way to inquiry! That
your rigorous heart, if it could not itself be softened
(moderating the power you had obtained over every:
one) had permitted other hearts more. indulgently
tw expand ! -

But-§ write not to give pain. I had rather you
should think me faulty still, than take to yourself
the consequence that will follow from acquitting
me.
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Abandoning, therefore, a subjeet which I had not
intended to touch upon, (for T hope, at the writing
of this, I am above the spirit of recrimination) let
me tell you, sir, that my next motive for writing to
you in this last and most solemn manner, is, to be,
of you tu furego any active resentments (whic
may endanger a life so precious to all your friends)
against the man to whose elaborate baseness I owe
my worldly ruin. :

For, ought an innocent man to run an equal risk
with a guilty one }—A more than equal risk, as the
guilty one has been long inured to acts of violence,
and is skilled in the arts of offence ?

You would not arrogate to yourself God’s province,
who has said, vengeance is mine, and I will repay it.
K you would, I tremble for the consequence : for
wil’l, it not be suitable to the divine justice to punish
the presumptuous innoocent (as you would be in this
case) in the very error, and that by the hand of the
self-defending guilty~reserving him for a future day
of vengeance for his-accomulated crimes ?

Leave then the poor wretch to the divine justice.
Let your sister’s fault die with her. At least, let it
not be revived in blood. Life is ashort stage where
longest. A little time hence, the now green head
will be grey, if it lives this little time: and if
heaven will afford him time for repentance, why
should not you ?

Then think, my brether, what will be the con-
sequence to your dear parents, if the guilty wretch
who has occasioned to them the loss of a daughter,
should likewise deprive them pf their best hope, an
only son, more worth in thefamily account than
several daughters? ]

Would you add, my brother, to those distresses
which you hold your sister so inexcysable for having

voL. ViIL. M .
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(although from involuntary and undesigned causex)
given? , '

Seek not then, I beseech you, to extend the evil
cansequences of your sister’s error.  His conscience,
when it shall please God to touch it, will be sharper
than your sword.

1 have still another motive for writing to you in
this sole'nn manner: it is, to entreat you to watch
over your passions. The principal fault I knew you
to be guilty of, is, the violence of your temper when
you think yourself in the right ; which you would
oftener be, but for that very violence.

You have several times brought your life into
danger by it.

. Is not the man guilty of a high degree of injustice,
who is more apt to give contradiction, than able to
bear it? How often with you has impetuosity
brought on abasement ? A conscquence too natural,

Let me then caution you, dear sir, against a
warmth of temper, an impetuosity, when moved,
and you so ready to be moved, that may hurry you
into unforeseen difficulties; and which it is in some
measure a sin not to endeavour to restrain. God
enable you to do it for the sake of your own peace
and safety, as well present as fature! and for the
sake of your family and friends,” who all see your
fault; but arc tender of speaking to you of it !

As for me, my brother, my punishment has been
seasonable. God gave me grace to make aright use
of my sufferings. Iearly repented. I neverloved
the man half so much asT hated his actions, when I
saw what he was capable of. I gave up my whole
heart to a better hope. God blessed my penitence
and my reliance upon him. And now I presume to
say, I A HaPPY. L

May héaven preserve you in safety, health, and
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honour, .and long continue your life for a comfort
and stay to your honoured parents! And may you,
in the change of your single state, meet with a wife
as agreeable to every one else as to yourself, and be
happy in a hopeful race, and not have one Clarissa
among them, to cmbitter your comforts when she
should give you most comfort! But may my exam-
ple be of use to warn the dear creatures whom once:
I hoped to live to see and to cherish, of the evils
with which this deceitful world abounds! are the
prayers of
Your affectionate sister,
CL. HARLOWE.

LETTER XXXIII.

TO MISS HARLOWE,

Now may you, my dear Arabella, unrestrained by
the severity of your virtue, let fall a pitying tear
on the past faults and sufferings of your late un-
happy sister ; since, now, she can never offend you
more. The divine mercy, which first inspired her
with repentance (an early repentance it was ; since it
preceded her sufferings) for an error which she offers
not to extenuate, although perhaps it were capable
of some extenuation, has now, at the instant that you
arc reading this, as I humbly hope, blcssed her with
the fruits of it. . .

Thus already, even while she writes, in imagina-
tion, purified and cxalted, she the more fearlessly
writes to her sister; and NOW is assured of pardon
for all those little occasions of displeasure which her
frowarder youth might give;you; and for the dis-
grace which her fall has fastened upon you, and
upou her family. {

May you, my sister, continue to bless those dear

M 2
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and honoured relations, whose indulgence so well
deserves youtr utmost gratitude, with those cheerful
instances of duty and obedicnce which have hitherto
been so acceptable to them, and praiseworthy in
you! And may you, when a suitable proposal shall
offer, fill up more worthily that chasm, which the loss
they have sustained in me has made in their family !
hus, my Arabella! my only sister! and for many
happy ycars my friend ! most fervently prays that
sister, whose affection for you, no acts of unkindness,
no misconstruction of her conduct, could cancel!
And who NOW, made perfect (as she hopes)
throngh sufferings, styles herself,
- The happy
CLARISSA HARLOWE.

LETTER XXXIV.
10 JOHN AND ANTONY HARLOWE, ESQRS.

BONOURED SIRS,

WaueN these lines reach your hands, your late un-

happy niece will have known the end of all her

troubles; and, as she humbly hopes, will be rejoic-

ing in the mercies of a gracious God, who has de-

v;:llal-e«!, that he will forgive the truly penitent of
eart. .

I write, therefore, my dear uncles, and to you
both in one letter (since your fraternal love has
matle you both but as one person), to give you com-
fort, and not distress; for, however sharp my afflic-
tions have been, they have been but of short dura-
tion ; and I am betimes (happily as I hope) arrived
at the end of a painful jourpey.

At the same time, ] write to thank you beth for
all your kind indulgence to me, and to beg your
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forgiveness of my last, my only great fault to you
and to my family.

The ways of Providence are unsearchable, various
are the means macde use of by it, to bring poor sin-
ners to a sense of their duty. Some are drawn by
love, others are driven by terrors to their Divine
Refuge. I had, for eighteen years out of ninetcen,
rejoiced in the favour and affection of every one.
No tronble came near my heart. I scemed to be
one of those designed to be drawn by the silken
cords of love.—But, perhaps, I was too apt to value
myself upon the love and favour of every one. The
merit of the good I delighted to do, and of the in-
clinations which were given me, and which I could
not kelp having, I was, perhaps, too ready to attribute
to myself; and now, being led to account for the
cause of my temporary calamitics, find, I had a
secret pride to be punished for, which 1 had not
fathomed : and it was necessary, perhaps, that some
sore and terrible misfortunes should befal me, in
order to mortify that my pride, and that my vanity.

Temptations were accordingly sent. I shrunk in
the day of trial. My discretion, which had been so
cried up, was found wanting when it came to be
weighed in an equal balance. I was betrayed, fell,
and became the by-word of my companions, and a
disgrace to my family, which had prided itself in
me perhaps too much. But as my fault was not
that of a culpable wilh when my pride was suffici-
ently mortified, 1 was not suffered (although sur-
rounded by dangers, and entaggled in snares) to be
totally lost : but, purified by sufferings, I was fitted
for the change I have NOW, at the time you will
receive this, so newly, and, s I humbly hope, so
happily experienced. ' .

Rejoice with me then, dear firs, that T have wea-.
thered so great a storm. Nor let it be matter of

‘ M 3



126 - THE HISTORY OF

concern, that I am cut off in the bloom of youth.
¢ There is no inquisition in the grave,’ says the wise
man, * whether we lived ten or an handred years;
and t:he day of death is better than the day of our
birth.’

Once more, dear sirs, accept my grateful thauks
for all your goodness to me, from my early child-
hood, to the day, the unhappy day, of my error!
Forgive that error!—And God give us a bappy
meeting in a blessed eternity ; prays

Your most dutiful and ohliged niece,
CL. HARLOWE.

Mr. Belford gives the lady's posthumous letters to
N'rs. Hervey, Miss Howe, and Mrs. Norton, at
kn?blh likewise: but, although every letter varies in
atyle as well as matter from the others ; yet, us they

are writlen on the same subject, and are pretty long,

it is thought proper to abstract them.

That to her aunt Hervey is written in the same
pious and generous strain with those preceding, scek-
ing to give comfort rather than distress. ¢ The
Almighty, I hope,’ says she, ¢ has received and
blessed my penitence, and I am happy. Could ¥
have been more than so at the end of what is called
a happy life of twenty, or thirty, or furty years to
come? And whatare twenty,or thirty, or forty years,
to look back upon? In balf of any of these periods,
what friends might I not have mourned for? what
temptations from worldly prosperity might I not
have encountered with? And in such acase, im-
mersed in earthly pleasurer, hew little likélihood,
that, in my last stage, I should have been blessed
with such a preparation and resignation, as I have
now been blessed with ¥ .

She proceeds as follows : * Thus much, madam, o
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comfort to you and to myself from this dispensation.
As to my dear parents, I hope they will console
themselves that they sull have many blessings left,
which ought to balance the troubles my error has
given them : that, unhappy as I have been to be the-
interrupter of their felicities, they never, till this
my fault, knew any heavy evil: that afflictions pa-
tiently borne, may be turned into blessings: that
uninterrupted happiness is not to be expected in this
life: that, after all, they have not, as 1 humbly
presume to hope, the probability of the everlasting
perdition of their child to deplore: and that, in
short, when my story comes to be fully khown, they
will have the comfort to find, that my sufferings
redound more to mv honour than to my disgrace.

¢ These considerations will, T hope, mnake their
temporary loss of but one child out of three (unhap-
pily circumstanced too as she was) matter of greater
consolation than affliction. And the rather, as we
may hope for a happy meeting ance more, never to
be separated either by time or offences.’

She concludes this letter with an address to her
cousin Dolly Hervey, whom she calls her amiable
cousin ; and thankfully remembers for the part she
took in her afflictions.—* O my dear cousin, let your
worthy heart be guarded against those delusions,
which have been fatal to my worldly happiness !—
That pity, which you bestowed upon me, demon-
strates a gentleness of nature, which may possibly
subject you to misfortunes, if your eye be permitted
to mislead your judgment.—But a strict observance
of your filial duty, my deardbt cousin, and the pre-
cepts of so prudent a mother as you have the hap.
piness to have (enforced by:so sad an exataple in
your own family as I have set} will, ¥ make no doubt,
with the divine assistance, be your gward and
security,®
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The posthumous letter to Miss Howk is extremely
tender and affectionate.  She pathetically calls upon
her, ¢ to rejoice that all her Clarissa’s troubles are
now at an end; that the state of temnptation and
trial, of doubt and uncertainty, is now over with her;
and that she has happily escaped the snares that
were laid for her soul: the rather to rejoice, us that
her misfortuncs were of such a nature, that it was
;n;possible that she could be tolcrably happy in this

ife. )

She ¢ thankfully acknowledges the favours she had
received from Mrs. Howe and Mr. Ilickman; and
expresses her concern for the trouble she has occa-
sioned to the former, as well as to her; and prays,
that all the earthly blessings they used to wish to
each other, may singly dcvolve upon Aer.’

She beseeches her, that she will not suspend the
day, which shall supply to herself the friend she
will have lost in her, and give to herself a still
nearer and dearer relation,’

She tells her, ¢ that her choice (a choice made
with the approbation of all her friends) has fallen
upon a sincere, an honest, a virtuous, and, what is
more than all, a pious man; a man, who, although
he admires her person, is still more in love with the
graces of her mind. And as those graces are im-
provable with every added year of life, which will
mmpair the transitory ones of person, what a firm
basis, infers she, has Mr. Ilickman chosen to build
his love upon I’ i

She prays, ¢ that God will bless themn together;
and that the remembrance of her, and of what she
has sufferced, may not interrupt their mutual happi-
ness ; she dcsires them to think of nothing but what
she now is; and thata time will come, when they
shall meet again, never to be divided !

¢ To the divine protection, meantime, she com-
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mits her; and charges her, by the love that has
always subsisted Letween thém, that she will not
mourn too heavily for her; and again callsupon her,
after a gentle tear, which she will allow her to let
fall in memol‘ly]' of their uninterrupted friendship, to
rejoice that she is so.early released ; and that she is
purified by her sufferings, and is made, as she as-
suredly trusts, by God’s goodness, eternally happy.’

The posthumous letters to Mr. LoveLace and Mi.
Moroen will be inserted hereqfier: as will also
the substance of that written to Mrs. NorTON.

LETTER XXXV,
MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.

Sut. afternoon, Sept. 9.
I uNpErsranD, that thou breathest nothing but re-
venge against me, for treating thee with so much
freedom ; and against the accursed woman and her
infernal crew. Iam not at all concerned for thy
menaces against myself. It is my design to make
thee feel. 1t gives me pleasure to find my intentions
answered. And I congratulate thee, that thou hast
not lost that sense. '
As to the cursed crew, well do they deserve the
fire here, that thou thréatenest them with, and the
fire hereafier, that seems to await them. But I have
this moment received news which will, in all likeli-
hood, save thee the guilt of punishing the old wretch
for her share of wickedness as thy agent. But if
that happens to her which is likely to happen, wilt

thou not tecmble for what may befal the principal ?
Not to keep thee long.r in sispense ; last night, it
seems, the infamous woman got so heartily intoxi-
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cated with her beloved liquor, arrack punch, at the
expense of Colonel Salter, that, mistaking her way,
she fell down a pair of stairs, and broke her leg:
and now, after a dreadful night, she lies foaming,
raving, roaring, in a burning fever, that wants not
any other fire to scorch her into a feeling more ex-
quisite and durable than any thy vengeance could
give her.

The wretch has requested me to come to her : and
lest I should refuse a common messenger, sent her
vile associate, Sally Martin ; who not finding me at
Soho, came hither ; another part of her business
being to procure the divine lady’s pardon for the
old creature’s wickedness to her.

This devil incarnate, Sally, declares, that she ne-
ver was so shocked in her life, as when I told her
the lady was dcad.

She took out her salts to keep her from fainting ;
and when a little recovered, she accused hersclf for
her part of the injuries the lady had sustained ; as
she said Polly Uorton would do for her’s ; and shed-
ding tears, declared, that the world never produced
such another woman. She called her the ornament
and glory of her sex ; acknowledged, that her ruin
wiag owing more to their instigations, than even (sa-
vage as thou art) to thy own vilcncss ; since thou wert
inclined to have done her justice more than once,
had they not kept up thy profligate spirit to its
height.

This wretch would-fuin have been admitted to a
sight of the corpse ; but I refused her request with
execrations. .

She could forgive herself, she said, for cvemy thing
but her insults upon the admirable lady at Rowland’s:
since all the rest was but in pursuit of a livelikood,
to which she had been reduced, asshe boasted, from
better expectations, and which hundreds follow as
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well as she. T did not ask her, by whom rc-
duced ?

At going away, she told me, that the old monster’s
bruiscs are of more dangerous consequence than the
fracture : that a mortification is apprehended : and
that the vile wretch has so much compunction at
heart, on recollecting her treatment of MissHarlowe.
and is so much set upon procuring her forgiveness,
that she is sure the news she has to carry her will
hasten her end.

All these things I leave upon thy reflection.

LETTER XXXVIL
MR. BELFORD TO KOBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.

Sat. night.

Your servant gives me a dreadful account of your
raving unmanageableness. I wonder not atit. But
as nothing violent is lasting, I dare say, that your
habitual gaiety of heart will quickly get the hetter
of your phrenzy: and the rather do I judge so, as
your fits are of the raving kind, (suitable to your
natural impetuosity) and not of that melancholy
species which seizes slowcr souls.

For this reason I will proceed:in writing to you,
that my narrative may not be breken by your dis-
composure ; and ‘that the contents of it may find
you, and help yon to reflection, wWhen you shall be
restored. .

- Harry is returned from carryipg the posthumous
letters to the family, und to Ni'lis Howe; and that
of the cglonel, which acquaints James Harlowe with
his sister’s death, and with her desire to be interred
near her prandfather. .

Harry was not admitted into the presence of any
of the family. They were all assembled together,
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it seems, at Harlowe Place, on occasion of the colo-
uel’s letter, which informed them of the lady’s dan-
gerous way *; and were comforting themselves, as
Harry was told, with hopes that Mr. Morden had
made the worst of her state, in order to quicken
their resolutions.

It is easy then to judge what must be their grief
and surprise on receiving the fatal news which the
letter Harry sent in to them communicated.

He staidy there long enough to find the whole
house in confusion ; the servants running different
ways; lamenting and wringing their hands as they
ran ; the female servants particularly ; as if some-
body (poor Mrs. Harlowe, no doubt, and perhaps
Mrs. Hervey too) were in fits,

Every one was in such disorder, that he could get
no commands, nor obtain any notice of himself.
The servants seemed more inchned to execrate than
welcome him—O master! O young wan! cried
three ar four tagether, what dismal tidings have you
brought! They helped him, at the very first word,
to his horse ; which with great civility they had put
up on his arrival : and he went toan inn ; and pur-
sued on foot his way to Mrs. Norton’s ; and finding
her come to town, left the letter he carried down for
her with her son (a fine youth) ; who, when he
heard the fatal news, burst out into 2 flopd of tears
—first lamenting the lady’s death, and then ¢rying
out, what, what, would become of his poor mother!
—How would she support herself, when she should
find, op her arrivalin town, that the dear lady, who
was so deservedly the darling of heg heart, was no
more

He proceeded to Miss Howe’s, with the letter for-
her. ?l'hat lady, he was told, had just given orders

* Sce the beginning of Letter xviii.
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for a young man, a tenant’s son, to post to London,
to bring her news of her dear friend’s condition, and
whether she should herseif be encouraged, by an
account of her being still alive, to make her a visit ;
every thing being ordered to be in readiness for her
going up, on his return with the news she wished
and prayed for with the utmost impatience. And
Harry was just in time, to prevent the man’s setting
out. )

He had the precaution to desire to speak with Miss
Howe’s woman or maid, and communicated to her
the fatal tidings, that she might break them to her

oung ladg. he maid herself was so affected, that
Ker old lady (who, Harry said, seemed to be every
where at once) came to see what ailed her ; and was
herself so struck with the communication, that she
was forced tosit down in a chair : O the sweet crea-
ture! said she—and is it come to this !—O my poor
Nancy !—~How shall I be able to break the matter
to my Nancy !

Mr. Hickman was in the house. He hastened in
to comfort the old lady—but he could not restrain
his own tears. He feared, he said, when he was last
in town, that this sad event would soon happen : but
little thought it would be so very soon !—but she is
hagry, I am sure, said the good gentleman.

rs. Howe, when a little recovered, went up, in
order to break the news to her daughter. She took
the letter, and her salts in her hand. And they had
occasion for the latter. For the housekeeper soon
came hurrying down into the kitchen, her face over-
spread with tears—her young mistress had fainted
away, she said—nor did she wonder at it—never did
therg live a lady more deserving of general adniira-
tion and lamentation, than Miss Clarissa Harlowe !
and never was there a stronger friendship dissolved
by death than between her young lady and her.

YoL. VilL N
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She hurried with a lighted wax candle, and with
feathers, to burn under the nose of her young mis-
tress; which showed that she continued in fits.

Mr. Hickman afterwards, with his usual humanity,

_directed that Harry should be taken care of all
night ; it being then the close of day. He asked
him after my hcalth. He expressed himself exces-
sively afflicted, as well for the death of the most ex-
cellent of women, as for the just grief of the lady,
whom he so passionately loves. But he called the
departed lady an angel of light. 'We dreaded, said
he, (tell your master) to read the letter sent—but
we needed not—’tis a blessed letter—written by a
blessed hand ! Butthe consolation she aims to give,
will for the present heighten the sense we all shall
have of the loss of so excellent acreature! Tell Mr.
Belford, that I thank God, I am not the man who
had the unmerited honour to call himself her
brother.

I know how terribly this great catastrophe (as I
may call it, since so many persons are interested in
it) affects thee. Ishould have bcen glad to have had
particulars of the distress which the first communi-
cation of it must have given to the Harlowes. Yet
who but must pity the unhapp‘)_'l mother ?

The answer which James Harlowe returned to
Coloncl Morden’s letter of notification of his sister’s
death, and to her request as to her interment, will
ﬁive a faint idea of what their concern must be.—

ere fallows a copy of it.

TO WILLIAM MORDFEN, EsQ.

DEAR COUSIN, Saturday Sept. 9.
I canvor find words to express what we all suffer
on the most mournful news that ever was communi-
cated to, us.
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.My sister Arabella (but, alas! 1 have now no
ether sister) was preparing to follow Mrs. Norton
up; and 1 had resolved to escort her, and to have
looked in upon the dear creature,

God be merciful to usall! To what purpose did
the doctor write, ifvshe was so near her end ?—
Why, as every hody says, did he not send sooner ?
—or why, at all ?

The most admirable young creature that ever
swerved '—Not one friend to be with her '—Alas!
sir, I fear my mother will never get over this shock.
—She has been ia hourly fits ever since she received
the fatal news, My poor father has the gout thrown
into his stomach; and heaven knows—O cousin,
O sir!—1I ineant nothing but the honour of the fa-
mily ! yet have I all the weight thrown upon me—
[O this cursed Lovelace! may I perish if he escape
the deserved vengeance !] *

We had begun to pleasc ourselves that we should
soon sce her here—good heaven! that her next
cutrance into this house, after she abandoned us so
precipitately, should be v a coffin,

We can have nothing to do with her executor:
(another stiange step of the dear crcature’s!) he
cannot cxpect we will—nor, if he be a gentleman,
will he think of acting. Do you therefore be
l)lcuscd, sir, to order the undertaker to convey the
body down tous. My mother says, she shall be for
ever unhappy, if she may not in death see the dear
creature whom she could not sce inlife ; be so kind
thereforc as to direct the lid to-be only half-screwed
down=—that (if my poor mother cannut be prevailed
upon to dispense with so shocking a spectacle) she
may be obliged—she was the darling of her hcart!

* The words thus inclosed [] were omitted in the transcrips
to Mr. Lovelace,
N2
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If we know her will in relation to the funeral, it
shall be punctually complied with : as shall every
thing in it that is ﬁ)l,; or reasonable to be performed ;
and this without the intervention of strangers.

Will you not, dear sir, favour us with your pre-
sence at this melancholy time? Pray do;—and pity
and excuse, with the generosity which is natural to
the brave and the wise, what passed at our Jast
meeting. Every one’s respects attend you, And I
am, sir,

Your inexpressibly afflicted cousin and servant,
JA. HARLOWE, Jun.

Every thing that’s fit or reasonable to be performed !
Lrepeated I to the colonel from the above letter on

is reading it to me :] that is every thing which she
has directed, that can be performed. 1 hope, colo-
nel, that I shall have no contention with them. I
wish no more for their acquaintance than they do for
mine. But you, sir, must be the mediator between
them and me; for Ishall insist upon a literal per-
formance in every article.

The colonel was so kind as to declare that he
would support me in my resolution,

———
LETTER XXXVII

MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.

Sunday morm. eight o'clock, Sept. 10.
1 staip at Smith’s till I saw the last of all that is
mortal of the divine lady.

As she had directed rings by her will to several
persons, with her hair to be set in crystal, the af-
flicted Mrs. Norton cut off, before the coffin was
¢losed, four charming ringlets; one of which the
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colonel took for a locket; which, he says, he will
cause to be made, and wear next his heart in me-
mory of his beloved cousin.

Between fourand five in the morning, the corpse
was put into the hearse; the coffin before being
filled, as intended, with flowers and aromatic herbs,
and proper carc taken to prevent the corpse suf-
fering (to the eye) from the jolting of the hearse.

Poor Mrs. Norton is extremely ill. I gave par-
cular dirvections to Mrs. Smith’s maid (whoin I have
ordered to attend the good woman in a mourning
chariot) to take care of her. The colonel, who
rides with his servants within view of the hearse,
says, that he will see my orders in relation to her
enforced.

When the hearse moved off, and was out of sight,
I locked up the lady’s chamber, into which all that
had belonged to her was removed,

I expect to hear from the colonel as soon as he is
got down, by a servant of his own.

LETTER XXXVIII.
M. MOWBRAY TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

DEAR JACK, Uxbridge, Sunday morn. nine o'clock.
I senp you inclosed asletter from Mr. Lovelace;
which, though written in the cursed algebra, I know
to be such a one as will show what a queer way he is
in; for he read it to us with the air of a tragedian,
You will see by it what the mad fellow had intended
to do, if we had not all of us interposed. Ile was
actually setting out with a surgeon of this place, to
have the lady opened and embalmed.—Rot me, if
it be not my full persuasion, that if he had, her
N 3
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heart would have been found to be either iron or
marble.

We have got Lord M. to him. His lordship is
alse much afflicted at the lady’s death. His sisters
and nieces, he says, will be ready to break their
hearts. What a rout’s jere about a woman! For
after all, she was no more.

We have taken a pailful of black bull’s blood
from him ; and this has lowered him a little. But
he threatens Colonel Morden, he threatens you for
your cursed reflections, [cursed reflections indeed,
Jack !] and curses all the world and himself, still.

Last night his mourning (which is full as deep
as for a wife) was brought home, ahd his fellows’
mourning too.  Aud, though eight o’clock, he
would put it on, and make them attend him ia
theirs.

Every body blames him on the lady’s account.
But I see not for why. She was a vizen in her vir-
tue. What a pretty fellow she has ruined—hay,
Jack !—And her relations are ten times more to
blame than he 1 will prove this to the tecth of
them all. Tf they conld use her ill, why should they
expect kim to use her well —You or I, or Tourville,
in his shoes, would have done as he has done. Are
not all the girls foréwatned ?—Has he done by her
as that caitiff Miles did to the farmer’s daughter,
whom he tricked up to town (a pretty girl also, just
such another as Bob’s Rosebud!) under a notion of
waiting on a lady ?— Drilled her on, pretending the
lady wus abroad. Drank her light-hearted ; then
éarried her to a play; then it was too late you
know, to see the pretended lady : then to a bagnio:
rained her, as they call it, and all the same day.
Kept her on (an ugly dog, too !} a fortnight or three
wecks ; then left her to the mercy of the people of
the bagnio, (wever paying for any thing) who stript
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her of all her tlothes, and because shé would not
take on, threw her into prison ; where she died in
want and in despair !—A true story, thou knowest,
Jack. — This feﬂow deserved to be d—n’d. But
has our Bob been sach a villain as this }~—And
would he not have merried this flinty-hearted lady ?
—So he is justified very evidently.

Why then should such cursed gualms take him ?
—Who would have thought he had been such poor
blood ! Now [rot the puppy !] to see him sit silent
in a corner, when he has tired himself with his
mock majesty, and with his argumentation (who so
fond of arguing as he ?) and teaching his shadow to
make mouths against the wainscot—the devil fetch
me, if I have patience with him !

But he has had no rest for these ten days: that’s
the thing !—You must write to him ; and prythee
coax him, Jack, and send him what he writes for,
and give him all his way : there will be no bearing
him else. And get the lady buried as fast as you
cai ; and don’t let him know where. -

This letter should have gone yesterday. We
told kim it did. But were in hopes he would not
have inquired after it again. But he raves, as ke
has not any answer,

What he vouchsafed to read of other of your letters
has given my lord such a curiosity, as makes him
desire you to céntinue your accounts. Pray do:
but not in your hellish Arabic ; -and we will Ict the
poor fellow only into what we think fitting for his
present way. A

I livea cursed dull poking life here. With what
I s0 lately saw of poor Belton, and what I now “see
of this charming fellow, 1 shall be as crazy as he
soon, or as dull as thoun, Jack ; so must seek ¥or bet-
ter company in town than either of you. I have
been forced to read sometimes to divert mie; and .
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you know I hate reading. It presently sets me into
a fit of drowsiness; and then I yawn and stretch
like a devil.

Yet, in Dryden’s Palemon and Arcite, have [ just
now met with a passage, that has in it much of our
Bob’s case. These are some of the lines.

Mr. Mowbray then recites some lines from that poem,
describing a distracted man, and runs the parallel ;
and then priding himself in his performance, says,

Lct me tell you, that hnd T begun to write as early
as yon and Lovelace, I might have cut as good a
figure as either of you. Why not? But, hoy or
man, I ever hated a book. ’Tis a folly to lie. 1
loved action, my boy. 1 hated droning ; and have
led in former days more boys from their book, than
ever my master made to profit by it.  Kicking and
cuffing, and orchard-robbing, were my carly glory.

But ] am tired of writing. I ncver wrote such a
long letter in my life. My wrists and my fingers
and thumb ache d—nably. The penis an hundred
weight at least. And my eyes are ready to drop
out of my head upon the paper.—The cramp but
this minute in my fingers. Rot the goose and the
goosequill! T will write no more long letters for a
twelvemonth to come. Yet one word : we think
the mad fellow coming to. Adieu.

LETTER XXXIX.
MR. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

JACK, Uxbridge, Sat. Sept. 9.
I raink it absolutely right that my ever dear and
beloved lady should be opened and embalmed, I
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‘must be done out of hand—this very aftérnoon.
Your acquaintance Tomkins, and old Anderson of
this place, whom I will bring with me, shall be the
surgeons. 1 have talked to the latter about it.

I will sce every thing done with that decorum
which the case, and the sacred person of my be-
loved, require.

Every thing that can be done to preserve the
charmer from decay, shall also be done. And when
she will descend to her original dust, or cannot be
kept longer, I will then have her laid in my family
“vault, between my own father and mother. My-
self, as I am in my soul, so in person, chief mourner.
But her keart, to which I have such unquestionable
pretensions, in which 1 had once so larfe a share,
and which 1 will prize above my own, I will have.
I will keep it in spirits. It shall never be out of iy
sight. And all the charges of sepulture too shall be
mine.

Surely nobody will dispute my right to her.
‘Whose was she living? whoseis she dead, but mine?
—Her cursed parents, whose barbarity to her, no
doubt, was the zruc cause of her death, have long
since renounced her. She left them for me. She
chose me, therefore : and I was her husband. What
though I treated her like a villain? Dol not pay for
itnow ? Would she not have been mine had I not?
Nobody will dispute but she woald. And has she
not forgiven me ?—I am then in stutu quo prius with
her—am I not ?—as if I had never offended ? Whose
then can she be but mine ? )

I will free you from your efecutorship, and all
your cares. :

Take notice, Belford, that I do hereby actually
discharge you and every body, from all cares and
troubles relating to her. And as to her last testa-
taent, I will execute it myself. ‘
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. There were no articles between us, no settle-
ments ; and she is mine, as you sce I have proved
to a demonstration ; nor could she dispose of herself
but as I pleased. D—nation seize me then if I make
not good my right against all opposers !

Her bowels, if her friends are very solicitous
about them, and very humble and sorrowful (and
none have they of their own) shall be sent down to
them—to be laid with ker ancestors—unless she has
ordered otherwise. For, except that she shall not
be committed to the unworthy earth so long as she
can be kept out of it, her will shall be performedin
every thing.

I send in the meantime for a lock of her hair.

I charge you stir not in any part of her will, but
by my express direction. I will order every thing
myself. For am I not her husband? And being
forgiven by her, am I not the chosen of her heart ?
What else signifies her forgivcness ?

The two insufferable wretches you have sent
me plague me to death, and would treat me like a
babe in strings. D—n the fellows, what can they
mean by it? Vet that crippled monkey Dole-
man joins with them. And, as I hear them whis-
per, they have sent for Lord M.—To control me, 1
suppose.

hat can they mean by this usage ?* Sure all the
world is run mad but myself. They treat me as
they ought every one of themselves to be treated.
The whole world is but one great bedlam. God
confound it, and every thing in it, since now my
beloved Clarissa Lovelace—no more Harlowe—curse
upon that name, and every one called by it!

What 1 write to you for is,

1. To forbid you intermeddling with any thing
relating to her. To forbid Morden intermeddling
also. ?f I remember right, he has threatened me,
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and cursed me, and used me ill—and let him be gone
from her, if he would avoid my resentments.

2. To send me 2 lock of her hair instantly by the
bearer. )

3. To engage Tomkins to have every thing ready
for the opening and embalming. I shall bring An-
derson with me.

4. To get her will and every thing ready for my
perusal and consideration. )

I will have possession of her dear heart this very
night ; and let Tomkins provide a proper receptacle
and spirits, till I can get a golden one made for it.

I will take her papers. And, as no one can do
her memory justice cqual to myself, I will not spare
myself. Who can better show the world what she
was, and what a villain he that could use hcrill?
And the world shall also sce, what implacable and
unworthy pareats she had.

All shall be sct forth in words at length. No
mincing of the matter. Names undisguised as well
as facts. For as I shall make the worst figure in it
myself, and have a right to treat myself as nobody
else shall ; who will control me ? who dare call me
to account ?

Let me know if the d—n’d mother be yet the
subject of the devil’s own vengeance—if the old
wretch be dead or alive ? Some exemplary mischief
I must yet do. My reveqge shall sweep away that
devil, and all my opposers of the crucl Harlowe fa-
mily, from the face of the earth. Whaole hecatombs
ought to be offered up to the mages of my Clarissa
Lovelace.

Although her will may in e Iespeots .Gross
. mine, yet I expect to be 3(r)bser:(z:ll. I wilt be the
interpreter of her’s.

Next to mine, her’s shall be observed ; for she is
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my wife ; and shall be to all eternity. I will never
have another.

Adieu, Jack, I am preparing to be with you. I
charge you, as you value my hife or your own, de
not o,r,pose me in quy thing relating to my Clarissa
Lovelace.

My temper is entirely altered. I kuow not what
it is to laugh, or smile, or be pleasant. I am grown
choleric and impatient, and will not be controlled.

I write this in charactersas I used to do, that no-
body but you should know what I write. For never
was any man plagued with impertinents, as I am,

’ R. LOVELACE.

Ix a separate paper inclosed in the above.

Lt metell thee, in characters still, that I am in
a dreadful way just now. My brain is all boilin
like a cauldron over a fiery furnace. What a devi
is the matter with me, I wonder! I never was so
strange in my life.

In truth, Jack, I have been a most exegrable vil-
lain. And when 1 consider all my actions to this
angel of a woman, and in her the piety, the charity,
the wit, the beauty, I have kelped to destroy, and
the good to the world I have thercby been a'means
of frustrating, I can pronounce d— nation upon my-
self. How then can I expect mercy any where
else!

I believe I shall have no patience with you when
Iseeyou. Your d—ned stings and reflections have
almost turned my brain.

But here Lord M. they tell me, is come! D—n
him, and those who sent for him !

I know not what I have written, But her dear
heart and a lock of her hair I will have, let who will
be the gainsayers! For ig she not mine? Whos
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elise can she be? She has no father nor mother, 1o
sister, no brother ; no relations but me. And my
beloved is mine ; and I am her’s: and that’senough.
—But oh'!

She’s out! The damp of death has quench’d her quite !

Those spicy doors, her lips, are shut, close lock'd, "
Which never gale of life shall open more } -

And is it so? Isitindeed so?—Good God !—Good
Gbd !—But they will not let me write ou. I must
go down to this officious peer—who the devil sent
tor him ?

e——

LETTER XIL.
MR. BELFORD TO RICHARD MOWBRAY, ESQ.

Sunday, Sept. 10, four in the afternoon.

1 nave your’s, with our unhappy friend’s inclosed.
I am glad my lord is with him. As I presume that
his phrensy will be but of short continuance, I most
earuestly wish, that on his recovery he could be
prevailed upon to go abroad. Mr. Morden, who is
inconsolable, has seen by the will (as indeed he sus-
pected before he read it) that the case was more
than a common seduction; and has dropt hints al.
ready, that he looks upon hinself, on that acccunt,
as freed from his promises made to the dying lady,
which were, that he would not seek to avenge her
death. .

You must make the recovery of his health the
motive for urging him on this hed ; for, if you hint
at his own safety, he will not stir, but rather seck
the colonel, :

As to the lock of hair, you measily pacify him
{as you onee saw the angel) with hair near the co-
lour, if he be intent upon it.

YOL. Vi ©
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At my lord’s desire I will write on, and in my
common hand ; that you may judge what is, and
what is not, fit to be read to Mr. Lovelace at pre-
sent. But as I shall not forbear reflections as 1 go
along, in hopes to reach his heart on his recovery,
I think it best to direct myself to him still ; and that
as if he were not disordered. ’

As I shall not have Icisure to take copies, and yet
am willing to have the whole subject before me, for
my own future contemplation ; I must insist upon a
return of my letters sume time hence. Mr. Love-
lace knows that this is one of my conditions; and
has hitherto complied with it.

Thy letter, Mowbray, is an inimitable perform-
ance. Thou art a strange impcnetrable creature.
But let me most earnestly conjure thee, and the
idle flutterer Tourville, from what you have seen of
poor Belton’s exit; from our friend Lovelace’s
phrensy, and the occasion of it; and from the ter-
rible condition in which the wretch Sinclair lies ; to
set about an immediate change of life and manners.
For my own part, I am determined, be your reso-
lutions what they may, to take the advice I give.

As witness,
J. BELFORD.

LETTER XLIL
MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.

O roverace! I have a scene to paint in relation to
the wretched Sinclair, that, if I do it justice, will
make thee seriously ponder and reflect, or nothing
can. [ will lead to it in order; and that in my
vsual hand, that thly compeers may be able to read
it as well as thyself. -
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When I had written the preceding letter; not
knowing what to do with myself; recollccting and
in vain wishing for that delightful and improvin
conversation, which I had now for ever lost; %
thought I had as good begin the task, which I had
for some time past resolved to begin ; that is to say,
to go to church; and see if I could not reap some
benefit from what I should hear there. Accordingly
I determined to go to hear the celebrated preacher
at St. James’s Church. But, as if the devil (for so
I was then ready to conclude) thought himself con-
cerned to prevent my intention, a visit was made
me, just as I was dressed, which took me off from
my purpose.

From whom should this visit be, but from Sally
Martin, accompanied by Mrs. Carter, the sister of
the infamous Sinclair! the same, I suppose I need
not tell you, who keeps the Bagnio near Blooms-
bury.

T)Lcy told me that the surgeon, apothecary, and
physician, had all given the wretched woman over;
but that she said, she could not die, nor be at rest,
till she saw mc: and they besought me to accom-
pauny them in the coach they came in, if I had one
apa;'kfof charity, of Christian charity, as they called
it, left.

I was very loth to be diverted {rom my purpose
by a request so unwelcome, and from people so
abhorred ; but at last went, and we got thither by
ten, where a scene so shocking presented itself to
me, that the death of poor desponding Belton is
not, I think, to be compared with it. ’

The old wretch had once put her leg out by her
rage and violence, and had been crying, scolding,
cursing, ever since the preceding evening, that the
lul;]geon had told her it was impossible to save her;
and that a mortification had begun to show itself;

o2
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insomuch that, purely in compassion to their own
ears, they had been forced to seud for another sur-
geon, purposely to tell ber, though against his
Judgment, and (ieing a friend of the other) to seem
to convince Aim, that he mistook her case; and that
if she would be patient, she might recover. But
nevertheless, her apprehensions of death, and her
antipathy to the thoughts of dying, were sostrong,
that their imposture had not the intended cffect,
and she was raving, crying, cursing, and even howl-
ing, more like a wolf than a human creature, when
I came; so that as I went up stairs, I said, Sarely
this noise, this howling, cannot be from the un-
happy woman! Sally said it was; and assured me,
that it was nothing to the neise she had made all
night; and stepping into her room before me, Dear
Madam Sinclair, said she, forbear this noise ! It is
more like that of a bull than a woman!—FHere
comes Mr. Belford; and you’ll fright him away if
you bellow at this rate.

There were no less than eight of her cursed
daughters surrounding her bed when I entered;
one of her partners, Polly Horton, at their head;
and now Sally, her other partner, and Madam
Carter, as they called her (for they are al madams
with one another), made the number ten: all in
shocking deshabille, and without stays, exce[:t Sally,
Carter,and Polly, who, not daring to leave her, had
not been in bed all night.

The other seven seemed to have'been but just up,
risen perhaps from their customers in the fore-house,
and their nocturnal orgies, with faces, three or four
of them, that had run, the paint lying in streaky
scams not half blowz’d off, discovering coarse wrink-
led skins: the hair of some of them of divers co-
lours, obliged to the black-lead comb where black
was affected ; the artificial jetj however, yielding
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apace to the nataral brindle: that of others plas-
tered with oil and powder; the oil predominating :
but every one’s hanging about hier cars and neck in
broken curls, or ragged ends; and each at my en-
trance taken with one motion, stroking their matted
locks with both hands under their coifs, mobs, or
pinners, every one of which was awry. They were
all slip-shoed ; stockenless some ; only under-petti-
coated all; their gowns, made to cover straddling
hoops, hanging trollopy, and tangling about their
hecls; but hastily wrapt round them, as soon as I
camc up stairs. And half of them (unpadded,
shoulder-bent, pallid-lipt, limber-jointed wretches)
appearing, from a blooming nineteen or twenty
perhaps over-night, haggard, well-worn strumpcts
of thirty-eight or forty.

I am the more particular in describing to thee the
appearance these crcatures made in my eyes when
I came into the room, bccause 1 believe thou never
sawest any of thcm, much less a group of them,
thus unprepared for being seen*. 1, for my part,
never did before; nor had I now, but upon this
occasion, been thus favoured. If thou kadst, T be-
lieve thou would’st hate a profligate woman, as one
of Swift’s Yahoos, or Virgil’s obscene Harpies,
squirting their ordure upon the Trojan trenchers;
since the persons of such in their retirements are as
filthy as their minds.—Hate them as much as I do;
and as much as I admire, &nd next to adore a truly
virtuous and elegant woman : for to me it is evident,
that as a neat and clean woman: must be an angel
of a creature, so a sluttish one is*the impurest ani-
mal in nature. But these were :the veterans, the

* Whoever has seen Dean Swift's §ady’s dressing-room,
will think this description of Mr. Belford’s not only more
natural, but more decent painling, as well as better justified
by the design, and by the use that may be made of it.

. o3
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chosen band; for now-and-then flitted into the
number. of half a dozen or more, by turns, sub-
ordinate sinners, under graduates, younger than
some of the chosen phalanx, but not less obscene
in their appearance, though indeed not so much be-
holden to the plastering fucus; yet unpropt by
stays, squalid, loose in attire, sluggish-haired, under-
petticoated only as the formter, eyes half opened,
winking and pinking, mispatched, vawning, stretch-
ing, as if from the unworn-off effucts of the inid-
night revel; all armed in succession with supplies
of cordials, (of which every one present was cither
tuster or partaker) under the direction of the busier
Dorcas, who frequently popped in, to see her slops
duly given and taken.

But when T approached the old wretch, what a
spectacle presented itself to my eyes!

Her misfortune has not at all sunk, but rather, as
I thought, increased her flesh; rage and violence
perhaps swelling her muscular features. Behold
her then, spreading the whole tumbled bed with
lier huge quaggy carcass: her mill-post arms held
up; her broad hands clenched with violence; her
big eyes, goggling and flaming red as we may sup-
pose those of a salamander; her matted griesly hair,
made irreverend by her wickedness (her clouted
head-dress being half off, spread about her fat ears
and brawny neck); her livid lips parched, and
working violently ; her broad chin in convulsive
motion; her wide mouth, by reason of the con-
traction of her forehead (which seemed to be half
lost in its own frightful furrows) splitting her face,
as it were, into two parts; and her guge tongue hide-
ously rolling in it; heaving, puffing as if for breath ;
her bellows-shaped and various coloured breasts as-
cending by turns to her chin, and descending out
of sight, with the violence of her gaspings.
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This was the spectacle, as recollection has enabled
me to describe it, that this wretch made to my eye,
when I approached her bed-side, surrounded, as I
said, by her suffragans and daughters, who surveyed
her with scouling frighted attention, which one
might casily see had more in it of horror and self-
concern (and self-condemnation too) than of love or
pity ; as who should say, See! what we ourselves
must onec day be!

As soon as she saw me, her naturally big voice,
more hearsened by her ravings, broke upon me: O
Mr. Belford! O sir! see what I am come too!—
See what I am brought too !—To have such a cursed
crew about me, and not one of them to take care of
me! But to let me tumble down stairs so distant
from the room I went from! =0 distant from the
room I meant to go to! Cursed, cursed be every
careless devil —May this or worse be thcir fate,
every one of them!

And then she cursed and swore most vehemently,
and the more, as two or three of them were excus-
ing themselves on the score of their being at that
time as unable to help themselves as she. As soon
as she had cleared the passage of her throat by the
oaths and curses which her wild impatience had
made her utter, she began in a more hollow and
whining strain to bemoan herself, And here, said
she—Heaven grant me patience! [clenching and
unclenching her hands] am I to die thus miserably !
—of a broken leg in my*old age !—snatched awa
by means of my own intemperance! Self-do! Self-
undone !~—No time for my affairs! No time to re-
pent !—And in a few hours (Oh =Oh !—with ano-
ther long howling O—h !—U—gh—o! a kind of
screaming key terminatitg it) who knows, whe can
tell where 1 shall be?—Oh! that indeed I never,
never, had had a being!
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What could one say to such a wretch as this,
whose whole life had been spent in the most dif-
fusive wickedness, and who no doubt has numbcrs
of souls to answer for? Yet I told her, she must be
patient: that her violence made her worse: and
that, if she would compose herself, she might get
into a frame more proper for her present circum-
stances.

‘Who, I? interrupted she: I get into a better
frame? I, who can ncither cry, nor pray! Yet al-
ready feel the torments of the d—n’d ! What mercy
can I expect? What hope is left for me?—Then,
that sweet creature! that incomparable Miss ar-
lowe! she, it secms, is dead and gone! O that
cursed man! Had it not been for him ! 1 had never
?ad this, the most crying of all iy sins, to answer
or!

Aund then she set up another howl.

And is she dead >—Indeed dead ? procecded she,
when her howl was aver—O what an angel have [
been the means of destroying! For though it was
that wicked man’s fault that cver she wasin my
house, yet it was mine, and yours, and yours, and
gours, devils as we all were, [turning to Sally, to

olly, and to one or two more] that he did not do
her justice! And that, that is my curse, and will
one day be yours! And then again she howled.

I still advised patiecnce. I said, that if her time
were to be so short as she apprehended, the niore
ought she to endeavour to compose herself: and
then she would at least die with more ease to herself
—and satisfaction to her friends, I was going to say
—but the word die put her into a violent raving,
and thus she broke in upon me. Die, did you say,
sir ?—Die '—I will not, 1 cannot dic!—I know not
how to die!—Die, sir!—And must I then die?—
Leave this world?—I cannot bear it!—And whe
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brought you hither, sir? [her eyes striking fire at
me] who brought you hither to tell me I must die,
sir?=—I cannot, I will not leave this world. Let
others die, who wish for another! who expect a
better !—I have had my plagues in this; but would
compound for all future hopes, so as I may be no-
thing after this!

And then she howled and bellowed by turns.

By my faith, Lovelace, I trembled in every joint;
and looking upon her who spoke this, and roared
thus, and upon the company round me, I more than
once thonght myself to be in one of the infernal
maisions.

Yet will I proceed, and try, for thy good, if I
can shock thee but half as much with my descrip-
tions, as I was shocked with what I saw and heard.

Sally | —Polly !—Sister Carter !—said she, did you
not tell me 1 might recover ? Did not the surgeon tell
me I might?

And so you may, cry’d Sally ; Monsieur Garon
says you may, if you’ll be patient. But, as I have
often told you this blessed morning, you are readier
to take despair from your own fears, than comfort
from all the hope we can give you.

Yet, cry’d the wretch, interrupting, does not
Mr. Belford (and to %im you have told the truth,
though you won’t to me; does not he) tell me I shall
die (?l‘--l clannot bear it! I cannot bear the thoughts
of dying!

Ax);d ‘then, but that half*a dozen at once endea-
voured to keep down her violent hands, would she
have bLeaten herself; as it seems she had often at-
tempted to do from the time the gurgeon popt out
the word mortification to her. .

. Well, but to what purpose, said §, (turning aside
to her sister, and to Sally and Polly) are these hopes
given hcer, if the gentlemen of the faculty give her
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over? You should let.her know the worst, and then
she must submit ; for there is no running away from
death. If she has any matters to settle, put her
upon settling them ; and do not, by telling her she
will live, when there is no room to expect it, take
from her the opportunity of doing needful things.
Do the surgeons actually give her over?

They do, whispered they. Her gross habit, they
say, gives no hopes. We have sent for both sur-
geons, whom we expect every minute.

Both the surgeons (who are French; for Mrs.
Sinclair has heard Tourville launch out in the praise
of French surgeons) came in while we were thus
talking. I retired to the further end of the room,
and threw up a window for a little air, being half-
poisoned by the effluvia arising from so many con-
taminated carcases; which gave me no imperfect
idea of the stench of gaols, which, corrupting the
ambient air, gives what is called the prison dis-
temper.

1 came back to the bed-side when the surgecons
had inspected the fracturc; and asked them, if
there were any expectation of her life?

One of them whispered me, there was none:
that she had a strong fever upon her, which alone,
in such a habit, would probably db the business ; and
that the mortification had visibly gained upon her
since they were there six hours ago. .

Will amputation save her? Her affairs and her
mind want settling. A few days added to her life
may be of service to her in both respects.

They told me the fracture was high in her leg;
that the knee was greatly bruised ; that the mortifi-
-cation, in all probability, had spread half-way up
the femur: and then, getting me between them
{three or four of the women joining us, and listen-
ing with their mouths open, and all the signs of
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ignorant wonder in their faces, as there appeared of
self-sufficiency in thosc of the artists) did they by
turns fill my ears with an anatomical description of
the leg and thigh ; running over with terms of art,
of the tarsus, thc metatarsus, the tibia, the fibula,
the patella, the os tali, the os tibie, the tibialis posticus
and tibialis anticus, up to the os femoris, to the ace-
tabulum of the os ischion, the great trochanter, glu-
teeus, triceps, lividus, and little rotutors 5 in short, of
all the muscles, cartilages, and boues, that constitute
the leg and thigh from the great toe to the hip; as
if they would show me, that all their science had
penetrated their heads no further than their mouths;
while Sally lifted up her hands with a—Laud bless
me! are all surgeons so learned !—DBut at last both
the gentlemen declared, that if she and her friends
would consent to amputation, they would whip off
her leg in a moment.

Mrs. Carter asked, to what purpose, if the ope-
ration would not save her? ‘

Very true, they said; but it might be a satisfac-
tion to the patient’s friends, that all was done that
could be done.

And so the poor wretch was to be lanced and
quartered, as I may say, for an experiment only !
And, without any hope of benefit from the opera-
tion, was to pay the surgeons for tormenting her!

I canuot but say I have a mean opinion of both
thesc gentlemen, who, thqugh they make a figure,
it seems in their way of living, and boast not only
French extraction, but a Paris egucation, never will
make any in their practice. :

How unlike my honest English friend Tomkins,
a plain, scrious, intclligent man, whose art Jlies
.deeper than in words; who always avoids parade
and jargon ; and cndeavours to make every one as
much a judge of what he is about as himself!
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All the time that the surgeons ran on with their
anatomical process, the wretched woman most
frightfully roared and bellowed ; which the gentle-
men (who showed themselves to be of the class of
those who are not aflected with the evils they do
not feel) took no other notice of, than by raising
their voices to be heard, as she raised hers—being
evidently more solicitous to increase their acquaint-
ance, and to propagate the notion of their skill, than
to attend to the clamours of the poor wretch whom
they were called in to relieve ; though by this very
means, like the dog and the shadow in the fable,
they- lost both aims with me: for I never was de-
ceived in one rule, which I made early; to wit,
that the stillest water is the deepest, while the bub-
bling stream only betrays shallowness; and that
stones and pebbles lie there so near the surface, to
poiut out the best place to ford a river dry shod.

As nobody cared to tell the unhappy wretch what
every one apprehended must follow, and what the
surgeons convinced me soon would, I undertook to
be the denouncer of her doom. Accordingly, the
operators being withdrawn, I sat down by the bed-
side, and said, Come, Mrs. Sinclair, let me advise
you to forbear these ravings at the carelessness of
those, who, I find, at the time, ctould take no care
of themselves ; and since the accident kas happened,
and cannot be remedied, to resolve to make the best
of the matter: for all this violence but enrages the
malady, and you will probably fall into a delirium,
if you give way mo it, which will deprive you of
that reason which you ought to make the best of,
for the time it may be lent you.

She turned her head towards me, and hearing me
speak with a determined voice, and seeing me as-
sume as determined an @ir, became more calm and
attentive,
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I went on, telling her, that I was glad, from the
hints she had given, to find her concerned for her
past misspent life, and particularly for the part she
had had in the ruin of the most excellent woman on
earth : that if she wonld compose herself, and pa-
tiently submit to the consequence of an evil she
had - brought upon herself, it might possibly be
happy for her yet. Meantime, continued I, tell
me, with temper and calmness, why you was so
desirous to see me?

She seemed to be in great confusion of thought,
and turned her head this way and that; and at last,
after much hesitation, said, Alas for me! I hardly
know what 1 wanted with you. When I awoke
from my intemperate trance, and found what a
cursed way I was in, my conscience smote me, and
I was for catching, like a drowning wretch, at every
straw. I wanted to see every body, and any body,
but those I did see; every body who I thought
could give me comfort. Yet could I expect none
from you neither; for you had declared yourself
my enemy, although I had never done you harm:
for what, Jackey, in her old tone, whining through
her nose, was Miss Harlowe to you?—But she is
happy !—But oh! what will become of me ?—~Yet
tell me, (for the surgeons have told you the truth no

-doubt) tell me, shall I do well again? May I re-
cover? If Imay, I will begin a new course of life :
as I hope to be saved, I will. I’H renounce you all
—every one of you, (looking round her) and .scrape
all I can together, and live a life of penitence ; and
when I die, leave it all to charitable uses—T will,
by my soul—every doit of it to ¢harity.—But this
once, lifting up her rolling eyes, aind folded bands
(with a wry-mouthed earnestned, in which every
muscle and feature of her face bore its part) this
one time—Good God of heaven and earth, but this

YOL. VIII P
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once! this once! repeating those words five or six
times, spare thy poor creature, and every hour of
my life shall be pasced in penitence and atonement :
upon my soul it shall!

Less vehement! a little less vehement! said 1—
it is not for me, who have led so free a life, as you
but too well know, to talk to you in a reproaching
strain, and to set before you the iniquity you have
lived in, and the many souls you have helped to
destroy. But as you are in so penitent a way, if I
might advise, you should send for a good clergyman,
the purity of whose life and manners may make all
these things come from him with a better grace than
they can from me.

ow, sir! What, sir! interrupting me; send for
a parson !'—7Then you indeed think I shalldie! Then
you think there is no room for hope ! A parson,
sir !——Who sends for a parson, while there is any
hope left?>—The sight of a parson would be death
immediate to me!—I cannot, cannot die !—Never
tell me of it!—What! die!—What! cut off in the
midst of my sins!

And then she began again to rave.

I cannot bear, said I, rising from my seat with a
stern air, to see a reasonable creature behave so
outrageously !—Will this vehemence, think you,
mend the matter? Will it avail you any thing?
Will it not rather shorten the life you are so desirous
to have lengthened, and deprive you of the only
opportunity you can ever have to settle your affairs
for both worlds?—Death is but the common lot:
and if it will be yours soon, looking at Aer, it will
be also yours, and yours, and yours, speaking with
a raised voice, and turning to every trembling devil
round her (for they all shook at my forcible appli-
cation), and mine also. And you have reason to be
thanktul, turning again to her, that you did not
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perish in that act of intemperance which brought
you to this; for it might have been your neck, as
well as your leg; and then you had not had the
opportunity you now have for repentance—and, the
Lord have mercy upon you! into what a state
might you have awoke ?

hen did the poor wretch set up an inarticulate
frightful howl, such a one as I never before heard
uttered, asif already pangs infernal had taken hold
of her; and sceing every one halffrighted, and me
motioning to withdraw, O pity me, pity me, Mr.
Belford, cried she, her words interruptec{ by groans
—1I find you think I shall die!— And what I may be,
and whkere, in a very few hours—who can tell ?

I told her it was in vain to flatter her: it was my
opinion she would not recover.

I was going to re-advise her to calm her spirits,
and endeavour to resign herself, and to make the
best of the opportunity yet left her; but this de-
claration set her into a most outrageous raving. She
would have torn her hair, and beaten, her breast,
had not some of the wretches held her hands b
force, while others kept her as steady as they could,
lest she should again put out her new-set leg: so
that, seeing her thus incapable of advice, and in a
perfect phrensy, I told Sally Martin, that there
was no hearing the room ; and that their best way
was to send for a minister to pray by her, and to
reason with her, as soon, as she could be capable of
it. And so I left them ; and never was so sensible
of the benefit of fresh air, as I was thc moment I
entered the street.

Nor is it to be wondered at, when it is consider-
ed, that to the various ill smells :that will be always
found in a close sick bed-room, (for generally, when
the physician comes, the air i8 shut out) this of
Mrs. Sinclair was the more particularly offensive,

P2
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as to the scent of plasters, salves, and ointments,
were added the stenches of spirituous liquors, burnt
and unburat, of all denominations: for one or other
of the creatures, under pretence of colics, gripes,
or qualms, were continually calling for supplies of
these, all the time I was there, And yet this is
thought to be a genteel house of the sort: and all
the prostitutcs in it are prostitutes of price, and
their visitors people of note.

O, Lovelace ! what lives do most of us rakes and
libertines lead ! What company do we keep! And,
for such company what society renounce, or endea-
vour to make like these ! -

What woman, nice in her person, and of purity
in her mind and manners, did she know what miry
wallowers the generality of men of our class are in
themselves, and constantly trough and sty with, but
would detest the thoughts of associating with such
filthy sensualists, whose favourite taste carries them
to mingle with the dregs of stews, brothels, and
common sewers?

Yet to such a choice are many worthy women
betrayed, by that false inconsiderate notion, raised
and propagated, no doubt, by the author of all delu-
sion, that a reformed rake makes the best husband.
We rakes, indeed, are bold enough to suppose, that
women in general are as much rakes in their kearss,
as the libertines, some of them, suffer themselves to
be taken with, are in their practice. A supposition,
therefore, which it behoves persons of true honour
of that sex to discountenance, by rejecting the ad-
dress of every man, whose character will not stand
the test of that virtue which is the glory of a wo-
man; and indeed, I may say, of a man too: why
should it not ?

How, indeed, can it be, if this point be duly
weighed, that a man, who thinks alike of all the scx,
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and kdows it to be in the power of a wile to do him
the greatest dishenour man can reccive, and doubts
not her will to do it, if opportunity offer, and impor-
tunity be not wanting : that such a one, from principle,
should be a good husband to uny womani And,
indeed, little do innocents think, what a totul! revo-
lution of manners, what a change of fixed habits, nay,
what a conquest of a bad nature, and what a portion
of divine Grack, is required to make a man a good
husband, a worthy father, and a true friend, from prin-
ciple; especially when it is considered, that it is
not in a man’s own power to reform when he will.
This (to say nothing of my own experience) thou,
Lovelace, hast found in the progress of thy attempts
upon the divine Miss Harlowe. For whose remorses
could be deeper, or more frequent, yet more tran-
sicnt than thine!

Now, Lovelace, let me know if the word grace
can be read from my pen, without a sneer from
thee and thy associates? Iown that once it sounded
oddly in my ears. But 1 shall never forget what a
grave man once said on this very word—that with
him it was a rake’s shibboleth*. He had always
hopes of one who could bear the mention of it
without ridiculing it; and ever gave him up for an
abandoned man, who made a jest of it, or of him
who used it.

Don’t be disgusted, that I mingle such grave re-
flections as these with my narratives. It becomes
me, in my present way olythinking, to do so, when
I sce in Miss Ilarlowe, how all human excellence,
and in poor Belton, how all inhuman libertinism,
and am near seeing in this abandoned woman, how
all diabolical profligacy, end. .And glad should I
be, for your own sake, for your splendid family’s
sake, and for the sake of all your intimates and

+* See Judges xii. 6.
r3
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acquaintance, that you were labouring under the
same impressions, that so we, who have beén com-
panions in (and promoters of one another’s) wicked-
ness, might join in a general atonement to the ut-
most of our power. _

I came home reflecting upon all these things,
more edifying to me than any sermon I could have
heard preached: and I shall conclude this long
letter with observing, that although I left the wretch-
ed howler in a high phrensy-fit, which was exces-
sively shocking to the by-standers ; yet her phrensy
must be the happiest part of her dreadful condition:
for when she is kerself, as it is called, what must be
her reflections upon her past profligate lifc, through-
out which it has been her constant delight and
business, devil-like, to make others as wicked as
herself! What must her terrors be (a hell already
begun in her mind!) on looking forward to the
dreadful state she is now upon the verge of |—But
I drop my trembling pen.

To have done with so shocking a subject at once, we
shall take notice, that Nir. Belford, in a future
letter, writes, that the miserable woman, to the
surprise of the operators themselves, (through hourly
increasing tortures of body and.mind) held out so
long as till Thursday, Sept. 21. And then died
in such agonies, as terrified into a transitory peni-
tence all the wretches about her.

LETTER XLIIL

COLONEL MORDEN TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

SEAR SR, Sunday night, Sept. 10.
Accorping to my promise, I send you an account
of matters here. Poor Mrs. Norton was so very
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ill upon the road, that, slowly as the hearse moved,
and the chariot followed, I was afraid we should
not have got her to St. Alban’s. We put up there
as I had intended. I was in hopes that she would
have been better for the stop: but I was forced to
leave her behind me. I ordered the servant-maid

ou were so considerately kind asto send down with

er, to be very careful of her; and left the chariot
to attend her.  She deserves all the regard that can
be paid her; not only upon my cousin’s account,
but on her own—she is an excellent woman.

When we werc within five miles of Harlowe
Place, I put on a hand-gallop. I ordered the hearse
to proceed more slowly still, the cross-road we were
in being rough; and having more time before us
than I wanted ; for I wished not the hearse to be in
till near dusk. I got to Harlowe Place about four
o’clock.  You may believe I found a mournful
house. You desire me to be very minute.

At my entrance into the court, they were all in
motion. Every servant whom 1 saw had swelled
eyes, and looked with so much concern, that at
first I apprehended some new disaster had happened
in the family. Mr. John and Mr. Antony Harlowe,
and Mrs. Hervey were there. They all helped on
one another’s gricf, as they had before done each
other’s hardness of heart.

My cousin James met me at the entrancce of the
hall.” “His countenance ¢xpresséd a fixed concern ;
and he desired me to excuse his behaviour the last
time I was there. )

My cousin Arabella came to me full of tears and
grief. R
O cousin! said she, hanging upon my arm, 1
dare not ask you any questions !—About the ap-
proach of the hearse, I suppose she meant.

I myself was full of grief; and without going
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further or speaking, sat down in the hall in the first
chair, -

The brother sat down on one hand of me, the
sister on the other. Both were silent. The latter
in tears. .

Mr. Antony Harlowe came to me soon after.
Iis face was overspread with all the appearance of
woe. He requested me to walk into the parlour;
where, as he said, were all his fellow mourners.

I attended him in. My cousins James and Ara-
bella followed me.

A perfect concert of grief, as I may say, broke
out the moment I entered the parlour.

My cousin Harlowe, the dear creature’s father,
as soon as he saw me, said, O cousin, cousin, of all
our family, you are the only one who have nothing
to reproach yourself with !—You are a happy man !

The poor mother, bowing her head to me in
speechless grief, sat with her handkerchief held to
her eyes, with one hand. The other hand was held
by her sister Ilervey, between both her’s; Mis.

ervey weeping upon it.

Near the window sat Mr. John Harlowe, his face
and his body turned from the sorrowing company ;
his eyes red and swelled.

My cousin Antony, at his re-cntering the parlour,
went towards Mrs. Harlowe—Don’t—dear sister !
said he.—Then towards my counsin Harlowe—Don’t
—dear brother !—Don’t thus give way—and with-
out being able to say another word, went to a corner
of the parlour, and wanting himself the comfort he
would fain have given, sunk into a chair, and audi-
bly sobbed.

Miss Arabela followed her uncle Antony, as he
walked in before me, and seemed as if she would
have spolen to the pierced mother some words of
comfort. But she was upable to utter them, and
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got behind her mothei’s chair; and inclining her
face over it, on the unhappy lady’s shoulder, seemed
to claim the consolation that indulgent parent used,
but then was unable, to afford her. '

Young Mr. Harlowe, with all his vehemence of
spirit, was now subdued. His self-reproaching con-
science, no doubt, was the cause of it.

And what, sir, must their thoughts be, which, at
that moment, in a manner deprived them of all
motion, and turned their speech into sighs and
groans !—How to be pitied‘: how greatly to be
pitied, all of them! But how much to be cursed
that abhorred Lovclace, who as it seems, by arts
uncommon, and a villany without example, has
been the sole author of a woe so complicated and
extensive !—God judge me, as—but I stop—the
man (the man can I say ?) is your friend !—He al-
rcady suffers, you tell me, in his intellect—restore
him, heaven, to that—if I find the matter come out,
as 1 apprehend it will—indeed her own hint of his
usage of her, as in her will, is enough—nor think,
my beloved cousin, thou darling of my heart! that
thy gentle spirit, breathing charity and forgiveness
to the vilest of men, shall avail him!—But once
more I stop—forgive me, sir '—Who could behold
such a scene, who could recollect it in order to de-
scribe it, (as minutely as you wished me to relate
how this unhappy family were affected on this sad
occasion) every one of themourners nearly related
to himself, and not be exasperated against the au-
thor of all? -

'As I was the only person (grieved as I was my-
self) from whom any of them, at that instant, cou
derive comfort; Let us not, said I} my dear cousin,
approaching the inconsolable mother, give way to
a grief, which, however just, can mow avail us no-
thing. We hart ourselves, and ¢annot recal the
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dear creature for whom we mourn. Nor would you
wish it, if you knew with what assurances of eternal
happiness she left the world—she is happy, madam!
—Depend upon it, she is hapay! And comfort
yourselves with that assurance !

O cousin, cousin! cried the unhappy mother,
withdrawing her hand from that of her sister Her-
vey, and pressing mine with it, you know not what
a child I have lost !'—Then, in a lower voice, And
how lost !—That it is that makes the loss insuppor-
table,

They all joined in a kind of melancholy chorus,
and each accused him and herself, and some of
them one another. But the eyes of all, in turn,
were cast upon my cousin James, as the person
who had kept up the general resentment against so
sweet a creature. While he was hardly able to
bear his own remorse: nor Miss Harlowe her’s;
she breaking out into words, How tauntingly did I
write to her ! Ilow barbarously did I insulther! Yet
how patiently did she take it !~ Who would have
thought that she had been so near herend !—O bro-
ther! brother! but for you!—but for you !
Double not upon me, said he, my own woes! I have
every thing before me that has passed! I thought
only to reclaim a dear creature’ that had erred! I
intended not to break her tender heart! But it was
the villanous ‘Lovelace who did that—not any of
us! Yet, cousin, did she not attribute all to me 72—
I fear she did !—Tell me only, did she mame me,
did she speak of me, in her last hours? I kope she,
who could forgive the greatest villain on earth, and
plead that he may be safe from our vengeance, I
hope she could forgive me.

She died blessing you all; and justified rather
than eondemned your severity to her.

Then they set up another general lamentation.
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We see, said her father, enough we see in her
heart-piercing letters to us, what a happy frame
she was in a few days before her death—but did it
hold to the last? Had she no repinings? Had the
dear child no heart-burnings ?

None at all '—1 never saw, and never shall see,
80 blessed a departure : and no wonder ; for I néver
heard of such a preparation. Every hour, for weeks
together, was taken up in it. Let this be our com-
fort: we need only to wish for so happy an end for
ourselves, and for those who are nearest to our
hearts. We may any of us be grieved for acts of
unkindness to her: but had all happened that once
she wished for, she could not have made a happier,
perhaps net so happy an end.

Dear soul! and dear sweet soul! the father,
uncles, sister, my cousin Hervey, cried out all at
once, in accents of anguish inexpressibly affecting.

We must for ever be disturbed for those acts of
unkindness to so sweet a child, cried the unhappy
mother.—Indeed! indeed! [softly to her sister
Hervey] I have been too passive, much too passive,
in this case!—The temporary quiet I have been
so studious all my life to preserve, has cost me ever-
lasting disquiet !—There she stopt.

Dear sister I—was all Mrs. Hervey counld say.

I have done but half my duty to the dearest and
most meritorious of children, resumed the sorrow-
ing mother !'—Nay, no¢ halt!'—FHow have we har-
dened our hearts against her l——Again her tears

denied passage to her words. :
My dearest, dearest sister ! again was all Mrs. Her-
vey could say. "

Would to heaven, proceeded,'exclaiming, the
‘poor mother, I had but once seen ber ! Then, turn-
ing to my cousin James, and his sister—O my son !
O my Arabella! If WE were to receive as littie:



168 THE HISTORY OF

mercy—and there again she stopt, her tears inter-
rupting her further speech ; every one, all the time,
remaining silent; their couatenances showing a
grief in their hearts too big for expression.

Now you see, Mr. Belford, that my dearest cousin
could be allowed all her merit!—Whkat a dreadful
thing is qfter-reflection upon « conduct so perverse und
wnnatural !

O this cursed friend of yours, Mr. Belford ! This
detested Lovelace!—To Kim, to him is owing—
pardon me, sir. 1 will lay down my pen till I
bave recovered my temper.

One in the morning.

IN vain, sir, have I endeavoured to compose my-
self to rest. You wished me to be very particular,
and I cannot help it. This melancholy subject fills
my }:vhole mind. I will proceed, though it be mid-
night.

%&bout six o’clock the hearse came to the outward
gate—the parish-church is at some distance ; but
the wind setting fair, the afflicted family were struck,
just before it came, into a fresh fit of grief, on hear-
ing the funeral bell tolled in a very solemn man-
ner. A respect, as it proved, and as they all
guessed, paid to the memory of the dear deceased,
out of officious love, as the hearse passed near the
church.

Judge, when their grief was so great in expecta-
tion of it, what it must be when it arrived.

A servant came in to acquaint us with what its
lumbering heavy noise up the paved inner court-
yard apprised us of before. He spoke not. He
could not speak. He looked, bowed, and withdrew.

I stept out. No one else could then stir. Her
brother, however, soon followed me. When I came
to the door, I beheld a sight very affecting. -
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You have heard, sir, how universally my dear
cousin was beloved. By the poor and middling
surt especially, no young lady was ever so much
beloved. And with reason: she was the common
patroness of all the honest poor in her neighbour-
hood.

It is natural for us, in every decp and sincere
grief, to interest all we know in whabt is so concern-
ing to ourselves. The servants of the family, it
seems, had told their friends, and those theirs, that
though, living, their dear young lady could not be
received nor looked upon, her body was permitted
to be brought home. The space of time was so
confined, that those who knew when she died, must
casily guess ncar the time thc hearse was to come.
A hearse, passing through country villages, and
from London, however slenderly attended, (for the
chariot, as I have said, waitcd upon poor Mrs. Nor-
ton) takes every one’s attention. Nor was it hard
to guess whose this must be, though not adorned by
escutcheons, when the cross roads to Harlowe Place
were taken, as soon as it came within six miles of
it: so that the hearse, and the solemn tolling of the
bell, had drawn together at least fifty of the neigh-
bouring men, women, and children, and some of
good appearance. Not a soul of them, it seems,
with a dry‘eye, and each lamenting the death of
this admired lady, who, as I am told, never stirred
out, but somebody was the bester for her.

These, when the coffin was taken out of the
hearse, crowding about it, hindeped for a few mo-
ments its being carried in; the young people
struggling who should bear it; apnd yet, with re-
specttul whisperings, rather than cldmorous contention.
A mark of veneration I had never‘before seen paid,
upon.any occasion, in all my travels, from the under-

voL. viIr, Q :
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bred many, from whom noise is generally insepara~
ble in all their emulations.

At last six maidens were permitted to carry it in
by the six handles.

The corpse was thus borne, with the most solemn
respect, into the hall, and placed for the present
upon two stools there. The plates, and emblems,
and inscription, set every one gazing upon it, and
admiring it. The more, when they were told, that
all was of her own ordering. They wished to be
permitted a sight of the corpse; but rather men-
tioned this as their wisk than as their hope. When
they had all satisfied their curiosity, and remarked
upon the emblems, they dispersed with blessings
upon her memory, and with tears and lamentations;
pronouncing her to be happy ; and inferring, were
she not so, what would become of them? While
others ran over with repetitions of the good she
delighted to do. Nor were there wanting those
among them, who heaped curses upon the man who
was the author of her fall.

The servants of the family then got about the
coffin. They could not before : and that afforded a
new scenc ol sorrow: but a silent one; for they
spoke only by their eyes, and by sighs, looking
upon the lid, and upon one another, by turns, with
hands lifted up. The presence of their youny
master possibly might awe them, and cause their
grief to be expressed only in dumb show.

As for Mr. James Harlowe, (who accompanied
me but withdrew when he saw the crowd) he stood
looking upon the hd, when the people had left it,
with a fixed. attention : yet, I dare say, knew not
a symbol or letter upon 1t at that moment, had the
question been asked him. In a profound reverie
be stood, his arms folded, his head on one side, and
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marks of stupefaction imprinted upon every fea-
ture.

But when the corpse was carried ioto the lesser
parlour, adjoining to the hall, which she used to
call her parlour, and put upoun a table in the middle
of the room, and the father and mother, the two
uncles, her aunt Hervey, and her sister, came in,
joining her brother and me, with trembling feet,
and eager woe, the scenc was still more atfecting.
‘Their sorrow was heightened, no doubt, by the re-
membrance of their vuforgiving severity : and now
secing before them the receptacle that contained
the glory of their family, who so lately was driven
thence by their indiscrect violence ; never, never
more to be restored to them! no wonder that their
grief wasmore than common grief.

‘They would have withheld the mother, it seems,
from coming in: but when they could not, though
undetermined before, they all bore her company,
led on by an impulise they could not resist. The
poor lady but just cast her eye upon the coffin, and
then snatche.l it away, retiring with passionate grief
towards the window ; yet addressing herself, with
clasped hands, as if to her beloved daughter; O
my child, my child! cried she; thou pride of my
hope! Why wasl not peimitted to speak pardon
and peace to thee !—O forgive thy erucl mother!

Her son (his heart then softened, as his eyes
showed) besought her to withdraw : and her wo-
man looking in at that moment, he called her to
assist him in conducting her lady into the middle
parlour: and then returning, met his father going
out at the door, who also had put just cast his eye
on the coffin, and yielded to my entreaties to with-
draw. His grief was too deep for utterance, till he
saw his son coming in; and then, fetching a heavy
groan, Never, said he, was sorrow like my sorrow !

a2
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—O son ! son !—in a reproaching accent, his face
turned from him.

I attended him through the middle parlour, en-
deavouring to console him. His lady was there in
agonies. She took his eye. He made a motion to-
wards her: O my dear, said he—but turning short,
his eyes as full as his heart, he hastened through to
the great parlour: and when there, he desired me
to leave him to himself.

The uncles and the sister looked and turned away,
very often, upon the cmblems, in silent sorrow.
Muys. Ilervey would have read to them the inscrip-
tion—these words she did rcad, kere the wicked cease
JSrom troubling—but could read no further. Her
tears fcll in large drops upon the plate she was con-
templating ; and yet she was desirous of gratifying
a curiosity that mingled impatience with her grief
becausc she could not gratify it, although she often
wiped her eycs as they flowed.

Judge youn, Mr. Belford (for you have great hu-
manity) how I must be affected.  Yet was I forced
to try to comfort them all.

But here [ will close this letter, in order to send
it to you in the morning carly. Nevertheless, I
will begin another, upon supposition that my doleful
prolixity will not be disagrecable to you. Indeed
I am altogether indisposed for rest, as I mentioned
before. So can do nothing but write. I have also
more mclancholy scenes to paint. My pen, if I
may so say, is untired. These scenes are fresh
upon my memory : and I myself, perhaps, may owe
to you the favour of a review of them, with such
other papers as you shall think proper to oblige me
with, when heavy gricf has given way to milder melan-

:lwhl{.
y servant, in his way to you with this letter,
shall call at St. Alban’s upon the .‘good woman, that
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he may inform you how she does. Miss Arabella
asked me after her, when I withdrew to my cham-
ber; to which she complaisantly accompanied me.
She was much concerned at the bad way we leit
her in; and said her mother would be more so.

No wonder that the dear departed, who foresaw
the remorse that would fall to the lot of this un-
happy family when they came to have the news of
her death confirmed to them, was so grieved for
their apprehended grief, and endeavoured to comfort
them by her posthumous letters. But it was still a
greater generosity in her to try to excusc them to
me, as she did when we werc alone together, a few
hours before she died ; and to aggravate more than
(as far as I can find) she ought to have done, the
only error she was ever guilty of. The more freely
however perhaps (exalted creature'!) that I-might
think the better of her friends, although at her own
cxpense. I am, dear sir,

Your faithful and obedient servant,
WM. MORDEN.

LETTER XLIIL
COLONEL MORDEN. IN CONTINUATION.

Wurn the unhappy mourners were all retired, 1
divected the lid of the coffin to be unscrewed, and
caused some fresh aromatics and flowers to be put
into it. . .

The corpse was very little altered, notwithstand-
ing the journey. The sweet smile remained.

The maids who brought the flowers were ambi-
tious of strewing them about i¢: they poured forth
fresh lamentations over her; each wishing she had
been so happy as to have been allowed to attend
her in London. One of them particularly, who is,

‘ el
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it seems, my cousin Arabella’s personal servant,
was more clamorous in her grief than any of the
rest; and the moment she turned her back, all the
others allowed she had reason for it. I inquired
afterwards about her, and found, that this creature
was set over my dear cousin, when she was confined
to her chambcr by indiscreet severity.

Good heaven! that they should treat, and suffer
thus to be treated, a young lady, who was qualified
to give laws to all her family !

When my cousins were told, that the lid was un-
screwed, they pressed in again, all but the mourn-
ful father and mother, as if by consent. Mrs,
Hervey kissed her pale lips. Flower of the world !
was all she could say ; and gave place to Miss Ara-
bella; who kissing the forehead of ker whom she
had so cruelly treated, could only say, to my cousin
James (looking upon the corpse, and upon him) O
brother —While he, taking the fair liteless hand,
kissed it, and retreated with precipitation.

Her two uncles were speechless. The?' seemed
to wait each other’s example, whether to look upon
the corpse or not. I ordered the lid to be replaced ;
and they then presscd forward, as the others again
did, to take a last farewell of the casket which so
lately contained so rich a jewel.

Then it was that the grief of cach found fluent
cxpression ; and the fair corpse was addressed fo,
with all the tenderness that the sincerest love and
warmest admiration could inspire; each according
to their diffcrent degrees of relationship, as if none
of them had before looked upon her. She was their
very niece, both uncles said! The injured saint,
her uncle Harlowe! The same smiling sister, Ara-
bella !——The dear creature, all of them !—The same
benignity of countenance! The same sweet com-
posure ! The same natural dignity !—She was ques-
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tionless -happy ! That sweet smile betokened /er
being so! J;wmselua most unhappy!—And then,
once more, the brother took the lifeless hand, and
vowed revenge upon it, on the cursed author of all
this distress, '

The unhappy parents proposed to take one last
view and farewell of their once darling daughter,
‘The father was got to the parlour door,- after the
inconsolable mother: but neither of them were
able to enter it. The mother said, she must once
more sce the child of her heart, or she should never
enjoy herself. But they both agreed to refer their
melancholy curiosity till the next day; and hand
in hand retired inconsolable, and speechless both,
their faces overspread with woe, and turned from
cach other, as unable each to behold the distress of
the other.

When all were withdrawn, I retired, and sent
for my cousin James, and accquainted him with
his sister’s request in relation to the discourse to be
pronounced at her interment; telling him how
necessary it was, that the minister, whoever he were,
should have the earliest notice given him that the
case would admit. He lamented the decath of the
reverend Dr. Lewen, who, as he said, was a great
admirer of his sister, as she was of him, and would
have been the fittest of all men for that office. He
spoke with great asperity of Mr, Brand, upon whose
light inquiry after his sigter’s character in town,
he was wiliing to lay some of the blame due to
himself. My, Melville, Dr. Lewen’s assistant, must,
he said, be the man, and he praised him for his
abilities, his clocution, and unexdeptionable man-
ners; and promised to engage bfm early in the
-morning. ‘

He called out his sister, and she was of his opinian., .

8o I left this upon them. * .
They both, with no little warmth, hinted their
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disupprobation of you, sir, for their sister’s execu-
tor, on the score of your intimate friendship with
the author of her ruin,

You must not resent any thing I shall commu-
nicate to you of what they say on this occasion :
dependiug that you will not, I shall write with the
greater freedom.

I told them how much my dear cousin wasobliged
to your friendship and humanity : the injunctions
she laid you under, and your own inclination to
observe them. I said, that you were a man of
honour: that you were desirous of consulting me,
because you would not willingly give offence to any
of them; and that 1 was very fond of cultivating
your favour and correspondence.

They said, there was no need of an executor out
of their family ; and they hoped that you would
relinquish so unnecessary a trust, as they called it.
My cousin James declared, that he would write to
you as svon as the funeral was over, to desire that
vou would do so, upon proper assurances that all
that the will prescribed should be performned.

I said, you were a man of resolution: that I
thought he would hardly succeed; for that you
made a point of honour of it.

I then showed them their sister’s posthumous let-
ter to you ; in which she confesses her obligations
to you, and regard for you, and for your fature
welfare*. You may believe, sir, they were extre-
mely affected with the perusal of it. .

They were surprised, that I had given up to you
the produce of her grandfather’s estate, since his
death. I told them plainly; that they must thank
themselves if any thing disagreeable to them oc-
curred from their sister’s devise; deserted, and
thrown into the hands of strangers, as she had been.

They replicd, they would report all I had said to

* See p. 109—111.
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their father and mother ; adding, that great as their
trouble was, they found they had more still to come.
But if Mr. Belford were to be the executor of her
will, contrary to their hopes, they besought me to
take the trouZle of transacting every thing with you;
that a friend of the man to whom they owed all
their calamity might not appear to them. '

They were extremely moved at the text their
sister had chosen for the subject of the funeral dis-
course*. 1 had extracted from the will that article,
supposing it probable, that I might not so soon have
an opportunity to show them the will itself, as would
otherwise have been nccessary, on account of the
interment ; which cannot be delayed.

Monday morning between eight and nine.

Tae unhappy family are preparing for 2 mourn-
ful meeting at breakfast. Mr. James Harlowe, who
has had as little rest as I, has written to Mr. Melvill,
who has promised to draw up a bricf eulogium on
the deceased.  Miss Howe is expected here by-and-
by, to see, for the last time, her beloved friend.

Miss Howe, by her messenger, desires she may
not be taken any notice of, She shall not tarry six
minutes was the word. Her desive will be easily
granted her.

Her servant, who brought the request, if it were
denied, was to return, and meet her; for she was
ready to set out in her chariot, when he got on
horseback.

If he met her not with a refusal, he was to stay

here till she came. -
Iam, sir,
Your faithful humble servaat, '

WILLIAM MORDEN.

# See the will, towards the coﬁmlusion.
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LETTER: XLIV,

COLONEL MORDEN. , IN CONTINUATION,

sIR, Monday afternoon, Sept. 11.
We are such bad company here to one another,
that it is some relief to retire, and write.

I was summoned to breakfast about half an hour
after nine. Slowly did the mournful congress meet.
Each lifelessly and spiritless took our places, with
swoln eyes, inquiring, without expecting any tole~
rable account, how cach had rested.

The sorrowing mother gave for answer, that she
should never more know what rest was.

By the time we were well seated, the bell ring-
ing, the outward gute opening, a chariot rattling
over the pavement of the court-yard, put them into
emotion.

I left thein; and was just time enough to give
Miss Howe 1y hawd as she alighted : her maid in
tears rema:ning, tu the chariot.

I think you told me, sir, you never saw Miss
Howe. She is a fine graceful young lady. A fixed
melancholy en her whole aspect, overclouded a vi-
vacity and fire, wiich, nevertheless, darted now-
and-then through tht awfl gloom. I shall ever
xespect her for her love to my dear cousin.

Never did 1 think, said she, as she gave me her
hand, to cnter more these doors: but, living or
dead, my Clarissa brings me after her any-whither.

She entéred with me the little parlour; and see-
ing the coffin, withdrew her hand from mine, and
with impatience pushed aside the lid. As impa-
tieutly she removed the face-cloth. In a wild air,
she clasped her uplifted hands together; and now
Jovked upon the corpse, now yp to heaven, as if
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appealing to that. Her bosom heaved and fluttéred
discernible through her handkerchief, and at last
she broke silence ;—O sir !—See you not here !—
See you not here—the glory of her sex?—Thus -
by the most villanous of yours—zhus—Iaid low!

O my blessed friend ! —said she—my sweet com-
panion!—my lovely monitress!—kissing her lips at
every tender appellation. And is this all !—Is it
all o¥ my Craznissa’s story !

Then, after a short pause, and a profound sigh,
she turned to me, and then to her breathless friend.
But s she, can she be, really dead !—O no!—She
only sleceps.—Awake, my beloved friend ! My sweet
clay-cold friend, awake: let thy Anna Howe re-
vive thee; by her warm breath revive thee, my
dear creature! And, kissing her again, let my warm
lips animate thy cold ones!

Then, sighing again, as from the bottom of her
heart, and with an air as if disappointed that she
answered not, And can such perfection end thus!—
And art thea really and indeed flown from thine
Anna Howe !'—O my unkind CLaR1ssA!

She was silent a few moments, and then, seeming
to recover herself, she turned to me—Forgive, for-
give, Mr. Morden, this wild phrensy !—I am not
myself!'—I never shall be!—You knew not the ex-
cellence, no, not /ulf the excellence, that is thus
laid low !—Repeating,. This cannot, surely, be all
of my Crarissa’s story ! * .

Again pausing, One tear, my beloved friend, didst
thou allow me!—But this dumb sorrow !'—O for a
tear to ease my full-swoln heart, that is just burst-
ing !— §

But why, sir, why, Mr. Morden, was she sent
"hither ? Why not to me 7—She has no father, no
mother, no relation; no, not one/—Thcy had all
renounced her. I was her sympathising friend—
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and had I net the best right to my dear creature’s
remains ?=—And must names, without nature, be
preferred ta such a love as mine?

Again she kissed her lips, each cheek, her fore-
head ;—and sighed as if her heart would break—

But why, why, said she, was I withheld from
seeing my dearest dear friend, béfore she com-
menced angel ?—Delaying still, and ¢oo casily per-
suaded to delay, the friendly visit that my heart
panted after; what pain will this reflection give me!
—O my blessed friend! who knows, who knows,
had I come in time, what my cordial comfortings
might have done for thee !~~But—Ilooking round
her, as if she apprehended seeing one of the family
—One more kiss my angel, my friend, my ever to
be regretted, lost companion ! And let me fly this
hated house, which I never loved but for thy sake !
—Adieu, then, my dearest CrLarissa!—Tkou .art
happy, I doubt not, as thou assuredst me in thy last
letter !'—O may we meet, and rejoice together,
where no villanous Lovelaces, no hard-hearted re-
lations, will ever shock our innocence, or ruffle our
felicity !

Again she was silent, unable to go, though seem-
ing to intend it; struggling, as it were, with her
grief, and heaving with anguish : at last happily a
flood of tears gushed from her eyes—Now !—Now
—said she, shall I—shall I—be easier. But for
this kindly relief, my heart would have burst asun-
der!—More, many more tears than these are due to
my Cranissa, whose counsel has done for me what
mine could not do for her !—But why, looking ear-
nestly upon her, her hands clasped and lifted up—
But why do I thus lament the nappy? And that
thou art so is my comfort.. It is,-it is; my dear
creature ! kissing her again.

Excuse we, sir (turning to me, who was as much
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moved as herself); I loved the dear creature as
never woman loved another. Excuse my frantic
grief. How has the glory of her sex fallen a victim
to villany, and to hard-heartedness !

Madam, said I, they all have it~—now indeed
they have it—

nd let them have it !—I should belie my love
for the friend of my heart, were I to pity them !—
But how unhappy am I [looking upon her] that I
saw her not before these eyes were shut, before
these lips were for ever closed !—Oh ! sir, you know
not the wisdom that continually flowed from these
lips when she spoke {—Nor what a friend I have
lost !

Then, surveying the lid, she seemed to take in at
once the meaning of the emblems: aud this gave
her so much fresh grief, that though she several
times wiped her eyes, she was unable to read the
inscription and texts: turning therefore to me, Fa-
vour me, sir, I pray you, by a line, with the de-
scription of these emblems, and with these texts :
and if I might be allowed a lock of the dear crea-
ture’s hair—

I told her, that her executor would order both ;
and woeuld also send her a copy of her last will ; in
which she would find the most grateful remem-
brances of her love for her, whom she calls the sister
of her heart.

Justly, said she, does sh® call me so: for we had
but one heart, but one soul, between us: and now
my beuter half is torn from me,—uwhat shall I do ?

But looking round her, on a servant’s stepping by
the door, as if again she had apprehended it was
some of the family—Once morc, sdid she, a solemn,
an everlasting adieu!—Alas for me ! a solemn, an.
everlasting adieu !

Then again embracing her face with both her
VOL. Vi1l R
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hands, and kissing it, and afierwards the hands of
the dear deceased, first one, then the other, she gave
me her hand, and quitting the room with precipi-
tation, rushed into her chariot; and when there,
with profound sighs, and a fresh burst of tears, un-
able to speak, she bowed her head to me, and was
driven away. *

The inconsolable eompany saw how much I had
been moved, on my return to them. Mr. James
Harlowe had been telling them what had passed
between him and me: and, finding myself unfit for
company, and observing, that they broke off talk
at my coming in, I thought it proper to leave them
to their consultations.

And here I will put an end to this letter ; for in-
deed, sir, the very recollection of this affecting scene
has left me nearly as unable to proceed, as I was,
just after it, to converse with my cousins. I am,
sir, with great truth,

'éour most obedient humble servant,
WILLIAM MORDEN.

LETTER XLV.

COLONEL MORDEN. 1IN CON‘I‘INUATIOI!.

Tuesday morning, Sept. 12.
Tat good Mrs. Norton is arrived, a little amended
in her spirits: owing to the very posthumous let-
ters, as fma call them, which you, Mr. Belford,
as well as I, apprehended would have had fatal
effects upen-her. .

I cannot but attribute thisto the right turn of her
mind. It seems she has been enured to afflictions ;
and has lived in a constant hope of a better life ;
and, having ne acts of unkindness to the dear de-
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ceased to reproach herself with, is most censider-
ately resolved to exert her utmost fortitude in order
to comfort the sorrowing mother.

O, Mr. Belford, how does the character of my
dear departed cousin rise upon me from every
mouth ! —Had she been my own child, or my sister!
—3But do you think, that the man who occasioned
this great, this extended ruin—but I forbear.

The will is not to be luoked into till the funeral
rites are performed. Preparations are making for
the solemnity ; and the servants as well as princi-
pals of all the branches of the family, are put inte
close mourning.

I have seen Mr. Melville. He is a serious and
sensible man. I have given him particulars to go
upon in the discourse he is to pronounce at the
funeral : but had the less need to do this, asI find
he is extremely well acquainted with the whole un-
happy story ; and was a personal admired of my
dear eousin, and a sincere lamenter of her misfor-
tunes and death. The reverend Dr. Lewen, whe
is but very lately dead, was his particular friend,
and had once intended to recommend him to her
favour and notice.

LI T .

I A just returned from attending the afflicted pa-
rents, in an effort they made to see the corpse of
their beloved child. They had requested my com-

any, and that of the good Mrs. Norton. A last
eave, the mother said, she mus¢ take!

An effort, however it was, and no more. The
moment they came in sight of the coffin, before the
lid could be put aside, (%, my dear, said the father,
retreating, I cannot, I find 1 cannot, bear it !~—Had
I—had I—had I never been hard-hearted !—Then
turning round to his lady, he had but just time to
catch her in his arms, and prevent her sinking on

R2
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the floor. O, my dearest life! said he, this is toa
much !—too much, indeed !—Let us, let us retire.
Mrs.Norton, who (attracted by the awful receptacle)
had but just left the good lady, hastened to her—
Dear, dear woman, cried the unhappy parent, fling-
ing her arms about her neck, bear me, bear me
hence !0, my child ! my child ! my own Clarissa
Harlowe! Thou pride of my life so lately !—Never,
never more, must [ behold thee !

1 supported the unhappy father, Mrs. Norton the
sinking mother, into the next parlour. She threw
herself on a settee there: he into an elbow-chair
by her: the good woman at her feet, her arms
clasped round her waist. The two mothers, as I
may call them, of my beloved cousin, thus tenderly
engaged ! What a varicty of distress in these woe-
ful scenes !

The unhappy father, in endeavouring to comfort
his lady, loadid himself. Would to God, my dear,
said he, would to God 1 had no more to charge my-
self with than you have!—You relented!—You
would have prevailed upon me to relent !

The greater my fault, said she, when I knew that
displeasare was carried too high, to acquiesce as I
did !'—What a barbarous parent was 1, to let two
angry children make me forget that I was mother
to a thirl—to such a third !

Mrs. Norwon used argumentsand prayers to com-
fort her—~0, my dear Norton, answered the unhappy
lady, you was the dear creature’s more natural mo-
ther |l —Would to heaven 1 had no more to answer
for than you have !

Thus the unhappy pair unavailingly recriminat-
ed, till my cousin Hervey entered, and, with Mrs,
Norton, conducted up to her own chamber the in-
consolable mother. The two uncles, and Mr. Her-
vey, came in at the same time, and prevajled upon
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the aflicted father to retire with them to his—
both giving up all thoughts of ever seeing more
the child whose -death was so deservedly regretted
by them.

Time only, Mr. Belford, can combat with advan-
tage such a heavy deprivation as this. Advice will
not do, while the loss is recent. Nature will have
way given to it (and so it ought) till sorrow has in
a manner exhausted itself; and then reason and re-
ligion will come in seasonably with -their powerful
aids, to raise the drooping heart.

I see here no face that is the same I saw at my
first arrival. Proud and haughty every counten-
auce then, unyiclding to entreaty : now, how great-
ly are they humbled !—The utmost distress is ap-
parcnt in every protracted feature, and in every
bursting muscle, of each disconsolate mourner.
Their eyes, which so lately flashed anger and re-
sentment, now are turned to evcry one that ap-
proaches them, as if imploring pity '—Could ever
wilful hard-heartedness be more severely punished ?

The following lines of Juvenal are, upon the
whole,applicable to this house and family: and I bave
revolved them many times since Sunday evening:

Humani generis mores tibi nésse volenti
Sufficit una demus: paucos consume dies, &
Dicere te miserum, postquam illinc veneris, aude,

Let me add, that Mrs, Norton has communicated
to the family the posthumous letter sent her, This
letter affords a foundation for fusure consolation to
them ; but at present it has new pointed their grief,
Ly making them rcllect on their cruelty to so excel-
fent a daughter, niece, and sister®. I am, dear sir,

Your faithful humbje servant,
WM. MORDEN.

* Thisletter contains in substance : her thaks to the ood
wom:in for her care of herin her infancy ; for ber gaod inftrue-
R 3



186 THE RISTORY OFf

LETTER XLVL

COLONEL MORDEN. IN CONTINUATION.

Thursday night, Sept. 14,
WE are just returned frop the solemnization of the
iast mournful rite. My cousin James and his sister,

tions, and the exccllent examples she had set her: with self-
accusations of a vanity and presumption, which lay lurking
in her heart unknown to herself, tilrher calamities (obliging
her to look into herself) brought them to light.

She expatiates upon the benefit of afftictions to a mind mo-
dest, fearful, and diflident.

She comforts her onher eatly death; having finished, as she
says, her probatory course, at so early a time of life, when
many ave not ripened by the sunshine of divine grace for a
hetter, till they are fifty, sixty, or seventy years of age.

I hopey says she, that my father will grant the request 1
have made to him: in my last will, to let you pass the remainder
of your days at my Dairy-house, as it used to be called, where
once I promised myself to be happy in you. Your discretion,
prud , and ¢¢ y, my dear good woman, proceeds she,
will make your presiding over the concerns of that house, as
beneficial to them, as it can be convenient to you. For your
sake, my dear Mrs. Norton, I hope they will make you this
offer. And if they do, I hope you will accept of it for
theirs.

She remembers herself to her fosterbrother in a very kind
manner: and charges her, for his sake, that she will not take
too much te heart what has befallen her.

8he concludes as follows :

Remember me,in the last place, toall my kind well-wishers
of your acquaintance; and to those whom I used to call my
poor. ‘They will be God's poor, if they trust in him. I have
taken such care, that I hope they will not be losers by my
death. Bid themn therefore rejoices and do you also, my re-
verend comforter and sustainer, (as well in my darker, as in
my fairer days) likewise rejolcc, that I am so soon delivered
from the evils that were before me; and that I am NOW,
when this comes to your hand, as I humbly trust, exulting in
the mercies of a gracious God, who bas conducted me through
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Mv. and Mrs. Hervey, and their daughter, a young
lady whose affection for my departed cousin shall
cver bind me to her; my cousins John and Antony
Harlowe, myself, and some other more distant rela-
tions of the names of Fuller and Allinson (who, to
testify their respect to the memory of the dear de-
ceased, had put themselves in mourning) self-invited,
attended it.

The father and mother would have joined in these
last honours had they been able : but they were both
very much indisposed ; and continue to be so. .

The inconvolable mother told Mrs. Norton, that
the two mothers of the sweetest child in the world
ought not, on this occasion, to be separated. She
therefore desired her to stay with Aer.

The whole solemnity was performed with great
decency and order. The distance from Harlowe
Place to the church is about half a mile. All the
way the corpse was attended by great numbers of
people of all conditions.

It was nine when it entered the church; cver
corner of which was crowded. Such a profound,
such a silent respect did I never see paid at the fu-
neral of princes. An attentive sadness overspread
the face of all,

The eulogy pronounced by Mr. Melvill was a
very pathetic one. He wiped his own eyes often,
and made every body present still oftener wipe
theirs.

The auditors were most particularly affected,
when he told them, that the solemn text was her
own choice.

the greatest trials in safety, and put so happy an end to all
my temptations and distressest and who, I most humbly trust,
will, in his own good time, give us a joyful meeting in the
regions of eternal blessedness.
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He enumerated her fine qualities, naming with
honour their late worthy pastor for his authority.

Every enumerated excellence was witnessed to in
different parts of the church in respectful whispers
by different persons, as of their own knowledge, as
I have been since informed.

When he pointed to the pew where (doing credit
to religion by her example) she used to sit or kneel,
the whole auditory, as one person, turned to the
pew with the most respectful solemnity, asif she had
been herseif there.

When the gentleman attributed condescension
and mingled dignity to her, a buzzing approbation
was given to the attribute throughout the church ;
and a poor neat woman under my pew added, ‘ That
she was indeed all graciousness, and would speak to
any body.’

any eyes ran over, when he mentioned her cha-
rities, her well-judged charities. And her reward
was decreed from every moush with sighs and sobs
from some, and these words from others, ¢ The poor
will dearly miss her.’

The cheerful giver whom God is said to love, was
allowed to be ker: and a young lady, I am told,
said, It was Miss Clarissa Harlowe’s care to find out
the unhappy, upon a sudden distress, before the
sighing heart was overwhelmed by it.

She had a set of poor people, chosen for their re-
markable honesty and ineffectual industry, These
voluntarily paid their last attendance on their be-
nefactress; and mingling in the church as they
could crowd near the aile where the corpse was on
stands, it was the less wonder that her praises from
the preacher met with such general and such grate-
ful whispers of approbation.

Some it seems there were, who knowing her un«
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happy story, remarked upon the dejected looks of
the brother, and the drowned eyes of the sister ;
¢ O what would they now give, they’d warrant, had
they not been so hard-hearted ’—Others pursued,
as I may say, the severe father and unhappy mother,
into their chambers at home—* They answered for
their relenting, now, that it was too late |—What
must be their grief!—No wonder they could not be
present !’

Several expressed their astonishment, as people
do every hour, ¢ that a man could live whom such
{Zcrfections could nout engage to be just to her;’ to

e humane, 1 may say.—And who, her rank and

fortune considered, could be so disregardful of his
own znterest, had he had no other motive to be
just ?—
! The gnod divine, led by his text, just touched
upon the unhappy step that was the cause of her
untimely fate. He attributed it to the state of things
below, in which there could not be absolute perfec-
tion. He very politely touched upon the noble dis-
dain she showed (though earnestly solicited by a
whole splendid family) to join interests with a man
whom she found unworthy of her esteem and con-
fidence : and who courted her with the utmost ear-
nestuess to accept of him.

What he most insisted upon was, the happy end
she made ; and thence drew consolation to her re-
lations, and instruction to the auditory.

In a word, his performance was such as heightened
the reputation which he had before in a very emi-
nent degree obtaincd.

When the corpse was to be carried down into the
vault (a very spacious one, within the church) there
was great crowding to see the coffin lid, and the de-
vices upon it. Particularly two gentlemen, muffled
npin cloaks, pressed forward. These, it seems, were
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Mr. Mullins and Mr. Wyerley ; both of them pro-
fessed admirers of my dear cousin.

When they came unear the coffin, and cast their
eyes upon the lid, ¢ In that little space,” said Mr.

ullins, “is included all human excellence !"—And
then Mr. Wyerley, unable to contain himself, was
forced to quit the church ; and we hear is very ill.

Itis saig that Mr. Solmes was in a remote part of
the church, wrapped round in a horseman’s coat:
and that he shed tears scveral times. But I saw him
not.

Another gentleman was there incognito, in a pew
near the entrance of the vault, who had not been
taken notice of, but for his great emotion when he
looked over his pew, at the time the coffin was car-
ried down to its last place. This was Miss Howe’s
worthy Mr. Hickman.

My cousins John and Antony, and their nephew
James, chose not to descend into the vault among
their departed ancestors.

Miss Harlowe was extremely affected. Her con-
science, as well as her love, was concerned on the
occasion. She would go down with the corpse of
her dear, her only sister, she said : but her brother
would not permit it. And her overwhelmed eye

ursued the coffin till she could see no more of it:
and then she threw herself on the seat, and was near
fainting away,

I accompanied it down, that I might not only sa-
tisfy myself, but yon, sir, her executor, that it was
deposited, as she had directed, at the feet of her
grandfather.

Mr. Melville came down, contemplated the lid,
and shed a few tears over it. 1 wasso well satisfied
with his discourse and behaviour, that I presented
him on the solemn spot with a ring of some-value ;
and thanked him for his performance.
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And here I left the remains of my beloved cousin;
having bespoken my own place by the side of her
coffin. .

On my return to Harlowe Place, I contented
myself with sending my compliments to the sorrow-
ing parents, and retired to my chamber. Noram
1 ashamed to own, that I could not help giving way
to a repeated fit of humanity, as soon as I entered it.

I am, sir,
Your most faithful and obedient servant,
WM. MORDEN.

P. S. You will have a letter from my cousin
James, who hopes to prevail upon you to relin-
quish the executorship. It has not my encou-
ragement,

LETTER XLVIIL
MR. BELFORD TO WILLIAM MORDEN, ESQ.

DEAR SIR, Saturday, Sept. 16.

I once had thoughts to go down privately, in order,
disguised, to see the last solemnity performed. But
there was no need to give myself this melancholy
trouble, since your last letter so naturally describes
all that passed, that I have every scene before my
eyes.

yYou crowd me, sir, methinks, into thesilent, slow
procession—now with the sacred bier do I enter the
awful porch: now measure I, with solemn paces,
the venerable aile: now, ambitious of a relationship
to her, placed in a pew near the eye-attracting cof-
fin, do lplisten to the moving eulogy : now, through
the buz of gaping eye-swoln crowds, do I descend
into the clammy vault, asa truc executor, to see that
part of her will performed with my own eyes. There,
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with a soul filled with musing, do I number the sur-
rounding monuments of mortality, and contemplate
the present stillness of so many once busy vanities,
crowded all into one poor vaulted nook, as if the
living grudged room for the corpse of those, for
which, when animated, the earth, the air, and the
waters, could hardly find room. Then secing her
placed at the feet of him whose earthly delight she
was ; and who, as I find, ascribes to the plecasure
she gave him, the prolongation of his own life *;
sighing, and with averted face, I quit the solemn
mansion, the symbolic coffin, and, for ever, the glory
of her sex; and ascend with those, who, in a few
years, after a very short blaze of life, will fill up
other spaces of the same vault, which now (while
they mourn only for her, whom they jointly persc-
cuted) they press with their feet.

Nor do your affecting descriptions permit me here
to stop : but, ascended, I mingle my tears and my
praises with those of the numerous spectators. I
accompany the afflicted mourners back to their un-
comfortable mansion ; and make one in the general
concert of unavailing woe; till retiring, as 1 imagine,
as they retire, like them, in reality, I give up to new
scenes of solitary and sleepless grief; reflecting upon
the perfections I have seen the end of ; and having
no relief but from an indignation, which makes me
approve of the resentments of others against the un-
happy man, and those equally unhappy relations of her’s,
to whom the irreparable loss is owing.

Forgive me, sir, these reflections ; and permit me,
with this, to send you what you declined receiving
till the funeral was over—

Ie gives him then an account of the moncy and effects
" which he sends him down by this opportunity, for

* Sce Vol. L. p. 81,
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the legatees at Harlowe Place, and in its neighbour-
hood 5 which he desires him to dispose of according
to the will.

He also sends him an account of other steps he has
taken in pursuance of the will ; and desires to know
if Mr. Harlowe expects the discharge of the funeral
expenses from the effects in his hands ; and the re-
imbursement of the sums udvanced to the testatrix
since her grandfuther’s death.

These expeditious proceedings, says he, will cou-
vince Mr. James Harlowe, that I am resolved to see
the will completely executed : and yet, by my
manner of doing it, that I desire not to give unneces-
sary mortifications to the family, since every thing
that relates to them shall pass through your hands.

LETTER XLVIIL
MR. JAMES HAKLOWE TO JOHN BELFORD, EsQ.

sIR, Harlowe Place, Friday night, Sept. 15.
I norg, from the character my worthy cousin Mor.
den gives you, that you will excuse the application
I make to you, to oblige a whole family in an affair
that much concerns their peace, and cannot equally
concern any body else. You will immediatel
judge, sir, that this is the executorship of whic
my sister has given you the troublehy her last will.

We shall all think ourselves extrémely obliged to
vou, if you please to relinquish this:itrust to our own
family ; the reasons which follow pleading for our
expectation of this favour from yous

First, because she never would have had the
thought of troubling you, sir, if- she had believed

VOL. v s
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any of her near relations would have taken it upon
themselves.

Secondly, I understand, that she recommends to
you in the will, to trust to the honour of auy of our
familg, for the performance of such of the articles as
are of a domestic nature. We are any of us, and all
of us, if you request it, willing to stake our honours
uFon this occasion : and all you can desire, as a man
of honour, is, that the trust be executed.

‘We are the more concerned, sir, 1o wish you to
decline this office, because of your short and acci-
dental knowledge of the dear testatrix, and long
and intimate acquaintance with the man te whem
she owed h-r ruin, and we the greatest loss and dis-
appointment (her manifold excellencies considered)
that ever befel a family.

You will allow due weight, I dare say, to this plea,
if you make our case your own: and so much the
readier, when I assure you, that your interfering in
this matter so much agarnst our inclinations (excuse,
sir, my plain dealing) will very probably occasion
an opposition in some points, where otherwise there
might be none.

hat therefore I propose is, not that my father
should assume this trust: he is too much affticted
to undertake it—nor yet myself—I might be thought
too much concerned in interest : but that it may be
allowed to devolve upon my two uncles; whese
known honour, and whose affection to the dear de-
ceased, nobody ever doubted : and they will treat
with you, sir, through my cousin Morden, as to the
points they will undertake to perform.

The trouble you have already had, will well en-
title you to the legacy she bequeaths you, together
with the reimbursement of all the charges you have
been at, and allowance of the legacies you have dis-
charged, although you should not have qualified
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vourself to act as an executor; as I presume you
have not yet done, nor will now do. )

Your compliance, sir, will oblige a family (who
have already distress enough upon them) in the cir-
cumstance that occasions this application to you;
and more particularly, sir,

Your most humble servant,
JAMES HARLOWE, Jun.

I send this by one of my servants, who will attend
your dispatch.

LETTER XLIX.
MR. BELFORD TO JANES HARLOWE, JUN. ESQ.

SIR, Saturday, Sept. 16.
You will excuse my plain dealing in turn: for I
must observe, that if I had not the just opinion I
have of the sacred nature of the office I have under-
taken, some passages in the letter you have favoured
me with, would convince me that I ought not to ex-
cuse myself from acting in it.

I need name only one of them. You are pleased
to say, that your uncles, if the trust be relinquished
to them, will treat with me, through Colonel Morden,
as to the points they will undertake to perform.

Permit me, sir, to saysthat it is the duty of an
executor to see every point performed, that can be
performed. Nor will I leave the performance of
mine to any other persons, especially where a quali-
fying is so directly intimated, and where all the
branches of your family have shown themselves,
with respect to the incomparable lady, to have but
one mind.

You are pleased to urge, that she recommends to
me, the leaving to the honour of any of your family

s 2
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such of the articles as are of a domestic nature. But
admitting this to be so, does it not imply that the
other articles are still to obtain my care i—But even
these, you will find by the will, she gives not up ;
and to that I refer you.

I am sorry for the hints you give of an opposition,
where, as you say, there might be none, if I did not
interfere. I see not, sir, why your animosity against
a man who cannot be defended, should be carried to
such a height against one who never gave you of-
fence : and this only, because he is acquainted with
that man. I will not say all I might say on this oc-
casion,

As to the legacy to myself, I assure you, sir, that
neither my circumstances, nor my temper, will put
me upon being a gainer by the executorship. I
shall take pleasure to tread in the steps of the admi-
rable testatrixin all Imay; and rather will increase
than diminish her poor’s fund. H

With regard to the trouble that may attend the
execution of the trust, I shall not, in honour to her
memory, value ten times more than this can give
me. Dhave indeed two other executorships on my
hands ; but they sit light upon.me. And survivors
cannot better or more charitably bestow their time.

I conceive that every article, but that relating to
the poor’s fund (such is the excellence of the dis-
position of the most excellent of women) may be
performed in two months time, at furthest.

Occasions of litigation or offence shall not proceed
from me. You need only apply to Col. Morden,
who shall command me in every thing that the will
allows me to oblige your family in. I do assure

ou, that I am as unwilling to obtrude myself upon
it, as any of it can wish.

I own, that T have not yet proved the will ; nor
shall I do it till next week at soonest, that you may
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have time for amicable objections, if such you think
fit to make through the colonel’s mediation. But let
me observe to you, sir, ¢ that an executor’s power,
in such instances as I have exercised it, is the same
before the probate, as after it. He can even, with-
out taking that out, commerce an action, although he
cannot declare upon its and these acts of adminis-
tration make him liable to actions himself.” I am
therefore very proper in the steps I have taken in
part of the execution of this sacred trust ; and want
not allowance on the occasion.

Permit me to add, that when you have perused
the will, and coolly considered every thing, it is
my hope, that you will yourself be of opinion, that
there can be no room for dispute or opposition : and
that if your family will join to expedite the execu-
tion, it will be tﬂe most natural and easy way of
shutting up the whole affair, and to have done with
a man, so causelessly, as to his own particular, the
object of your dislike, as is, sir,

Your very humble servant, (notwithstanding)
JOHN BELFORD.

THE WILL.

To which the following Preamble, written on a separate
paper, was stitched with black silk.

€ TO MY EXECUTOR,

I nore I may be excused for expatiating, in divers

parts of this solemn last act, upon subjects of impor-

‘tance. For I have heard of so many instances of

confusion and disagreement in families, and so much

doubt and difficulty, for want of absolute clearness

in the testaments of departed persons, that I have
s 3
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often concluded (were there to be no other reasons
but thosc which respect the peace of surviving
friends) that this last act, as to its designation and
operation, cught not to be the last in its composition
or making ; but should be the result of cool deli-
beration ; and (as it is more frequently than justly
said) of a sound mind and memory ; which too seldom
are to be met with but in sound health. All pretences
of insanity of mind are likewise prevented, when
a testator gives reasons for what he wills; all cavils
about words are obviated ; the obliged are assured ;
and they enjoy the benefit for whom the benefit was
intended. Hence have I, for some time past, em-
ployed myself in penning down heads of such a
disposition; which, as reasons offered, 1 have altered
and added to; so that I never was absolutely des-
titute of awill, had I been taken off ever so suddenly.
These minutes and imperfect sketches enabled me,
as God has graciously given me time and sedateness,
to digest them into the form in which they appear.’

I Crarissa Hanrtowe, now, by strange melancholy
accidents, lodging in the parish of St. Paul, Covent-
Garden, being of sound and perfect mind and me-
mory, as I hope these presents, drawn up by myself,
and written with my own hand, will testify ; do [this
sccond day of September*] in the year of our
Lord —— + make and publish this my last will and
testament in manner and form following :

In the first place, I desire that my body may lie
unburied three days after my decease, or tilrthe
pleasure of my father be known concerning it. But
the occasion of my death not admitting of doubt, I

* A blank, at the writing, was left for this date, and ilicd
up on this day. See Letter xciii. of Vol. VIIL. '
+ The date of the year is left blwnk for particular reasons.
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will not, on any account, that it be opened ; and it is
my desire, that it shall not be touched but by those
of my own sex.

I have always earnestly requested, that my body
might be deposited in the family vault with those of
my ancestors. If it might be granted, I could now
wish, that it might be placed at the feet of my dear
and honoured grandfather. But as I have, by one
very unhappy step, been thought to disgrace my
whole hineage, and therefore this last honour may be
refused to my corpse; in this case, my desire is,
that it may he interred in the church-yard belong-
ing to the purish in which I shall die; and that m
the most private manner, between the hours of ele-
ven and twelve at night; attended only by Mrs,
Lovick, and Mr. and Mrs. Smith, and their maid-
servant.

But it is my desire, that the same fees and dues
may be paid which are usuvally paid for those who
are laid in the best ground, as it is called, or even in
the chancel.—And I bequeath five pounds to be
given at the discretion of the churchwardens, to
twenty poor people, the Sunday after my interment ;
and this whether 1 shall be buricd here or else-
where.

1 have already given verbal directions, that after I
am dead (and laid out in the manner I have ordered)
I may be put into my coffin as soon as possinle: it
is my desire, that I may ‘not be unnecessarily ex-
poscd to the view of any body : except any of my
relations should vouchsafe, for the last time, to look
upon me.

And I could wish, if it might be avoided without
making ill-will hetween Mr. Lovclace and my ex-
ecutor, that the former might not be permitted to
sce my corpse. But if, as he is a man very uncon-
trollable,and as I am nobody’s, he insist upon view-
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ing her dead, whom he once before saw in 2 manner
dead, let his gay curiosity be gratified. Let him
behold, and triumph over the wretched remains of
one who has been made a victim to his barbarous
perfidy : but let some good person, as by my desire,
give him a paper, whilst he is viewing the ghastly
spectacle, containing these few words only—* Gay,
cruel heart! behold here the remains of the once
ruined, yet now happy, Clarissa Harlowe ! —Sce
what thou thyself must quickly be ;—and repEnT !

Yet, to show that I die in perfect charity with all
the world, 1 do most sincerely forgive Mr. Lovelace
the wrongs he has done me.

If my father can pardon the errors of his unworthy
child, so far as to suffer her corpse to be deposited at
the feet of her grandfather, as above requested, I
could wish (my misfortunes being so notorious) that
a short discourse might be pronounced over my re-
mains, before they be interred. The subject of the
discourse I shall determine before I conclude this
writing.

8o much written about what deserves not the least
consideration, and about what will be nothing when
this writing comes to be opened: and read, will be
excused, when my present unhappy circumstanccs
and absence from all my natural friends are con-
sidered.

And now, with regard to the worldly matters
which I shall die possessed of, as well as to those
which of right appertain to me, either by the will
of my said grandfather, or otherwise ; thus doI dis-
pose of them.

In the first place, I give and bequeath all the real
estatesin or to which I have any claim or title by the
said will, to my ever-honoured father James Har-
lowe, Esq. and that rather than to my brother and
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sister, to whom I had once thoughts of devising them,
because, if they survive my father, those estates will
assuredly vest in them, or one of them, by virtue of
his favour and indulgence, as the circumstances of
things, with regard to marriage settlements, or other-
wise, may require; or, as they may respectively
merit by the continuance of their duty.

The house, late my grandfather’s, called tke Grove,
and by him, in honour of me, and of some of my vo-
luntary employments, my Dairy-house, and the furni-
ture thereof as it now stands (the pictures and large
iron chest of old plate excepted) I also bequeath to
my said father; only begging it as a favour that he
will be pleased to permit my dear Mrs. Norton to
pass the remainder of her daysin that house; and
to have and enjoy the apartments in it, known by
the name of the housckeeper’s apartments, with the
furniture in them; and which (plain and neat) was
bought for me by my grandfather, who delighted to
call me his housekeeper ; and which therefore in his
lifetime I used as such: the office to go with the
apartments. And I am the more earnest in this re-
commendation, as I had once thought to have been
very happy there with the good woman; and be-
cause I think her prudent management will be as
beneficial to my father, as his favour can be conve-
nient to her.

But with regard to what has accrued from that
estate, since my grandfather’s death, and to the sum
of nine hundred and seventy pounds, which proved to
be the moiety of the money that my said grandfather
had by him at his death, and which moiety he be-
:}ueathed to me for my sole and separate use [as he

id the other moiety in like manner to my sister *] ;
and which sum (that I might convince my brother

® See Vol. 1. p. 50,
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and sister, that I wished not for an independence
upon my father’s pleasure) I gave into my father’s
hands, together with the management and produce
of the whole estate devised to me—these sums, how-
ever considerable when put together, I hope I may
be allowed to dispose of absolutely, as my love and
mly]v gratitude (not confined wholly to my own family,
which is very wealthy in all its branches) may war-
rant: and which therefore I shall dispose of in the
manner hereafter mentioned. But it is my will, and
express direction, that my father’s account of the
above-mentioned produce may be taken and estab-
lished absolutely (and without contravention or ques-
tion), as he shall be pleased to give it to my cousin
Morden, or to whom else he shall choose to give it ;
s0 as that the said account be not subject to liti-
gation, or to the control of my executor, or of any
other person.

My father, of his love and bounty, was pleased to
allow me the same quarterly sums that he allowed
my sister, for apparel and other requisites; and
(pleased with me then) used to say, that those sums
should not be deducted from the estate and effects
bequeathed to me by my grandfather: but having
mortally offended him (as ?fear it may be said) by
one unhappy step, it may be expected that he will
reimburse himself those sums—it is therefore my
will and direction, that he shall be allowed to pay
and satisfy himself for all such quarterly or other
sums, which he was so good as to advance me from
the time of my grandfather’s death; and that his
account of such sums shall likewise be taken without
questioning : the money, however, which I left be-
hind me in my escritoire, being to be taken in part
of these disbursements.

My grandfather, who, in his goodness and favour
to me, knew no bounds, was pleased to bequeath to
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me all the family pictures at his late house, some of
which are very mrasterly performances; with com-
mand, that il I died unmarried, or if married and
had no descendants, they should then go to that son
of his (if more than one should be then living)
whom I should think would set most value by themn.
Now, as I know that my honoured uncle, John
Harlowe, Esq. was pleased to express some concern
that they were not left to him, as eldest son ; and
as he has a gallery where they may be placed to
advantage; and as T have reason to believe, that he
will bequeath them to my father, if he survive him ;
who, no doubt, will leave them to my brother; |
therefore bequeath all the said family pictures to
my said uncle John Harlowe. In these pictures,
however, 1 include not one of my own, drawn
when I was about fourteen years of age; which I
shall hereafter in another article bequeath.

My said honoured grandfather having a great
fondness for the old family plate, which he would
never permit to be changed, having lived, as he
used to say, to see a great deal of it come into re-
quest again in the revolution of fashions; and hav.
ing left the same to me, with a command to keep it
entire; and with power at my death to bequeath it
to whomsoever I pleased that I thought would for-
ward his desire ; which was, as he expresses it, that
it should be kept to the end of time ; this family plate,
which is deposited in a large iron chest, in the
strong room at his late dwelling house, I bequeath
entire to my honoured uncle Antony Harlowe,
Esq.; with the same injunctions which were laid
on me; not doubting but he will confirm and
strengthen them by his own last will.

I bequeath to my ever valued friend, Mrs. Judith
Norton, to whose piety and care, seconding the
piety and care of my ever bonoured and excellent
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mother, I owe, morally speaking, the qualifications,
which, for eighteen yeurs of my life, made me be-
loved and respected, the full sum of six hundred
pounds, to be paid her within three months after
my death.

I bequeath also to the same good woman thirty
guineas, for mourning, for her and for her son, my
foster-brother.

To Mrs. Dorothy Hervey, the only sister of m
honoured mother, I bequeath the sum of fifty gui-
neas for a ring; and I beg of ber to accept of my
thankful acknowledgments for all her goodness to
me from my infancy ; and particularly for her pa-
tience with me, in the several altercations that hap-
pened between my brother and sister, and me, be-
fore my unhappy departure from Harlowe Place.

To my kind and much valued cousin Miss Doll
Hervey, daughter of my aunt Hervey, I bequeat

; my watch and equipage, and my best Mechlin and
? Brussels head dresses and ruffles; also my gown and
?Eetticoat of flowered silver of my own work ; which
 having been made up but a few days before I was
iconfined to my chamber, I never wore.

:  To the same young lady I bequeath likewise my
iharpsichord, my chamber-organ, and all my music-

books.

As my sister has a very pretty library; and as
my beloved Miss Howe has also her late father’s as
well as her own; I bequeath all my books in ge-
neral, with the cases they are in, to my said cousin
Dolly Hervey. As they are not ill chosen for a
woman’s library, T know that she will take the
greater pleasure in them (when her friendly grief
is mellowed by time into a remmembrance more sweet
than painful) {ecause they were mine ; and because
there are ebservations in many of them of my own
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writing ; and some very judicious ones, written by
the truly reverend Dr. Lewen.

I also bequeath to the same young lady twenty-
five guineas for a ring, to be worn in remembrance
of her true friend.

If I live not to see my worthy cousin William
Morden, Esq. I desire my humble and grateful
thanks may be given to him for his favour and
goodness to me ; and particularly for his endeavours
to reconcile my other friends to me, at a time when
I was doubtful whether he would forgive me him-
self. As he is in great circumstances, I will only
beg of him to accept of two or three trifles, in re-
membrance of a kinswoman who always honoured
kim as much as he loved ker. Particularly, of that
piece of flowers which my uncle Robert, his father,
was very earnest to obtain, in order to carry it
abroad with him.

1 desire him likewise to accept of the little minia-
ture picture set in gold, which his worthy father
made me sit for to the famous Italian master whom
he brought over with him ; and which he presented
to me, that I might bestow it, as he was pleased to
say, upon the man whom I should be one day most
inclined to favour.

To the same gentlcman I also bequeath my rose
diamond ring, which was a present from his good
father to me; and will be the more valuable to him
on that account.

I humbly request Mrs. Annabella Howe, the mo-
ther of my dear Miss Ilowe, to accept of my re-
spectful thanks for all her favours and goodness to
me, when I was so frequently a visitor to her be-
leved daughter ; and of a ring of twenty-five guineas
price.

. My picture at full length, which is in my late
grandfather’s closet (excepted in an artiele above
VOL. VIIL T

v
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from the family pictures) drawn when I was near
fourteen years of age; about which time my dear
Miss Howe and I began to know, to distinguish, and
to love one another so dearly—I cannot express how
dearly—I bequeath to that sister of my heart: of
whose friendship, as well in adversity as prosperity,
when I was deprived of all other comfort and com-
forters, I have had such instances, as that our love
can only be exceeded in that state of perfection, in
which [ hope to rejoice with her hereafter, to all
eternity.

I bequeath also to the same dear friend my best
diamond ring, which, with ether jewels, is 1n the
Erivate drawer of my escritoire: as also all m

nished and framed pieces of needle-work, the
flower-piece excepted, which I have already be-
queathed to my cousin Morden.

These pieces have all been taken down, as I have
heard *; and my relations will have no heart to put
them up again: but if my geod mether chooses to
keep back any onc piece (the abeve capital piece,
as it is called, excepted) not knowing but some time
hence she may bear the sight of it; I except that
also from this general bequest, and direct it to be
presented to her. )

My whole length picture in the Vandyke taste {,
that used to hang in my own parlour, as I was per-
mitted to call it, I bequcath to my aunt Hervey,
exlt‘:.ept my mother should think fit to keep it her-
self.

I bequeath to the worthy Charles Hickman, Esq.
the locket, with the miniature picture of the lady
he best loves, which I have constantly worn, and
shall continue to wear near my heart till the ap-
preach of my last hour. It must be the most ac-

# See Vol. III. p. 286. + Ibid.
3 See Letter xviii. of this volnme.
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ceptable present that can be made him, next to the
hand of the dear original. < And, O my dear Miss
Howe, let it not be long before you permit his claim
to the lutter—for indeed you know not the value of
a virtuous mind in that sex; and how preferable
such a mind is to one distinguished by the more
dazzling flights of unruly wit; although the latter
were to be joined by that specious outward appear-
ance which too—too often attracts the hasty eye,
and susceptible heart.’

Permit me, my dear friends, this solemn apostrophe,
in this last solemm act, to a young lady so desero-
edly dear to me!

I make it my earnest request to my dear Miss
Howe, that she will not put herself into mourning
forme. ButI desire her acceptance of a ring with
my hair; and that Mr Hickman will also accept of
the like; each of the value of twenty-five guineas.

I bequeath to Lady Betty Lawrance, and to her
sister Lady Sarah Sadleir, and to the right honour-
able the Earl of M. and to their worthy nieces Miss
Charlotte and Miss Martha Montague, each an ena-
meled ring, with a cypher Cl. H. with my hair in
crystal, and round the inside of each, the day,
month, and year of my death : each ring with bril-
liants, to cost twenty guineas. And this as a small
token of the grateful sense I have of the honour of
their gond opinions and kind wishes in my favour ;
and of their truly noble offer to me of a very con-
siderable annual provision, when they apprehended
me to be entirely destitute of any.

To the reverend and learned lgr. Arthur Lewen,
.by whose instructions I have been equally delighted
and benefited, I bequeath twenty guineas for a ring.
If it should please God to cal! him to himself, before

T2
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he can receive this small bequest, it is my will, that
his worthy daughter may have the benefit of it.

In token of the grateful sense I have of the civi-
lities paid me by Mrs. and Miss Howe’s domestics,
from time to time, in my visits there, ] bequeath
thirty guineas, to be divided among them, as their
dear young mistress shall think proper.

To each of my worthy companions and friends,
Miss Biddy Lloyd, Miss Fanny Alston, Miss Rachel
Biddulph, and Miss Cartwright Campbell, I be-
queath five guineas for a ring.

To my late maid-servant Hannah Burton, an ho-
nest, faithful creature, who loved me, reverenced
my mother, and respected my sister, and never
sought to do any thing unbecoming of her charac-
ter, I bequeath the sum of fifty pounds, to be paid
within one month after my decease, she labouring
under ill health: and if that ill health continue,
I commend her for further assistance to my good
Mrs. Norton to be put upon my poor’s fund, here-
after to be mentioned.

To the coachman, groom, and two footmen, and
five maids at Harlowe Place, I bequeath ten pounds
each; to the helper, five pounds. .

To my sister’s maid Betty Barnes, T bequeath
ten ponnds, to show that I resent not former dis-
obligations ; which I believe were owing more to
the insolence of office, and to natural pertness, than
to personal ill-will.

All my wearing apparel, of whatever sort, that I
have not been obliged to part with, or which is not
already bequeathed, (my linen excepted) I desire
Mrs. Norton will accept of.

The trunks and boxes in which my clothes are
sealed up, 1 desire may not be opened, but in ‘rre-
sence of Mrs. Norton (or of some one deputed by
her) and of Mrs. Lovick. -
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To the worthy Mrs. Lovick above-mentioned,
from whom I have received great civilities, and even
rmaternal kindnesses; and to Mrs. Smith,(with whom

- T lodge) from whom also I have received great kind-
nesses; I bequeath all my linen, and all my unsold
laces ; to be divided equally between them, as they
shall agree: or, in case of disagreement, the same
to be sold, and the money arising to be equally
shared by them.

And I bequeath to the same two good women, as
a further token of my thankful acknowledgments of
their kind love and compassionate concern for me,
the sum of twenty guineas each.

To Mr. Smith, the husband of Mrs. Smith above-
named, I bequeath the sum of ten guineas, in ac-
knowledgment of his civilities to me.

To Katharine, the honest maid-scrvant of Mrs.
Smith, to whom (having no servant of my own) I
have been troublesome, I bequeath five guineas;
and ten guineas more, in lieu of a suit of my wear-
ing-apparel, which once, with some linen, I thought
of leaving to her. With this she may purchase what
may be more suitable to her liking and degree.

To the honest and careful widow Anne Shel-
burne, my nuree, over and abeve her wages, and
the customary perquisites that may belong to her,
1 bequeath the sum of ten guineas. Hers is a care-
ful, and (to persons of such*humanity and tender-
ness) a melancholy employment, attended in the
latter part of life with great watching and fatigue,
which is hardly ever enough considered.

The few books I have at my present lodgings, I
desire Mrs. Lovick to aceept of : and that she be
permitted, if she please, to take a copy of my bapk
of Meditations, as I used to call it; being extracts
from the best of books; which she seemed to ap-
prove of, although suited particularly to my own

T3
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case. As for the book itself, perhaps my good Mrs.
Norton will be glad to have it, as it is written with
my own hand.

In the middle drawer of my escritoire at Har-
lowe Place, are many letters, and copies of letters,
put up according to their dates, which I have writ-
ten or received in a course of years (ever since l
learned to write) from and to my grandfather, my
father and mother, my uncles, my brother and sister,
on accasional little absences; my late uncle Mor-
den, my cousin Morden; Mrs. Norton, and Miss
Howe, and other of my companions and friends,
before my confinement at my father’s: as also from
the three reverend gentlemen, Dr. Blome, Mr.
Arnold, and Mr. Tomkins now with God, and the
very reverend Dr. Lewen, on serious subjects. As
these letters exhibit a correspondence that no per-
son of my sex need to be ashamed of, allowing for
the time of life when mine were written; and as
many excellent things are contained in those writ-
ten to me; and as Miss Howe, to whom most of
them have been communicated, wished formerly to
have them, if she survived me: for these reasons,
I bequeath them to my said dear friend Miss Anna
Howe; and the rather, as she had for some years
past a very considerable share in the correspon-
dence.

Ido hereby make, constitute, and ordain, John
Belford, of Edgeware, in the county of Middlesex,
Esq.; the sole executor of this my last will and
testament ; having previously obtained his leave so
to do. I have given the reasons which induced me
to ask this gentleman to take upon him this trouble,
to Miss Howe. I therefore refer to her on this
subjeet.

But I do most earnestly beg of him the said Mr.
Belford, that, in the exccution .of this trust, he will
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(as he has repeatedly promised) studiously endea-
vour to promote peace with, and suppress resent-
ments, in cvery one; so as that all further mischiefs
may be prevented, as well from, as to his friend.
And in order to this, I beseech him to cultivate the
friendship of my worthy cousin Morden ; who, as
I presume to hope, (when he understands it to -be
my dying request) will give him his advice and as-
sistance in every article where it may be necessary :
and who will perhaps be so good as to interpose
with my relations, if any difficulty should arise
about carrying any of the articles of this my last
will into execution, and to soften them into the
wished-for condescension :—for it is my earnest re-
quest to Mr. Belford, that he will not seek by law,
or by any sort of violence, cither by word or deed,
to extort the performance from them. 1f there be
any articles of a merely domestic nature, that my
relations shall think unfit to be carried into execu-
tion ; such articles I leave intirely to my said cousin
Morden and Mr. Belford to vary, or totally dis-
pense with, as they shall agree upon the matter; or,
it they two differ in opinion, they will be pleased
to be determinced by a third person, to be chosen
by them both.

Having been pressed by Miss Howe and her mo-
ther, to collect the particulars of my sad story, and
given expectation that I sould, in order to do my
character justice with all my friends and compa-
nions ; but not having time befure me for the painful
task, it has been a pleasure to me to find, by ex-
tracts kindly communicated to me by my said exe-
cator, that I may safely trust my fame to the justice
done me by Mr. Lovelace, in his letters to him my
said executor. And as Mr. Belford has engaged
to contribute what is in his power towards a com-
pilement to be made of all that relate sto my story,
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and knows my whole mind in this respect, it is my
desire that he will cause two copies to be made of
this collection; one to remain with Miss Howe, the
other with himscif; and that he will show or lend
his copy, if required, to my aunt Hervey, for the
satisfaction of any of my family ; but under such
restrictions as the said Mr. Belford shall think fit to
impose ; that neither any other person’s safety may
be endangered, nor his own honour suffer by the
communication,

I bequeath to my said executor the sum of one
hundred guineas, as a grateful though insufficient
acknowledgment of the trouble he will be at in
the execution of the trust he has so kindly under-
taken. I desire him likewise to accept of twenty
guineas for a ring: and that he will reimburse him-
self for all the charges.and expenses which he shall
be at in the execution of this trust.

In the worthy Dr. H. I have .found a physician,
a father, and a friend. I beg of him, as a testi-
mony of my gratitude, to accept of twenty guineas
for a ring.

I have the same obligations to the kind and skil-
€ul Mr. Goddard, who attended me as my apothe-
cary. His very moderate bill I have discharged
down to yesterday. 1 have always thought it in-
cumbent upon testators to shorten all they can the
trouble of their executors. I know I under-rate
the value of Mr. Goddard’s attendauces, when over
and above what may accrue from yesterday, to the
hour that will finish all, I desire fifteen guineas for
a ring may be presented to him.

To the reverend Mr. , who frequently at-
tended me, and prayed by me in my last stages, [
also bequeath fiftcen guineas for a ring.

There are a set of honest indigent people, whom
I used to call my poor, and to, whom Mrs. Norton
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conveys relief each month (or at shoiter periods)
in proportion to their necessities, from a sum I de-
posited in her hands, and from time to time recruited,
as means accrued to me; but now nearly if not
whelly expended : now, that my fault may be as
little aggravated as possible, by the sufferings of
the worthy people whom heaven gave me a heart to
relieve ; and as the produce of my grandfather’s
estate (including the moiety of the sums he had by
him, and was pleased to give me at his death, as
ahovce-mentioned) together with what I shall farther
appropriate to the same use in the subsequent arti-
cles, will, as I hope, more than answer all my lega-
cies and bequests ; it is my will and desire, that the
remainder, be it little or much, shall become a fund
to be appropriated, and I hereby direct that it be ap-
fropriated, to the like purposes with the sums which
put into Mrs Norton’s hands as aforesaid—and this
under the direction and management of the said
Mrs. Norton, who knows my whole mind in this
particular. And in case of her death, or of her
desire to be acquitted of the management theveof,
it is my earnest request to my dear Miss Howe, that
she will take it upon herself, and that at her own
death she will transfer what shall remain undis-
posed of at the time, to such persons, and with such
limitations, restrictions, and provisoes, as she shall
think will best answer nty intention. For, as to
the management and distribution of all or any part
of it, while in Mrs. Norton’s hands, or her own;
I will, that it be entirely discretional, and without
account, either to my executor, or any other person..
Although Mors. Norton, as I have hinted, knows
"my whole mind in this respect ; yet it may be pro-
per 10 mention, in this last solemn act, that my in-
tentiou is, that this fund be entirely set apart and
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appropriated to relieve tempoiarily, from the interest
thereof, (as I dare say it will be put out to the best
advantage) or even from the principal, if need be,
the honest, industrious, labouring poor only ; when
sickness, lameness, unforeseen losses, or other ac-
cidents, disable them from following their lawful
callings ; or to assist such honest people of large
families, as shall have a child of good inclinations
to put out to service, trade, or husbandry.

It has always been a rule with me, in my little
donations, to endeavour to aid and set forward the
sober and industrious poer. Small helps, if sea-
senably afforded, will do for such ; and so the fund
may be of more extensive benefit; an ocean of
wealth will not be sufficient for the idle and disso-
lute : whom therefore, since they will be always
in want, it will be no charity to relieve, if worthier
creatures would, by relieving the others, be de-
prived of such assistance as may set the wheels of
their industry going, and put them in a sphere of
wuseful action.

But it is my express will and direction, that let
this fund come out to be ever so considerable, it
shall be applied only iu support of the temporary
exigencies of the persons I have described ; and that
00 one family or person receive from it, at one
time or in oue year, more than the sum of twenty
pounds.

It is my will and desire, that the set of jewels
which was my grandmother’s and presented to me,
soon after her death, by my grandfather, be valued;
and the worth of them paid to my executor, if any
of my family choose to bave them: or otherwise
that they be sold, and go to the augmentation of
my poor’s fund.—But if they may be deemed an
equivalent for the sums my father was pleased to
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advance to me since the death of my grandfather, 1
desire that they may be given up to him. .

1 presume, that the diamond necklace, solitaire,
ear-rings, and buckles, which were properly my
own, presented by my mother’s uncle Sir Josias
Brookland, will not be purchased by any one of
my family, for a too obvious reason: in this case
I desire, that they may be sent to my executor, and
that he will dispose of them to the best advantage ;
and apply the money to the uses of my will.

In the beginning of this tedions writing, I re-
ferred to the latter part of it, the naming of the
subject of the discourse which I wished might be
delivered at my funeral, if permitted to be interred
with my ancestors. 1 think the following will be
suitable to my case. I hope the alteration of the
words Aer and she for him and he may be allowable.

¢ Let not ker that is deceived trust in vanity ; for

vanity shall be her recompence. Ske shall be
accomplished before Aer time; and Aer branch
shall not be green. She shall shake off her un-
ripe grape as the vine, and shall cast off her
flower as the olive ¥.

Butif 1am to be iaterred in town, let only the
usual burial service be read over my corpse.

If my body be permitted to be carried down, I
bequeath ten pounds to be given to the poor of the
parish, at the discretion ,of the churchwardens,
within a fortnight after my interment.

If any necessary matter be omitted in this my
will, or if any thing appear doubtful or contradic-
tory, as possibly may be the case; since, hesides
my inexperience in these matters, | am now, at this
time, very weak and il ; having put off the finish-
ing hand a little tao Iong, in hopes of obtaining the
last forgiveness of my honoured friends; in which

# Job xv. 81, 82,88,
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case I should have acknowledged the favour with
a suitable warmth of duty, and ﬁslled up some blanks
which I lefe to the very last*, in a more agreeable
manner to myself, than now I have been enabled
to do—in case of such omissions and imperfections,
I desire that my cousin Morden will be so good as
to join with Mr. Belford in considering them, and
in comparing them with what I have more expli-
citly written ; and if, after chat, any doubt remain,
that they will be pleased to apply to Miss Howe,
who knows my whole heart: and I desire that the
construction of these three may be established : and
I hereby establish it, provided it be unanimous, and
direct it to be put in force, as if I had so written
and determined myself.

And now, O my blessed Repeemer, do I, with a
lively faith, humbly lay hold of thy meritorious
deatz and sufferings; hoping to be washed

elean in thy precious blood from all my sins:

in the bare hope of the haplgy consequences of
which, how light do those sufferings seem(griev-
ous as they were at the time) which I confi-
dently trust, will be a means, by thy grace, to
work out for me a more exceeding and eternal
weight of glory!

CLARISSA HARLOWE.

Signed, sealed, published, and declared, the day
and year above-written, by the said Clarissa Har-
lowe, as her last will and testament; contained
in seven sheets of paper, all written with her own
hand, and every sll:eet signed and sealed by her-
self, in the presence of us,

JOHN WILLIAMS,
ARTHUR BEDALL,
El@qABETH SWANTON.

» See-Yeétter xciii. of Vol. V1I.



CLARISSA HARLOWE. 217

LETTER L.
COLONEL MORDEN TO JOHN BELFORD, E5Q.

Sat. Sept. 16.
I nave been employed in a most melancholy task,
in reading the will of the dear deceased.

The unhappy mother and Mrs. Norton chose to
be absent on the affecting occasion. But Mrs. Har-
lowe made it her earnest request, that every article
of it should be fulfilled.

They wer: all extremely touched with the pres
amble.

The first words of the will—¢I Clarissa Harlowe,
now by strange melancholy accidents, lodging,” &c.
drew tears from some, sighs from all.

The directions for her funeral, in case she were or
were not permitted to be carried down; the men-
tion of her orders having been given for the manner
of her being laid out, and the presence of mind so
visible throughout the whole, obtained their admi-
ration, cxpressed by hands and eyes lifted up, and
by falling tears.

When [ read the direction, ¢ that her body was
not to be viewed, except any of her relations should
vouchsafe for-the last time to look upon her;’ they
turned away;fand turned'to me, three or four times
alternately. “Mrs. Ilervey and Miss Arabella sob-
bed; the uncles wiped their eyes; the brother
looked down ; the father wrung his hands.

I was obliged to stop at the words, ¢ that she was
nobody’s.’

But when I came to the address to be made to
the accursed man, ¢ if he were not to be diverted

from seeing her dead, whom once before he had .
voL. ViiL. v
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seen in a manner dead’——execration, and either
vows or wishes of revenge, filled every mouth.

These were still more fervently renewed, when
they came to hear read her forgiveness of even this
man,

You remember, sir, on our first reading of the
will in town, the observations 1 made on the foul
play which it is evident the excellent creature met
with from this abandoned man, and what I said
upon the occasion. I am not used to repeat things
of that nature.

The dear crea:ure’s noble contempt of the nothing,
as she as nobly calls it, about which she had been
giving such particular directions, to wit her body ;
and her apologizing for the particularity of those
dircctions from the circumstances she was in—had
the same, and as strong an eflect upon me, as when
I first read the animated paragraph; and, pointed
by my eye (by turas cast upon them all), affected
them all.

When the article was read which bequeathed to
the father the grandfather’s estate, and the reason
assigned for it, (so generous and so dutiful) the fa-
ther could sit no longer ; but withdrew, wiping his
eyces, and lifting up his spread hands at Mr. James
Harlowe ; who rose to attend him to the door, as
Arabella likewise did——all he could say—O son !
—son '—O girl! girl!—as if he reproached them
for the parts they had acted, and put him upon
acting.

But yet, on some occasions, this brother and sister
showed themselves to be true will-disputants,

Let tongue and eyes express what they will, Mr.
Belford, the first reading a will, where a person
dies worth any thing considerable, generally affords
a true test of the relations’ love to the deceased.
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The clothes, the thirty guineas for mourning to
Mrs. Norton, with the recommendation of the good
woman for housekeeper at the Grove, were thought
sufficient, had the article of 600/. which was called
monstrous, becen omitted. Some other passages in
the will were called flights, and such whimsies as dis-
tinguish people of imagination from those of judgment,

My cousin Dolly Hervey was grudged the library.
Miss Harlowe said, that as she and her sister never
bought the same buoks, she would take that to her-
self, and would make é¢ up to her cousin Dolly one
way or other.

[ intend, Mr. Belford, to save you the trouble of
interposing—the library shall be my cousin Dolly’s.

Mrs. Hervey could hardly keep her scat. On
#his occasion, however, she only said, that her late
dear and ever dear nicce was too good to her and
hers. But, at another time, she declared with tears,
that she could not forgive herself for a letter she
wrote *, looking at Miss Arabella, whom, it seems,
anknown to any body, she had consulted before she
wrote it, and which, she said, must have wounded
a spirit, that now, she saw, had been too deeply
wounded before.

O my amnt, said Arabella, no more of that !—
Who would have thought that the dear creature
had been such a penitent?

Mr. John and Mr. Antony Harlowe were so much
affected with the articles in their favour (bequeath-
ed to them without a word or hint of reproach or
recrimination) that they broke out into self-accusa-
tions ; and lamented, that their swect niece, as they
called her, was now got above all grateful acknow-
ledgment and returns. And iudeed the mutual
upbraidings and grief of all present, upon those
articles in which every one was remembered for

* See Vol. IIL. p. 273, & seq.
u 2
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good, so often interrupted me, that the reading took
up above six hours. But cuirses npon the accursed
man were a refuge to which they often resorted, to
exonerate themselves.

Iiow wounding athing, Mr. Belford, is a generous
and well distinguished forgiveness! What revenge
can be more ecifectual, and more noble, were re-
venge intended, and were it wished to strike remorse
into a guilty or ungrateful heart! But my dear
cousin’s motives were all duty and love.  She scems
indeed to have been, as much as mortal could be,
LoVE itself.  Love sublimed by a purity, by a true
dclicacy, that hardly any woman before her could
boast of. O Mr. Belford, what an example would
she have given in every station of life (as wife, mo-
ther, mistress, friend) had her lot fullen upon a man
blessed with a2 mind like her own !

The 600.. bequeathed to Mrs. Norton, the li-
Lrary to Miss Hervey, and the remembrances to
Miss Howe, were not the only articles grudged. Yet
to what purpose did they regret the pecuniary be-
quests, when the poors’ fund, and not themselves,
would have had the benefit, had not those legacies
been bequeathed ? .

But enough passed to convince me, that my cou-
sin was absolutely right in her choice of an exe-
cutor out of the family. Had she chosen oncin it, I
dare say, that her will would bave been no more re-
garded than if it had been the will of a dead king ;
than that of Louis XIV. in particular; sv flagrantly
broken through by his nephew the Duke of Orleans
before he was cold. The only will of that mounarch,

erhaps, which was ever disputed.

But little does Mr. James Harlowe think, that
while he is grasping at hundreds, he will, most pro-
bably, lose thousands, if he be my survivor. A man
of a spirit so selfish and narrow shall not be my heir.
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You will better conceive, Mr. Belford, than I
ean express, how much they were touched at the
hint, that the dear creature had been obliged to
part with some of her clothes.

Silent reproach seized every one of them, when
I came to the passage where she mentions, that she
deferred filling up some blanks, in hopes of receiv-
ing their last blessing and forgiveness.

I will only add, that they could not bear to hear
read the concluding part, so solemnly addressed to
her Redeemer. They all arose from their seats,
and crowded out of the apartment we were in: and
then, as I afterwards found, separated, in order
to seek that consolation in solitary retirement,
which, though they could not hope for from their
own reflections, yet, at the time, they had less rea-
son to expect in each other’s company. 1 am, s,

Your faithful and obedient servant,
WM. MORDEN.

LETTER LL

MR, FELFORD TO THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF M.

MY LORD, London, Sept. 14.
I am very apprehensive, that the affair between
Mr. Lovelace and the lates excellent Miss Clarissa
Harlowe will be attended with further bad conse-

uences, notwithstanding her dying injunctions to
the contrary. I would therefore humbly propose,
that your lordship, and his other relations, will for-
ward the purpose your nephew lately had to go
dbroad ; where I hope he will stay till all is blown
over., But as he will not stir, if he know the true
motives of your wishes, the avowed inducement, as
I hinted once to Mr. Mowbray, may be such as

v
¢
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respects his own health both of perscn and mind,
To Mr. Mowbray and Mr. Tourville all countries
are alike; and they perhaps will accompany him.

I am glad to hear that he is in a way of recovery :
but this the rather induces me to press the matter.
And I think vo time should be lost.

Your lordship has heard, that I have the honour
to be the executor of this admirable lady’s last will.
I transcribe from it the following paragraph.

Ile then trumscribes the article which so gratefully
mentions this nobleman and the ladics of his family,
tn relation to the rings she bequeathes them, ebout
which ke desires their commands.

LETTER LIIL
MISS MONTAGUE TO JOIN BELFORD, ESQ.

SIR, M. Hall, F'riday, Sept. 15.

My lord having the gout in his right hand, his
lordship, and Lady Sarah, and Lady Betty, have
comnanded me to inform you, that before your
letter came, Mr. Lovelace was preparing for a
forcign tour. We shall cndeavour to hasten him
away on the motives you suggest.

Ve are all extremcly affected with the dear
lady’s death. Lady Betty and Lady Sarah have
been indisposed ever since they heard of it.  They
had pleased themselves, as had my sister and sell,
with the hopes of cultivating her acquaintance and
friendship after he was gone abroad, upon her own
terms. Her kind remembrance of each of us has
rencwed, though it could not heighten, our regrets.
for so irreparable a loss. We shall order Mr. Finch,,
our goldsmith, to wait on you. He has our direcs
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tions about the rings. They will be long, long
worn in memory of the dear testatrix.

Every body is assured, that you will do all in
your power to prevent ferther ill consequences from
this melancholy affair. My lord desires his com-
pliments to you. am, sir,

Your very humble servant,
CH. MONTAGUE.

Tws collection baving run into a much greater
Jength than was wished, it is thought proper to omit
several letters that passed between Col. Morden,
Miss Howe, Mr. Belford, and Mr. Hickman in re-
lation to the exccution of the lady’s will, &c.

It is however necessary o observe on this subject,
that the unhappy mother, being supported by the
two uncles, influenced the afilicted father to over-
rale all his son’s objections, and to direct a literal
observation of the will; and at the same time to
give up all the sums which he was empowered by it
to reimburse himself ; asalso to take upon himself to
defray the funeral expenses.

Mr. Belford so much obliged Miss Howe by his
steadiness, equity, and dispatch, and by his readingss
to contribute to the directed collection, that she vo-
luntarily entered into a correspondence with him, as
the representative of lieg beloved friend. ln the
course of which, he communicated to her (in confi-
dence) the letters which passed between him and
Mr. Lovelace, and, by Colonel Morden’s consent,
those which passed between that gentleman and.
bimself.

He sent with the first parcel of letters which he
had transcribed out of short hand for Miss Howe, a
letter to Mr, Hickman, dated the 16th of Septem-
ber, in which he expresses himself as follows :
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¢ But I ought, sir, in this parcel, to have kept out
one letter. It is that which relates to the interview
between yourself and Mr. Lovelace, at Mr. Dor-
mer’s*. In which Mr. Lovelace treats you with
an air of levity, which ncither your person, vour
charucter, nor your commission deserved ; but which
was his usual way of treating every one whose business
he was not pleased with. 1 hope, sir, you have too
much greatness of mind to be disturbed at the con-
tents of this letter, should Miss Howe communicate
them to you ; and the rather, as it is impossible that
you should suffer with her on that account.’

Mr. Belford then excuses Mr. Lovelace, as a good-
natured man with all his faults; and gives instances
of his still greater freedoms with himself.

To this Mr. Hickman answers, in his letter of
the 18th:

¢ Asto Mr. Lovelace’s treatment of me in the let-
ter you are pleased to mention, 1 shall not be con-
cerned at it, whatever it be. I went to him pre-
pared to cxpect odd behaviour from him ; and was
not disappointed. I argue to myself, in all such
cases as this, as Miss Howe, from her ever-dear
friend, argues; that if the reflections thrown upon me
ave just, I ought not only to forgive them, but endeavour
to profit by them: if unjust, that I ought to despise
them, and the reflector too, since it would be inexcuse-
able to strengthen by anger un enemy whose malice might
be disarmed by contempt. And, moreover, I should
be almost sorry to find myself spoken well of by a
man who could treat, as he treated, a lady who was
an ornamcnt to her sex, and to human nature,

¢ I thank you, however, sir, for your consideration
for me in this particular, and for your whole letter,
which gives me so desirable an instance of the friend-

# See Letter 1xxviii. of-Yol. VI,
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ship which you assured me of, when I was last in
town ; and which I as cordially embrace, as wish
to cultivate.’

Miss Howe, in her’s of the 20th, acknowledging
the receipt of the letters, and papers, and legacies,
sent with Mr. Belford’s letter to Mr. Hickman, as-
sures him, ¢ that no use shall be made of his com-
munications, but what he shall approve of.’

He had mcntioned with compassion the distresses
of the Harlowe family —¢ Persons of a pitiful nature,
says she, may pity them. I am not one of those.
You, I think, pity the infernal man likewisc ; while
I, from my heart, grudge him his frenzy, because it
deprives him of that remorse, which, 1 hepe, on his
recovery, will never leave him. At times, sir, let
me tell you, that I hate your whole sex for his sake ;
even men of unblamable characters, whom at those
times I cannot but look upon as persons I have not
yet found out.

< 1If my dear creature’s personal jewels be sent up
to you for sale. I desire that I may be the purchaser
of them, at the highest pricc—of the necklacc and
solitaire particularly.

< O what tears did the perusal of my beloved’s
will cost me !'—But I must not touch upon the heart-
piercing subject. 1 can neither take it up, nor quit
it, but with execration of the man whom all the
world must execrate.’ .

Mr. Belford, in his answer, promises, that she
shall be the purchaser of the jewels, if they come
into his hands.

He acquaints her, that the family had given Col.
Morden the keys of all that belonged to the dear
departed : that the unhappy mother had (as the
will allows) ordered a piece of needlework to be set
aside for her, and had desired Mrs. Norton to get
the little book of meditations transcribed, and to lct.
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her have the original, as it was all of her dear daugh-
ter’s hand-writing ; and as it might, wheu she could
bear to look into it, administer consolation to herself.
And that she had likewise reserved for herself her
picture in the Vandyke taste.

Mr. Belford sends with this letter to Miss Howe
the lady’s mcmorandnm book ; and promises to send
her copies of the several posthumous letiers. Ie
tells her that Mr. Lovelace being upon the reco-
very, he had inclosed the posthumous letter, directed
for him to Lord M. that his lordship might give it
to him, or not, as he should find he could bear it.
The following is a copy of that letter.

TO MR. LOVELACE.
Thursday, Aug. 24.
I toLp you, in the letter I wrote to you on Tuesduy
lust *, that you should have another scnt you when
1 had got to my Father’s house.

I presume to say, that I am now, at your receiving
of this, arrived there; and [invite you to follow me,
as soou as you can be prepured for so great a jour-
ney.

Not to allegorize further—rny fate is now, at your

# See her letter inclosed in Mr, Lovelace’s, No. xi. of
Vol. VII.

The reader may observe, by the date of this letter, that it
was written within two days of the allegorical one, to which
it refers,and while the Jady was labouring under the increased
illness occasioned by the hurries and terrors into which Mr.
Lovelace had thrown her, in order to avoid the visit he was
so earnest 10 make her at Mr. Smith's ~so early written, per-
haps, that she might not be surprised by death into a seeming
breach of her word.

High as ber christian spirit soars in this letter, the reader
has seen, in Letter ix. of this Vol. and in other places, that
that exalted spirit carried her to still more divine elevations,
as she drew nearer to her end. ™
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perusal of this, accomplished. My doom is unalter-
ably fixed : and I am either a miserable or happy
being to all eternity. 1f kappy, I owe it solely to
the divine mercy ; if miserable, to your undeserved
cruelty.—And consider now, for your own sake,
gay, cruel, fluttering, unhappy man! consider,
whether the barbarous and perfidious treatment I
have met with from you, was worthy the hazard of
your immortal soul ; since your wicked views were
not to be effected but by the wilful breach of the
most solemn vows that ever were made by man;
and those aided by a violence and baseness unwor-
thy of a human creature.

n time then, once more, T wish you to consider
our ways. Your golden dream cannot long last.
our present course can yield you pleasure no

longer than you can keep off thought or reflection.
A hardened insensibility is the only foundation on
which your inward tranquillity is built. When
once a dangerous sickness seizes you; when once
effectual remorse breaksin upon you; how dreadful
will be your condition! How poor a triumph will
you then find it, to have been able, by a series of
black perjuries, and studied baseness, under the-
name of gallantry or intrigue, to betray poor unex-
perienced young creatures, who perhaps knew no-
thing but tf;eir uty till they knew you !—Not ong
good action in the hour of Janguishing to recollect,
not one worthy intention to revolve, it will be all
reproach and horror; and you will wish to have it
in your power to compound for annihilation.
l¥rflect, sir, that I can have no other motive in
what I write than your good, and the safety of other
innocent creatures, who may be drawn in by your
wicked arts and perjuries. You have not, in my
wishes for your future welfare, the wishes of a sup-
pliant wife, endeavouring for her own sake, as well
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as for yours, to induce you to reform those ways.
They are wholly as disinterested as undeserved. But
1 should mistrust my own penitence, were I capable
of wishing to recompense evil for evil—if, black as
vour offences have been against me, I could not for-
give, as I wish to be forgiven.

I repeat, therefore, that I do forgive you. And
may the Almighty forgive you too! Nor have I, at
the writing of this, any other essential regrets than
what are occasioned by the grief I have given to
parents, who, till I knew you, were the most indul-
gent of parents; by the scandal given to the other
branches of my family ; by the disreputation brought
upon my sex; and by the oflence given to virtue
in my fall.

As to myself, you have only robbed me of what
once were my favourite expectations in the tran-
sient life I shall have quitted when you receive this.
You have only been the cause that I have been cut
off” in the bloom of youth, and of curtailing a life,
that might have becn agrecable to mysclf, or other-
wise, as had suited the designs and ends of Provi-
dence. T have reason to be thaukful, for being taken
away from the evil of supporting my part of a yoke
with a man so unkappy; 1 will only say, that, in all
probability, every hour I had lived with him might
have brought with it some new trouble. And I am
{indeed through sharp afflictions and distresses) in-
debted to you, secondarily, as I humbly presume to
hope, for so many years of glory, as might have
proveid years of danger, temptation, and anguish,
had they been added to my mortal life. :

So, sir, though no thanks to your intention, you
‘have done me real service; and in return, I wish you
happy. But such has been your life hitherto, that
you can have no time to lose in setting about your
repentance. Repentance to such as have lived only
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carelessly, and in the omission of their regular duties,
and who never aimed to draw any poor creatures
into evil, is not so easy a task, nor so much in our own
power, as some imagine. How difficult a grace then
to be obtained, where the guilt is premeditated, wil-
ful, and complicated !

To say I once respected you with a preference, is
what I ought to blush to own, since, at the very time,
I was far from thinking you even a moral man;
though I little thought that you, or indeed any man
breathing, could be—what you have proved your-
self tobe. But indeed,sir, Iiave long been greatly
above you: for from my heart I have despised you,
and all your ways, ever since 1 saw what manner of
man you were.

Nor is it to be wondered, that I should be able so
to do, when the preference was not grounded on
ignoble motives. For I was weak enough, and pre-
sumptuous enough, to hope to be a means, in the
hand of Providence, to reclaim a man, whom 1
thought worthy of the attempt.

Nor have I yet, as you will see by the pains I
take, on this solemn occasion, to awaken you out ox
your sensual dream, given over all hopes of this
nature.

Hecar me, therefore, O Lovelace! as one speaking
from the dead—lose no time—set about your repen-
tance instantly—be no longer the instrument of Sa-
tan, to draw poor souls into those subtile suures,
which at last shall entangle your own feet. Seek
not to multiply ycur offences, till they become be-
yond the power, as I may say, of the divine mercy to
forgive ; since justice, no less than mercy, is an attri-
bute of the Almighty.

Tremble and reform, when you read what is the
portion of the wicked man from God. Thusit is writ-

n:— .

VCL. VI X
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¢ The triumphing of the wicked is short, and the
Joy of the hypocrite but for a moment. He is cast
into a net by his own feet—he walketh upon a snare.
Terrors shall make him afraid on every side, and
thall drive him to his feet. His strength shall be
hunger-bitten, and destruction shall be ready at his
side. The first-born of death shall devour his
strength. His remembrance shall perish from the
earth : and he shall have no name in the streets.
He shall be chased out of the world. He shall have
neither son nor nephew among his people. They
that have seen him shall say, where 1s he? He shall
fly away as a dream : he shall be chased away asa
vision of the night. His meat is the gall of asps with-
in him. He iall flee from the iron weapon, and
the bow of steel shall strike him through. A fire
not blown shall consume him. The heaven shall
reveal his iniquity, and the earth shall rise up against
him. The worm shall feed sweetly on him. He
shall be no more remembered.—This is the fate of
him that knoweth not God.’—

Whenever you shall be inclined to censult the
sacred oracles, from whence the above threatenings
are extracted, you will find doctrines and texts
which a truly penitent and contrite heart may lay
hold of for its consolation.

May yours, Mr. Lovelace, become such! And
may you be enabled to escape the fate denounced
agaiust the abandoned man, and be entitled to the
mercies of a long-suffering and gracious God, is the
sincere prayer of

CLARISSA HARLOWE.
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LETTER LIIL
MB. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, EsQ.

M. Hall, Thursday, Sept. 14.

Ever since the fatal seventh of this month, I have
becn lost to myself and to all the joys of life. I
might have gone further back than that fatal seventh ;
which, for the future, 1 will never see anniversaril
revolve but in sables; only till that cursed day I had
some gleams of hope now-and-then darting in upon
me.

They tell me of an odd letter I wrote to you *,
Iremember I did write. But very little of the con-
tents of what I wrote, do I remember.

I have been in a cursed way. Methinks something
bas been working strangely retributive. I never
was such a fool as to disbelieve a Providence : yet
am I not for resulving into judgments every thing
that seems to wear an avenging face. Yet if we
must be punished either here or hereafter for our
misdeeds, better Aere, say I, than hereqfter. Have I
not then an interest to think my punishment already
not only begun but completed ; since what 1 have
suffered, ang do suffer, passes all description ?

To give but one instance of the retributive—here
I, who was the barbarous cause of the loss of senses
for a week together to the most inimitable of women,
have been punished with the loss of my own—pre-
parative to—who knows to what ?=—=When, O when,
shall I know a joyful hour?

I am kept excessively low ; and excessively low
I am. Thissweet creature’s posthumous letter sticks

® See his delirious Letter, No. xxxim
x2
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close to me. All her cxcellencies rise up hourly to
my remembrance. ’

Yetdare 1 not indulge in these melancholy reflec-
tions. I find my head strangely working again—
pen, begone !

Friday, Sept. 15,

I resuMme, in a sprightly vein, I hope—Mowhray
and Tourville have just now—

But what of Mowbray and Tourville!—What’s
the world :—What’s any bedy in it?—

Yet they are highly exasperated against thee, for
the last lctter thou wrotest to them ¥ —such an un-
friendly, such a merciless

But it won’t do ! I must again lay down my pen.
—O Belford ! —Belford |—I am still, I am still, most
miserably absent from myself! Shall never, never
more be what I was!

IR T

Saturpay, Sunday, nothing done. Incapable of
any thing.

Monday, Sept. 18,

Heavy, d—nably heavy and sick at soul, by Ju-
piter ! I must come into their expedient. I must
see what change of climate will do.

You tell these fellows, and you tell me, of repent-
ing and reforming: but I can do neither. He who
can, must not have the extinction of a Clarissa Har-
lowe to answer for.—Harlowe !—Curse upon the
name !—And curse upon myself for not changing it,
as I might have done !—Yet have I no need of urg=
ing a curse upon myself—I have it effectually.

¢ To say I unce respected you with a preference +*
~—In what stiff language does maidenly modesty on

¢ This letter appears not. 1 Sce p. 220,



CLARISSA HARLOWE. 233

these nice occasions express itself!—To say I once
loved you, is the English; and there is truth and ease
in the expression.—* To say I once loved you,’ then
let it be, “is what I ought to blush to own.’

And dost thon own it!—Excellent creature ! and
dost thou then own it '—What music in these words
from such an angel!— What would I give that my
Clarissa were in being, and could and would own that
she loved me ?

¢ But indeed, sir, I have long been greatly above

ou.’
Y Long, my blessed charmer !—Long indeed—for
you have been ever greatly above me, and above
your sex, and above all the world.

¢ That preference was not grounded on ignoble
motives.”

What a wretch was I, to be so distinguished by
her, and yet to be so unworthy of her hope to re-
claim me!

Then, how generous her motives! Not for her
oun sake merely, not altogether for mine, did she
hope to reclaim me; but equally for the sake of in-
nocents who might otherwise be rnined by me.

And now, why did she write this letter, and why
direct it to be given me when an event the most de-
plorable had taken place, but for my good, and with
a view to the safety of innocents she knew not ?—
And when was this letter written? Was it not at the
time, at the very time, that I had been pursuing her,
as I may say, from place to place ; when her svul
was bowed down by calamity and persecution ; and
herself was denied all forgiveness from relations the,
most implacable ?

Exalted creature !=—And couldst thou, at such a
time and so early, and in such circumstances, have so
far subdued thy own just resentments, as to wish
happiness to the principal authorof all thy distresses?

x 3
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Wish happiness so him who had robbed thee ¢ of all
thy favourite expectations in this life?’ To him who
had been the cause, * that thou wert cut oft’ in the
bloom of youth ?’

ileavenly aspirer ' —What a frame nust thou be
in, to be able to use the word ONLY, in mention-
ing these important deprivations !—And as this was
before thou puttest off mortality, may I not presume
that thou now,

———— with pitying eye,
Not derogating from thy perfect bliss,
Survey’st all heaven around, and wishest for nc ?

¢ Consider my ways™—Dear life of my life! of
what avail is consideration now, when I have lost
the dear creature, for whose sake alone it was worth.
while to /ave consideration ?—Lost her beyond re-
trieving—swallowed up by the greedy grave—for
ever lost her—that, that’s the sting—matchless wo-
man !—llow does this reflectiori wound me !

< Your golden drcam cannot long last.’—Divine
prophetess! my golden dream is alreudy over.—
‘ Thought and reflection are no longer to be kept
oft,—no longer continues that ¢ hardene5 insensibility’
thou chargest upon me.—* Remorse kas broken in
upon me.—Drcadful s my condition ;—it s all re-
proach and horror with me I’>—A thousand vultures
1n turn are preying upon my heart !

But no more of these fruitless reflections—since 1
am incapable of writing any thing clse; since my
pen will slide into this gloomy subject, whether I
will or not; I will once more quit it; nor will I
again resume it, till 1 can be more its master and
my own.

All T took pen to write for is however unwritten.
It was, in few words, to wish you to proceed with
your communications, as usual. And why should
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you not ?>—Since, in her ever-to-be-lamented death,
1know every thing shocking and grievous—acquaint
me, then, with all thou knowest, which 1 do not
know : how her relations, her cruel relations, take
it; and whether now, the barbed dart of after-
reflection sticks not in their hearts, as in mine, up to
the very feathers.
®

I wiLe soon quit this kingdom. For now my
Clarissa is no more, what is there in it (in the world
indced) worth living for ?—But shall I not first, by
some masterly mischief, avenge her and myself upon
her cursed family ?

The accursed woman, they tell me, has broken
her leg. Why was it not her neck ?—All, all, but
what is owing to her relations, is the fault of that
woman, and of herhell-born nymphs. The greater the
virtue, the nobler the triumph, was a sentence for ever
in their mouths,—I have had it several times in my
head to set fire to the execrable house; and to watch
at the doors and windows, that not a devil in it
escape the consuming flames. Had the house stood
by itself, I had certainly done it.

But, it scems, the old wretch is in the way to be
rewarded, without my help. A shocking letter is
received of somebody’s, in relation to her—your’s,
I suppose—too shocking for me, they say, to see at
present ¥,

'They govern me as 2*child in strings: yet did I
suffer so much in my fever, that I am willing to bear
with them, till I can get tolerably well.

At present, I can neither eat, drink, nor sleep.
Yet are my disorders nothing to what they were :
for, Jack, my brain was on fire day and night : and
had it not been of the asbestos kind, it had all been
consumed.

# Sce Letter xli.,
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I had no distinct ideas, but of dark and confused
misery : ¢ was all remorse and horror indeed !
Thoughts of hanging, drowning, shooting ; then
rage, violence, mischief, and despair took their turns
with me. My lucid intervals still worse, giving me
to reflect uponwhat I was the hour before, and what
I was likely to be the next, and perhaps for life—
the sport of enemies! the laughter of fools! and the
hanging-sleeved go-carted property of hired slaves ;
who were perhaps to find their account in manac-
ling, and (abhorred thought!) in personally abusing
me by blows and stripes !

Who can bear such reflections as these? To be
made to fear only, to such a vne as me, and to fear
such wretches too ?—What a thing was this, but 7e-
motely to apprehend ! And yet for a man to be in
such a state as to render it necessary for his dearest
friends to suffer this to be done for his own sake,
and in order to prevent further mischief?—There
is no thinking of these things!

I will not think of them, therefore : but will ei-
ther get a train of cheerful ideas, or hang myself by
to-morrow morning.

To be a dog, and dead,
‘Were paradise to such a life as mines

LETTER LIV.

MR. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

. Wednesday, Sept. 20
I write to demand back again my lastletter. Iown
it was my mind at the different times I wrote it ;
and whatever ailed me, I could not help writing it.
Such a gloomy impulse came upon me, and increased
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as 1 wrote, that, for my soul, 1 could not forbear
running into the miserable.

’Tis strange, very strange, that a man’s consci-
ence should be able to force his fingers to write
whether he will or not; and to run him into a sub-
ject he more than once, at the very time, resolved
not to think of.

Nor is it less strange, that (no new reason occur-
ring) he should in a day or two more, so totally
change his mind ; have his mind, I should rather
say, so wholly illuminated by gay hopes and rising
prospects, as to be ashamed of what he had written.

For, on re-perusal of a copy of my letter, which
fell into my hands by accident, in the hand-writing
of my cousin Charlotte, who, unknown to me, had
transcribed it, I find it to te such a letter, as an cne-
my would rejoice to see.

This 1 know, that were I to have continued but
one week more in the way I was in when I wrote the
latter part of it, I should have been confined, and
in straw, the next: for I now recollect, that all my
distemper was returning upon me with irresistible
violence—and that in spite of water-grucl and soupe-
maigre.

I own, that I am still excessively grieved at the
disappointment this admirable woman made it so
much her whimsical choice to give me. But, since
it has thus fallen out; simce she was determined
to leave the world ; and since she actually ceases to
be; ouzht I, who have such a share of life and health
in hanﬁ, to indulge gloomy reflections upon an event
that is passed; and, being passed, cannot be recalled ?
—Have I not had a specimen of what will be my

-case, if Ido?

For, Belford, (’tisafolly to deny it) I have been,
to use an old word, quite bestraught.

Why, why did my mother bring me up to bear no con~
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trol? Why was I so educated, as that to my very
tutors it was a request, that I should not know what
contradiction or disappointment was ?~Qught she not
to have known what cruelty there was in her kind-
ness ?

What a punishment, to have my first very great
disappointment touch my intellect !—And intellects,
once touched—but that I cannot bear to think of—
only thus far; the very repentance and amendment
wished me so heartily by my kind and cross dear,
have been invalidated and postponed, and who
knows for how long ? the amendment at least :—can
a madman be capable of either ?

Once touched, therefore, I must endeavour to ba-
nish those gloomy reflections, which might other-
wise have brought on the right turn of mind ; and
this, to express myself in Lord M.’s style, that my
wits may not be sent a wool-gathering.

For, let me moreover own to thee, that Dr. Hale,
who was my good Astolfo, [you read Ariosto, Jack,]
and has brought me back my wiét-jar, had much ado,
by starving diet, by profuse phlebotomy, by flaying
bﬁsters, eyelet-hole cupping, a dark room, a mid-
night solitude in 2 midday sun, to effect my recovery.
Aund now, for my comfort, he tells me that I may
still have returns upon full moons—horrible! most
horrible !—and must be as careful of myself at both
equinoctials, as Casar was warned to be of the ides
of March.

How my heart sickens at looking back upon what
I was! Denied the sun, and all comfort: all my
visitors low-born, tiptoe attendants : even those tip-
toe slaves never approaching me but periodically,
armed with gallipots, boluses, and cephalic draughts ;
delivering their orders to me in hated whispers ;
and answering other curtain-holding impertinents,
inquiring how I was, and how I took their execra~
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ble potions, whisperingly too !—What a cursed still
life was this !—Nothing active in me, or about me,
but the worm that never dies.

Again I hasten from the recollection of scenes,
which will at times obtrude themselves upon me.

Adieu, Belford !

Bat return me my last letter—and build nothing
upon its contents. 1 must, I will, I have already,
overcome these fruitless gloominesses. Every hour
my constitution rises stronger and stronger to be-
friend me; and, except a tributary sigh now and
then to the memory of my heart’s beloved, it gives
me hope, that I shall quickly be what I was—life,
spirit, gaiety, and once more the plague of a sex,
that has been my plague, and will be every man’s
plagie at one time or other of his life. I repeat m
desire, however, that you will write to me as usual.
I hope you have good store of particulars by you to
communicate, when I can better bear to hear of the
dispositions that were made for all that was mertal
of my beloved Clarissa.

But it will be the joy of my heart to be told, that
her implacable friends are plagued with remorse,
Such things as those you may now send me: for
company in misery is some relief; especially when
a man can think those he hates as miserable as
himself.

Once more adieu, Jackd

LETTER LV.
MR. LOVELACE TO JOHN BILPORD, ESQ.

I am preparing to leave this kingdom. Mowbray
and Tourville promise to give me their company in
a month or two.
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P’ll give thee my route.

I shall first to Paris ; and, for amusement and di-
version sake, try to renew some of my old friend.
ships: thence to some of the German courts : thence,
perhaps, to Vienna: thence descend through Bava.
ria and the Tyrol to Veuice, where I shall keep the
carnival : thence to Florence and Turin: thence
again over mount Cenis to France: and, when [
return again to Paris, shall expect to sec my friend
Belford, who by that time, [ doubt not, wiil be all
crusted and bearded over with penitence, self-denial,
and mortification ; a very anchoret, only an itine-
rant one, journeying over in hope to cover a multi-
tude of his own sins, by proselyting his old compa-
nions.

But let me tell thee, Jack, if stock rises on, as it
has done since I wrote my last letter, I am afraid
thou wilt find a difficult task in succeeding, should
such be thy purpose. )

Nor, I verily think, can thy own penitence and
reformation hold. Strong habits are not so easily
rooted out. Old Satan has had too much benefit
from thy faithful services, for a scries of years, to
Jet thee so easily get outof hisclutches. He knows
what will do for thee. A fine strapping Bona Roba,
in the Chartres taste, but well limbed, clear com-
plexioned, and Turkish eyed: thou the first man
with her, or made to believe so, which is the same
thing ; how will thy frosty face shine upon such an
abject! How will thy tristful visage be illuminated
by it! A composition will be made between thee
and the grand tempter : thou wilt promise to do
him suit and-service till old age and inability come.
And then will he, in all probability, be sure of thee
for ever. For, wert thou'to outlive thy present
reigning appetites, he will trump up some other dar-
ling sin, or make a now secondary one darling, in
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order to keep thee firmly attached to his infernal
interests. Thou wilt continue resolving to amend,
but never amending, till grown old beﬁ:re thou art
aware (@ dozen years after thou art old with every body
else), thy for-time built tenement having lasted its
aletted period, he claps down upon thy grizzled
head the universal trap-door; and then all will be
over with thee in his own way.

Thou wilt think these hints uncharacteristic from
me. But yet I cannot help warning thee of the
danger thou art actually in ; which is the greater, us
thou seemest not to know it. A few words more,
therefore, on this subject.

Thou hast made good resolutions. If thou keepest
them not, thou wilt never be able to keep any. But
nevertheless, the devil and thy time of life are against
thee. And six to one thou failest. Were it only
that thou hast resolved, six to one thou failest. And
if thou dost, thou wilt become the scoff of men, and
the triumph of devils.—Then how will I laugh at
thee! For this warning is not from principle. Per-
haps 1 wish it were: but I never lied to man, and
hardly ever said truth to woman. The first is what all
Jree-livers cannot say : the second what cvery one can.

I am mad again, by Jupiter !'—But, thank my
stars, not gloomily so!—Farewell, farewell, farewell,
{or the third or fourth time, concludes thy

. LOVELACE.

{ believe Charlotte and you are in private league
together. Letters, I find, have passed between
her and you, and Lord M. I have been kept
strangely in the dark of late; but will soon
break upon you all as the sun upon a midnight
thief.

Remember that you never sent me the copy of
my beloved’s will,

VOL. VilL, Y
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LETTER LVL
MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.

Friday, Sept. 28.

Just a8 I was sitting down to answer yours of the
14th to the 18th, in order to give you all the conso-
lation in my power, came your revoking letter of
Wednesday.

I am really concerned and disappointed, that your
first was so soon followed by one so contrary to it.

The shocking letter you mention, which your
friends withhold from you, is indeed from me. 'ghey
may now, I see, show you any thing. Ask them,
then, for that letter, if you think it worth while to
read aught about the ;rue :nother of your mind.

x

I wiLL suppose, that thou hast just read the letter
thou callest shocking, and which I intended to be so.
And let me ask, what thou thinkest of it? Dost thou
not tremble at the horrors the vilest of women la-
bours with, on the apprehensionsof death, and future
judgment ?—How sit the reflections that must have
been raised by the perusal of ‘this letter upon thy
yet unclosed eyelet holes? Will not some serious
thoughts mingle with thy melilot, and tear off the
callus of thy mind, as that may flay the leather from
thy back, and as thy epispastics may strip the parch-
ment from thy plotting head? If not, then indeed
i; thy conscience seared, and no hopes will lie for
thee.

My, Bcl}'ord then gives an account of the wretched
Sinclair’s terrible exit, which ke had just then re-
ceived.

If this move thee not, I have news to acquaint
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thee with, of another dismal catastrophe that is but
within this hour come to my ear, of another of thy
blessed agents. Thy Tomuinson !—dying, and, in
all probability, before this can reach thee, dead, in
Maidstone gaol. As thou sayest in thy first letter,
something strangely retributive seems to be working.

This 1shiscase. He was at the head of a gang of
smugglers, endeavouring to carry off run goods,
landed last Tuesday, when a party of dragoons came
up with them in the evening. Some of his comrades
fled. M‘Donald, beving surrounded, attempted to
fight his way through, and wounded his man; but
having received a shot in his neck, and being cut
deeply in the head by a broad-sword, he fell from
his Eorse, was taken, and carried to Maidstone gaol :
and there my informant left him, just dying, and
assured of hanging if he recover.

Absolutely destitute, he got a kinsman of his to
apply to me, and, if in town, to the rest of the con-
fraternity, for something, not to support him was
the word‘{ (for he expected not to live till the fellow
returned) but to bury him. ‘

I never employed him but once, and then he
ruined my project. I now thank heaven that he did.
But I sent him five guineas, and promised him more,
as from you, and Mowbray, and Tourville, if he
live a few days, or to take his trial. And I put it
upon you to make further inquiry of him, and to
give him what you think fit.

His messenger tells me, that he is very penitent ;
that he weeps continually. He cries out, tha' he has
been the vilest of men : yet palliates, that his neces-
sities made him worse than he -should otherwise

- have been, [an excuse which none of us can plead :] but
that which touches him most of all, is a vile impos-
tare he was put upon, to serve a certain gentleman
of fortune to the ruin of the most excellent woman

Y 2
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that ever lived ; and who, he had heard, was dead
of grief,

Let me consider, Lovelace—whose turn can be next ?
I wish it may not be thine, But since thou givest
me one piece of advice (which I should indeed have
thought out of character, hadst thou not taken pains
to convince me, that it proceeds not from principle),
I will give thee another: and that is, prosecute, as
Jast as thou canst, thy intended tour. Change of scene,
and of climate, may establish thy health : while this
gross air, and the approach of winter, may thicken
thy blood ; and, with the help of a conscience that
is upon the struggle with thee, and, like a cunning
wrestler watches its opportunity to give thee another
fall, may make thee miserable for thy life.

I return your revoked letter. Don’t destroy it,
however. The same dialect may one day come in
fashion with you again.

As to the family at Harlowe Place, I have most
affecting letters from Col. Morden relating to their
grief and compunction. But are you, to whom the
occasion is owing, entitled to rejoice in their dis-
tress?

I should be sorry, if I could not say, that what you
have warned mc of in sport, makes me tremble in
earnest. 1 hope, for this is a scrious subject with me,
(though nothing can be so with you) that I never
shall deserve, by my apostasy, to be the scoff of men,
and the triumph of devils,

All that you say, of the difficulty of conquering
rooted habits, is but too true. Those, and time of
life, are indeed too much against me: but, when I
reflect upon the ends (some untimely) of those of
our companions whom we have formerly lost ; upon
Belton’s miserable exit; upon the howls and screams
of Sinclair, which are still in my ears; and now
upon your miserable Tomliuson ; and compare their
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ends with the happy and desirable end of the in-
imitable Miss Harlowe; I hope I have reason to
think my footing morally secure. Your caution,
nevertheless, will be of use, however you might de-
sign it: and since I know my weak side, I will
endeavour to fortify myself in that quarter by mar-
riage, as soon as I can make myself worthy of the
confidence and esteem of some virtuous woman ;
and, by this means, become the subject of your envy,
rather than of your scoffs.

I have already begun my retributory purposes, as
I may call them. I have settled an annual sum for
life upon poor John Loftus, whom I disabled, while
he was endeavouring to protect his young mistress
from my lawless attempts. I rejoice, that I suc-
ceeded not in that; asI do in recollecting many
others of the like sort, in which I miscarried.

Poor Farley, who had become a bankrupt, I have
set up again ; but have declared, that the annual al-
lowance I make her shall cease, if I hear she returns
to her former courses: and I have made her ac-
countable for her conduct to the good widow Lovick ;
whom I have taken, at a handsome salary, for my
housekeeper at Edgeware (for I have let the house
at Watford) ; and she is to dispense the quarterly
allotment to her as she merits.

This good woman shall have other matters of the
like nature under her care, as we grow better ac-
quainted : and I make né doubt but she will answer
my expectations, and that I shall be both confirmed
and improved by her conversation: for she shall
generally sit at my own table.

The undeserved sufferings of Miss Clarissa Har-
lowe, her exalted merit, her exemplary preparation,
and her happy end, will be standing subjects with
u

8.
. She shall read ¢o me, when I have no company;
Yy 3
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write for me, out of books, passages she shall recom-
mend. Her years, (turned of fifty) and her good
character, will secure me from scandal; and I have
great pleasure in reflecting, that I shall be better
myself for making her happy.

Then, whenever I am in danger, I will read some
of the admirable lady’s qapers : whenever I would
abhor my former ways, [ will read some of thine
and copies of my .own.

The consequcnce of all this will be, that I shal}
be the delight of my own relations of both sexes,
who were wont to look upon me as a lost man. I
shall have good order in my own family, because
1 shall give a good example myself. I shall be
visited and respected, not perhaps by Lovelace, by
Mowbray, and by Tourville, because they cannot
see me upon the old terms, and will not, perhaps,
see me upon the new, but by the best and worthiest
gentlemen, clergy as well as haity, all around me. I
shall look upon my past follies with contempt ; upon
my old companions with pity. Oaths and curses
shall be for ever banished from my mouth : in their
place shall succeed cenversation becoming a rationat
being, and a gentleman. And instead of acts of of~
Jence, subjecting me perpetually to acts of defence,
will I endeavour to atone for my past evils, by doing
all the good in my power, and by becoming an uni-
versal benefactor to the extent of that power.

Now tell me, Lovelace, upon this faint sketch of
what I hope to do, and to be, if this be not a scheme
infinitely preferable to the wild, the pernicious, the
dangerous ones, both to body and soul, which we
have pursued ?

-1 wish I could make my sketch as amiable to you,
as itappears to me. I wish it with all my soul : for
I always loved you. Ithasbcen my misfortunc that
Y did : for this led mne into infinite riots and follies,
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have been guilty.

You have a great deal more to answer for than I
have, were it only in the temporal ruin of this admi-
rable woman. Let me now, while yet you have
youth, and health, and intellect, prevail upon you :
for I am afraid, very much afraid, that such is the
enormity of this single wickedness, in depriving the
world of such a shining light, that if you do not
quickly reform, it will Be out of your power to re-
format all; and that Providence, which has already
given you the fates of your agents Sinclair and Tom-
hinson, to take warning by, will not let the principat
offender escape, if he slight the warning.

You will, perhaps, laugh at me for these serious
reflections. Do, if you will. 1 had rather you
should laugh at me for continuing in this way of
thinking and acting, than triumph over me, as you
threaten, on my swerving from purposes I have de-
termined upon with such good reason, and induced
and warned by such examples.

And so much for this subject at present,

I should be glad to know when you intend to set
out. I have too much concern for your welfare, not
to wish you in a thinner air, and nore certain cli-
mate,

What have Tourville and Mowbray to do, that
they cannot set out with you? They will not covet
my company, I dare say: and I shull not be able
to endure theirs, when you are gone: take them
therefore with you. .

1 will not, however, forswear making vou a visit
at Paris, at your return from Germany and Italy :
.but hardly with the hope of reclaiming you, if due

reflection on what 1 have set before you, and upon
what you have written in your two last, will not by
that time have done it.
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I suppose Ishall see you before yougo. Once more
I wish ¥ou were gone, This heavy island-air can-
not do for you what that of the continent will.

I do not think I ought to communicate with you,
as I used to do, on this side the channel: let mie,
then, hear from you on the opposite shore, and you
shall command the pen, as you please ; and, honestly,
the power, of

J. BELFORD.

LETTER LVIL
MR. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, E§Q.

Tuesday, Sept. 26.

FatE, I believe, in my conscience, spins threads for
tragedies, on purpose for thee to weave with.—Thy
‘Watford Uncle, poor Belton, the fair inimitable,
[exalted creature! and is she to be found in such a
list!] the accursed woman, and Tomlinson, seem to
have been all doomed to give thee a theme for the
dismal and the horrible :—and, by my soul, thou
dost work it going, as Lord M. would phrase it.

That’s the horrid thing : a man cannot begin to
think, but causes for thought crowd in upon him:
the gloomy takes place, and mirth and gaiety aban-
don his heart for ever!

Poor M‘Donald! —1I am really sorry for the
fellow.—He was an useful, faithful, solemn varlet,
who could act incomparably any part given him,
and knew not what a blush was.—He really took
honest pains for me in the last affair; which has
cost him and me sodearly in reflection. Often gra-
velled, as we both were, yet was he never daunted.
Poor M‘Donald, I must once more say !—For carry-
ing on a solemn piece of roguery, he had no equal.

%was so solicitous to know if he were really as bad
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as thou hast a knack of painting every body whom
thou singlest out to exercise thy murdering pen
upon that I dispatched a man and horse to Maid-
stone, as soon as I had thine ; and had word brought
me, that he died in two hours after he had received
thy five guineas. And all thou wrotest of his con-
cern in relation to the ever-dear Miss Harlowe, it
seems, was true.

I can’t help it, Bellord '—I have only to add, that
it is happy that the poor fellow lived not to be
hanged, as it seems he would have been: for who
knows, as he had got into such a penitential strain,
what might have been in his dying speech ?

When a man has not great good to comfort him-
self with, it is right to make the best of the Lule
that may offer. 'Lhere never was any discomfort
happened to mortal man, but some little ray of
consolation would dart in, if the wretch was not so
much a wretch, as to draw, instead of undraw, the
curtain, to keep it out.

And so much, at this time, and for ever, for poor
Capt. Tomlinson, as I called him.

Your solicitude to get me out of this heavy
changeable climate cxactly tallies with every body’s
here. They all believe that travelling will establish
me. Yet I think I am quite well. Only these
plaguy new’s and full’s, and the equinoctials, fright
me a little when I think of them! aud that is al-
ways : for the whole family are continuvally ringing
these changes in my ears, and are more sedulously
intent, than I can well account for, to get me out of
the kingdom.

But wilt thou write often, when I am gone? Wilt
thou then piece the thread where thou brokest it
off? Wilt thou give me the particulars of their dis-
tress, who were my auxiliaries in bringing on the
event that affects me?—Nay, principals, rather:
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since, say what thou wilt, what did I do worth a
woman’s breaking her heart for?

Faith and trath, Jack, I have had very hard usage,
as I have often said :—to have such a plaguy ill
name given me, pointed at, scrcamed out upon, run
away {from, as a mad dog would be; all my own
friends ready to renounce me !—Yet 1 think I de-
serve it all: for have I not been as ready to give up
myself, as others are to condemn me ?

What maduess, what folly, this!—Who will take
the part of a man that condemus himself?——Who
can ? He that pleads guilty to an indictment, leaves
no room for aught but the sentence. Out upon me
for an impolitic wretch ! I have not the art of the
lcast artful of any of our christian princes; who
every day are guilty of ten times worse breaches of
faith ; and yet, issuing out a manifesto, they wipe
their mouths, and go on from infraction to infrac-
tion, from robbery to robbery; commit devasta-
tion upon devastation ; and destroy—for their glory !
And arc rewarded with the names of conguerors,
and are dubbed le grand ; praised, and even deified,
by orators and poets, for their butcheries and de-
predations. )

While 1, a poor, single, harmless prowler; at
least comparatively harmless ; in order to satisfy my
hunger, steal but one poor lamb ; and every mouth
is opened, every hand is lifted up against me.

Nay, as I have just now heard, I am to be mani-
Jestoed against, though no prince ; for Miss Howe
threatens to have the case published to the whole
world. .

1 have a good mind not to oppose it: and to write
an answer to it, as soon as it comes forth, and ex-
culpate myself, by throwing all the fault upon the
old ones. And this I have to plead, supposing all
that my worst enemies can allege against me were
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true,~—that I am not answerable for all the extrava-
gant consequences that this affair has been attended
with ; and which ceuld not possibly be foreseen.

And this I will prove demonstrably by a case,
which, but a few hours ago, I put to Lord M. and
the two Miss Montagues. Thisit is:

Suppose 4, a miser, had hid a parcel of gold in a
secret place, in order to keep it there, till he
could lend it out at extravagant interest.

Suppose L, in such great want of this treasure,
as to be unable to live without it.

And suppose 4, the miser, has such an opinion of
B, the wanter, that he would rather lend it to
him, than to any mortal living ; but yet, though
he has no other use in the world for it, insists
upon very unconscionable terms.

B would gladly pay common interest for it; but
would be undone (in his own opinion at least,
and that is every thing to him) if he complied
with the miser’s terms; since he would be sure
to be soon thrown inte gaol for the debt, and
made a prisoner for life. 'Wherefore ﬁuessing
(bemg an arch penetrating fellow) where the
sweet hoard lies, he searches for it, when the
miser is in a profound slecp, finds it, and runs
away with it.

B,Jin this case, can besonly a.tiief, that’s plain,

ack.

Here Miss Montague put in very smartly.—A
thief, sir, said she, that steals what is and ought to
be dearer to me than my life, deserves less to be for-
given than he who murders me. -

But what is this, cousin Charlotte, said I, that is
dearer to you than your life? Your honrour, you’ll
say—1I will not talk to a lady (I never did) in a wa:
she cannot answer me—but in the instance for whici
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I put my case, (allowing all you attribute to the

hantom) what honour is lost, where the will is not
violated, and the person cannot help it? But with
respect to the case put, how knew we, till the theft
was committed, that the miser did actually set so ro-
mantic a value upon the treasure ?

Both my cousins were silent; and my lord, be-
cause he could not answer me, cursed me; and I
proceeded :

Well then, the result is, that B can only be a
thicf; that’s plain—to pursue, therefore, my case—

Suppose this same miserly A4, on awaking, and
searching for, and finding his treasure gone,
takes it so much to heart, that he starves him-
self ?

Who but himself is to blame for that ?—Would
either equity, law, or couscience, hang B for
a murder ?

And now to apply, said I

None of your applications, cried my cousins, both
in a breath.

None of your applications, and be d—n’d to you,
the passionate peer. .

Well then, returned I, I am to conclude it to be
a case so plain, that it needs none ; looking at the
two girls, who tried for a blush a-picce. And I hold
myself, of consequence, acquitted of” the death.

Not so, cried my lord (peers are judges, thow
knowest, Jack, in the last resort): for if, by com-
mitting an unlawful act, a capital crime is the con-
sequence,.you are answerable for both.

ay you so, my good lord >~But will you take

upon yon to say, supposing (as in the present case)
a rape (saving your prescnce, cousin Charlotte,
saving your presence, cousin Patty); is death the
mawural consequence of a rape&—Did you ever hear,
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wy lord, or did you, ladies, that it was?—And if
_uot the natsral consequence, and the lady will de-
stroy herself, whether by a lingering death as of
grief; or by the dagger as Lucretia did ; is'theéré
more than one fault the man's P—Is not the other
hers 7—Were it not so, let me tell you, my dears,
chucking each of my blushing cousins under the
chin, we either have had no men so wicked as young
Tarquin was, or no women so virtuous as Lucretia,
in the space of—how many thousand years, my
Jord 2—And so Lucretia is recorded as a single won-
der! : :
You may believe I was critd out upon. People
who cannot answer will rave: and this they all
did. But I insisted upon it to them, and so I do té
you, Jack, that I ought to be acquitted of every
thing but a common theft, a private larceny, as the
lawyers call it, in this point. And were my life
g) be a forfeit to the law, it would not be for mur-
er. i
Besides, as I told them, there was a circumstance
strongly in my favour in this case: for I would
bave been glad, with all my soul, to have purchased
my forgiveness by a compliance with the terms I
first boggled at. And this, you all know, I offered ;
and my lord, and Lady Betty, and Lady Sarah, and
my two cousins, and all my cousirs’ cousins, to the
fourteenth generation, would have been bound for
me—but it would not do. The gveet miser would
break her heart, and die; and ho¥ could I help it?
Upon the whole, Jack, had the lady died,
would there have been half so fpuch said of it ag
there is? Was I the cause of her death? Or could
T help it? And have there not begn, in a million of
casés like this, nine hundred and ‘ninety-nine thou-
sand that have not ended as this has ended 7—How
hard, then, is my ‘fate!—Upon ‘my soul, I won’t
voL. v z
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bear it as I have done; but, instead of taking guilt
to myself, claim pity. And this (since yesterday
cannot be recalled) is the only course 1 can pursue
to make myself easy. Proceed anon.

LETTER LVIIL
MB. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

Bur what a pretty scheme of life hast thou drawn
out for thyself, and thy old widow! By my soul,
Jack, I am mightily taken with it. There is but
one thing wanting.in it; and that will eome of
course : only to be in the commission, and one of
the quorum. Thou art already provided with a
clerk, as good as thouw’lt want, in the widow Lovick;
for thou understandest law, and she conscience: a
good lord chancellor between ye!-—I should take
prodigious pleasure to hear thee decide in a hastard
case upon trxy new notions, and old remembrances.
But, raillery apart, (all gloom at heart by Jupiter!
although the pen and the countenance assume airs
of levity !) if, after all, thou canst so easily repent
gnd reform, as thou thinkest thou canst: if thou
canst thus shake off thy old sins, and thy old habits:
and if thy old master will so readily dismiss so tried
and so faithful a servaat, and permit thee thus calinly
to enjoy thy new system ; no rooin for scandal ; a{l
temptation ceasing : and if at last (thy reformation
warranted and approved by time) thou marriest,
and livest honest :—why, Belford, I cannot but say,
that if all these IF’s come to pass, thou standest a
chance to be a happy man ! .
" Al T think, as I told thee in my last, is, that the
devil knows his own interest too well, to let thee off
20 easily, Thou thyself tellestme, that we cannot
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repent when we will. And indeed I'found it so:
for, in my lucid intervals, I made good resolutions:
but, as health turned its blythe side to me, and
opened my prospects of recovery, all my old incli-
nations and appetites returned ; and this letter, per-
haps, will be a thorough conviction to thee, that I
am as wild a fellow as ever, or in the way to be so,

Thou askest me very seriously, if, upon the faint
sketch thou hast drawn, thy new scheme be not in-
finitely preferable 10 any of those which we have
so long pursued t— Why, Jack—let me reflect—
why, gelford—l can't say—I can’t say—but it is,
"T'o speak out—it is rcally, as Biddy in the play says,
a good comfortable scheme.

But when thou tellest me, that it was thy mis-
fortune to love me, because thy value for me made
thee a wickeder man than otherwise thou would’st
have been ; I desire thee to revolve this assertion :
aud 1 am persuaded, that thou wilt not find thyself
in 80 right a train as thou imaginest.

No false colourings, no glosses, does a true peni-
tent aim at. Debasement, diffidence, mortification,
contrition, are all near of kin, Jack; and insepara-
ble from-a repentant spirit.—If thou knowest nos
this, thou art not got three steps {out of threescore)
towards repentance and amendment. And, let me
remind thee, before the grand gccuser come to do
it, that thou wert ever above Being a passive fol-
lower in iniquity. Though thoy hadst not so good
an invention as he to whom thouqlritest, thou hadst
ds active au heart for mischief aslever I met with in
man.

Then for improving an hint, thou wert always
a true Englishman. I never mr!:d a roguery, that
did not come out of thy forge in a mauner ready
anvilled and hammered for execution, when I have

72
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sometimes been at a loss to make any thing of.it
myself. - _

 What indeed made me appear to be more wicked
than thou, was, that I being an handsome fellow,
and thou an ugly one, when we had started 4 game,
and hunted it down, the poor frighted puss gene-
rally threw herself into my paws, rather than into
thine : and then, disappointed, hast thou wiped thy
blubber-lips, and marched off to start a new game,
calling me a wicked fellow all the while.

In short, Belford thou wert an excellent starter
and setter. The old women were not afraid for
their daughters, when they saw such a face as thine.
But, when I came, whip was the key turned upon
the girls. And yet all signified nothing; for love,
npon occasion, will draw an elephant through a
key-hole. But for thy neawrt, Belford, who ever
doubted the wickedness of that ?.

Nor even in this affair, that sticks most yupon me,
which my conscience makes such a handle op againsg
me, art thou so innocent as thou fanciest thyself.
Thou wilt stare at this: but it is true, and I will
convince thee of it in an instant. .

Thou sayst, thou would’st have saved the lady
from the ruin she met with. Thou art a pretty fel-
Jow for this: for kow would’st thou have saved her?
What methods didst thou sake to save her?

Thou knewest my designs all along. Hadst thou
a mind to make thyself a good title to the merit to
which thou now pretendest to lay claim, thon
should’st, like a true knight-errant, have sought to
set the lady free from the enchanted castle. Thoy
should’st have apprised her of her danger; have
stolen in when the giant was out of the way ; or
hadst thou had the true spirit of chivalry upon thee,
and pething else would have done, have killed the
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giant ; and then something would’st thou have had
to brag of. -

¢ O, but the giant was my friend : he reposed a
confidence in me: and I should have betrayed my
friend, and bhis confidence!” This thou would’st
have pleaded, no doubt. But try this plea upon
thy Eresent principles, and thou wilt see what a
caitiff thou wert to let it have weight with thee, .
upon. an occasion where a breac confidence is
more excusable than to keep tfig#ecret. Did not
the lady herself once put this very ‘point home upon
thee? And didst thou not on that occasion heavily
blame thyself * T

Thou canst not pretehd, and I know thou wilt
not, that thou wert afraid of thy life by taking such
ameasure : for a braver fellow lives not, nor a more
fearless, than Jack Belford. I remember several
instances, and thou canst not forget them, where
thou hast ventured thy bones, thy neck, thy lite,
against numbers in a cause of roguery; and hadst
thou had a spark of that virtue, which now thou
art willing to flatter thyself thou hast, thou would’st
surely have run arisk to save an innocence, and
a virtue that it became every man to protect and
espouse. This is the truth of the case, greatly as
it makes against myself. But I hate an hypocrite
from my soul,

I believe I should have killed thee at the time, if
I could, hadst thon betrayed me thus. But I am
sure now, that I would have thagked thee for 1t,
with all my heart; and thought thee more a father,
and .a friend, than my real fathgr, and my best
friend—and it was natural for thfe to think, with
80 exalted a merit as this lady had, that this would
have been the case, when consideration took place
of passion ; or, rather, when that d—ned fondness

* Bee Letter Ixxi.of Vol. VL.
23 .
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for intrigue ceased, which never was my pride so
much as it is now, upon reflection, my curse.

Set about defending thyself, and I will probe
thee still deeper, and convict thee still more effec-
tually, that thou hast more guilt than merit even in
this affair. And as to all the others, in which we
were accustomed to hunt in couples, thou wert al-
ways the forwardest whelp, and more readg by far,
to run away with me, than I with thee. Yet canst
thou now compose thy horse-muscles, and cry out,
How much more hast thou, Lovelace, to answer for
than I have !—Saying nothing, neither, when thou
sayest this, were it true: for thou wilt not be tried,
when the time comes, by comparison. In short thou
may’st, at this rate, sa miscrablty deceive thyself,
that notwithstanding all thy self-denial and morti-
fication, when thou closest thy eyes, thou may’st

erhaps open them in a place where thou thoughtest

east to be. )

However, consult thy old woman on this subject.
I shall be thought to be out of character if I go on
in this strain. But really as to a title to merit in
this affair, I do assure thee, Jack, that thou less de-
servest praise than an horse-poud : and I wish I had
the sousing of thee.

* % #

I aM actually now employed in taking leave of
my friends in the country. I had once thought of
taking Tomlinson, as I called him, with me: but
his destiny has frustrated that intention.

_ Next Monday I think to see you in. town ; and
then you, and I, and Mowbray and Tourville, will
laugh” off that evening together. They will both
accompany me (as I expect you will) to Dover, if
not cross the water. I must leave you and them
good friends. They take extremely amiss the treat-
ment you have given them®in your last letters.
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They say you strike at their understandings. .. I
laugh at them; and tell them, that those people
who have least, are the most apt to be angry when
it is called in question, .

Make up all the papers and narratives you can
spare me against the time. The will particularlﬁ I
expect to take with me. Who knows but what
those things, which will help to secure yox in the
way you are got into, may convert me?

heu talkest of a wife, Jack : what thinkest thou

of our Charlotte? Her family and fortune, I doubt,
according to thy scheme, are a little too high, Will
those be an objection? Charlotte is a smart girl.
For piety (thy present turn) I cannot say much:
yet she is as serious as most of her sex at her time
of life—would flaunt it a little, I believe, too, like
the rest of them, were her reputation under covert.

But it won’t do neither, now I think of it :—thou
art so homely and so awkward a creature ! Hast such
a boatswain-like air !—People would think she had
picked thee up in Wap‘;‘:inﬁ. or Rotherhithe ; or in
going to see some new ship launched, or to view the
docks at Chatham, or Portsmouth. So gaudy and
so clumsy! Thy tawdriness won’t do with Char-
lotte !—So sit thee down contented, Belford : al-
though I think in a whimsical way, as now, I men+
tioned Charlotte to thee once before*. Yet would
I fain secure thy morals ¢oo, if matrimony will do
it. Let me see !—Now I have .it.——Has not the
widow Lovick a daughter, or & niece? It is mot
every girl of fortune and fam#ly that will go to
prayers with thee once or twick a day. But since
thou art for taking a wife to mdrtify with, what if
thou marriest the widow herseff i—She will then
have a double concern in thy cobversion. You and
she may téte-a téte pass many a comfortable winter’s

* See the Postscript to Letter Lxxaxii. of Vol. VIL
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evening together, comparing experiences, as the good
folks call them, TSR neen B S
I am serious, Jack, faith I am. And I would
have thee take it into thy wise consideration.
R. L.

Mr. Belford returns a very serious answer to the
preceding letter ; which appears not. )
Init, he most heartily wishes that he had with-
stood Mr. Lovelace, whatever had been the
consequence, in designs so claborately base
and ungrateful, and so long and steadily pur-
sued, against a lady whose merit and innocence
entitled her to the protection of every man
who had the least pretences to the title of a
gentleman; and who deserved to be even tke

public care.

He most severely censures himself for his false
notions of honour to his friend, on this head ;
and recollects what the divine lady, as he calls
her, said to him on this very subject, as related
%y himself in his letter to Lovelace, No. Ixxi.

ol. VI. to which Lovelace also (both énstigator
‘and accuser) refers, and to his own regret and
shame on the occasion. He distinguishes, how-
ever, between an irreparable injury intended
to a CLarissa, and one designed to such of the
seX, as contribute by their weakness and indis-
cretion, to their own fall, and thereby entitle
themselves to a large share of the guiﬂ which
accompanies the crime.

He offers not, he says, to palliate or extenuate the
crimes he himself bas been guilty of: but la-
ments, for Mr. Lovelace’s own sake, that he
gives him, with so ludricons and unconcerned
an air, such solemn and useful lessons and

- warnings. Nevertheless, he resolves te make
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it his whole endeavour, he tells him, to render
them efficacious to himself: and should think
himself but too happy, if he should be enabled
to set him such an example, as may be a means
to bring about the reformation of a man so
dear to him as he has always been, from the
first of their acquaintance ; and who is capable
of thinking so rightly and deeply; though at
resent to such little purpose, as makes his very
ll()nowledge add to his condemnation.

LETTER LIX.

MR. BELFORD TO COLONEL MORDEN.
Thursday, Sept, 1.

Give me leave, dear sir, to address myself to you
in a very serious and solemn manner, on a subject
that I must not, cannot dispense with ; as I pro-
mised the divine lady, that I would do every thing
in my power to prevent that further mischief of
which she was so very apprehensive. .

I will not content myself with distant hints. It
is with very great concern that I have just now
heard of a declaration which you are said to have
made to your relations at Harlowe Place, that you
will not rest till {ou have avenged your cousin’s
wrongs upan Mr. Lovelace.

Far be it from me to offer to defend the unhappy
man, or even unduly to extenuatd his crime! But
yet I must say, that the family, By their persecu-
tions of the dear lady at first, and by their impla-
cableness afterwards, ought, at lMast, to skare the
blame with him. There is even great reason to
believe, .that a lady of such a réligious turn, her
virtue neither to be surprised mor corrupted, her
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will inviolate, would have got over a mere personal
injury ; especially as he would have done all that
was in his power to repair it ; and as, from the ap-
plication of all his family in his favour, and other
circumstances attending his sincere and voluntary
offer, the lady might have condescended, with
reater glory to herself, than if he had never of-
ended.

When I have the pleasure of seeing you next, I
will acquaint you, sir, with all the circumstances of
this mclancholy story ; from which you will see,
that Mr. Lovelace was extremely ill treated at first
by the whole family, this admirable lady excepted.
T)l'lis exception, I know, heightens his crime: but
as his principal intention was but to try her virtue ;
and that he became so earnest a suppliant to her
for marriage ; and as he has suffered so deplorabl
in the loss of his reason, for not having it in his
power to repair her wrongs; I presume to hope,
that much is to be pleaded-against such a resolution
as you are said to Eave made. I will read to you
at the same time some passages from letters of his ;
two of which (one but this moment received) will
convince you, that the unhappy man, who is but
now recovering his intellects, needs no greater
punishment than what he has from his own reflec-
tions. .

I have just now read over the copies of the dear
lady’s posthurnous letters. I send therh all to you,
except that directed for Mr. Lovelace; which I
reserve till I have the pleasure of seeing you. Let
me entreat you to read once more that written to
yourself, and that to her brother* ; which latter 1
now send you; as they are in point to the present
subject,

I .¢hipk, sir, they are unanswerable. Such, at

& Soe Letter xxxiie !
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least, 15 the eflect they have upon me, that I hope I
shail never be provoked to draw my sword again in
a private quarrel.

To the weight these needs must have npon you,
let me add, that the unbhappy man has given no nets
gccasion of offence, since your visit to him at Lord
M.’s, when you were so well satisfied of his inten-
tion to atone for his crimes, that you yourself urged
to your dear cousin ker forgiveness of him.

{et me also (though I presume to hope there is
uvo need, when you coolly consider every thing) re-
wmind you of your own promise to your departing
cousin; relying upon which, her last moments were
the easier, .

Reflect, my dear Colonel Morden, that the highest
injury was to Aer: her family all have a share in
the cause: she forgives it : why should we not en-
deavour to imitate what we admire ?

- You asked me, sir, when in town, if a brave man
could be a premeditatedly base one?—=Gencrally
speaking, I believe bravery and baseness are incom-
patible. But Mr. Lovelace’s character, in the in-
stance before us, affords a proof of the truth of the
common observation, that there is no gencral rule
but has its exceptions: for England, I believe, as
gallant a nation as it is deemed to be, has not in it
a braver spirit than his; nor a man who has a
greater skill at his weapons } nor more calmness with
his skill. —

[ mention not this with a thought that it.can affect
Col. Morden; who, if he be not withheld by sure-
R10% MOTIVES, as well as influencedl by-those I have
reminded him of, will tell ne, that this skill, and
this bravery, will make him the mére worthy of be-
ing called upon by him. . .

To these superior motives then I refer myselt:
and with the greater confidence ; as a pursuit end-
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ing in blood would not, at skis time, have the plea
lie for it with any body, which sudden passion might
have with some: but would be construed by all, to
be a cool and deliberate act of revenge for an evil
absolutely irretrievable : an act, of which a brave
and noble spirit (such as is the gentleman’s to whom
I now write) is not capable.

Excuse me, sir, for the sake of my executorial
duty and promise, keeping in eye the dear lady’s
personal injunctions, as well as written will, enforced
by letters: posthumous. Every article of which (soli-
citous as we both are to see it duly performed) she
would have dispensed with, rather than further
faischief should happen on her account. I am,
dear sir, ’

Your affectionate and faithful servant,
J. BELFORD.

The following is the posthumous letter to Col, Morden,
referved to in the above. .

LETTER LX.
Superscribed,
TO MY BELOVED COUSIN WILLIAM MORDEN, EsQ.
to be delivered after my death.

MY DEAREST COUSIN,
As it is uncertain, from my present weak state,
whether, if lividg, I may be in a condition to re-
ceive, as I ought, the favour you intend me of a
visit, when you come to London, I take this op-
portunity to return you, while able, the humble
acknowledgments of a grateful heart, for all your
goodness to me from childhoed till now : and more
particularly for your present kind interposition in
my favoltr--God Almighty for ever bless you, dear
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sir, for the kindness you endeavoured to procure
e 1 end of h

. One principal end o writing to you in this
solemn !r)nanng:, is, to begng ou, W ichyl do with’
the utmost earnestness, that when you come to hear
the particulars of my story, you will not suffer ac-
tive resentment to take place in your generous breast
on my account. )

. Remember, my dear cousin, that vengeance is
God’s province, and he has undertaken to repay it;
nor wifl you, I hope, invade that province :—espe~
cially as there is no necessity for you to attempt to
vindicate my fame ; since the offender himself (be~
fore he is called upon) has stood forth, and offered
to do me all the justice that you could have extorted
from him, had I lived : and when your own person
may be endangered by running an equal risk with
a guilty man.

Duelling, sir, I need not tell yox, who have adorn-
ed a public character, is not only an usurpation of
the divine prerogative, but it is an insult upon ma-
gistracy and good government. ’Tis an impious
act. ’Tis an attempt to take away a life that ought
not to depend upon a private sword : an act, the
consequence of which is to hurry & soul (all its sins
upon its head) into perdition ; endangering that of
the poor triumpher—since neither jntend to give to:
the other that chance, as I may call it, for the divine
mercy, in an opportunity of repentance, which each
presumes to hope for himself. ' :

Seek not then, I beseech you, ir, to aggravate
my fault, by a pursuit of blood, which must neces-
sarily be deemed a consequence ofghat fault. Give:
not the unhappy man the merit (were you assuredly
to be the victor) of falling by yous hand. At pre-
sent he is the perfidious, the ungrateful deceiver ;°
but will not the forfeiture of his life, and the proba-

YOL. Vil AA
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hle loss of his soul, be a dreadful expiation for
having made me miserable for a few months only,
and through that misery, by the divine favour,
happy to all eternity ?

n such a case, my cousin, where shall the evil
stop ! and who shall avenge on you ?=~And who on
your avenger ?

Let the poor man’s conscience, then, dear sir,
avenge me. He will oue day find punishment more
than enough from that. Leave him to the chance
of repentance. If the Almighty will give him time
for it, why should you deny it him }—Let him still
be the guilty aggressor ; and let no one 12', Clarissa
Harlowe is now amply revenged in his fall ; or, in
the case of yours, (which heaven avert!) that her
fault, instead of being buried in her grave, is per-
petuated, and aggravated, by a loss far greater than
that of herself. :

Often, sir, has the more guilty been the vanquisher
of the less. An Earl of Shrewsbury, in the reign
of Charles II. as I have read, endeavouring to re-
venge the greatest injury that man can do to man,
met with his death at Barn-Elms, from the hand of
the ignoble duke who had vilely dishonoured him.
Nor can it be thought an urequal dispensation,
were it generally to bappen, that the usurper of the
divine prerogative should be punished for his pre-
sumption by the man whom he sought to destroy,
and who, however previously criminal, is put, in
this case, upon a necessary act of self-defence.

May heaven rrotect you, sir, in all Iyom- ways ;
and, once more 1 pray, reward you for all your kind-
ness to.mé! A kindness so worthy of your heart,
and o exceedingly grateful to mine: that of seeking
to make pgace, and to reconcile parents to a once-
betaved child ; uncles to a niece late their favourite;
aud a brether and sister to a sister whom once they
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thought not unworthy of that tender relation. A
kindness so greatly preferable to the vengeance of
the murdering sword.

Be a comforter, dear sir, to my honoured parents,
as you have been to me : and may we, through the
divine goodness to us both, meet in that blessed
eternity, into which, as I humbly trust, I shall have
entered when you read this.

So prays, and to her latest hour will pray, my
dear cousin Morden, my friend, my guardian, but
not my avenger—[dear sir! remember that!—]

Your ever-affectionate and obliged
CLARISSA HARLOWE.

LETTER LXIL

COLONEL MORDEN TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

DEAR SIR, Saturday, Sept. 28.

I am very sorry that any thing you have heard I
have said should give you uneasiness. ’

I am obliged to you for the letters you have com-
municated to me; and still further for your promise
to favour me with others occasionally,

All that relates to my dear cousin I shall be glad
to «ee, be it from whom it will.

I leave to your own discretion, what may or may
not be proper for Miss Howe to #ee from a pen so
free as mine.

1 admire her spirit. Were sie a man, do you
think, sir, she at ¢his time would have your advice
to take, upon such a subject as tha upon which you
write? - i

Feaz not, however, that your communications shall
put me upon any measures that $therwise I should

AA2
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mot have taken. The wickedness, sir, is of such a
nature, as admits not of aggravation.

Yet I do assure you, that I have not made any
resolutions that will be a tie upon me.

I have indeed expressed myself with vehemence
upon the occasion. Who could forbear to do so?
But it is not my way to resolve in matters of mo-
ment, till opportunity brings the execution of my
purposes within my reach. We shall see by what
manner of spirit tKis young man will be actuated,
on his recovery. If he continue to brave and defy
a family, which he has so irreparably injured—if
~—but resolutions depending upon future contingen-
cies are best left to future determination, as I just
now hinted. -

Meantime, I will own, that I think my cousin’s
arguments unanswerable. No good man but must
be influenced by them.—But, alas! sir, who is

ood ? .

8 As to your arguments; I hope you will believe
1nc, when 1 assure you, as I now do, that your opin-
ion, and your reasonings, have, and will always
have, great and deserved weight with me: and that
I respect you still more than I did, if possible, for
your expostulations in support of my cousin’s pious
injunctions to me. They come from you, sir, with
the greatest propriety, as her executor and repre-
sentative ; and likewise as you are a man of huma-
nitly, and a well-wisher to both parties.

am not exempt from violent passions, sir, any
more than your f’:iend; but then I hope they are
only capable of being raised by other people’s in-
solence, and not by my own arrogance. If ever I
am stimulated by my imperfections and my resent-
ments to act against my judgment, and my cousin’s
injunctions; some such reflections as these that
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follow, will run away with my reason. Indeed
they are always present with me.

In the first place ; my own disappointment : who
came over with the hope of passing the re-
mainder of my days in the conversation of a
relation so beloved ; and to whom I had a double
relation, as her cousin and trustee.

Then I reflect, too too often perbaps for my en-
gagements to her in her last hours, that the
dear creature could only forgive for kerself.
She, no doubt, is happy: but who shall for-
give for a whole family, in all its branches made
miserable for their lives ?

That the more faulty her friends were as to ker,
the more enormous his ingratitude, and the
more inexcusable—what! sir, was it not enough,
that she suffered what she did for kim, but the
barbarian must make her suffer for her suffer-
ings for Ais sake ?— Passion makes me express
this weakly : passion refuses the aid of expres-
sion sometimes, where the propriety of a re-
sentment, prima facie, declares expression to be
needless. I leave it to you, sir, to give this re-
flection its due force.

That the author of this diffusive mischief perpe
trated it premeditatedly,wantenly, in the gaicty
of his heart. To try my cousin, say you, sir!
To try the virtue of a Clarissa, sir !—Had she
then given him any cause to doubt her virtue ?
—It could not be.—If he avers that she did, 1
am indeed called upon—bus I will have pa-
tience. .

That he carried her, as now it appears, to a vile
brothel, purposely to put her out of all human
resource ; himself out of the reach of all hu-
‘mane remorsc: and that finding her proof

Aal
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against all the common arts of delusion, base
and unmanly arts were there used te effect his
wicked purposes. Once dead, the injured saint,
in her will, says, ke kas seen her.

That I could not know this, when I saw him at
M. Hall : that the object of his attempts con-
sidered, I could not suppose there was such a
monster breathing as he: that it was natural
for me to impute her refusal of him rather to
transitory resentment, to consciousness of hu-
man fra'lft , and mingled douhts of the sincerity
of his offers, than to villanies, which had given
the irreversible blow, and had at that instant
brought her down to the gates of death, which
in a very few days inclosed her.

That he is a man of defiance: a man who thinks
to awe every onc by his insolent darings, and
by his pretensions to superior courage and skill.

That, disgrace as he is to his name, and to the
character of a gentleman, the man would not
want merit, who, in vindication of the dis-
honoured distinction, should expunge and blot
him out of the worthy list.

That the injured family has a son, who, however
unworthy of such asister, is of a temper vehe-
ment, unbridled, fierce; unequal therefore (as
he has once indeed been foung) to a contention
with this man: the loss of which sqn, by a
violent death, on such an occasion, and by a
hand so justly hated, would complete the misery
of the whole fumily: and who, nevertheless,
resolves to call him to account, if Ido not: his
very misbehaviour perhaps to such a sister stimu-

. lating his perverse heart to do her memory the
more signal justice; though the attempt might
be fatal to himself.

Then, sir, to be a witaess, a5, T am every hour, te
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the calamity and distress of a family to which
I am related; cvery one of whom, however
averse to an alliance with him while it had no¢
taken place, would no doubt have been soon
reconciled to the admirable creature, had the
man (to whom, for his family and fortunes, it
was not a disgrace to be allied) done her but
common justice !

To see them hang their pensive heads; mope
about, shunning one another; though formerly
never used to meet but to rejoice in each other;
afflicting themselves with rellections, that the
last time they respectively saw the dear crea-
ture, it was here, or there, at such a place, in
such an attitude ; and could they have theught
that it would have been the last #—Every one
of them reviving instances of her excellencies
that will for a long time make their very bless-
ings a curse to them! Her closet, her chamber,
her cabinet, given up to me to disfurnish, in
order to answer (now too late obliging!) the
Jegacies bequeathed ; unable themselves to enter
them ; and even making use of less convenient
back stairs, that they may avoid passing by the
doors of her apartment !

Her parlour locked up; the walks, the retire-
ments, the summer-house in which she delight-
ed, and in which sh¢ used to pursue her charm-
ing works ; zhat, in particular, from which she
went to the fatal interview, shunned or hurried

. by, or averl : .

Her perfections, nevertheless, ¢alled up to remem-
brance, and enumerated : intidents and graces,
unheeded before, or passed over in the group
of her numberless perfectious, now brought
into notice, and dwelt upon !

The very servants allowed to expatiate upon these
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praiseful topics to their principals! Even elo-
quent in their praises! The distressed princi-
gals listening and weeping ! Then to see them

reak in upon the-zealous applanders, by their
impatience and remorse, and throw abroad
their helpless hands, and exclaim ; then again
to see them listen to hear more of her praises,
and weep again—they even encouraging the
servants to repeat how they used to be stopt by
strangers to ask after her, and by those who
knew her to be told of some new instances to
her honour—how aggravating all this!

In dreams they see her, and desire to see her:
always an angel, and accompanied by angels :
always clad 1n robes of light : always endea-
vouring to comfort them, who declare, that they
shall never more know comfort !

What an example she set! How she indited!
How she drew ! How she wrought! How she
talked ! How she sung! How she played ! Her
voice, music! Her accent, harmony !

Her conversation how instructive! how sought
after! The delight of persons of all ages, of
both sexes, of all ranks! yet how humble, how
condescending! Never were dignity and humi-
lity so illustriously mingled !

At other times, how generous, how noble, how
charitable, how judicious in her charities! In
every action laudable ! In every attitude attrac-
tive! In every appearance, whether full-
dressed, or in the housewife’s more humble
garb, equally elegant, and equally lovely ! Like
or resembling Miss Clarissa Harlowe, they now
remember to be a praise denoting the highest
degree of excellence, with every one, whatever
person, action, or rank, spoken of.—The desi-
rable daughter; the abligiag kinswoman; the
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affectionate sister (all envy now subdued!) the
faithful, the warm friend ; the affable, the kind,
the benevolent mistress!—Not one fault re-
membered ! All their severities called cruel-
ties : mutually accusing each other; each him
and herself ; and all to raise ker character, and
torment themselves.

Such, sir, was the angel, of whom the vilest of
men has deprived the world ! You, sir, who know
more of the barbarous machinations and praetices
of this strange man, can help me to still more in-
flaming reasons, were they needed, why a man not
perfect, may stand excused to the generality of the
world, if he should pursue his vengeance; and the
rather, as through an absence of six years (high as
just report, and the promises of her early youth
from childhood had raised her in his esteem) he
could not till now know one half of her excellencies
—till now! that we have lost, for ever lost, the ad-
mirable creature !—

But [ will force mysclf from this subject, after I
have repeated that I' have not yet made any reso-
lutions that can bind me. Whenever I do, I shall
be glad they may be such as may merit the honour
of your approbation.

I' send you back the copies of the posthumous
letters. I see the humanity of your purpose, in the
transmission of them to me; and I thank you most
heartily for it. I presume, that it is owing to the
same laudable consideration, that you kept back
the copy of that to the wicked man himself.

I intend to wait upon Miss Howe in person with
the diamond ring, and such other of the effects be-
queathed to her as are here. Iam, sz,

Your most faithful and obliged servant,
WM. MORDEN.
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Mpr. Belford, in his answer to this letier, further en-
Jorces the lady’s dying injunctions ; and rejoices
that the colonel has made no vindictive resolutions 3
and hopes every thing from his prudence and con-
Z«{demtion, and from his promise given to the dying

ly.

He re¢fers to the sceing him in town an account of the
dreadful ends of two of the greatest criminals in
his cousin’s qffair. *This, says he, together with
Mr. Lovelace’s disorder of mind, looks as if
Providence had already taken the punishment
of these unha,)py wretches into its own hands.’

He desires the colonel will give him a day’s notice of
his coming to town, lest otherwise he muy be absent
at the time—ithis he does, though he tells him not
the reason, with a view to prevent u meeting between
him and Mr. Lovelace; who might be in town (as
he apprehends) about the same time, in his way to
go abroad. :

LETTER LXIIL

COLONEL MORDEN TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

DEAR HIR, " Tuesday, Sept. 26.

I cannor help congratulati1g myself, as well as you,
that we have already got ‘tﬁrough with the family
every article of the will, where ¢hey have any con-
cern.

You left me a discretional power, in many in-
stances ; and iu pursvance of it, [ have had my dear
cousin’s personal jewels valued, and will account to
you for them, at the highest price, when I come to

"town, as well as for other matters that you were
pleased to entrust to my management.

These jewels I have presented to my cousin Dolly
Hervey, in acknowledgment of-her lave to the dear
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departed. I have told Miss Howe of this; and she
is as well pleased with what I have done, as if she
had been the purchaser of them herself. As that

oung lady has jewels of her own, she could only
xave wished to purchase these Lecause they were
her beloved friend’s.—The grandmother’s jewels
are also valued ; and the money will be paid me for
yon, to be carried to the uses of the will.

Mrs. Norton is preparing, b{ general consent, to
enter upon her office as housekeeper at the Grove.
But it is my opinion, that she will not be long on
this side heaven.

I waited upon Miss Howe myself, as I told you I
would, with what was bequeathed to her and her
mother. You will not be displeased, perhaps, if I
make a few observations with regard to that young
lady, so dear to my beloved cousin, as you have not
a personal acquaintance with her.

There never was a firmer and nobler friendship
in women, than that between my dear cousin and
Miss Howe, to which this wretched man has given a

eriod.
P Friendship, generally speaking, Mr. Belford, is
ton fervent a flame for female minds to manage: a
light, that but in a few of their hands burns steady,
and often hurries the sex into flight and absurdity.
Like other extremes, it is hardly ever durabie.
Marriage, which is the highest state of friendship,
generally absorbs the most vehement friendships of
female to female ; and that whether the wedlock be

happy, or not. .

: Gllz'at female mind is capable of two fervent friend-
ships at the same time }—This I mention as a genéral
_@bservation: but the friendship that subsisted between
these two ladies affords_a remarkable exception to
it; which I account for from those qualities and at-
tainments in both, which, were they more common*
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would furnish more exceptions still in favour of the
sex.

Both had an enlarged, and even a liberal, educa«
tion: both had minds thirsting after virtuous know-
ledge: great readers both: great writers—[and
early familiar writing 1 take to be one of the greatest
openers and improvers of the mind; that man or
woman can be employed in.] Both generous. High
in fortune ; therefore above that dependance each
on the other, that frequently destroys the familiarity
which is the cement of friendship. Both excelling
in different ways, in which neither sought to excel
the other. Both blessed with clear and distinguish-
ing faculties ; with solid sense; and from their first
intimacy, [1 have many of my lights, sir, from Mrs:
Nortvon] each seeing something in the other to fear,
as well as to love; yet making it an indispensable
condition of their friendship, each to tell the other.
of her failings ; and to be thankful for the freedom
taken. One by nature gentle; the other made so by
her love and aznirdlion of ber exalted friend—im-
possible that there could be a friendship better cal-

culated for duration. - - -

I must, however, take the liberty to Btame Miss
Howe for her behaviour to Mr. Hickman. And I
infer from it, that even women of sense are not to be
trusted with power.

By the way, I am sure I need not desire you not
to communicate to this fervent young lady the li:
berties I take with her character.

I dare say, my cousin conld not approve of Miss
Howe’s behaviour to this gentleman: a behaviour
which is talked of by as many as know Mr. Hickman
and her. Can a wise young lady be easy under such
censure? She must know it, -

.. Mr. Hickman is really a very worthy man. Every
body speaks well of him. Bug he is gentle-dispost~
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tioned, and he adores Miss Howe ; and love admits
not of an air of even duc dignity to the object of it.
Yet will Mr. Hickman bardly ever get back the
reins he has yielded up; unless she, by carrying
too far the power of which she seems at present too
sensible, should, when she has no favours to confer
which he has not a right to demand, provoke him
to throw off the too heavy yoke. And should he
do so, and then treat her with negligence, Miss
Howe, of all the women I know, will be the least
able to support herself under it. She will then be
more unhappy than she ever made him : for a man
who is uneasy at home, can divert himself abroad ;’
which a woman cannot so easjly do without scandal.
—Permit me to take further notice as to Miss Howe;
that it is very obvious to me, that she has, by her
haughty behaviour to this worthy man, involved
herself in one difficulty, from which she knows not
how to extricate herself with that grace which ac.
companies all her actions. She intends to have Mr.
Hickman. Ibelieve she doesnot dislike him. And
it will cost her’'no small pains to descend from the
-elevation to which she has climbed.

Another inconvenience she will suffer from her
having taught every body (for she isabove disguise)
to think, by her treatment of Mr. Hickman, much
more meanly of him than he deserves to be thought of.
And must she not suffer dishonour in #is dishonour ?

Mrs. Howe is much disturbed at her daughter’s
behaviour to the gentleman., He is verf' deservedly
a favourite of her’s. But [another failing in Miss
Howe] her mother has not all the authority with
her that a mother ought to have. Miss Howe is in-
deed a woman of fine sense ; but it requires a high
degree of good understanding, as well as aasweet
ans gentle disposition of mind, and! great discretion,
ina child, when grown up, to let it be secen that she

YOL. VIi1. BB
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mingles reverence with her love, to a parent, who has
talents visibly inferior to her own.

Miss Howe is open, generous, noble. The mother
has notany of her fine qualities. Parents, in order
to preserve their children’s veneration for them,
should take great care not to let them see any thing
in their conﬁuct, or behaviour, or principles, which
they themselres would not approve of in others.

Mr. Hickman has, however, this consideration to
comfort himselt with, that the same vivacity by
which he suffers, makes Miss Howe’s own mother,
at times, equally sensible. Aud as he sees enough

- of this betorchand, he will have more reason to
blame himself than the lady, should she prove as
lively a wife, as she was a mistress, for having con-
tinued his addresses, and married her, against such
threatening appearances.

There is also another circumstance, which good-
vatured men who engage with even lively women,
may lock forward to with pleasure ; a circumstance
which generally lowers the spirits of the ladies, and
domesticates them, as I may call it : and which, as
it will bring those of Mr. Hickman and Miss Howe-
nearer to a par, that worthy gentleman will bave
double reason, when it happens, to congratulate him-
self upon.

But after all, I see that there is something so
charmingly brilliant and frank in Miss Howe’s dis-
position, althongh, at present, visibly overclouded
by grief, that it is impossible not to love her, even
for her failings. She may,and I hope she will, make
Mr. Hickman an obliging wife; and if she does,
she will have additional merit with me ; since she
cannot be apprehensive of check or control ; and
may therefore by her generosity and prudence lay an
obligation upon her husband, by the performance of
what iz no more than her duts.
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Her mother both loves and fears her. Yet is Mrs.
Howe also a woman of vivacity, and ready enough,
I dare say, to cry out when she is pained. But,
alas! she has, as I hinted above, weakened her autho-
rity by the narrowness of her mind.

Yet once she praised her daughter to me with so
much warmth for the generosity of her spirit, that
had I not known the old lady’s character, I should
have thought her generous herself. And yet I have
always observed that people, even of narrow tem-

ers, are ready to praise generous ones :—and thus
Eave I accounted for it ; that such persons generally
find it to their purpose, that all the world should bhe
open-minded but themselves.

The old lady applied herself to me, to urge to the
young one the contents of the will, in order to has-
ten her to fix a day for her marriage : but desired
that I would not let Miss Howe know that she
did.

I touk the liberty upon it to tell Miss Howe, that
I hoped that ker part of a will, so soon and se
punctually, in almost all its other articles, fulfilled,
would not be the only one that would be slighted,

Her answer was, she would consider of 1t: and
made me a courtesy with such an air, as showed me,
that she thought me more out of my sphere, than I
could allow her to think me, had I been permitted
to argue the point with her.

I tound Miss Howe and her own servant maid in
deep mourning. This, it seems, had occasioned a
great debate at first between her mother and her.
Her mother had the words of the will on her side,
and Mr. Hickman’s interest in her ¥iew ; her daugh-
ter having said, that she would wear it for six
months at least. But the young lady carried her
point—* Strange,’ said she, ¢ if I, who shall mourn
the heavy, the irreparable loss to the last hour of

up 2
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my life, should not show my concern to the world
for a few months !

- Mr. Hickman, for his part, was so far from utter-
ing an opposing word on this occasion, that, on the
very day that Miss Howe put on her’s, he waited on
her in a new suit of mourning, as for a near rela-
tion. His servants and equipage made the same
respectful appearance.

‘Whether tﬂe mother was consulted by him in it,
I cannot say; but the daughter knew nothing of
it, till she saw him in it; she looked at him with
surprise, and asked him, for whom he mourned ?

The dear, and ever-dear Miss Harlowe, he said.

She was a loss, it seems—at last—All the world
ought to mourn for my Clarissa, said she; but
whom, man, (that was her whimsical address to
him) thinkest thou to oblige by this appearance ?

It is more than appearance, madam. I love not
my own sister, worthy as she is, better than I loved

iss Clarissa Harlowe. I oblige myself by it. And
if I disoblige not you, that is all I wish.

She surveyed, him, I am told, from head to foot.
She knew not, at first, whether to be angry or
pleased —At length, I thought, at first, said she,
¢ that you might have a bolder and freer motive—
but (as my mamma sa{s) you may be a well-meaning
man, though generally a little wrong-headed —
however, as the world is censorious, and may think
us nearer of kin than I would have it supposed, I
must take care, that I am not seen abroad in your
company.’

But let me add, Mr. Belford, that if this compli-
ment of Mr. Hickman (or this more than compli-
ment, as I may well call it, since the worthy man
speaks'not of my dear cousin without emotion) does
wot produce a short day, I shalt think Miss Howe
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has less generosity in ber temper than I am willing
to allow her.

You will excuse me, Mr. Belford, for the parti-
cularities which you invited and encourafed.

Having now seen every thing that relates to the
will of my dear cousin brought to a desirable issue,
I will set about making my own. I shall follow the
dear creature’s example, and give my reasons for
every article, that there may be no room for after
contention.

What but a fear of death, a fear unworthy of a
creature who knows that he must one day as surely
die as he was born, can hinder any one from making
such a disposition ?

[ hope soon to pay my respects to you in town. '’
Meantime I am, with greatgespect, dear sir,

Your faithful and affcctionate humble servant,

WM. MORDEN.

LETTER LXIIIL
MR. BELFORD TO MISS HOWE.

MADAM, Thursday, Sept. 28,
I po myself the honour to send you with this, ac-
cording to my promise ¥, copies of the posthumous
letters written by your exalted friend.

These will be accompanied with other letters,
particularly a copy of onc from Mr. Lovelace, begun
to be written on the 14th, and continued down to
the 18th+. You will sec by it, madam, the dread-
ful anguish that his spirits labour with, and his deep
remorse, ) i

Mr. Lovelace sent for this letter back. I com-

* See p. 220. + See Letter liii.
BB 3
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plied ; but I first took a copy of it. As I have not
told him that I have done so, you will be pleased to
forbear communicating of it to any body but Mr.
Hickman., That gentleman’s perusal of it will be
the same as if nobody but yourself saw it.

One of the letters of Col. Morden, which I ine
close, you will observe, madam, is only a copy *.
The true reason for which, as I will ingenuously
acknowledge, is some free, but respectful animad.
versions wﬁich the colonel has made upon your de-
clining to carry into execution your part of your
dear friend’s last requests. I have therefore, in
respect to that worthy gentleman, (having a caution
from him on that head) omitted those parts.

Will you allow me, madam, however, to tell you,
that I myself could notyhave believed that my ini-
mitable testatrix’s own Miss Howe would have been
the most backward in performing such a part of her
dear friend’s last will, as is entirely in her own
power to perforin—especially when that pcrform-
ance would make onc of the most deserving men in
England happy ; and whom, 1 presume, she proposes
to honour with her hand ?

Excuse me, madam, I have a most sincere venera-
tion for you; and would not disoblige you for the
world.

I will not presume to make remarks on the letters
I send you; nor upon the informations I have to
give you of the dreadful end of two unhappy
wretches who were the greatest criminals in the
affair of your adorable friend. These are the infa-
mous Sinclair, and a person whom you have read of,
no doubt, in the letters of the charming innocent,
by the name of Captain Tomlinson.

The wretched woman died in the extremest tor-

# Via. the preceding.
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tares and despondency : the man from wounds, got
in defending himself in carrying on a contraband
trade : both accusing themselves, in their last hours,
for the parts they had acted against the most excel-
lent of women, as of the crime that gave them the
deepest remorse.

Give me leave to say, madam, that if your com-
Passion be not excited for the poor man who suffers
so greatly from his own anguish of mind, as you will
observe by his letter he does; and for the unhappy
family, whose remorse, as you will see by Col. Mor-
den’s is so deep ;—your terror must. And yet I shall
not wonder if the just sense of the irreparable loss
you have sustained hardens a heart against pity,
which, on a less extraordinary occasion, would want
is principal grace, if it were not compassionate.

I am, madam, with the greatest respect,
Your most obliged aud faithful humble servant,
J. BELFORD.

LETTER LXIV.

158 HQWE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.
IRy Sat. Sept. 30,

T Lirie thought I ever could have owed so much
obligation to any man, as you have laid me under.
Andg yet what you have sent me has almost broken
my heart, and ruined my eyes.

I'am surprised, though agreeably, that you have
so soon and so well got over that part of the trust
You have engaged in, which relates to the family.

It may be presumed, from the exits you mention
of two of the infernal man’s accomplices, that the
thunderbolt will not stop short of the principal.
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Indeed I have some pleasure to think it seems rollin
along towards the devoted head that has plotted aﬁ
the mischief. But let me, however, say, that al-
though I think Mr. Morden not altogether in the
wrong in his reasons for resentment, as he is the dear
creature’s kinsman and trustee; yet I think you
very much in the right in endeavouring to dissuade
him from it, as you are her executor, and act in pur-
suance of her earnest request.

But what a letter is that of the infernal man! I
cannot observe upon it. Neither can I, for very
different reasons, upon my dear creature’s posthu-
mous letters : particularly on that tohim. Oh! Mr,
Belford ! what numberless perfections died, when
my Clarissa drew her last breath !

If decency beobserved in his letters; for I have
not yet had patience to rcad above two or three of
them (besides this horrid one, which I return you
inclosed) ; I may some time hence be curious to look,
by their means, into the hearts of wretches, which,
though they must be the abhorrence of virtuous
minds, will, when laid open, (as I presume they are
in them) afford a proper warning to those who read
them, and teach them to detest men of such profligate
characters.

If your reformation be sincere, you will not be
oﬂ'en(?;d that I do not except you on this occasion,—
And thus have I helped you to a criterion to try
yourself by.

By this letter of the wicked man it is apparent,
that there are still wickeder women. But see what
a guilty commerce with the devils of your sex will
bring those to, whose morals ye have ruined !—For
these women were once innocvent ; it was man that
made them otherwise. The first bad man, perhaps,
threw them upon worse men : thosc upon still worse 5
till they commenced devils infaruate—the height of
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wickedness or of shame, is not arrived at all at once, as
I have somewhere heard observed.

Buat this man, this monster rather, for Aim to curse
these women, and to curse the dear creature’s family,
(implacable as the latter were) in order to lighten a
burden he veluntarily took up, and groans under, is
meanness' added to wickedness: and in vain will he
one day find his low plea of sharing with ker fiiends,
and with those common wretches, a guilt which will be
adjudged him as all is own ; though they too may
meet with their punishment: as it is evidently be-
gun; in the first, in their ineffectual reproaches of
one another ; in the second—as you have told me.

This letter of the z-zbandonedy wretch T have not
showa to any body; not even to Mr. Hickman:
for, sir, I must tell you, I do not as yet think it the
same thing as only seeing it myself.

Mr. Hickman, like the rest of his sex, would grow
upon indulgence. One distinction from me would
make him pay two to himself. Insolent creepers, or
encroachers, all of you! To show any of you a fa-
vour to-day, you wgpld expect it as a right to-
morrow.

Iam, as you see, very open and sincere with you ;
and design in another letter to be still more so, in
answer to your call, and Col. Morden’s call, upon
me, in a point that concerns me to explain myself
upon to my beloved creaturd’s executor, and to the
colonel, as her only tender and only worthy relatjon.

I cannot but highly applaud Colonel Morden for
hig generosity to Miss Dolly Hervey.

O that he had arrived time enough to save my in-
imitable fricnd from the machinatiops of the vilest
of men, and from the envy and malice of the most
selfish and implacable of brothers and sisters !

ANNA HOWE.
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LETTER LXV,

MISS HOWE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

Monday, Oct. 2.

‘WHEN you question me, sir, as you do, and on a sab-
ject so affecting to me, in the character of the re-
presentative of my best beloved friend, and have in
every particular hitherto acted up to that character,
you are entitled to my regard : especially as you
are joined in your questioning of me by a gentleman
whom I lovk upon as the dearest and nearest (be-
cause worthiest) relation of my dear friend : and
who, it seems, has been so severe a censurer of my
conduct, that your politeness will not permit you
to send me his letter, with others of his ; buta copy
only, in which the passages reflecting upon me are
omitted. :

I presume, however, that what is meant by this
alarming freedom of the colonel, is no more than
what you both have already hinted to me. Asifyou
thought I were not inclined to pay so much regard
to my beloved creature’s last will, in my own case,
as I would have others pay to it. A charge that I
ought not to be quite silent under.

ou have observed, no doubt, that I have seemed
to value myself upon the freedom I take in declaring
my sentiments, without reserve, upon every subject
that I pretend to touch upon: and I can hardly
question that I have, or shall, in your opinion, by
my unceremonious treatment of you upon so short
an acquaintance, run into the error of those, who,
wanting to be thought above hypocrisy and flattery,
fall into rusticity, if not ill manners; a common
fault with such, who, not caring to correct constitu-
tional failings, seck to gloss them over by sume nomi-



CLARISSA HARLOWE. 287

nal virtue; when all the time, perhaps, these failings
are entirely owing to native arrogance ; or, at least,
to a contracted rust, that they will not, because it
would give them pain, submit to have filed off,

You see, sir, that I can, however, be as free with
myself as with you: and, by what I am going to
write, you will find me still more free : and yetIam
aware, that such of my sex as will not assume some
little dignity, and exact respect from yours, will
render themselves cheap; and perhaps, for their
modesty and diffidence, be repaid with scorn and
insult,

But the scorn I will endeavour net to deserve ;
and the insult 1 will not bear.

In some of the dear creature’s papers which you
have had in your possession, and must again have,
in order to get transcribed, yon will find several
friendly, but severe reprehensions of me, on account
of a natural, or, at least, an Aabitual, warmth of tem-
per, which she was pleased to impute to me.

I was thinking to give you her charge against me
in her own words, from one of her letters delivered
to me with her own hands, on taking leave of me on
the last visit she honoured me with. But I will sup-
ply that charge bg confession of more than it im-
ports; to wit, < That I am haughty, uncontrollable,
and violent in my temper;’ this, I'say ; * Impatient
of contradiction,’ was my belaped’s charge [from any
body but her dear self, she should have said] ; ¢ and
aim not at that affability, that gentleness next to
meckuness, which, in the letter I was going to com-
municate, she tells me are the peculigr and indispen-
sable characteristics of a real fine lady ; who, she is
pleased to say, should appear to be gall-less as a
dove ; and never should know what :warmth or high
spirit is, but in the cause of religion or virtue ; or



288 THE HISTORY OF

in cases where her own honour, the honour of a
friend, or that of an innocent person is concerned.’

Now, sir, as I must needs plead guilty to this in-
dictment, do you think I ought not to resolve upon
a single life ?—I, who have such an opinion of your
sex, that I think there is not one man in an hundred
whom a woman of sense and spirit can either konour
or obey, though you make us promise both, in that
solemn form of words which unites or rather binds
us to you in marriage ?

When I look round upon all the married people
of my acquaintance, and see how they live, and what
they bear who live best, I am confirmed in my dis-
like to the state.

Well do your sex contrive to bring us up fools
and idiots, in order to make us bear the yoke you
lay upon our shoulders; and that we may not des-
pise you from our hearts (as we certainly should, if
we were brought up as you are) for.your ignorance, as
much as you often make us do, (as it is) for your,
insolence.

These, sir, are some of my notions. And, with
these notions let me repeat my question, Do yosx
think I ought to marry at all ?

If I marry either a sordid or’ imperious wretch,
can I, do you think, live with him? Aund ought a
man of a contrary character, for the sake of either
of our reputations, to be plagued with me?

Long did 1 stand out against all the offers made
me, and against all the . persuasions of my mother;
and, to tell you the truth, the longer, and with the
more obstinacy, as the person my choice would have
first fallen upon, was neither approved by my mo-
ther, nor by my dear friend. This riveted me to my
pride, and to my opposition: for although I was
convinced, after a while, that my choice would nei-
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ther have been prudent nor happl)\r; and that the
specious wretch was not what he had made me be-
lieve he was; yet could I not easily think of any
other man : ami, indeed, from the detection of him,
took a settled aversion to the,whole sex. .

At last Mr. Hickman offered himself; 2 man wor-
thy of a better choice. He had the good fortune
[he dkinks it s0] to be agreeable (and to make his pro-
posals agreeable) to my mother.

As to myself; I own, that were I to have chosen
a brother, %Ir. Hickman should have been the man ;
virtuous, sober, sincere, friendly, as he is. But I
wish not to marry: nor knew | the man in the
world whom I could think deserving of my beloved
friend. But neither of our parents would *et us live
single.

The accursed Lovelace was proposed warmly to
her, at one tine; and, while she was yet but indif-
ferent to him, they, by ungenerous usage of him, (for
then, sir, he was not known ta be Beelzebub him-
self) and by endeavouring to force her inclinations
in favour first of one worthless man, then of another
in antipathy to him, through her foolish brother’s
caprice, turned that indifference (from the natural
generosity of her soul) into a regard which she
never otherwise would have hud tor a man of his
character.

Mr. Hickman was proposed zo me. I refused him
again and again. He persisted : my mother his ad-
vocate. My mother made my beléved friend his
advocate too. I told him my dislike of all men: of
him : of matrimony.—3till he pessisted. I used
bim with tyranny : led indeed partiy by my temper,
partly by design ;. hoping thereby te get rid of him;
till the poor man (his character unexceptionabl
uniform) still persisting, made himself a merit wit
me by his patience. This brought down my pride,

VOL. Vill, ce
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[I never, sir, was accounted very ungenerous, nor
quite ungrateful] and gave me, at one time, an in-
feriority in my own opinion to him; which lasted
just long enough for my friends to prevail upon me
to promise him encouragement; and to rcceive his
addresses,

Having so done, when the weatherglass of my
pride got up again, 1 found I had gone too far to
reccede. My mother and my friend both held me
toit. Yet I tried him, I vexed him, an hundred
ways; and not so much neither with design to vex
him, as to make him hate me, and decline his suit.

He bore this, however; and got nothing but my
pity : yet still my mother and my friend, having
obtained my promise, [made, however, not to /im,
but to them) and being well assured that 1 valued no
man more than Mr. Hickman, who never once dis-
obliged me in word or deed, or look, {except by his
foolish perseverance) insisted upon the performance,

While my dear friend was in her unhappy uncer-
tainty, I could not think of marriage: and now,
what encouragement have 1:—She, my monitress,
my guide, my counsel, gone, for ever gone !—By
whose advice and instructions I.hoped to acquit
myself tolerably in the state into which I could nut
avoid entering.  For, sir, my mother is so partially
Mr. Hickman’s friend, that I am sure, should any
difference arise, she would always censure me, and
acquit him; even were he ungenecrous enough to
remember me in his day. ‘

This, sir, being my situation, consider how diffi-
cult it is for me to think of marriage. Whenever
we approve, we can find a hundred good reasons to
justify our approbation. 'Whenever we dislike, we
can find a thousand to justify our dislike. Every
thing in the latter case isan impediment : every sha-
slow:a bugbcar.—Thus can I caumerate and swell
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perhaps only imaginary grievances; ‘1 must go whi-
ther he would have me to go: visit whom he would
have me to visit: well as 1 love to write (though
now, alas! my grand inducement to write is over)
it must be to whom he pleases :> and Mrs. Hickman
(who as Aiss Howe, cannot do wrong) would hardly
ever be able to do right. Thus, the tables turned
upon me, I am reminded of my vowed obedience;
madamed up perhaps to matrimonial perfection, and
all the wedded warfare practised comfortably over
between us (for Ishall not be passive under insolent
trecatment) till we become curses to each other, a
Lye-word to our ncighbours, and the jest of our
own servants,

But there must be bear and forbear, methinks
some wise body will tell me: but why must I be
teased into a state where that must be necessarily
the case; when now I can do as I please, and wish
only to be let alone to do as best pleases me? And
what, in effect, does my mother say ? < Auna Howe,
younow do every thing that pleases you : you now
have nobody to control you : you go and you come;
you dress and you undress ; you risec and you go to
rest, just as you think best: but you must be hap-
pier still, child!—

As how, madam ?

¢ Why, you must marry, my dear, and have none
of these options; but, in,every thing, do as your
husband commands you.

This is very hard, you will own, sir, for such a
one as me to think of. And yet, engaged to enter
into that state, as1 am, how can ) help myself? M
mother presses me; my friend, mly beloved friend,
writing as from the dead, presses me; and you, and
Mr. Morden, as executors of her will, remind me ;
the man is not afraid of me [I am sure, were [ the
man, I should not have half his courage]; and I

ce 2
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think I ought to conclude to punish him (the only
effectual way I have to do it) for his perverse adhe-
rence and persecution, with the grant of his oun
%Wishes ; apunishment which many others who enjoy
theirs very commonly experience.

Let me then assure you, sir, that when I can find,
in the words of my charming friend in her will,
writing of her cousin Hervey, that my grief for her
is mellowed by time into a remembrance more sweet than
painful, that I may not be utterly unworthy of the
passion a man of some merit has for me, I will an-
swer the request of my dear friend, so often repeated,
and so earnestly pressed ; and Mr. Hickman shall
find, if he continue to deserve my gratitude, that
my endeavours shall not be wanting to make him
amends for the patience he has had, and must still
a little while longer have with me: and then will it
be his own fault (I hope not mine) if our marriage
answer not those happy prognostics, which filled her
generous presaging mind upon this view, as she once,
for my encouragement, and to induce me to encou-
rage him, told me.

Thus, sir, have I, in a very free manner, accounted
to you, as to the executor of my beloved friend, for
all that relates to you, as such, to know ; and even
for more than I nceded to do against myself: only.
that you will find as much against me in some of ker
letters; and so, losing nothing, 1 gain the character
of ingenuousness with you, .

And thus much for the double reprimand, on my
delaying my part of the performance of my dear
friend’s will.

And now, while you are admonishing me on this
subject, let me remind you of one great article relat-
ing to yourself: it is farnished me by my dear crea-
ture’s posthumous letter to you—I hope you will not
forget, that the most benevolent of her sex expresses
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herself as carnestly concerned for your thorough
reformation, as she does for my marrying. You’lt
see to it then, that her wishes are completely an«
swered .in that particular, as you are desirous they
should bein all others, .

- T have, I own, disobeyed her in one article; and
that is, where she desires that I will not put myself
intp mourning. I conld not help it.

I send this and mine of Saturday last together :
and will not add another word, after I have told
you, that I think myself

. : Your obliged servant,
A. HOWE. .

LETTER LXVL
“MR. BELFORD TO MISS HOWE,
. Thursday night, Oct. 5.
1 reTURN you, madam, my most respectful thanks
for your condescending hint, in relation to the pious
wishes of your exalted friend for my thorough re-
formation.

I will only say, that it shall he my earnest and
unwearied endeavour to make those generous wishes
effectual : and I hope for the divine blessing upon
such my endeavours, or else I know they will be in
vain. . .

I cannot, madam, expressthow much I think my.
self obliged to you for your further condescension,
in writing to me so frankly the state of your past
and present mind, in relation to tbé, single and ma-
trimonia] life. = 1t the lady by whom, as the execu-
tor of her inimitable friend, ['am thgs honoued, kas
failings, never were failings so_love‘ in woman !—
How much more lovely, indeed, tl}:q‘n.__th‘g: virtues of

mpnypf her sex !, ed - P .
. c N
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T might have ventured into the hands of such 4
lady the colonel’s original letter entire. The wor-
thy gentleman exceedingly admires you; and his
caution was the effect of his politeness only, and of
his regard for you.

I send you, madam, a letter from Lord M. to my-
self ; and the copies of three others written in con-
sequence of that, These will acquaint you with Mr.
Lovelace’s departure from England, and with other
particulars which you will be curious to know.

Be pleased to keep to yourself such of the con-
tents as your own prudence will suggest to you
ought not to be seen by any body else.

I am, madam, with the profoundest and most grate-
ful respect,

Your faithful and obliged humble servant,
JOHN BELFORD.

LETTER LXVIL

LORD M. TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

' DEAR 8IR, M. Hall, Friday, Sept. 29. °
My nephew Lovelace is now setting out for London ;
proposing to see you, and then to go to Dover, and
so embark. God send him well out of the kingdom !

On Monday he will be with you, I believe. Pray
let me be favourcd with an account of all your con-
versationss for Mr. Mowbray and Mr. Tourville are
to be there too ; and whether Kou think he is grown
quite his own man again. What I mostly write for
is, to wish you to keep Colonel Morden and him
asunder ; aud so I give you notice of his going to
town. I should be very loth there should be any
mischief between them, as you gave me notice that
the colonel threatened my nephew. Butmy nephew
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would riot bear that; so nobody let him know that
he did. But I hope there is no fear: for the
colonel does not, as I hear, threaten now. For his
own sake, I am glad of that; for there is not such a
man in the world as my nephew is said to be, at all
the weapons—as well he was not ; he would not be
so daring. .

« We shall all here miss the wild fellow. To be
sure, there is no man better company when he
pleases.

Pray, do you never travel thirty or forty miles? I
should be glad to see you here at M. Hall. It will
be charity, when my nephew is gene : for we sup-
pose you will be his chief correspondent: although
he has promised to writc to my nieces often. But
he is very apt to forget his promises; to us his rela-
tions particularly. God preserve us all: amen!
prays

Your very humble servant,

M.
LETTER LXVIIIL
MR. BELFORD TO LORD M.
MY LORD, London, Tuesday night, Oct. 3.

I opEY your lordship’s commands with great plea:
sure.

Yesterday in the afternoon Mr. Lovelace made
me a visit at my lodgings. AsI was in expectation
of one from Colonel Morden about the same time, I
thought proper to carry him to a tavern which nei-
ther of us frequented, (on pretence of an half-ap-

intment) ordering notice to be sent me thither,
if the colonel came : and Mr. Lovelace sent to Mow-
bray and Tourviile, and Mr. Doleman, of Uxbridge
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(who came to town to take leave of kim), to lut them
know where to find us. .

Mr. Loveluce is t0o well recovered, I was going to
say. I never saw him more gay, lively, and hand-
some. We had a guod deal of bluster about some
parts of the trust 1 have engaged in; and upon free-
domns I had treated him with; in which, he would
have it, that 1 had exceeded our agreed-on hmits:
but on the arrival of our three old companions, and
a nephew of Mr. Doleman’s, (who had a good while
becn desirous to pass an hour with Mr. Lovelace) it
blew oft’ for the present.

Mr. Mowbray and Mr. Tourville had also taken
some exceptions at the freedom of my pen; and
Mr. Lovelace, after his way, took upon him to recon-
cile us; and did it at the expense of all three; and
with such an infinite run of humour and raillery,
that we had noihing to do but to laugh at what he
said, and at onc another. I can deal tolerably with
him at my pen; but in conversation he has no equal.
In short, it was s day. Ile was glad, he said, to
find himselfalive ; and his two friends, clapping and
rubbing their hands twenty times in an hour, de-
clared, that now once more he was all himself; the
charming'st fellow in the worldt; and they would
follow hun to the furthest part of the globe.

I threw a bur upon his coat new and then; but
none would atick.

Your lordship knows, that there are many things
which occasion a roar of applause in conversation,
when the heart is open, and men are resolved to be
merry, which will neither bear repeating, ner think-
ing of afterwards. Common things in the mouth of
a man we admire, and whose wit has passed upon
us for sterling, become, in a gay hour, uncommon.
We watch every turn of such a one’s countenance,
and are resolved to laugh whgn he smiles, gven
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before he utters what we are expecting to flow from
his lips.

M. Doleman and his nephew took leave of us
by twelve. Mowbray and Tourville grew very
noisy by one ; and were carried off by two. Wine
never moves Mr. Lovelace, notwithstanding a viva-
city which generally helps on'over-gay spirits. Asto
myself, the little part I had taken in their gaiety,
kept me unconcerned.

The clock struck three before I could get him
into any serious or attentive way—so natural to him
is gaiety of heart; and such strong hold had the
liveliness of the evening taken of him. His conver-
sation, you know, my lord, when his heart is free,
runs off to the bottom without any dregs.

But after that hour, and when we thought of part-
ting, he became a little more serious: and then he
told me his designs, and gave me a plan of hisin-
tended tour; wishing heartily, that I could have
accompanied him.

We parted about four; he not a little dissatisfied
with me; for we had some talk about subjects,
which, he said, he loved not to think of; to wit,
Miss Harlowe’s will; my executorship; papers I
bad in confidence communicated to that admirable
lady (with no unfriendly design, I assure your lord-
ship) ; and he insisting upon, and I refusing, the -
return of the letters he had svritten to e, from the
time that he had made his first addresses to her.

He would see ine once again, he sid; and it would
be upon very ill terms if I complied not with his
request, hich I bid him not expect. But, that I
might not deny him every thing, I told him, that
1 would give him a copy of the will; though 1 was
sure, I said, when he read it, he would wish he had
never seen it. )

I had a message from him about eleven this morn-
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ing, desiring me to name a place at which to dine
with him, and Mowbray, and Tourville, for the last
time : and soon after another from Colonel Morden,
inviting me to pass the evening with him at the Bed-
ford Head in Covent Garden. And, that I might
keep them at distance from one another, Iappointed
Mr. Lovelace at the Eugle in Suffolk Street.

There I met bim, and Yhe two others.  We began
where we left oft at our last parting ; and were very
high with each other. But, at last, all was made
up, and he offered to forget and to forgive ever
thing, on condition that I would correspond witz
him while abroad, and continue the series which
had been broken through by his illness; and parti-
cularly give him, as I had offered, a copy of the
lady’s will.

" I promised him: and he then fell to rallying meé
‘on my gravity, and on my reformation schemes, as
he called them. As we walked about the room, ex-
pecting dinner to be brought in, he laid his hand
upon my shoulder; then pushed me from him with
a curse : walking round nie, and surveying me from
head to foot ; then calling for the observation of the
others, he turned round upon his heel, and with one
of his peculiar wild airs, ‘ Ha, ha, ha, ha!” burst he
out, ‘that these sour-faced proselytes should take it
into their heads that they cannot be pious, without
forfeiting hoth their good nature and good manners!
~—Why, Jack,” turning me about, ¢ pr’ythee look
ap, man!—Dost thou not know, that religion, it
it has taken proper hold of the heart, is the most
cheerful .countenance-maker in the world }—I have
heard my beloved Miss Harlowe say so: and she
knew, or nobody did. And was not ker aspect a
benign proof of the observation? But by these
wamblings in thy cursed gizzard, and thy awkward
grimaces, I sec thou art but anovice in it yet!—Ah,
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Belford, Belford, thou hast a confounded parcel of
briars and thorns to trample over barefoot, before
religion will illumine these gloomy features !’

1 give your lordship this account, in answer to
your desire to know, if I think him the man he
was.

In our conversation at dinner, he was balancing
whether he should set out ¢he next morning, or the
morning after. But finding he had nothing to do,
and Col. Morden being in town, (which, however,
I told him not of,) 1 turned the s-ale; and he
agreed upon setting out to-morrow morning ; they
to see him embark; and I promised to accompany
them for a morning’s ride (as they proposed their
horses); but said, that I must return-in the after-
noon. :

With much relnctance they let me go to my even-
ing’s appointment: they little thought with whom:
for Mr. Lovelace had put it as a case of hononr to
all of us, whether, as he had been told thar Mr.
Morden and Mr. James Harlowe had thrown out
menaces against him, he ought to leave the kingdom
till he had thrown himself n their way.

Mowbray gave his opinion, that he ought to leave
it hke a man of honour as he was ; and'if he did not
take those gentlemen to task for their opprobrious
speeches, that at least he should be seen by them in
public before he went away ; else they might give
themselves airs, as if he had'left the'kingdom in fear
of them. fe

To this he himself so much inclined, that it was
with difficulty 1 persuaded him, that as they had
‘neither of them proceeded to a direct and formal
challenge ; as they knew he had net made himself
difficult of access; and as he had already done the
family injury enough ; and it was Miss Harlowe’s
earnest desire, thut he would be content with that;
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he had no reason, frum any point of honour, to des
lay his journey ; especially as he had so just a motive
for his going, as the establishing of his health ; and
as he might return the sooner, if he saw occasion
for it.

I found the colonel in a very solemn way, We
had a good deal of discourse upon the subject of cer-
tain letters which had passed between us in relation
to Miss Harlowe’s will, and to her family. He has
some accounts to settle with his banker; which, he
says, will-be adjusted to-morrow ; and on Thursday
he proposes to go down again, to take leave of his
{riends; and then intends to set out directly for

taly.

. lywish Mr. Lovelace could have been prevailed
upon to takeany other tour, than that of France and
Italy. Idid propose Madrid to him; but he laughed
at me, and told me, that the proposal was in charac-
ter from a mule; and from one who was become as
grave as a Spaniard of the old cut, at ninety.

I expressed to the colonel my apprehensions, that
his cousin’s dying injunctions would not have the
force uvpon him that were to be wished.

* They have great force upon me, Mr. Belford,’
said he; ¢ or one world would not have held Mr.
Lovelace and me thus long. But my intention is
to go to Florence; not to lay my bones there, as
upon mny cousin’s death I told you I thought to-do;
but to settle all my atlairs in those parts, and then
to comme over and reside upon a little paternal estate
in Kent, which is strangely gone to ruin in my
absence. Indeed, were [ to meet Mr. Lovelace,
either here or abroad, I might not be auswerable tor
the consequence.’ : .

Ie would have engaged me for to-morrow. But
having promised to attend Mr. Lovelace on his jour-
ney, as [ have mentioned, 1 §aid, I was obliged to
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go out of town, and was uncertain as to the time of
my return in the evenirigi  And so I am to see him
on Thursday morning at. my own lodgings.
I will do myself the honour to write again to your
Lordship to-morrow night. Meantime,
I am, my lord, your lordship’s, &c.

LETTER LXIX,
MR. BELFORD TO LORD M.

MY LORD, Wedn. night, Oct. 4.

I am just returned from ateénding Mr. Lovelace as
far as Gad’s Hill, near Rochester. He was exceed-
ing gay all the way. Mowbray and Tourville are
gone on with him. They will see him embark,
and under sail; and promise to follow him in a month
or two ; for they say, there isno living without him,
now he is once more himself. <

He and I parted with great and even solemn tokens
of affection ; but yet not without gay intermixtures,
as I willacquaint yonr lordship.

Taking me aside, and clasping his arms about me,
¢ Adieu, dear Belford !” said he: * May you pro-
cecd in the course you have entered upon ! — What-
ever airs I give myself, this charming creature has
fast hold of me kere—[clapping his hand upon his
fieart :] and I must either appear what you see me,
or be what I so lately was—O the divine creature I’
tifting up his eyes

¢ Butif 1 live to come to England, and youn remain
fixed in your present way, and can-give me encou-
ragement, 1 hope rather to follow yéur example, than
to ridicale you for it. This wilt {for I had given
him a copy of it] I will make the companion of my
soltary hours. You have told me part of its me-

VoL, Vil »D
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lancholy contents; and that, and her posthumous
letter, shall be my study : and they will prepare
me for being your disciple, if you hold oun.

¢ You, Jack, may marry,” continued he; ‘and I
have a wife in my eye for you.—Only thou’rt such
an awkward mortal’ [He saw me affected, and
thought to make me smile:] * But we don’t make
ourselves, except it be worse, by our dress. Thou
art in mourning now, as well as I : but if ever thy
ridiculous turn lead thee again to be beau-brocade,
I will bedizen thee, as the girls say, on my return,
to my own fancy, and according to thy own natural
@ppearance—thou shalt doctor my soul, and I will
doctor thy body : thou shalt see what a clever fel-
low I will make of thee.
. ¢ As for me, I never will, I never can, marry—
that I will not take a few liberties, and that I will
pot try to start some of my former game, 1 won’t

romise—habits are not easily shaken off—but they

shall be by way of weaning. So recurn und reform
shall go together.

¢« And now, thou sorrowful monkey, what aileth
thee ’—I do love him, my lord.

¢ Adieu,—and once more adieu !’—embracing
me. ¢ And when thou thinkest thou hast made thy-
self an interest out yonder (looking up) then put in
a word for thy Lovelace !’
. Joining company, he recommended to me to write
often : and promised to let me quickly hear from
him ; and that he would write to your lordship, and
to all his family round ; for he said, you had all been
more kind to him than he deserved.
. And so we parted.
. I ' hope, m{ lord, for all your noble family’s sake,
that we shall see him soon return, and reform, as he
promises.
. I return your lordship my humble thanks for the
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honour of your invitation to M. Hall. The first let-
ter I receive from Mr. Lovelace shall give me the
opportunity of embracing it.
Iam, my lord,
Your most faithful and obedient servant,
J. BELFORD,

LETTER LXX.
MR. BELFORD TO LORD M.

Thursday morning, Oct. 5.
It may be some satisfaction to ycur lordship, to
have a brief account of what has just now passed
between Colonel Morden and me. -

We had a good deal of discourse about the Har-
lowe family, and those parts of the lady’s will which
still remain unexecuted ; after which the colonel
addressed himself to me in a manner which gave me
some surprise.

He flattercd himself, he said, from my present
happy turn, and from my good constitutioh, that I
should live a great many years. ~It was therefore
his request, that I would consent to be his executor;
since it was impossible for him to make ‘& better
choice, or pursue a better example, than his cousin
had set. . o :

His heart, he said, was in it: there were some
things in his cousin’s will and his analogous: and
he had named one person with me, with whom he
was sure I would not refuse to be joined: and to
whom he intended to apply for his consent, when
he bad obtained mine *. {Intimating, as far as I

# What is between crotchets, thus [], Mr. Belford omitted
in the transcription of this letter to Miss Howe, L
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could gather, that it was Mr. Hickman, to whom
I know your lordship is not a stranger : for he said,
every one who was dear to his beloved cousin, must
be so to him: and he knew, that the gentleman
whom he had thoughts of, would have, besides my
advice and assistance, the advice of one of the most
sensible ladies in England.]

He took my hand, seeing me under some surprise :
You must not hesitate, much less deny me, Mr. Bel-
ford. Indeed you must not. Two things I will
assure you of : that I have, as I hope, made evcry
thing so clear that you cannot have any litigation :
and that I have done so justly, and I hope it will
be thought so generously, by all my relations, that
a mind like yours will rather have pleasure than
fain in the execution of this trust. And this is what

think every honest man, who hopes to find an ho-
nest man for his executor, should do.

I told him, that I was greatly obliged to him for
his good opinion of me: that it was so much every
man’s duty to be an honest man, that it could not be
interpreted as vanity to say, that I had no doubt to
be found so. But if Iaccepted of this trust, it inust
be on condition—

I could name no condition, he said, interrupting
me, which he would refuse to comply with,

This condition, I told him, was, that as there was
as great a probability of his being my survivor, as I
his, he would permit me to name kém for mine; and,
in that case, a week should not pass before I made
my will.

With a]l his heart, he said ; and the readier, as
he had na apprehensions of suddenly dying; for
what he had done and requested was really the effect
of the satisfaction he had taken in the part I had
already acted as his cousin’s executor; and+in my
ability, he was pleased to add-z as well as in pursu-
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ance of his consin’s advice in the preamble to her
will, to wit, * That this was a work which should be
sct about in full health, both of body and mind.”

I told him, that I was pleased to: hear him say,
that he was not in any apprehension of suddenly
dying ; as this gave me assurance that he had ldid
aside all thoughts of acting contrary to the dying
request of his ﬁeloved cousin.

oes it argue, said he, smiling, that if I wesé to
pursue a vengeance so justifiable in my own ogiinion,
Imust be inapprehension of falling by Mr. Lovelace’s
hand ?—1I will assure you, that I have no fears of
that sort—but I know this is an ungrateful subject
to you: Mr. Lovelace is your friend; apd.1 will
allow, that a good man may have a friendship for a
bad one, so far as to wish him well, without counte-
nancing him in hisevil.

1 will assure you, added he, that I have not’yet
made any resolutions either way. I have told you
what force my cousin’s repeated requests have with
me. Hitherto they have withheld me—but et us
quit this subject. .

This, sir, [giving me a sealed-up parcel] is m
will. Itis witnessed. I made no doubt of prevail-
ing upon you to dome the requested favour., I have
a duplicate to leave with the other gentleman ; and
an attested copy, which I shall deposit at my bank-
er’s. At my return, which will be in six or eight
months at furthest, 1 will allow you to make an ex-
change of yours, if you will have it so. I have only
now to take leave of my relations in the country.
And so God protect you, Mr. Belford! You will
soon hear of me again.

He then very solemnly embraged me, as I did
him : and we parted.

I breartily congratulate your lordship on the nar-
row escape each gentleman has had from the other ;

pp3
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for 1 aprrehend. that they could not have et with-
out fatal consequences.
Time, I hope, which subdues all things, will sub-
due their resentments.
I am, my lord,
Your lordship’s most faithful and obedient servant,
J. BELFORD.

Several other letters passed between Miss Howe and
Mr. Belford, relating to the disposition of the pu-
s ‘and letters; to the Poor’s Fund; and to other
articles of the lady’s will : wherein the method of
proceeding in each case was adjusted. Afler which
the papers were returned to Mr. Belford, that he
n;ifht order the two directed copies of them to be
taxen.

In one of these letiers Mr. Belford requests 1'iss
Howe to give the character of the friend she so
dearly loved : * atask, he imagines, that will be
¢ as agreeable to herself as worthy of her pen.

¢ I am more especially curious to know, says he,
what was that particular disposition of her time,
which I find mentioned in a letter which I have
just dipt into, where her sister is enviously
reproaching her on that score *. This infor-
mation may perhaps enable me, says he, to ac-
count for what has often surprised me : how,
at so tender an age, this admirable lady became
mistress of such extraordinary aud such various
qualifications,’

# See Vol. L p. 312, 813.
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LETTER LXXIL
MISS HOWE TO JOHN BELFORD, EsQ.

Thursday, Oct. 12,

I awm incapable of doing justice to the character of
my beloved friend; and that not only from want
of talents, but from grief; which, I think, rather
increases than diminishes by time ; and which will
not let me sit down to a task that requires so much
thought, and a greater degree of accuracy than I
ever believed myself mistressof. And yetIso well
approve of your motion, that I will throw into your
hands a few materials, that may serve by way of
supplement, as I may say, to those vou will be able
to collect from the papers themselves; from Col.
Morden’s letters to you, particularly that of Sept.
23% ; and from the letters of the detestable wretch
hinself, who, I find, has done her justice, although
to his own condemnation : all these together will
enable you, who seem to be so great an admirer of
her virtues, to perform the task; and, I think, better
than any person I know. ButImake it my request,
that if you do any thing in this way, you will let
me see it. If I find it not to my mind, I will add
or diminish, as justice shall require.

She was a wonderful creatare from her infuncy :
but I suppose you intend t6 give a character of her
at those years when she was qualified to be an ex-
ample to other young ladies, rathier than a history
of her life.

Perhaps, nevertheless, you will choose to give a
description of her person : and as you knew not the
‘dear creature when her heart was easy, I will tell
you what yet, in part, you can confirm :

# Scec Letter lxi.
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That her shape was so fine, her proportion so ex-
act, her features so regular, her complexion so
lovely, and her whole person and manner so distin-
guishingly charming, that she could not move with-
out beiug admired and followed by the eyes of
every one, though strangers, who never saw her
before. Col. Morden’s letter, above referred tg,
will confirm this.

In her dress she was elegant beyond imitation ;
and generally led the fashion to all the ladies round
‘her, without seeming to intend it, and without being
proud of doing so ¥,

She was rather tall than of a middling stature;
and had a dignity in her aspect and air, that bespoke
the mind that animated every feature,

This native dignity, as 1 may call it, induced some
superficial persons, who knew not how to account
for the reverence which involuntarily filled their
hearts on her appearance, to impute pride to her. But
these were such as knew that they should have been
?roud of any one of her perfections: judging there-

ore by their own narrowness, they thought it im-
possible that the lady who possessed so many, should
not think herself superior to 'them all. Indeed, 1
have heard her noble aspect found fault with, as
indicating pride and superiority. But people awed
and controﬂed, though but by their own conscious-
ness of inferiority, will find fault, right or wrong,
with those, of whose rectitude of mind and manners
their own culpable hearts give them to be afraid.
But, in the bad sense of the word, Miss Clarissa
Harlowe knew not what pride was.

You may, if you touch upon this subject, throw
in these sentences of hers, spokert at different times;
and on different occasions. :

* See Vol. VILp. 141.
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¢ Persons of accidental or shadowy merit, may be
proud : but inborn worth must be always as much
above conceit as arrogance.’

¢ Who can be better, or more worthy, than they
should be ? And, who shall be proud of talents they
give'not to themselves .

¢ The darkest and most contemptible ignorance is
that of not knowing one’s self ; and that all we have,
and all we excel in, 18 the gift of God.’

¢ All. human excellence is but comparative —
there are persons who excel us, as much as we
fancy we excel the meanest.’ .

¢ In the general scale of beings, the lowest is as
useful, and as much a link of the great chain, as the
highest.’

¢ The grace that makes cvery other grace amiable,
is HuMILITY.

¢ There is but onc pride pardonable; that of being
above doing a base or dishonourable action. .

Such were the sentiments by which this admira-
ble young lady endcavoured to conduct herself, and
to regulate her conduct to others.

And in truth, never were affability and compla-
cency (graciousness, some have called it) more emi+
nent in any persou, mian or woman, than in her, ta
those who put it in her power to ablige them : in-
gomuch that the beunefited has sometimes not known
which to prefer; the grace bestowed, or the manner
in which it was conferred. .

It has been observed, that what was said of Henry
IV. of France, might be said of her manner of re-
fusing a request ; that she genevally sent from her
presence the person refused, nearly as well satistied
as if she had granted it.

Then she had such a sacred regard to truth—
¥ou canot, sir, expatiate too much upon this topic,

dare say, that in all her letters, in all the letters
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of the wretch, her veracity will not once be found
impeachable, although her calamities were: so heavy,
the horrid man’s wiles so subtle, and hcr struggles
to free herself from them so active.

Her charity was so great, that she always chose to
defend or acquit where the fault was not so flagrant,
that it became a piece of justice to condemn it:
and was always an advocate for an absent person,
whose discretion was called in question, without
having given manifest proofs of indiscretion.

Once I remember, in a large circle of ladies
every one of which [I among the rest] having cen-
sured a geoerally reported indiscretion in a young
lady—Come, my Miss Howe, said she, [for we had
agreed to take each other to task when either thonght
the other gave occasion for it ; and when, by blam-
ing each other, we intended a general reprehension,
which, as she used to say, it would appear arrogant
or assuming to level more properly] let me be Miss
Fanny Darlington. Then removing out of the cir-
cle, and standing up,—Here I stand, unworthy of a
seat with the rest of the company, till I have cleared
myself. And now, suppose me to be her, let me
hear your charge, and do you hear what the poor
culprit can say to it in her own defence.  Aund then
answering the conjectural and unproved circumstances
by circumstances as fuirly to be supposed fuvourable,
she brought off’ triumphantly the censured lady ;
and so much to every one’s satisfaction, that she was
led to her chair, and voted a double rank in the
circle,—as the re-instated Miss Fanny Darlington,
and as Miss Clarissa Harlowe.

Very few persons, she used to say, would be con.-
demned, or even accused, in the circles of ladies,
were they present: it is generous, therefore, nay,
it is but just, said she, to take the part of the abseut,
if not flagrantly culpable. ™~
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But though wisdom was her birthright, as 1 may
say, yet she had not lived years enough to pretend
to so much experience, as to exempt her from the ne-
cessity of sometimes altering her opinion both of
persons and things: but, when she found herself
obliged to do this, she took care, that the particular
instance of mistaken worthiness in the person should
not narrow or contract her almost universal charity
into gencral doubt or jealousy. An instance of what
I mean, occurs to my memory.

Being upbraided, by a severe censurer, with a
persow’s proving base, whom she had frequently
defended, and by whose baseness my beloved friend
was a sufferer ; ¢ You, madam, said she,  had more
¢ penetration than such a young creature as I can
pretend to have.  But although human depravity
may, I doubt, oftener justify those who judge harshly,
than human rectitude can those who judge favoura-
bly, yet will I not part with my charity. Never-
theless, for the future, I will endeavour, in cases
where the judgment of my elders is against me, to
make mine consistent with caution and prudence.’

Indeed, when she was convinced of any error or
mistake, (however seemingly derogatory to her judg-
mentand sagacity) no one was ever so acknowledg-
ing, so ingenuous as she.  * It was a merit,” she used
to say, “ next in degree to that of having avoided
error, frankly to own an error. And that the offer-
ing at an excuse ina blamable manner, was the un-
doubted mark of a disingenuous, if not of a perverse
mind.’

But 1 ought to add, on this head, [of her great
charity where character was concerned, and where
there was room for charity] that she was always
deservedly severe in her reprehensions of a wilful
and studied vileness. How conld she then forgive
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the wretch by whose premeditated villany she was
entangled ?

You must every where insist upon it, that had it
not been for the stupid persecutions of her relations,
she never would have been in the power of that hor-
rid Lovelace. And yet, on several occasions, she
acknowledged frankly, that were person, and address,
and alliance, to be allowably the principal attractives
in the choice of a lover, it would not have bcen
difficult for her eye to mislead her heart.

When she was last with me (three happy weeks
together!) in every visit the wretch made her, he
leﬁ her more dissatisfied with him than in the former.
And yet his behaviour before her was too specious,
to have been very exceptionable to a woman who
had a less share of that charming delicacy, and of
that penctration, which so much distinguished her.

In obedience to the commands of her gloomy fa-
ther, on his allowing her to be my guest, for that
last time, [as it most unhappily proved!] she never
would see him ont of my company; and would
often say, when he was gone, O my Nancy ! this
is not THE man.’— At other times, ¢ Gay, giddy crea-
ture! he has always something to be forgiven for !’
—At others, *This man will murh sooner excite
one’s fears, than attract one’slove.” And then would
she repeat, * This is not Tue man. All ‘that the
world says of him cannot be untrue. But what
title have I to call him to account, who intend not
to have him :

In short, had she been left toa judgment and dis-
cretion which nobody ever questioncd who had
cither, she would soon have discovered enongh of
him to cause her to discard him for ever.,

She was an admirable mistress of all the graces
of elocution. The hand she wrote, for the neat aud



CLARISSA HARLOWE. 313

free cut of her letters, (like her mind, solid and

above all flourisk) for its fairness, evenness, and swift-

ness, distinguished her us much as the correctness

of her orthography, and even punctuation, from

the generality of her own sex; and left her none

zmong the most accurate of the other, who excelled
er.

And here you may, if you please, take occasion
to throw in one hint for the benefit of such of our
sex as are too careless in their orthography [a con-
sciousness of a defict which generally kecps them
from writing]—she was used to say, ¢ It was a proof
that a woman understood the dernvation as well ag
sense of the words she used, and that she stopt not
it sound, when she spelt accurately.’

On this head you may take notice, that it was al-
ways matter of surprise to her, that the sex are
gencrally so averse as they are to writing; since
the pen next to the needle, of all employments, is
the most proper, and best adapted to their geniuses ;
and this as well for improvement, as amusement
¢ Who sees not,” wouid she say, ¢ thut those women
who tuke delight in writing, excel the men in all
the graces of the tamiliar style? The gentleness of
their minds, the delicacy of their sentiments, (im-
proved by the manncer of their education) and the
liveliness of their imaginations, qualify them to a
high degree of preference® for this employment:
while men of learning, as they are called, (that is
to say of mere learning) aiming to get above that
natural case and freedom which distinguish this
(and indeed every other kind of writing) when they
think they have best succeeded, are got above, or
rather bencath, all natural beauty.”

Then, stiffened and starched [let me add] into
dry and indelectable affectation, one sort of these
scholars assume a style as rough as frequently are

VUL, VI EE
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their manners: they spangle over their productions
with metaphors: they rumble into hombast : the sub-
lime, with them, lying in words, and not in sentiment,
they fancy themselves most exalted when least un-
derstood ; and down they sit, fully satisfied with
their own performances, and call them mMAscuLINE.
While a second sort, aiming at wit, that wicked mis-
leader, forfeit all title to judgment. And a third,
sinking into the clussical pits, there poke and scram-
ble about, never seeking to show genius of their
own; all their lives speat in common-place quota-
tion ; fit only to write notes and comments npun other
geople’s texes; all their pride, that they know those

eauties of two thousand years old in another tongue,
which they can only admire, but not émitate, in their
own.

And these, truly, must be learned men, and de-
spisers of our insipid sex!

But I need not mention the exceptions which my
beloved friend always made [and to which I sub-
scribe] in favour of men of sound learning, true
taste, and extensive abilities: nor, in particular, her
respect, even to reverence, for gentlemen of the
cloth : which, I dare say, will appcar in every para-
graph of her letters wherever any of the clergy are
mentioned. Indeed the pious Dr. Lewen, the worthy
Dr. Blome, the ingenious Mr. Arnold, and Mr.
Tompkins, gentlemen whom she names in one
article of her will, as learned divin:s with whom
she held an early correspondence, well deserved her
respect; since to their conversation and corres-
pondence she owed many of her valvable acquire-
m. ..

Nor were the little slights she would now and
then (following, as I must own, my lead) put upon
such mere scholars [and her stupid and pedantic
brother was one of those whogdeserved those slights]
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-as despised not only our sex, but all such as had not
had their opportunities of being acquainted with
the parts of speech, [1 cannot speak low enough of
such] and with the dead languages, owing to that
contempt, which some affect for what they have
uot been able to master; for she had an admirable
facility in learning languages, and read with great
ease both Italian and French. She had begun to
apply herself to Latin; and having such a critical
knowledge of her own tongue, and such a founda-
ticn from the two others, would soon have made
herself an adept in it.

But, notwithstanding all her acquirements, she
was an excellent economist and HousEwiFE. And
tbose qualifications, you must take notice, she was

articularly fond of inculcating upon all her read-
ing and writing companions of the sex: for it was
a maxim with her, * That a woman who neglects
the us¢ful and the elegant, which distinguish ker own
scx, for the sake of obtaining the learning which is
supposed more peculiar to the other, mcurs more
contempt by what she foregoes, than she gains credit
by what she acquires.’

¢ All that a woman can learn,” she used to say,
[expatiating on this maxin] ¢ above the useciul
knowledge proper to her scx, let her learn. This will
show that she is a good housewife of her time, and
that she has not a narrow ar confined genius. Hut
then let her not give up for these, those more neces-
sary, and therefore, not meuner em.loyments, which
will qualify her to be a good mistress of a family, a
good wife, and a good mother : for what can be more
disgraceful to a woman, than either, through negli-
gence of dress, to be found to be a learned slattern;
or, through ignorance of houschold.management, to
be known to be a stranger to domestic economy #’

Then would she instance to me two particular

EEZ
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ladies ; one of which, while she was fond of fiving
her opinion, in the company of her husband, and
of his learned friendas, upon doubttul or difficult
passages in Virgil or Ilorace, knew not how to put
on her clothes with that necessary grace and pro-,
priety, which should preserve to her the love of her
husband, and the respect of every other person:
while the other, affecting to be thought as learncd
as men, could find no better way to assert her pre-
tensious, than by despising her own sex, and by
dismissing that characteristic delicacy, the loss of
which no attainment can supply.

She would have it indecd, sometimes, from the
frequent ill use learned women make of that re-
spectable acquirement, that it was no great matter
whether the sex aimed at any thing but excelling
in the knowledge of the beanties and graces of
their mother-tongue : and once she said, that this
was ficld enough for a woman ; and an ampler was
but endangering her family usefulness. But I, who
think our sex inferior in nothing to the other, but
in want of opportunities, of which the narrow-
minded mortals industriously seck to deprive us,
lest we should surpass them as much in what they
chiefly value themselves upon, as we doin all the
graces of a fine hinagination, could never agree with
herin thet.  And yet I was entirely of her opinion,
that those women who were solicitous 4o obtain that
knowledge or lcarning, which they supposed would
add e their significance in sensible company, and,
in their attainment of it imagined themselves ahove
all domestic usefulness, deservedly incurred the
co_nlt‘empt' which they hardly ever failed to meet
with,

Perhaps you will not think it amiss further to ob-
serve on this head, as it will show that precept and
cxample always went hand iy hand with her, that
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her dairy at her grandfather’s was the delight of
every one who saw it; and she of all who saw her
in it.

Her grandfather, in honour of her dexterity and
of her skill in all the parts of the dairy manage-
ment, as well as of the elegance of the offices allot-
ted for that use, would have his seat, before known
hy the name of the Grove, to be called, the Dairy-
house #*. She had an easy, convenient, and graceful
habit made on purpuse, which she put on when she
employed herself in these works ; aud it was noted
. of her, that in the same hour that she appeared to be

a most elegant dairy-maid, she was, when called to
. a change of dress, the finest lady that ever graced
a circle.

Her grandfather, father, mother, uncles, aunt,
and even her brother and sister, made her frequent
visits there, and were delighted with her silent ease,
and unaffected behaviour in her woiks; for she al-
ways out of modesty chose rather the operative than
the directive part, that she might not discourage the
servant whose proper business it was,

Each was fond of taking a regale from her hands
in her Dairy-house. Her mother and aunt HHervey
generally admired her in silence, that they might
not give uneasiness to her sister; a spiteful, perverse,
unimitating thing, who usually looked upon her all
the time with speechless envy. Now and then, how-
ever, the pouting creature would suffer extorted
and sparing praise to burst open her lips; though
looking at the same time like Saul meditating the
Fointed javelin at the heart of David, the glory of
is kingdom.  And now, methinks, 1 see my angel-
friend (too superior to take notice of her gloom)
courting her acceptance of the milk-white curd,
from hands morc pure than that.

* See Vol. 1. p. 6.
EL3
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Her skill and dextcrity in every branch of family
management seem to be the only excellence of her
innumerable ones, which she owed to her family :
whose narrowness, immensely rich, and immensely
carking, put them upon indulging her in the turn
she took to this part of knowledge; while her elder
sister affected dress without being graceful in it ;
and the fine lady, which she could never be; and
which her sister was without studying for it, or
seeming to know she was so, ,

It was usual with the one sister, when company
was expected, to be half the morning dressing ;
while the other would give directions for the whole
businessand entertainment of the day, and then go
up to her dressing-rcom, and, before she could he
well missed, [having all her things in adnurable order]
come down fit to reccive company, and with all that
graceful ease and tranquillity as it she had had no-
thing else to think of, )

Long after Aer [hours perhaps of previous pre-
paration having pussed] down would come rustling
and bustling the tawdry and awkward Bella, disor-
dering more her native disorderliness at the sight of
her serene sister, by her sullen envy, to see hersell’
80 much surpassed with such little pains, and in a
sixth part of the time.

Yct was this admirable creature mistress of all
these domestic qualifications, without the least inter-
mixture of narrowness. She knew how to distinguish
between frugality, a necessary virtue, and niggard-
liness, an odious vice: and nsed to say, ¢ That to
define generosity, it must be called, the happy me-
diwn betwixt parsimony and protusion.’ .

She was the most gracelul reader I ever knew.
She added by her melodious voice, graces to those
she found in the parts of books she read out tv her
friends; and gave grace and gigiificance to others
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where they were not.  She had no tone, no whine,
ler accent was always admirably placed. The
emphasis she always forcibly laid, as the subject
required. No buskin elevation, no tragedy powp,
could mislead her; and yet poctry was poetry in-
deed, when she read it.

But il her voice was melodious when she read, it
was all harmouy when she surg. And the delight
she gave bg' that, and by her skill and great com-
pass, was heightened by the case and graccfulness
of her air and maunncr, and by the alucrity with
which she obliged.

Nevertheless, she generally chose rather to hear
others sing or play, than either to play or sing her-
scif.

She delighted to give praise where deserved: yet
she always bestowed it in such a manner, as gave
not the least suspicion that she laid out for a return
of it to herself, though so universally allowed to be
her due. '

She had a talent of saying uncommon things in
such an easy manner, that every body thought they
could have said the same; and which yet required
both genius and observation to say them.

Even severe things appeared gentle though they
lost not their force, from the sweetness of her air
and utterance, and the apparent benevolence of her
purpose. .

We form the truest judgmeat of persons, by their
behaviour on the most familiar occasions. 1 will
give an instance or two of the correction she favour-
ed me with on such a one, ,

When very young, 1 was guilty of the fault of
those who waut to be courted to sing. She cured
me of it, at the first of onr happy intimacy, by her
own cxample; and by the following correctives,
occasionally, yet privately enforced. -
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¢ Well, my dear, shall we take you at your word?
Shall we sup.pose that you sing but indifferently ?
Is not, however, the act of obliging (the company
so worthy !) preferable to the talent of singing ? And
shall not young ladies ¢ndeavour to make up for
their defects in one part of education, by their ex-
cellence in another ?

Again, * You must convince us, by attempting to
sing, that you cannot sing; and then we will rid
you, not only of present, but of future importunity.’
—An indulgence, however, let me add, that but
tolerable singers do not always wish to meet with.

Again, ¢ I know you will favour us by and by ;
and what do you by your excuses, but raise our
expectations, and enhance your own difficulties ¢’

At another time, ‘ Ilas not this accomplishment
been a part of your education, my Nancy? How
then, for your own honour, can we allow of your
excuses?’

And I once pleading a cold, the usval pretence of
those who love to be entreated—* Sing, however,
my dear, as well as you can. The greater the diffi-
culty to you, the higher the compliment to the com-
pany. Do you think you are among those who
know not how to make allowances? You skould
sing, my love, lest there should be any body pre-
sent who may think your excuses owing to affecta-
tion.’

. At another time, when I had ¢ruly observed, that
a young lady present sung better than I'; aud that
therefore I chose not to sing before that lady—
¢ Fie, said she, (drawing me on one side) * is not this
pride, my Nancy? Does it not look as if youy
principal motive to oblige, was to obtain applause
A generous mind will not scruple to give advantage
to a person of merit, though not always to her own
advantage. And yet she wilk-have a high merit
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doing that. Supposing this excelling person ahsent,
who, my dear, if your example spread, shall sing
after you? You know every one else must be but as
a foil to you. Indeed I wmust have you as much
superior to other ladies in these smaller poiuts, as
you are in greater” So she was pleased to say to
shame me,

She was as much above reserve as disguise. So
communicative, that no young lady could be in her
company half an hour, and not carry away instruc-
uon with her, whatever was the topic, Yet all
sweetly insinuated ; nothing given with the air of
prescription : so that while she seemed to ask a
question for information sake, she dropt in the need-
tul instruction, and left the instructed unable to
decide, whether the thought (which being started,
she, the instructed, could improve) came primarily
from herself, or fiom the swcet instructress.

She had a pretty hand at drawing, which she
obtained with a very little instruction. Her time
was too much taken up, to allow, though to so finc
an art, the attention which was necessary to make
her greatly excel in it: and she used to say, “ That
she was afraid of aiming at too many things, for fear
she should not be tolerable at any thing.’

For her years and her opportunities, she was an
extraordinary judge of painting. In this, as in
every thing else, nature was her art, her art was
nature. She even prettily performed in it. Her
grandfather, for this reason, bequeathed to her all
the family pictures. Charming was her fancy :
alike sweet and casy was every togch of her pencil
and her pen. Yet her judgment exceeded her per-
formance. She did not practise enough to excel in
the executive part. She could not in every thing
excel.  But, upon the whole, she knew what every
snbject required according to the nature of it: in
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zther words, was an absolute mistress of the should-
e.

To give a familiar instance for the sake of youn
ladies : she (untaught) observed when but a chil
that the sun, moon, and stars, never appeared at
once; and were therefore never to be in one piece:
that bears, tigers, lions, were not natives of an Eng-
lish climate, and should not therefore have place
in an English landscape: that these ravagers of the
forest consorted not with lambs, kids, or fawns: nor
kites, hawks, and vultures, with doves, partridges,
and pheasants.

Anud, alas! she knew, before she was nineteen
years of age, by fatal experience she knew! that
all these beasts and birds of prey, were outdone in
treacherous cruelty by MAN! Vile, barbarous,
ploting, destructive man! who, infinitely less ex-
cusable than those, destroys through wantonncss
and sport, what those only «fest‘roy through hunger
and necessity ! -

The mere pretenders to those branches of science
which she aimed at acquiring, she knew how to
detect; and all from nature. Propriety, another
word for nature, was (as I have hinted) her law, as
it is the foundation of all true judgment. But never-
theless, she was always uneasy, it what she said ex-
posed those pretenders to knowledge, even in their
absence, to the ridicule of lively spirits,

Let the modern ladies, who bave not any one of
her excellent qualities; whose whole time, in the
short days they generally make, and in the .nverted
night and day, where they make them longer, is
wholly spent in dress, visits, cards, plays, operas,
and musical entertainments, wonder at what 1 have
written, and shall further write ; and let them lock
upon it as an incredible thing, that when, at a ma-
ture age, they cannot boast ofte of her perfections,
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there should have been a lady so young, who had
80 many.

These must be such as know not how she em-
ployed her time ; and cannot form the least idea of
whatmay be doue in those hours, in which they lie
awelopedy with the shades of death, as she used to call
sleep.

B':xt before I come to mention the distribution she
usually made of her time, let me say a few words
upon another subject, in which she excelled all the
young ladies I ever knew.

This was her skill in almost all sorts of fine needle-
works : of which, however, I shall say the less,
since possibly you will find it mentioned in some of
the letters.

That piece which she bequeaths to her cousin
Morden, is indeed a capital piece ; a performance
so admirable, that that gentleman’s father, who re-
sided chiefly abroad, (was, as is mentioned in her
will,) very desirous to obtain it, in order to carry
it to Italy with him, to show the curious of other
countries, (as he used to say) for the honour of his
ouwn, that the cloistered confinement was not neces-
sary to make Euglish women excel in any of those
fine arts upon which nuns and recluses value them-
selves.

Her quickness at these sorts of works was astonish-
ing; and a great encouragement to herself to pio-
secute them.

Mr. Morden’s father would have becn continually
making her presents would she have permitted him
to do so: and he used to call them, and so did her
grandfather, tributes due to a merit so sovereign,
and not presents.

As to her diversions, the accom;lishments and
acquirements she was mistress of, will show what
they must have been. She was far from being
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fond of cards, the fashionable foible of modern.
ladies : nor, as will be easily perceived from what
1 have said, and more from what I shall further say,
had she much time for play. She never thercfore
promoted their being called for ; and often insensi-
bly diverted the company from them, by starting
some entertaining subject, when she could do 1t
without incurring the imputation of particularity.

Indeed very few of her intimates would propose
cards, if they could engage her to read, to talk, to
touch the keys, or to sing, when any new book, or
new piece of music, came down. But when com-
pany was so numerous, that conversation could not
take that agreeable turn which it oftenest does
among four or five friends of like years and inclina-
tions, und it became in a marner necessary to detach
off some of it, to make the rest better company,
she would not refuse to play, if, upon casting-in, it
fell to her lot.  And then she shiowed, that her dis-
rclish 1o cards was the effect of choice only; and
that she was an easy mistress of every genteel game
played with them. But then she always declared
against playing high. ¢ Except for trifles,” she used
to say, ‘ she would not submit to chance what she was
already sure of.’ .

At other times, ¢ She would make her fricnds a
very ill compliment,” she said, “if she supposcd
they wonld wish to be possessed of what of right be-
langed to her; and she should be very unworthy, if
the desired to make herselfa title to what wastheirs.”
"+ High gaming, in short,’ she used to say, ¢ was
a sordid vice; an immorality ; the child of avarice;
and a direct breach of that commandment, which
forbids us to covert what is our neighbour’s.’

She was exceedingly charitable; the only one of
her family that knew the meaning of the word:
and this with regard both to tite souls and the bodies
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of those who were the well-chosen objects of her
" benevolence. She kept a list of these, whom she
used to call Aer poor, entering one upon it as another
was provided for, by death or any other way : but
always madec a reserve, nevertheless, for unforeseen
cases, and for accidental distresses. And it must be
owned, that in the prudent distribution of them,
she had neither example nor equal.

The aged, the blind, the lame, the widow, the
orphan, the unsuccessful industrious, were particu-
larly the objects of it; and the contributing to the
schooling of somc, to the putting out to trades and
husbandry the children of others of the labouring
or needy poor, and setting them forward at the ex-
piration of theirservitude, were her great delights ;
as was the giving good books to others ; and, when
she had opportunity, the instructing the poorer sort
of her honest neighbours, and father’s tenants, in
the use of them. ¢ That charity,’ she used to say,
¢ which provides for the morals, as well as for the
bodily wants of the poor, gives a double benefit to
the public, as it adds to the number of the Aopeful,
what it takes from that of the profligate. And can
there be, in the eyes of that God, she was wont to
say, who requires nothing so much from us as acts
of beneficence to one another, a charity more
worthy #*

Iler uncle Antony, whea he came to settle in
England, with his vast fortune obtained in the In-
dies, used to say,  This girl by her charities will
bring down a blessing upon us all.” And it must
be owned they trusted pretty much on this pre-
sumption.

But 1 need not say more on this head ; nor per-
haps was it necessary to say so much ; since the
charitable bequests in her will sufficiently set forth
her excellence in this branch of duty.

VOL., VHI. FF
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She was extremely moderate in her diet. ¢ Quan-
tity in food,’ she used to say, ¢ was more to be re-
garded than guality : that a full meal was the great
enemy both to study and industry: that a well-
built l)':ouse required but little repairs.’

By this moderation in her diet, she enjoyed, with
a delicate frame of body, a fine state of health;
was always serene, lively ; cheerful of course. And
I never knew but of one illness she had ; and that
was by a violent cold caught in an open chaise, by
a sudden storm of hail and rain, in a place where
there was no shelter ; and which threw her into a
fever, attended with dangerous symptoms, that no
doubt were lightened by her temperance; bnt
which gave her friends, who then knew her value,
infinite apprehensions for her *.

In all her readings, and in her conversations upon
them, she was fonder of finding beauties than ble-
mishes, and chose to applaud both authors and books,
where she could find the least room for it. Yet she
used to lament, that certain writers of the first class,
who were capable of exalting virtue, and of putting

* In her common-place book she has the following note
upon the recollection of this illness, in the time of her dis-
tress.

¢ In a dangerous illness, with which 1 was visited a few
years before I had the unhappiness to know this ungrateful
man! [would to heaven I had died in it!] my bed was sur
rounded by my dear relations—father, mother, brother, sister,
my two uncles weeping, kneeling round me, then put up their
vows to heaven for my recovery ; and I, fearing that I should
drag down with me to my grave one or other of my sorrowing
friends, wished and prayed to recover for their sakes.—Alas !
how shall parents in such cases know what to wish for! How
happy for them, and for me, had I then been denied to their
prayers! But now am I eased of that care. All those dear
relations are living still—but not one of them (such, as they
think, has been the heinousness of.my error!) but, far from
being grieved, would rejoice to heur of my death.’
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vice out of countenance, too generally employed
themselves in works of émagination only, upon sub-
jects merely speculutive, disinteresting, and unedifying ;
from which no useful moral or example could be
drawn.

But she was a severe censurer of piecesof a light
or éndecent turn, which had a tendency to corrupt
the* morals of youth, to convey polluted images, or
to wound religion, whether in itself, or through the
sides of its professors, and this whoever were the
authors, andp how admirable soever the execution.
She often pitied the celebrated Dr. Swift for so em-
ploying his admirable pen, that a pure eye was
afraid of looking into his works, and a pure ear of
hearing any thing quoted from them. ¢ Such au-
thors,” she used to say, ¢ were not konest to their own
talents, nor grateful to the God who gave them.’
Nor would she, on these occasions, admit their
beautics as a palliation ; on the contrary, she held
it as an aggravation of their crime, that they who
are so capable of mending the heart, should in any
places show a corrupt one in themsclves; which must
weaken the influences of their good works, and
pull down with one haud what they built up with
the other.

All she said, and all she did, was accompanied
with a natural ease and dignity, which sct her above
affectation, or the suspicionsof it ; insomuch that that
degrading fault, so generally imputed to a learned
woman, was never laid to her charge. For, with
all her excellences, she was forwarder to kcar than
speak ; and hence, no doubt, derived no small part
of her improvement.

Although she was well read in the English,
French, and Italian poets, and had read the best
translations of the Latin Classics; yet seldom did
she quote or repeat from them, either in her lctters

FF 2
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or conversation, though exceedingly happy in a
tenacious memory ; principally through modesty,
aund to avoid the imputation of that affectation which
1 have just mentioned.

Mr. Wyerley once said of her, she had such a
fund of knowledge of her own, and made naturally
such fine obscrvations upon persons and things, be-
ing capable by the B [thut was his familiar ex-
pression | of yudging cf the bird, that she had seldom
either ruom or necessity for foreign assistances.

But it was plain from her whole conduct and be-
haviour, that she had not so good an opinion of her-
self, however deserved ; since, whenever she was
urged to give her sentiments on any subject, al-
though all she thought fit to say was clear and in-
teligible, yet she seemed in haste to have done
speaking. Her reason for it, I know, was two-fold :
that she might not lose the benefit of other people’s
sentiments, by engrossing the ‘conversation; and
lest, as were her words, she should be praised into
loguaciousness, and so forfeit the good opinion which
a person always maintains with her friends, who
knows when she has said enough.—It was, finally,
a rule with her, ©to lecave her-hearers wishing her
to say more, rather than to give them cause to show,
by their inattention, an uneasiness that she had said
so much.’—

You are curious to know the particnlar distribu-
tion of her time ; which you suppose will help you
to account for what you own yourself surprised at ;
to wit, how so young a lady could make herself
mistress of so many accomplishments.

I will premise, that she was {rom infancy inured
to rise early in a morning, by an excellent, and,
as I may say, a learncd woman, Mrs. Norton, to
whose care, wisdom, and exnmple, she was beholden
for the groundwork of her taste and acquirements,
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which meeting with such assistances from the divines
1 have named, and with such a genius, made it the
less wonder that she surpassed most of herage and
seX.

Her sex, did Isay? What honour to the otker
does this imply! When one might challenge the
proudest pedant of thern all, to say he has been dis-
cipkned into greater improvement, than she had
made from the mere force of genius and applica-
tion. DBut it is demonstrable to all who know how
to make observations on their acquaintance of both
sexes, arrogant as some are of their superficialities,
that a lady at cighteen, take the world through, is
more prudent and conversable than a man at twenty-
five. I can prove this by nineteen instances out
of twenty in my own knowledge. Yet how do
these poor boasters value themselves upon the ad-
vantages their education gives them ! Who has not
secn some one of them, just come from the univer-
sity, disdainfully smile at a mistaken or ill-pro-
nounced word from a lady, when her sensc has been
clear, and her sentiments just ; and when he could
not himself utter a single sentence fit to be repeat-
ed, but what he had borrowed from the authors he
bad been obliged te study, as a painful exercise to
slow and creeping parts? But how I digress!

This excellent young lady used to say, ¢it was
incredible to think what might be donc by early
wrising, and by long days well filled up.’

It may be addcd, that had she calculated accord-
ing to the practice of foo many, she had actually
lived more years at sixteen, than they had at swenty-
sir. .

- She was of opinion, ¢ that no one could spend
their time properly, who did not live by some rule:
who did not appropriate the hours, as near as might
be, to particular purposes and employments.’

Frd
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In (:onformit_v to this self-set lesson, the usual dis
tribution of the twenty-four hours, when left to her
own choice, was as follows :

For REST she allotted SIX hours only.

She thought herself not so well, and so clear in
her intellects, [so much alive, she used to say] if she
exceeded this proportion, If she slept not, she
chose to rise sooner. And in winter had her fire
laid, and a taper ready burning to light it; not
loving to give trouble to scrvants, ¢ whose harder
work, and later hours of going to bed,’ she used to
say, ‘ required consideration.’

I have blamed her for her greater regard to them,
than to herself. But this was her answer: I have
my choice: who can wish for more ? Why should
T oppress others, to gratify myself? You see what
Jfree-will enables one to do; while imposition would
make a light burden heavy.’

Her first THREE Morning Hours

Were generally passed in her study, and in her
closet-duties : ancr were occasionally augmented by
those she saved from rest: and in these passed her
epistolary amusements.

TWO Hours she generally allotted to Domestic
Management.

These, at different times of the day, as occasions
required ; all the housekeeper’s bills, in ease of her
mother, passing through her hands. For she was
a perfect mistress of the four principal rules of
arithmetic.

FIVE Hours to her Needle, Drawings, Music, &c.

In these she included the assistance and inspection
she gave to her own servants,-and to her sister’s ser-
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vants, in the needleworks required for the family :
for her sister, as I have above hinted, is a MoDERN.
In these she also included Dr. Lewen’s conversa-
tion-visits ; with whom likewise she held a corres-
pondence by letters. That reverend gentleman
delighted himself and her twice or thrice a week,
if his health permitted, with these visits: and she
always preferred his company to any other engage-
ment.

TWO Hours she allotted to her two first Meals.

But if conversation, or the desire of friends, or
the falling in of company or guests, required it to
be otherwise, she never scrupled to oblige; and
would on such occasions borrow, as she called it,
from other distributions. And as she found it very
hard not to excecd in this appropriation, she put
down

ONE Hour more to Dinner-time Conversation,

To be added or substracted, as occasions offered,
or the desire of her friends required: and yet found
it difficult, as she often said, to keep this account
even ; especially if Dr. lewen obliged them with
his company at their table: which, however, he
seldom did ; for, being a valetndinarian, and in a
regimen, he generally made his visits in the after-
noon.

ONE Hour to Visits to the neighbouring Poor ;

To a select number of whom, and to their children,
she used to give brief instructions, and good books:
and as this happened not every day, and seldom
above twice a week, she had two or three hours ata
time to bestow in this benevolent employment.

The remaining FOUR Hours
Were occasionally allotted to supper, to conversa-
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tion, or to reading after supper to the family, This
allotment she called /4er fund, upon which she used
to draw, to satisfy her other debits: and.,in this she
included visits received and returned, shows, spec-
tacles, &c. which, in a country-life, not occurring
every day, she used to think a great allowance, no
less than two days in siz, for amusements only : and
she was wont to say, that it was hard if she could
not steal time out of this fund, for an excursion of
even two or three days in a month.

If it be said, that her relations, or the young
neighbouring ladics, had but little of her time, it
will be considered, that besides these four hours in
the twenty-four, great part of the time she was em-
ployed in her needle-works, she used to converse
as she worked : and it was a custom she had intro-
duced among her acquaintance, that the young
ladies in their visits used frequently, in a neigh-
bourly way, (in the winter evenings especially) to
bring their work with them; and one of half a
dozen of her select acquaintance used by turns to
read to the rest as they were at work.

This was her usual method when at her own com-
mand for séx days in the week.

.

The SEVENTH DAY,

She kept as it ought to be kept: and as some part
of it was frequently employed in works of mercy,
the hour she allotted to visiting the neighbourin
poor was occasionally supplied from this day, an
added to her fund.

But I must observe, that when in.her grandfather’s
lifetime she was three or four weeks at a time his
housekeeper and guest, as also at either of her
uncles, her usunal distribution of time was varied :
but still she had an eye to it as nearly as circum-
stances would admit. -
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When I had the happiness of having her for my
guest, for a fortnight or so, she likewise dispensed
with her rules, in mere indulgence to my foibles,
and idler habits; for I also (though I had the bene-
fit of an example I so much admired) am too much
of a modern. Yet, as to morning risings, I had cor-
rected myself by such a precedent, in the summer-
time; and can witness to the benefit I found by it
in my health ; as also to the many useful things1
was enabled by that means with ease and pleasure
to perform. And in her account-book I have found
this memorandum since her ever-to-be lamented
death;— From such a day to suck @ day, all holidays,
at my dear Miss Howe’s.” At her return : € Account
resumed, suck @ day,’ naming it; and then she pro-
cceded regularly, as before.

Once a week she used to reckon with herself’;
when, if within the 144 hours, contained in the six
days, she had made her account even, she noted it
accordingly : if otherwise, she carricd the debit
to the next week’s account; as thus: debtor to the
article of bencvolent visits, so many hours. And so
of the rest.

But it was always an especial part of her care,
that whether visiting or visited, she showed 1n all
companies an entire ease, satisfaction, and cheerful-
ness, as if she kept no such particular account, and
as if shc did not mmake herself answerable to herself
for her occasional proceedings.

This method, which to others will appear per-
Elexing and unnccessary, her early hours, and custom,

ad made pleasant and easy to her.

And indeed, as I used to tell ber, greatly as I ad-
mired her in all her methods, I could not bring
myself to this, might I have had the world for my
reward.

I had indeed too much impatience in my temper,
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to observe such a regularity in accounting between
me and myself. I satisfied myself in a lump account,
as I may call it, if I had nothing greatly wrong to
reproach myself with, when I looked back on a past
week, as she had taught me to do.

For she used indulgently to say, ‘I do not think
AL I do necessary for another to do: nor even for
myself: but when it is more pleasant for me to keep
such an account, than to lct it alone, why may I
not proceed in my supererogatories ?—Thcre can
be no harm in it. It keeps up my attention to ac-
counts; which one day may be of use to me in
more material instances. Those who will not keep
a strict account, scldom long keep any. I neglect
not morc useful employments for it. And it teaches
me to be covetous of time; the only thing of which
we can be allowably covelous; since we live but
once in this world ; and when gone, are gone from
it for ever.” :

She always reconciled the necessity under which
these interventions, as she called them, laid her, of
now and then breaking into some of her appropria-
tions ; saying, ¢ There was good sense and good
wanners too, in the common lesson, when at Rome,
do as they do at Rome : and that to he easy of per-
suasion, in matters wherc one could oblige without
endangering virtue, or worthy habits, was an apos-
tolical excellency j since, if a person conformed
with a view of making herself an interest in her
friend’s affections, in order to be hceded in greater
points, it was imitating his example, who became all
things to all men, that he might gain some.” Nor is it
to be doubted, had life been spared her, that the
sweetness of her temper, and her cheerful piety,
would have made virtue and religion appear so
lovely, that her example would have had no small
influence upon the minds and manners of those
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who would have had the honour of conversing
with her.

O, Mr. Belford ! I can write no further on this
subject. For, looking into the account-book for
other particulars, I met with a most affecting memo-
randum ; which being written on the extreme edge
of the paper, with a fine pen, and in the dear crea-
ture’s smallest hagd, I saw not before.—This it is;
written, I suppose, at some calamitous period qfter
the day named in it—help me to a curse to blast
the monster who gave occasion for it !

ApruiL 10, The account concluded '—
And with it all my worldly hopes and prospects!!!
* % %

I TaKkE up my pen ; but not to apologize for my
execration.—Once more I pray to God to avenge
me of him !|—Me I say—for mine is the loss—her’s
the gain.

O, sir! You did not, you could not know her, as
I knew her! Never was such an excecllence !—So
warm, yet so cool a friend !~—So much what I wish
to be, but never shall be !—For, alas! my stay, my
adviser, my monitress, my dircctress, is gone! for
ever gone! She honoured me with the title of zAe
sister of her heart: but I was only so in the love I
bore her, (a love beyond a sister’s—infinitely be-
yond ler sister’s!) in the shatred I have to every
mean and sordid action ; and in m{ love of virtue :
for otherwise, [ am of a high and haughty temper,
as | have acknowledged heretofore, and very violent
in my passions.

In short, she was the nearest perfection of any
creature I ever knew. She never preached to me
lessons which she practised not herself. She lived
the life she taught. All humility, meekness, self-
accusing, others acquitting, though the skadow of
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the fault was hardly her’s, the substance theirs, whose
on’IIY honour was their relation to her.

o lose such a friend, such a guide—if ever my
violence was justifiable, it is upon this recollection !
For she only lived to make me sensible of failings,
but not long enough to enable me to conquer them ;
as I was resolved to endeavour to do.

Once more then let me execrate—but now vio-
lence and passion again predominate !—And how
can it be otherwise ! .

But I force myself from the subject, having lost
the purpose for which I resumed my pen.

A. HOWE.

LETTER LXXIIL

MR. LOVELACE TO JOILIN BELFORD, ESQ.
Paris, Oct, 14,

Timor et mine
Scandunt eodem quo dominus; neque
Decedit erala triremi; et
Post equilem sedet atra cura.

In a language so expressive as the English, I hate
the pedantry of tagging or prefacing what I write
with Latin scraps; and ever was a censurer of the
motto-mongers among our weekly and daily scrib-
blers. But these verses of Horace are so applicable
to my case, that, whether on ship-board, whether
in my post-chaise, or in my inn at night, I am not
able to put them out of my head. Dryden once, I
thought, said well in these bouncing lines:

Man makes his fate according to his mind.

The weak, low spirit fortune makes her slave :

But she’s a drudge when hector’d by the brave.

If fate weave common thread, 1I’ll change the doom,
And with new purple weave saobler loom.
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Let fortune cmpty her whole quiver on me,
T have a soul, that, like an ample shield,
Can take in all, and verge enough for more.
Fate was not mine: nor am 1 fate’s——
Souls know to couquerors.

But in the first quoted lines, considering them
closely, there is nothing but blustering absurdity :
in the other, the poet says not truth ; for conscIENCE
is the conquerer of souls: at least it is the con-
queror of mine: and who ever thought it a narrow
one? But this is occasioned partly by poring
over the affecting will, and posthumous letter.
What an army of texts has she drawn up in arra
against me in the latter !—But yet, Jack, do they
not show me, that two or three thousand years ago
there were s wicked fellows as myself *—They ﬁo
—and that’s some consolation.
But the generosity of her mind, displayed in both,
is what stings me most. And the more still, as
it is now out of my power any way in the world to
be even with her.
I ought to have written to you sooner. But I
loitered two days at Calais, for an answer to a letter
I wrote to engage my former travelling valet, De
la Tour; an ingenious, ready fellow, as you have
heard me say. I have engaged him, and he is now
with me. .
I shall make no stay here; but intend for some
of the electoral courts. 'That of Bavaria, I think,
will engage me longest, Perhaps I may step out
of my way (if I can be out of my way any where)
to those of Dresden and Berlin : and it is not im-
ossible that you may have one letter from me at
ienna. And then perhaps 1 may fall down into

Italy by the Tyrol; and so, taking Turin in my way,
VOL. VIIL GG
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return to Paris ; where I hope to see Mowbray and
Tourville : nor do I despair of you.

This a good deal differs from the plan I gave you.
But you may expect to hear from me as [ move;
and whether I shall pursue this route or the other.

I have my former lodgingsin the Rue St. Antoine:
which I shall hold, notwithstanding my tour: so
they will be ready to accommodate any two of you,
if you come hither before my return : and for this
I have conditioned.

I write to Charlotte ; and that is writing to all my
relations at once.

Do thou, Jack, inform me duly of every thing
that passes.—Particularly, how thou proceedest in
thy reformation-scheme : how Mowbray and Tour-
ville go on in my absence : whether thou hast any
chance for a wife [I am the more solicitous on this
head, because thou seemest to think, that thy morti-
fication will not be complete, nor thy reformation
secure, till thou art shackled]: how the Harlowes
proceed in their penitentials: if Miss How be mar-
ried, or near being so: how honest Doleman goes on
with Lis empiric, now he has dismissed his regulars,
or they him; and if any likelihood of his perfect
recovery. Be sure be very minute: for every tri-
fling occurrence relating to those we value, becomes
interesting, when we are at a distance from them.
Finally, prepare thou to piece thy broken thread, if
thou wouldst oblige thy

LOVELACE.
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LETTER LXXIII

NR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, EsQ.

London, Oct. 25.

I writs, to show you that I am incapable of slight-
ing even the minutest requests of an absent and
distant friend. Yet you may believe, that there
cannot be any great alterations in the little time that
you have been out of England, with respect to the
subjects of your inquiry. Nevertheless I will an-
swer to cach, for the rcason above given; and for
the reason you mention, that even trifles and chit-
chat are agreeable from friend to friend, and of
friends, and even of those to whom we give the im-
portance of deeming them our foes.

First, then, as to my reformation-scheme, as you
call it, I hope I go on very well. I wish you had
entered upon the like, and conld say so tov. You
would then find infinitely more peace of mind, than
you are likely cver otherwise to be acquainted with.
When [ look back upon the sweep that has been
made among us in the 1wo or three past ycars, and
forward upon what may still happen, 1 hardly think
myself secure; though of late 1 have been guided
by other lights than those of sense and appetite,
which have hurried so many of our confraternity
into worldly ruin, if not into eternal perdition.

I am very earnest in my wishes to be admitted
into the nuptial state. But I think I ought to pass
some time as a probationary, till by steadiness in my
good resolutions, I can convince some woman, whom
I could love and honour, and whose worthy exam-
ple might confirm my morals, that there is one liber-
tine who had the grace to reform beforc age or dis-
ease put it out of his power to sin on.

GG 2
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The Harlowes continue inconsolable ; and I dare
say will to the end of their lives,

Miss Howe is not yet married ; but I have reason
to think will soon. I have the honour of correspond-
ing with her; and the more I know of her the more
I admire the nobleness of her mind. She must be
conscious that she is superior to half our ser, and to
most of ker own ; which may make her give way to
a temper naturally hasty and impatient : but, if she
meet with condescension in her man, [and whowould
not veil to a superiority so visible, if it be not ex-
acted with arrogance ?i' I dare say she will make an
excellent wife.

As to Doleman, the poor man goes on trying and
hoping with his empiric. I cannot but say, that as
the latter is a sensible and judicious man, and not
rash, opinionative, or over-sanguine, I have great
hopes (little as I think of quacks and nostrum-mon-
gersin general) that he will do him good, if his case
will admit of it. My reasons are, that the man pays
a regular and constant attendance upon him: watches,
with his own eye, every change and new symp-
tom of his patient’s malady : varies his applications
as the indications vary : fetters not himself to rules
laid down by the fathers of theart, who lived many
hundred years ago, when diseases and the causes of
them were different, as the modes of living were
different from what they are now, as well as climates
and accidents : that he is to have his reward, not in
daily fees; but (after the first five guineas for medi-
cines) in proportion as the patient himself shall find
amendment.

As to Mowbray and Tourville, what novelties can
be expected in so short a time, from men who have
not sense enough to strike out or pursue new lights,
either good or bad! Now, especially, that you are
gone, who were the soul of &l enterprise, and in
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articular tkeir soul. Besides, [ see them but seldom.

suppose they’ll be at Paris before you can return
from Germany ; for they cannot live without you:
and you gave them such a specimen of your reco-
vered volatility, in the last evening’s conversation,
as equally dchighted ¢hem, and concerned me.

I wish, with all my heart, that thou wouldst bend
thy course towards the Pyreneans. I should then
(if thou writcst to thy cousin Montague an account
of what is most obscrvable in thy tour) put in for a
copy of thy letters. T wonder thou wilt not ; since
tll:en thy subjects would be as new to thyself, as to
t

y BELFORD.

LETTER LXXIV,
MR. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, EsQ.

Paris, Oct. 16—21.

1 roLLow my last of the 14th, on occasion of a letter
just now come to hand from Joseph Leman. The
fellow is conscience-ridden, Jack; and tells me,
¢ that he cannot rest either day or night for the mis-
chiefs which he fears he has been, and may still fur-
ther be, the means of doing.’ He wishes, if it
please God, and if it please me, that he had never
seenmy honour’s face.”

And what is the cause of his present concern, as
to his own particular? 'What, but ¢ the slights and
contempts which he receives from every one of the
Harlowes ; from those particularly, he says, whom
he has endeavoured to serve as faithfully as his en-
gagements to me would let him serve them! And I
always made him believe, he tells me, (poor weak
soul as he was from his cradle ') that serving me, was

GG 3
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serving both, in the long-run. But this, and the
death of his dear young lady, is a grief, hc declares,
that he shall never claw of, were he to live to the
age of Matthew-Salem : althof, and howsomever, he is
sure, that he shall not live @ month to an end; being
strangely pined, and his stomach nothing like what
it was : and Mrs. Betty being also (now she kas got
his love) very cross and slighting: but, thank his
God for punishing her! sheis in a poor way kersell.

¢ But the chief occasion of troubling my honour
now, is not his own griefs only, altkof they are very
great ; but to prevent further mischiefs to me: for
he can assure me, that Colonel Morden has set out
from them all with a full resolution to kave his will
of me : and he is well assured, that he said, and swore
to it, as how he was resolved that hc would either
have my honour’s heart’s-blood, or I should have
his ; or some such-like sad threatenings : and that all
the family rejoice in it, and hope Ishall come skore
home.’

This is the substance of Joseph’s letter, and I have
one from Mowbray, which has a hint to the same
cffect. And I recollect now, that you were very
importunate with me to go to Madrid, rather than
to France and Italy, the last evening we passed to-
gether.
= What I desire of you, is, by the first dispatch, to
}et t:;e faithfully know all that you know on this
head.

I can’t bear to be threatened, Jack. Nor shall
any man, unquestioned, give himself airs in my ab-
sence, if I.know it, that shall make me look mean
in any hody’s eyes: that shall give my friends pain
for me: that shall put them upon wishing me to
change my intentions, or my plan, to avoid him.
Upon such despicable terms as these, think you that
I could bear to live ? -
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But why, if such were his purpose, did he not let
me know it before I left England ? Was he unable
to work himself up to a resolution, till he knew me
to be out of the kingdom?

As soon as I can inform myself where to direct to
him, I will write to know his purpose: for I cannot
bear suspense in such a case as this: that solemn
act, were it even to be marriage or hanging, which
must be done to-morrow, I had rather should be
done to-day. My mind tires and sickens with im-
patience on ruminating upon scenes that can neither
afford variety nor certuinty. Todwell twenty days
in expectation of an event that may be decided in a
quarter of an hour, is grievous,

If he come to Paris, although I should be on my
tour, he will very easily find out my lodgings : for I
every day see some or other of my countrymen, and
divers of them have I entertained kere. I go fre-
quently to the opera and to the play, and appear at
court, and at all public places. And, on my quitting
this city, will leave a direction whither my letters
from England, or elsewhere, shall from time to time
be forwarded.

Were I sure, that his intention is what Joseph Le-
man tells me it is, I would stay here, or shorten his
course to me, let him be where he would,

I cannot get off my regrets on account of this dear

lady for the blood of me. 1F the colonel and I are
to meet, as he has done me no injury, and loves the
memory of his cousin, we shall engage with the
same sentiments, as to the object of our dispute ; and
that, you know, is no very common case.
_ In short,I am as much convinced that I have done
wrong, as he can be; and regret it as much. ButI
will not bear to be threatened by any man in the
world, however conscious I may be of having de-
served blame,
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Adieu, Belford! Be sincere with me. No pallia-
tion, as thou valuest thy

LOVELACE.

LETTER LXXV.
MR. BELFORD TO ROBERT LOVELACE, ESQ.

London, Oct. 26.

I cawnor think, my dear Lovelace, that Colonel
Morden haseither threatened you inthosc gross terms
mentioned by the vile, hypocritical, and ignorant
Joseph Leman, or intends to follow you. They are
the words of pcople of that fellow’s class; and not
of a gentleman : not of Colonel Morden, I am sure.
You’ll observe, that Joseph pretends not to say that
he heard him speak them.

I have been very solicitous to sound the colonel,
for your sake, and for his own, and for thc sake of
the injunctions of the excellent lady to me, as well
as to him, on that subject. He is (and you will not
wonder that he should be) extremely affected ; and
owns that he has expressed himself in terms of re-
sentment on the occasion. Once he said to me, that
had his beloved cousin’s case been that of a common
seduction, her own credulity or weakness contribut-
ing to her fall; he could have forgiven you. But,
-in’so many words, he assured me, that he had not
taken any resolutions; nor had he declared himself
to the family in such a way as should bind him to
resent: on the contrary, he has owned, that his cou-
sin’s injunctions have hitherto had the force upon
him which I could wish they should have.

He went abroad in a week after you. When he
took his leave of me, he told me, that his design was
to go to Florence ; and that he would settle his af-
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fairs there ; and then return to England, and here
pass the remainder of his days.

I was indeed apprehensive, that if you and he
were to meet, something unhappy might fall out:
and as I knew that you proposed to take Italy, and
very likely Florence, in your return to France, I was
very solicitous to prevail upon you to take the court
of Spain into your plan. I am stillso. And if you
are not to be prevailed upon to do that, lct me in-
treat you to avoid Florence or Leghorn in your re-
turn, since you have visited both heretofore. At
least, let not the proposal of a meeting come from

ou.

It would be matter of serious reflection to me, if
the very fellow, this Josepk Leman, who gave you
such an opportunity to turn all the artillery of his
masters against themselves, and to play them upon
one another, to favour your plotting purposes, should
be the instrument, in the devil’s hand, (unwittingly
too) to avenge them all upon you : for should you
even get the better of the colonel, would the mischief
end there ?—It would but add remorse to your pre-
sent remorse ; since the interview must end in death ;
for he would not, I am confident, take his life at
your hand. The Harlowes would, moreover, pro-
secute you in a legal way. You hate them ; and
they would be gainers by kis death: rejoicers in
yours—and have you not'done mischief enough
already ?

Let me therefore (and through me all your friends)
have the satisfaction to hear, that you are resolved
to avoid this gentleman. Time will subdue all things.
Nobody doubts your bravery. Nor will it be known,
that your plan is changed through pcrsuasion.

Young Harlowe talks of cailing you to account.
This is a plain evidence, that Mr. Morden has not
taken the quarrel upon himself for their family.
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I am in no apprehension of any body but Colonel
Morden. I know it will not be a means to prevail
upon you to oblige me, if I say, that I am well as-
sured, that this gentleman isa skilful swordsman ;
and that he isas cool and sedate as skilful. But yet
I'will add, that if I had a value for my life, he should
be the last man, except yourself, with whom I would
cheose to have a contention.

I have, as you required, been very candid and
sincere with you. I have not aimed at palliation.
If you seek not Colonel Morden, it is my opinion he
wiﬁ not scek you: for he is a man of principle.
But if you seek him, I believe he will not shun you.

Let me re-urge, [it is the effect of my love for
you !] that you know your own guilt in this athiir,
and should not be again an aggressor. It would be
a pity, that so brave a2 man as the colonel should
drop, were you and he to meet :. and, on the other
hand, it would be dreadful, that you should be sent
to your account unprepared for it, and pursuing a
fresh violence. Moreover, seest thou not, in the
deaths of two of thy principal agents, the hand-writ-
ing upon the wall against thee.

My zeal on this occasion may make me guilty of
repetitior. Indeed I know not how to quit the sub-
ject. But if what I have written, added to your
own remorse and consciousness, cannot prevail, all
that I might further urge would be ineffectual.

Adieu, therefore ! Mayst thou repent of the past!
and may no new violences add to thy heavy reflec-
tions, and overwhelm thy future hopes! are the
wishes of

Thy true friend,
JOHN BELFORD.
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LETTER LXXVI.
MR. LOVELACE TO JOHN EELFORD, ESQ.

Munich, Nov. 11—22,
I REGEIVED your’s this moment, just as I was setting
out for Vienna.

As to going to Madrid, or one single step out of
the way to avoid Colonel Morden, let me perish if I
do ?—You cannot think me so mean a wretch.

And so you own, that he has threatened me ; bat
not in gross and ungentlemanly terms, you say. If
he has threatened me like a gentleman, I will resent
his threats like a gentleman. But he has not done
as a man of honour, if he has threatened at all
behind my back. I would scorn to threaten any
man to whom I knew how to address myself, either
personally, or by pen and ink.

As to what you mention of my guilt ; of the hand-
writing on the wall; of a legal prosecution, if he
meet his fate from my hand; of his skill, coolness,
courage, and such-like poltroon stuff; what can you
mean by it? Surely you cannot believe, that sach
insinuations as those will weaken either my hands or
my heart.—No more of this sort of nonsense, I be-
seech you, in any of your future letters.

- He had not taken any resolutions, you day, when
you saw him. He must and will take resolutions, one
way or other, very quickly ; for I wrete to him yes-
terday without waiting for this your answer to m
last. I could not avoid it. I could not (as I told
ou in that) live in suspense. I have directed m
?;tter to Florence. Nor could I suffer my friends
to live in suspense as to my safety. But I have
couched it in such moderate terms, that he has fairl
his option. He will be the challenger, if he take 1t
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in the sense in which he may so handsomely avoid
taking it. And if he does, it will demonstrate, that
malice and revenge were the predominant passions
with him ; and that he was determined but to settle
his affairs, and then take his resolutions, as you phrase
it.—Yet, if we are to meet, [for I know what my op-
tion would be, in Ais case, on such a leiter, complai-
sant as it is] I wish ke had a worse, I a better
cause. It would be a sweet revenge to him, were I
to fall by his hand. But what should I be the bet-
ter for killing him ?
I will inclose the copy of the letter I sent him.

* * *

ON re-perusing yours in a cooler moment, I can-
not but thank you for your friendly love, and good
intentions. My value for you, from the first hour
of our acquaintance till now, I have never found
misplaced ; regarding at least your éintention: thou
must, however, own a good deal of blunder of the
over-do and under-do kind, with respect to the part
thou actedst between me and the beloved of my heat.
But thou art really an honest fellow, and a sincere
and warm friend. I could almost wish I had not
written to Florence till I had received thy letter now
before me. But it is gone. Let it go. If he wish
peace, and to avoid violence, he will have a fair op-

ortunity to embrace the one, and shun the other.—
f not—he must take his fate.
But be this as it may, you may contrive to let
oung Harlowe know, [he is a menacer, too!] that
Ysha | be in England in March next, at furthest.

This of Bavaria is a gallant and polite court. Ne-
vertheless, being uncertain whether my letter may
meet with the colonel at Florence, I shall quit it,
and set out, as I intended, for Vienna; taking care
to have any letter or message frém him conveyed to
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me there: which will soon bring me back hither,
or to any other place to which I shall be invited.
As I write to Charlotte I have nothing more to
add, after compliments to all friends, than that I am
Wholly yours,
LOVELACE.

AN

MR. LOVELACE TO WILLIAM MORDEN, ESQ.
[Inclosed in the above.]

SIR, Munich, Nov. 10—2,

I navE heard with a great deal of surprise, that you
have thought fit to throw out some menacing ex-
Ppressions against me.

Ishould have been very glad, that you had thought
I had punishment enough in my own mind, for the
wrongs I have done to the most excellent of women ;
and that it had been possible for two persons so ar-
dently joining in one love (especially as 1 was desir-
ous, to the utmost of my power, to repair those
wrongs) to have lived, if not on amicable terms, in
such a way, as not to put either to the pain of hear-
ing of threatenings thrown out in absence, which
eigxer ought to be despised for, if he had not spirit
to take notice of them.

Now, sir, if what I have heard be owing only to
warmth of temper, or to sudden passion, while the
loss of all other losses, the most deplorable to me,
was recent, I not only excuse, but commend you for
it. Baut if you are really determined to meet me on
any other account, [which, I own to you, is not how-
ever what I wish] it would be very blameable, and
very unworthy of the character I desire to maintain,
as well with you as with every other gentleman, to
give youa di&culty in doing it.

Being uncertain when this letter may meet you,
I shall set out to-morrow for Vienna; where any

YOL. VIIL HH
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letter directed to the post-house in that city, or to
Baron Windisgrat’s, (at the Favorita) towhom I have
commendations, will come to hand.

Meantime, believing you to be a man too gene-
rous to make a wrong construction of what I am go-
ing to declare, and knowing the value which the
dearest of all creatures had for you, and your rela-
tion to her, I will not scruple to assure you, that the
most acceptable return will be, that Colonel Morden
chooses to be upon an amicable, rather than upon
any other footing, with

His sincere admirer, and humble servant,
R. LOVELACE.

LETTER LXXVIL
MR. LOVELACE TO JOIIN LELFORD, EsQ.

Liots, § 5ot 5
1 aM now on my way to Trent, in order to meet
Colonel Morden, in pursuance of his answer to my
letter inclosed in my last. I had been at Presburg,
and had intended to visit some other cities of Hun-
%ary: but having obliged myself to return first to
ienna, I there met with his letter : which follows.

. Nov.21.
SIR, Munich, Dec. 2.

Youn letter was at Florence four days before I ar-
rived there.

That I might not appear unworthy of your favour,
T set out for this city the very next morning, Ikunew
not but that the politeness of this court might have
engaged, beyond his intention, 3 gentleman who has
enly his pleasure to pursue.
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But being disappointed in my hope of finding you
here, it becomes me to acquaint you, that I have such
a desire to stand well in the opinion of a man of your
spirit, that I cannot hesitate a moment upon the
option, which I am sure Mr. Lovelace, in my situ-
ation, (thus called upon) would make.

I own, sir, that I have, on all occasions, spoken of
your treatment of my cver-dear cousin as it de-
served. It would have been very surprising if I had
not. And it behoves me (now you have given me
so noble an opportunity of explaining myself) to
convince you, that no words fell from my lips, of
you, merely because you were absent. I acquaint
you, therefore, that I will attend your appointment ;
and would, were it to the furthest part of the globe.

I shall stay some days at this court; and if you
please to direct for me at M. Klienfurt’s in this city,
whether I remain here or not, your commands will
come safely and speedily to the hands of, sir,

Your most humble servaut,
WM. MORDEN.

So you see, Belford, that the colonel, by his ready,
his even eagerly expressed, acceptance of the offered
interview, was determined. And is it not much bet-
ter to bring such a point as this to an issue, than to
give pain to friends for my safety, or continue in
suspense myself; as I must do, it I imagined that
another had aught against me ?

This was my reply :

Nov. 25.

MIR, Vieana, ;Dec. 6.

I nave this moment the favour of your’s. I will

suspend a tour I was going to take into Hungary,

and instantly set out for Munich: and, ifl find you

not there, will proceed to Trent. This city, being
HH 2
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on the confines of Italy, will be most convenient, as
I presume, to you, in your return to Tuscany; and

I shall hope to meet you in it on 43 of December.
1 shall bring with me only a French valet and an
English footman. Other particulars may be ad-
Jjusted when I have the honour to see you. Till when,

I am, sir,
Yonr most obedient servant,
R. LOVELACE,

Now, Jack, I have no manner of apprehension
of the event of this meeting. And I think I may
say, he seeks me; not I him. And so let him take
the consequence.

‘What is infinitely nearer to my heart is, my in-
gratitude to the most excellent of women—My pre-
meditated ingratitude !'—Yet all the while enabled
to distinguish and adore her excellences, in spite of
the mean opinion of the sex which I had imbibed
from early manhood.

But this lady has asserted the worthiness of her
sex, and most gloriously has she exalted it with me
now. Yet, surely, as I have said and written an
hundred times, there cannot be such another wo-
man.

But as my loss in her departure is the greatest of
any man’s, and as she was nearer to me than to any
other person in the world, and once she hersclf
wished to be so, whatan insolence in any man breath-
ing to pretend to avenge her on me '—Happy ! hap-
py! thrice happy! had I known how to value, as I
oughl': to have valued, the glory of such a prefer-
ence!

I will aggravate to myself this aggravation of the
colonel’s pretending to call me to account for my
treatment of a lady so much mygwn, lest, in the ap-
proaching interview, my heart should relent for one
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so nearly related to her, and who means honour and
justice to her memory ; and I should thereby give
him advantages which otherwise he cannot have.
For I know that I shall be inclined to trust to my
skill, to save a man who was so much and so justly
valued by her ; and shall be loth to give way to my
resentment, as a threatened man. And in this re-
spect only T am sorry for his skill, and his courage,
lest I should be obliged, in my own defence, to add
achalk to a score that is already too long.
* * *

InpEED, indced, Belford, I am, and shall be, to
my latest hour, the most miserable of beings. Such
exalted generosity !—Why didst thou put into my
craving hands the copy of her will ? Why sentest
thou to me the posthumous letter >—W hat though I
was carnest to sce the will? Thou knewest what
they both were [I did not]; and that it would be
cruel to oblige me.

The meeting of twenty Colonel Mordens, were
there twenty to mect in turn, would be nothing to
me, would not give me a moment’s concern, as to
my own safety : but my reflections upon my vile
ingratitude to so superior an excellence will ever
be my curse.

Had she been a Miss Howe to me, and treated me
as if I were an Hickman, I+had had a call for re-
venge; and policy (when I had intended to be an
husband) might have justified my attempts to hum-
ble her. But a meck and gentle temper was her’s,
though a true heroine, whenever honour or virtue
calleg for an exertion of spirit.

- Nothing but my cursed devices stood in the way

of my happiness. Rememberest thou not, how re-

eatedly, from the firs:, I poured cold water upon

er rising flame, by meanly and ungratefully turn-

ing upon her the injunctions, which virgin delicacy,
Hn3
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and filial duty, induced her to lay me under before
1 got her into my power* ?

Did she not tell me, and did I not know 72, if she
had not told me, that she could not be guilty of affec-
tation or tyranmny to the man whom she intended to
marry+? I knew, as she once upbraided me, that
from the time I had got her from her father’s house,
I had a plain path beforemey. True did she say,
and I triumphed in the discovery, that from that
time I had held her soul in suspense a hundred times §.
My ipecacuanha trial alone was enough to convince
an infidel, that she had a mind in which love and
tenderness would have presided, had I permitted the
charming buds to put forth and blow ||.

She would have kad no reserve, as once she told me,
tad I not given her cause of doubt §]. And did she
not own to thee, that once she could have loved me ;
and, could she have made me good, would have made
me happy ** ? O, Belford ! here was love; a love
of the noblest kind! A love, as she hints in her
posthumous letter ++ that extended to the soul : and
which she not only avowed in her dying hours, but
contrived to let me know it after death, in that letter

= See Vol. I1L p. 75. See also Letter xiii. xli. xlii. of that
Volume, and many other places.

+ See Vol. V. p. 201.—It may be observed further, that
all Clarissa’s occasional lectures to Miss Howe, on that young
lady’s treatment of Mr. Hickman, prove, that she was herself
ahove affectation and tyranny.—See more particularly the
advice she gives to that friend of her heart, Letter Ixxiv. of
Vol. VII.— Qmy dear,’ says she in that letter, p. 287, ¢ that
it had been my lot (as I was not permitted to live single) to
have met with a man by whom I could have acted generously
and unreservedly !’ &c. §c.

} Sec Vol. V. p. 140, 184. § Sce Vol. V. p. 208.
| See Vol. IV, Letters xlv. xlvi. ¥ See Vol. V. p. 231.
;" See Letter ix. of this Vol, 1 See p, 220—250, of this

ol
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filled with warnings and exhortations, which had for
their sole end my eternal welfare !

The cursed women, indeed, endeavoured to excite
my vengeance, and my pride, by preaching to me
eternally her doubts, her want of love, and her contempt
of me. And my pride was, at times, too much ex-
cited* by their vile insinuations. But had it even
been as they said ; well might she, who had been
used to be courted and admired by every desiring
eye, and waorshipped by every respectful heart—
well might suck a woman be allowed to draw back,
when she found herself kept in suspense as to the
great question of all, by a designing and intriguing
spirit ; pretending awe and distance, as reasons for
reining-in a fervour, which, if real, cannot be reined
in—Divine creature! her very doubts, her reserves
(so justly doubting) would have been my assurance,
and my glory !—And what other trial needed her
virtue '—What other needed a purity so angelic
{blessed with such a command of her passions in the
bloom of youth) had I not been a villain—and a
wanton, a conceited, a proud fool, as weH as a
villain ?

These reflections, sharpened rather than their
edge by time rebated, accompany me in whatever
1 (ﬁ: and wherever 1 go; and mingle with all my
diversions and amusements. And yet I go into gay
and splendid company. Ihave made new acquaint-
ance in the different courts I have visited. I am
both esteemed and sought after, by persons of rank
and merit. I visit the colleges, the churches, the
palaces. I frequent the theatre: am present at
every public exhibition ; and see all that is worth
seeing, that I had not seen before, in the cabinets of
the curious : am sometimes admitted to the toilette
of an eminent toast, and make one with distinction
at the assemblies of others—yet can think of nothing,
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nor of any body, with delight, but of my Cranissa.
Nor have I seen one woman with advantage to her-
self, but as she resembles, in stature, air, complexion,
voice, or in some feature, that charmer, that only
charmer of my soud.

What greater punishment, than to have these asto-
nishing perfections, which she was mistress of, strike
my remembrance with such force, when I have no-
thing left me, but the remorse of having deprived
myself and the world of such a blessing ? Now and
then, indeed, am I capable of a gleam of comfort,
arising (not ungenerously) from the moral certainty
which I have of her everlasting happiness, in spite
of all the machinations and devices which I set on
foot to ensnarc her virtue, and bring down so pure
a mind to my own level,

For can I be, at worst, [avert that worst,

O thou SurreME, who only canst avert it!]
8o much a wretch, so very far abandon’d,
But that I must, even in the horrid’st gloom,
Reap intervenient joy, at least some respite
From pain and anguish, in Aer bliss—

*  * %

Ir I find myself thus miserable abroad, I will soon
return to England, and follow your example, I think
—turn hermit, or some plaguy thing or other, and
see what a constant ceurse of penitence and mortifi-
cation will do for me. There is no living at this
rate, d—n me if there be !

If any mishap should befal me, you’ll have the
particulars of it from De la Tour. He indeed knows
but little of English: but every modern tongue is
yours. He is a trusty and ingenious fellow : and, if
any thing happen, will have some other papers,
which I have ready sealed up,.for you to transmit
to Lord M. And since thou art so expert and so
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ready at executorships, priythee, Belford, accept of
the office for me, as well as for my Clarissa—CLARIssA
LoveLack let me call her.

By all that’s good, I am bewitched to her memory.
Her very mame, with mine joined to it, ravishes my
soul, and is more delightful to me than the sweetest
music.

Had I carried her [T must still recriminate] toany
other place than that accursed woman’s—for the
potion was her invention and mixture ; and all the
persisted-in violence was at her instigation, and at
that of her wretched daughters, who have now amply
revenged upon me their own ruin, which they lay at my
door—

But this looks so like the confession of a thief at
the gallows, that possibly thou wilt be apt to think
I am intimidated in prospect of theapproaching in-
terview. But far otherwise. On the contrary, most
cheerfully do I go to meet the colonel ; and I would
tear my heart out of my breast with my own
hands, were it capable of fear or concern on that
account.

Thus much only I know, that if I should kill him,
[which I will not do, if I can help it] I shall be far
from being easy in my mind : #hat shall I never more
be. But asthe meeting is evidently of his own seek-
ing, against an option fairly given to the contrary,
and I cannot avoid it, I’ll think of that hereafter. Tt
is but repenting and mortifying for all at once : for
I am as sure of victory, as _{am that I now live, let
him be ever so skilful a swordsman ; since, besides
that I am no unfleshed novice, this is a sport, that,
when provoked to it, I love as well as my food.
And, moreover, I shall be as calm and undisturbed as
the bishop at his prayers: while he, as is evident
by his letter, must be actuated by revenge and
passion.
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Doubt not, therefore, Jack, that I shall give a
good account of this affair. Meantime, I remain,
Yours most affectionately, &c.
LOVELACE.

LETTER LXXVIIL

MR. LOVELACE TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ.

Trent, Dec. 3—14.
To-Morrow is to be the day that will, in all proba-
bility, send either one or two ghosts to attend the
manes of my CLARISSA.

I arrived here yesterday ; and inquiring for an
English gentleman of the name of Morden, soon
found out the colonel’s lodgings. He had been in
town two days ; and left his name at every probable

lace. .
P He was gone to ride out; and I leftmy name, and
where to be found : and in the evening he made me
a visit.

He was plaguy gloomy. That was not I. But
yet he told me, that 1 had acted like a man of true
spirit in my first letter ; and with honour, in giving
him so readily this meeting. Ile wished I had in
other respects; and then we might have seen each
other upon better terms than now we did.

I said, there was no recalling what was passed ;
and that I wished some things had not been done,
as well as he.

To recriminate now, he said, would be as exas-
perating as unavailable. And as I had so cheerfully
given him this opportunity, words should give place
to business.—Your choice, Mr. Lovelace, of time,
of place, of weapon, shall be my choice.

The two latter be yours, Mr, Morden. The time
to-morrow, or next day, as you please.
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Next day, then, Mr. Lovelace ; and we’ll ride out
to-morrow, to fix the place,.

Agreed, sir.

Well; now, Mr. Lovelace, do you choose the
weapon.

I said, I believed we might be upon an equal foot
with the single rapier; but, if he thought other-
wise, I had no objection to a pistol.

I will only say, replied he, that the chances may
be more equal by the sword, because we can neither
of us be to scek in that: and yeu would stand a
worse chance, as I apprehend, with a pistol : and
yet I have brought two, that you may take your
choice of either: for, added he, I never missed a
mark at pistol-distance, since I knew how to hold a

istol.

I told him, that he spoke like himself: that I was
expert enough that way, to embrace it, if he chose
it ; though not so sure of my mark as he pretended
to be. Yet the devil’s in’t, colonel, if I, who have
slit a bullet in two upon a knife’s edge, hit not my
man. So I have no objection to a pistol, if it be
your choice. No man, I'll venture to say, has a
steadicr hand or eye than 1 have.

They may both be of use to you, sir, at the sword,
as well as at the pistol : the sword therefore be the
thing, if you please. .

With all my heart.

We parted with a solemn sort of ceremonious ci-
vility : and this day I called upon bim; and we
rode out together to fix upon the place : and both
being of one mind, and hating to put off’ for the
merrow what could be done to-day, would have de-
cided it then: but De la Tour, and the colonel’s
valet, who attended us, being unavoidably let into
the secret, joined to beg we would have with us a
surgeon from Brixen, whom La Tour had fallen in
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with there, and who had told him he was to ride
next morning to bleed a person in a fever, at a lone
cottage, which by the surgeon’s description was not
far from the place where we then were, if it were
not that very cottage within sight of us.

They undertook so to manage it, that the surgeon
should know nothing of the matter till his assistance
was called in. And La Tour being, as I assured
the colonel, a ready contriving fellow, [whom I or-
dered to obey him as myself, were the chance to be
in kis favour] we both agreed to defer the decision
till to-morrow, and to leave the whole about the
surgeon to the management of our two valets; en-
joining them absolute secresy: and so rode back
again by different ways.

We fixed upon a little lone valley for the spot——
Ten to-morrow morning the time—and single rapier
the word. Yet I repeatedly told him, that I valued
myself so much upon my skill in that weapon, that
T could wish him to choose any other.

He said, it was a gentleman’s weapon ; and he
who understood it not, wanted a qualification that
he ought to-suffer for not having: but that, as to
him, one weapon was as good as another, through-
out all the instruments of offence.

So, Jack, you see I take no advantage of him :
but my devil must deceive me, if he take not his
life or his death at my hands before eleven to-mor-
row morning.

His valet and mine are to be present; but both
strictly enjoined to be impartial and inactive: and,
in return for my civility of the like nature, be com-
manded ks to be assisting to me, if he fell,

We -are to ride thither, and to dismount when at
the place; and his footman and mine are to wait at
an appointed distance, with a chaise to carry off to
the borders of the Venetian territories the survivor,
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if one drop ; or to assist either or both, as occasion
may demand.

And thus, Belford, is the matter settled.

A shower of rain has left me nothing else to do:
and therefore I write this letter ; though I might as
well have deferred it till to-morrow twelve o’clock,
when I doubt not to be able to write again, to assure
you how much I am, N

Yours, &c.
LOVELACE.

LETTER LXXIX,

Translation of a Lelter from j. p. DE LA TODR.
TO JOHN BELFORD, ESQ. NEAR SOHO-SQUARE, LONDON,

SIR, Trent, Dec. 18. N. 8.

I HavE melancholy news to inform you of, by order
of the Chevalier Lovelace. Heshowed me his let-
ter to you before he sealed it; signifying, that he
was to meet the Chevalier Morden on the 15th.
Wherefore, as the occasion of the meeting is so well
known to you, I shall say nothing of it here.

I had taken care to have ready, within a little
distance, a surgeon and his assistant, to whom, under
an oath of secresy, I had revealed the matter
(though I did not own it tos the two gentlemen);
so that they were prepared with bandages, and all
things proper. For well was I acquainted with the
bravery and skill of my chevalier ; and had heard
the character of the other; and knew the animosity
of both. A post-chaise was ready, with each of
their-footmen, at a little distance.

The two chevaliers came exactly at their time:
they were attended by Mousieur Margate (the co-
lonel’s gentleman) and myself. They had given
orders over night, and now repeated them in each

VoL, Vil I
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other’s presence, that we should observe a strict im-
partiality between them : and that if one fell, each
of us should look upon himself, as to any needful
help or retreat, as the servant of the survivor, and
take his commands accordingly.

After a few compliments, both the gentlemen,
with the greatest presence of mind that ever I be-
held in men, stript to their shirts, and drew.

They parried with equal judgment several passes.
My chevalier drew the first blood, making a despe-
rate push, which by a sudden turn of his antagonist,
missed going clear through him, and wounded him
on the fleshy part of the ribs of his right side ; which
part the sword tore out, being on the extremity of
the body : but, before my chevalier could recover
himself, the colonel, in return, pushed him into the
inside of the left arm, near the shonlder: and the
sword (raking his breast as it passed) being followed
by a great effusion of blood, the colonel said, sir, I
believe you have enough.

My chevalier swore by G—d, he was not hurt:
’twas a pin’s point: and so made another pass at
his antagonist ; which he, with a surprising dexte-
rity, received under his arm, and run my dear che-
valier into the body : who immediately fell ; saying,
The luck is yours, sir—O my beloved Clarissa !—
Now art thou—inwardly he spoke three or four
words more. His sword dropt from his hand. Mr.
Morden threw his down, and ran to him, saying in
French— Ah, monsieur! you are a dead man!—
—Call to God for mercy ! .

We gave the signal agreed upon to the footmen ;
and they to the surgeons; who instantly came up.

Colonel Morden, 1 found, was too well used to
the bloody work; for he was as cool as if nothing
extraordinary had happened, asgisting the surgeons
though his own wound bled much. But my deac
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chevalier fainted away two or three times running,
and vomited blood besides.

However, they stopped the bleeding for the pre-
sent; and we helped him into the voiture: and then
the colonel suffered his own wound to be dressed ;
and appeared concerned that my chevalier was be-
tween whiles (when he could speak, and struggle)
extremely outrageous.—Poor gentleman! he had
made quite sure of victory !

The colonel, against the surgeons’ advice, would
mount on horseback to pass into the Venetian terri-
tories ; and generously gave me a purse of gold to
pay the surgeons; desiring me to make a present
to the footman ; and to accept of the remainder, as
a mark of his satisfaction in my conduct, and in my
care and tenderness of my master.

The surgeons told him, that my chevalier could
not live over the day.

When the colonel took leave of him, Mr. Love-
lace said, you have well revenged the dear crea-
ture,

I have, sir, said Mr. Morden: and perhaps shall
be sorry that you called upon me to this work, while
I was balancing whether to obey, or disobey, the
dear angel.

There is a fate in it! replied my chevalier—a
cursed fate !—Or this could* not have been!—But
be ye all witnesses, that 1 have provoked my destiny,
an! acknowledge that I fall by a man of honour.

Sir, said the colonel, with the piety of a con-
fessor, (wringing Mr. Lovelace’s hand) snatch these
few fleeting moments, and commend yourself to

And 50 he rode off.
The voiture proceeded slowly with my chevalier;
yet the motion set both his wounds bleeding afresh;
112
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and i]t was with difficulty they again stopped the
blood.

We brought him alive to the nearest cottage ;
and he gave orders to me to dispatch to you the
packct I herewith send sealed up ; and bid me write
to you the particulars of this most unhappy affair;
and give you thauks, in his name, for all your fa-
vours and friendship to him.

Contrary to all expectation, he lived over the
night : but suffercd much, as well from his impatience
and disuppointment, as from his wounds; for he
seemed very unwilling to die.

He was delirious, at times, in the two last hours ;
and then several times cried out, as if he had seen
some frightful spectre, Take her away ! Take her
away ! bat named nobody. And sometimes praised
some lady (that Clarissa, I suppose, whom he had
invoked when he received his death’s wound) calle
ing her, Sweet excellence! Divine creature! Fair
sufferer '—And once he said, Look down, blessed
spirit, look down!—And there stopt;—his lips,
however, moving.

At nine in the morning, he was seized with con-
vulsions, and fainted away ; and it was a quarter of
an hour before he came out of them.

His few last words I must not oinit, as they show
an ultimate composure ; which may administer some
consolation to his honourable friends.

Blessed—said he, addressing himself no doubt to
heaven ; for his dying eyes were littcd up—a strong
convulsion prevented him for a few moments saying
more—but recovering, he again, with great fervor,
(lifting up his eyes, and his spread hands) pro-
nounced the word blessed! Then in a seeming ejacu-
lation, he spoke inwardly soas not to be understood :
at last he distinctly pronounced these three words,

LET THIS EXPIATE!
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And then, his head sinking on his pillow, he ex-
pired, at about half an hour after ten.

He little thought, poor gentleman! his end so
near : so had given no direction about his body. I
have caused it to be emhowelled, and deposited in a
vault, till I have orders from England.

This is a favour that was procured with difficulty;
and would have been refused, had he not been an
Englishman of rank: a nation with reason respected
in every Austrian government—for he had refused
ghostly attendance, and the sacraments in the ca-
tholic way. May his soul be happy, I pray God !

I have had some trouble also on account of the
manner of his death, from the magistracy here;
who have taken the requisite informations in the
affuir. And it has cost some money. Of which,
and of my dear chevalier’s effects, I will give you a
faithful account in my next. And so, waiting at
this place your commands, I am, sir,

Your most faithful and obedient servant,

F.J.DE LA TOUR.

113
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CONCLUSION.
Supposed to be written by Mr. BELFORD,

WhaaT remains to be mentioned for the satisfaction
of such of the readers as may be presumed to have
interested themselves in the fortunes of those other
principals in the story, who survived Mr. Lovelace,
will be found summarily related as follows:

The news of Mr. LoveLace’s unhappy end was
reccived with as much grief by his own relations,
as it was with exultation by the Harlowe family,
and by Miss Howe. His own family were most to
be pitied, because being sincere admirers of the
inimitable lady, they were greatly grieved for the
injustice done her; and now had the additional
mortification of losing the only male of it, by a
violent death. .

That his fatc was deserved, was still a heightening
of their culamity, as they bad, for that very reason,
and his unpreparedness for it, but too much ground
for apprehension with regard to his future happi-
ness. While the other family, from their unfor-
giving spirit, and even the noble young lady above
meniioned, from her lively resentments, found his
death some little, some temporary alleviation of the
heavy loss they had sustained, principally through
his means.

Temporary alleviation, we repeat, as to the Har-
lowe family ; for Tury were far from being happy
or easy in their reflections upon their own conduct.
—And still the less, as the inconsolable mother rested
not till she had procured, by means of Colonel Mor-
den, large extracts from some of the letters that
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compose this history, which convinced them all,
that the very correspondence which Clarissa, while
with them, renewed with Mr.Lovelace, was renewed
for their sakes, more than for her own: that she had
given him no encouragement contrary to her duty,
and to that prudence for which she was so earﬂ
noted : that had they trusted to a discretion whic
they owned she had never brought into question,
she would have extricated them and herself (as she
once proposed* to her wmother) from all difficulties
as to Lovelace : that she, if any woman ever could,
would have given a glorious instance of a passion
conquered, or at least kept under, by reason, and
by piety; the man being too immoral to be im-
plicitly beloved.

The unhappy parents and unclcs, from the peru-
sal of these extracts, too evidently for their peace,
saw, that it was entirely owing to the avarice, the
ambition, the envy, of her implacable brother and
sister, and to the senseless confederacy entered into
Ly the whole family, to compel her to give her
hand to a man she must despise, or she had not been
a Cranissa, and to their consequent persecution of
her, that she ever thought of quitting her father’s
house: and that even when she first entertained
such a thought, it was with intent, if possible, to
procure for herself a private asylum with Mrs.
Howe, or at some other placc of safety (but not
with Mr. Lovelace, nor with any of the ladies of
his family, though invited by the latter) from whence
she might propose terms which ought to have been
complied with, and which were entirely consistent
with her duty—that though she found herself dis-
appointed of the hoped for refuge and protection,
she intended not, by meeting Mr. Lovelace, to put
herself into his power; all that she aimed at by

* See Vol. I, p. 127.
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taking that step, being to endeavour to pacify so
fierce a spirit, lest he should (as he indeed was de-
termined to do) pay a visit to her friends, which
might have been attended with fatal consequences ;
but was spirited away by him in such a manner,
as made her an object of pity rather than of blame.

These extracts further convinced them all, that
it was to her unaffected regret, that she found, that
marriage was not in her power afterwards for a long
time ; and at last, but on one occasion, when their
unnatural cruelty to her (on a new application she
had made to her aunt Hervey, to procure mercy
and pardon) rendered her incapable of receivin
his proffered hand ; and so obliged her to suspeng
the day; intendinﬁ only to suspend it, till recovered.

They saw with equal abhorrence of Lovelace,
and of their own cruelty, and with the highest ad-
miration of her, that the majesty of her virtue had
awed the most daring spirit in the world, so that he
durst not attempt to carry his base designs into
cxecution, till, by wicked potions, he had made her
senses the previous sacrifice.

But how did they in a manner adore her memory !
How did they recriminate upon each other! when
they found, that she had not only preserved herself
from repeated outrage, by the most glorious and
intrepid behaviour, in defiance, and to the utter
confusion, of all his libertine notions ; but had the
fortitude, constantly, and with a noble disdain, to
reject him.—Whom ?—The man she once could
have loved, kneeling for pardon, and begging to be
permitted to make her the best reparation then in
his power to make her; that is to say, by marriage.
His fortunes high and unbroken. She his prisoner
at the time n a vile house : rejected by all her
friends; upon repeated application to them, for
mercy wd forgiveness, rejected—mercy and for-
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giveness, and a last blessing, afterwards imploring;
and that as much to lighten their future remorses,
as for the comfort of her own pious heart—yet,
though savagely rcfused, on a supposition that she
was not so near her end as was represented, departed,
forgiving and blessing them all.

'thn they recollected, that her posthumous let-
ters, instead of reproaches, were filled with com-
fortings : that she had in her last will, in their own
way, laid obligations upon them all; obligations
which they neither deserved nor expected; as if
she thought to repair the injustice which self-par-
tiality made some of them conclude done to them
by her grandfather in his will,

These intelligences and recollections were perpe-
tual subjects of recrimination to them : heightened
their anguish for the loss of a child who was the
glory of their family ; and not seldom made them
shun each other (at the times they were accustomed
to meet together) that they might avoid the mutual
reproaches of eyes that spoke, when tongues were
silent—their stings alo sharpened by time ! What
~an unhappy family was this! Well might Colonel
Morden, in the words of Juvenal, challenge all
other miserable families to produce such a growing
distress as that of the Harlowes (a few months be-
fore so happy !) was able to produce.

Humani generis mores libi nisse volenti
Sufficit una domus: paucos consume dies, et
Dicere te miserum, postquam illinc veneris, aude.

Mrs. Harvowe lived about two years and an half,
after the lamented death of her CLamissa.

Mr. Hanowe had the additional affliction to
survive his lady about half a year; her death, by
new pointing his former anguish and remorse, has-
tening his own.
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Both, in their last hours comforted themselves,
that they should be restored to their pLessep daugh-
ter, as they always (from the time that they were
acquainted with the above particulars of her story,
and with her happy exit) called her.

They both lived, however, to see their son James,
and their daughter Arabella, married : but not to
take joy in either of their nuptials.

Mr. James Harcowe married a woman of family,
an orphan; and is obliged, at a very great expense,
to support her claim to estates, which were his
Erincipa] inducement to make his addresses to her;

ut which, to this day, he has not recovered ; nor is
likely to recover; having very powerful adver-
saries to contend with, and a title to assert, which
admits of litigation; and he not blessed with so
much patience as is necessary to persons embarrassed
in law. :

What is further observable in regard to him, is
that the match was entirely of his own head, against
the advice of his father, mother, and uncles, who
warned him of marrying in this lady a law-suit for
life. His ungenerous behaviour to his wife, for
what she cannot help, and for what is as much ker
misfortune as his, has occasioned such estrangements
between them (she being a woman of spirit) as,
were his law-suits determined, even more favoura-
bly than probably they will be, must make him
unhappy to the end of his life. He attributes all
his misfortunes, when he opens himself to the few
friends he .has, o his vile and cruel treatment of his
angelic sister. He confesses these misfortunes to be
just without having temper to acquiesce in the ac-
knowledged justice. One month in every year he
puts on mourning, and that month commences with
him on the 7th of September, during which he

-
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shuts himself up from all company. Finally, he is
looked upon, and often calls himself,
THE MOST MISERABLE OF. BEINGS.
AraBeLLa’s fortune became a temptation to a
man of quality to make his addresses to her: his
title an inducement with her to approve of him,
Brothers and sisters, when they are not friends, are
generally the sharpest enemies to each other. He
thought too much was done for her in the settle-
ments. She thought not enough. And for some
years past, they have so heartily hated each other,
that if either know a joy, it is in being told of some
new misfortune or displeasure that happens to the
other. Indeed, before they came to an open rup-
ture, they were continually loading each other, by
way of exonerating themselves (7o the additional
disquiet of the whole family) with the principal guilt
of their implacable behaviour and sordid cruelty to
their admirable sister—May the reports that are
spread of this lady’s further unhappiness from her
lord’s free life ; a fault she justly thought so odious
in Mr. Lovelace (though that would not have been
. an insuperable objection with her to his addresses) ;
and of his public slights and contempt of her, and
even sometimes of his personal abuses, which are
said to be owing to her impatient spirit, and violent
passions; be utterly groundless.—For, what a heart
must that be, which would wish she might be as
great a torment to herself, as she had aimed to be
to her sister? Especially as she regrets to this hour,
and declares that she shall, to the last of her life,
her cruel treatment of that sister; and (as well as
her brother) is but too ready to attribute to ket her
unhappiness. :
Mr. Antaony and Mr. Joun Harwowe are still
[at the writing of this] living : but often declare,
that, with their beloved niece, they lost all the joy
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of their lives: and lament, without reserve, in .all
companies, the unnatural part they were induced
to take agaiunst her.

Mr. SoLmEs is also still living, if a man of his
cast may be said to live; for his general behaviour
and sordid manners are such as justify the aversion
the excellent lady had to him. He has moreover
found his addresses rejected by several women of
far inferior fortunes (great as his own are) to those
of the lady to whom he was encouraged to aspire.

" Mr. Mowsravy and Mr. TourviLLe having lost
the man in whose conversation they so much de-
lighted ; shocked and awakened by the several
unhappy catastrophes before their eyes ; and having
always rather ductile than dictating hearts; took
their friend Belford’s advice: converted the re-
mainder of their fortunes into annuities for life
and retired, the one into Yorkshire, the other into
Nottinghamshire, of which counties they are natives:
their friend Belford managing their concerns for
them, and corresponding with them, and having
more and more hopes every time he sees them
(which is once or twice a year, when they come to
town) that they will become moie and more worthy
of their names and families.

As those sisters in iniquity, SaLLy MarTin and
PorLy Horron, had abilities and education superior
to what crcatures of their cast generally can boast
of ; and as their histories are no where given in the
preceding papers, in which they are frequently
mentioned ; it cannot fail of gratifying the reader’s
curiosity, as,wcll as answering the good ends designed
by the Fubhcation of this work, to give a brief ac-
count of their parentage, and manner of training-
up, preparative to the vile courses they fell into,
and of what became of them,: after the dreadful
exit of the infamous Sinclair.
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SaLLy Marrin was the daughter of a substantial
mercer at the court-end of the town ; to whom her
mother, a grocer’s daughter in the city, brought
a handsome fortune; and both baving a gay turn,
and being fond of the fashions which it was their
business to promote; and which the wives and
daughters of the uppermost tradesmen (especially
in t.gat. quarter of the town) generally affect to fol-
low : it was no wonder that they brought up their
daughter accordingly : nor that she who was a very
sprightly and ready witted girl, and reckoned very
pretty and very gentecl, should every year improve
upon such examples.

She early found hersci® mistress of herself. All
she did was right: all she said was admired. Early,
very early, did she dismiss blushes from her cheek.
She could not blush, because she could not doubt :
and silence, whatever was the subject, was as much
a stranger to her, as diffidence.

She never was left out of any party of pleasure,
after she had passed her ninth year; and, in honouvr
of her prattling vein, was considered as a principal
person in the frequent treats and entertainments
which her parents, fond of luxurious living, gave
with a view to encrease their acquaintance for the
sake of their business; not duly reflecting, that the
part they suffered her to take in what made for their
interest, would probably be a means to quicken the
appetites, and ruin the morals of their daughter, for
whose sake, as an only child, they were solicitous
to obtain wealth. .

The criup so much a woman, what must the wo-
MaN be ?

At fifteen or sixteen, she affected, both in dress
and manners, to ape such of the quality as were
most apish. The richest silks in her father’s shop
were not too rich for her. At all public diversions
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she was the leader, instead of the led, of all her
female kindred and acquaintance, though they were
a third older than herself. She would bustlc herself
into a place, and make room for her more bashful
companions, through the frowns of the first posses-
sors, at a crowded theatre, leaving every one near
her amazed at her self-consequence, wondering she
had no servant to keep place for her; whisperingly
enquiring who she was; and then sitting down
admiring her fortitude.

She officiously made herself of consequence to
the most noted players ; who, as one of their pa-
‘tronesses, applied to her for her interest on their
benefit-nights. She knew the christian, as well as
sur-name of every pretty fellow who frequented
public places; and affected to spcak of them by
the former.

Those who had not obeyed the call her eyes al-
ways made upon all of them for notice at her en-
trance, or before she took her seat, were spoken of
with haughtiness, as, Jacks, or Toms; while her
favourites, with an affectedly endearing familiarity,
and a prettiness of accent, were Jackeys and Tom-
mys; and if they stood very high in her graces,
dear devils, and agreeable toads.

She sat in judgment, and an inexorable judge she
was, upon the actions and conduct of every man
and woman of quality and fashion, as they became
the subjects of conversation. She was deeply learn-
ed in the scandalous chronicle: she made every
character, every praise, and every censure serve to
exalt herself. Ske should scorn to do so or so 'O,
that was ever her way ; and just what she did, or liked
to do; and judging herselt by the vileness of the
most vile of her sex, sat down satisfied with her
own virtue. =

She had her chair to attend her wherever she
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went, and found people among her betters, as her
pride stooped to call some of the most insignificant
people in the world, to encourage her visits.

She was practised in all the arts of the card-table:
a true Spartan girl; and had even courage, occa-
sionally, to wrangle off a detection. Late hours
(turding night into day, and day into night) were
the almost unavoidable consequences of her frequent
play. Her parents pleased themselves that their
Sally had a charming constitution : and as loeng as
she suffered not in her health, they were regargless
of her morals,

The needle she hated: and made the constant
subjects of her ridicule the fine works that used to
employ, and keep out of idleness, luxury, and ex-
travagance, and at kome (werc they to have been
of no other service) the women of the last age,
when there were no Vauxhalls, Ranclaghs, Mary-
bones, and such like places of diversion, to dress out
for, and gad after.

And as to family-management, her parents had
not required any knowledge of that sort from her;
and she considered it as a qualification only neces-
sary for hirelings, and the low-horn, and as utterly
unworthy the attention of a modern fine lady.

Although her father had great business, yet,
living in so high and expenslve a way, he was pre-
vented from giving her a fortune answerable to it.
Neither he nor his wife having set out with any
notion of frugality, could think of retrenching.
Nor did their danghter desire that they should re-
trench. They thought glare or ostentation reputa-
ble. They called it living genteelly. And as they
lifted their heads above their neighbeurs, they sup-
posed their credit concerned to go forward rather
than backward in outward appearances. They flat-
tered themselves, and they flattered their girl, and
' KK 2
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she was entirely of their opinion, that she had charms
and wit enough to attract some man of rank; of
Jortune at least: and yet this daughter of a mercer-
father and grocer-mother could not bear the thoughts
of a creeping cit ; encouraging herself with the few
instances (comparatively few) which she had always
in her head as common ones, of girls much inferior
to herself in station, talents, education, and even
fortune, who had succeeded-—as she doubted not to
succeed. Handsome settlements, and a chariot, that
tempting gewgaw to the vanity of the middling
class of females, were the least that she proposed to
herself. But all this while, neither her parents nor
herselt’ considered, that she had appetites indulged
to struggle with, and a turn of education given her,
as well as a warm constitution, unguarded by sound
principles, and unbenefited by example, which
made ﬁer much better qualified. for a mistress than
a wife. :

Her twentieth year, to her own equal wonder
and regret, passed over her head, and she had not
had one offer that her pride would permit her to
accept. A gitl from fifteen to eighteen, her beauty
then beginning to blossom, will, as a new thing,
attract the eyes of men: but if she make her face
cheap at public places, she will find, that new faces
will draw more attention than fine faces constantly
seen. Policy, therefore, if nothing else were con-
sidered, would induce a young beauty, if she could
tame her vanity, just to show herself, and to be
talked of, and then withdrawing, as if from discre-
tion (and discreet it will be to do so) expect to be
sought after, rather than to be thought to seek for;
only reviving now and then the memory of herself,
at the public places in turn, if she find herself
likely to be furgotten; and ghen she will be new
again. But this observation ought young ladies
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always to have in their heads, that they can hardly
ever expect to gratify their vanity, and at the same
time gain the admiration of men worthy of making
partners for life. They may, in short, have many
admirers at public places, but not one lover.

Sally Martin knew nothing of this doctrine. Her
beauty was in its bloom, and yet she found herself
neglected. ¢ Sally Martin, the mercer’s daughter:
she never fails being here;’ was the answer, and
the accompanying observation, made to every ques-
tioner, who is that lady ?

At last her destiny approached. It was at a
masquerade that she first saw the gay, the hand-
some Lovelace, who was just returned from his
travels. She was immediately struck with his
figure, and with the brilliant things that she heard
fall from his lips as he happened to sit near her.
He, who was not then looking out for a wife, was
taken with Sally’s smartness, and with an air that
at the same time showed her to be e?ua]ly genteel
and self-significant; and signs of approbation
mutually passing, he found no difficulty in acquaint-
ing himself where to visit her next day. And yet
it was some mortification to a person of her self-
consequence, and gay appearance, to submit to be
known by so fine a young gentleman as no more
than a mercer’s daughter. So natural is it fora
girl, brought up as Sally' was, to be occasionally
ashamed of those whose folly had set her above
herself.

But whatever it might be to Sally, it was no dis-
appointment to Mr. Lovelace, to find his mistress of

_no higher degree ; because he hoped to reduce her
soon to the lowest condition that an unhappy wo-
man can fall into.

But when Miss Martin had informed herself, that
her lover was the nephew and presumptive beir of

KK3
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Lord M. she thought him the very man for whom
she had been so long and so impatiently loekin
ont; and for whom it was worth her while to spreag
her toils. And here it may not be amiss to observe,
that it is very probable, that Mr, Lovelace had Sally
Martin in his thoughts, and perhaps two or three
more whose hopes of marriage from him had led
them to their ruin, when he drew the followin
whimsical picture, in a letter to his friend Belford,
not inserted in the preceding collection.

¢ Methinks,” says he, * Tsee a young couple in
courtship, having each a design upon the other:
the girl plays oft’: she is very happz, as she is: she
cannot be happier: she will not change her single
state : the man, I will suppose, is one who does not
confess, that he desires not that she should: she
holds ready a net under her apron; he another
nnder his coat ; each intending to throw it over the
other’s neck ; she over his, when her pride is gra-
tified, and she thinks she can be sure of him; he
over hers, when the watched-for yielding moment
has carried consent oo far—and suppose he happens
to be the more dextrous of the two, and whips his
net over her, before she can cast her’s over him;
how, I would fain know, can she be justly entitled
to cry out upon cruelty, barbarity, deception, sacri-
fices, and all the rest of the exclamatory nonsense,
with which the pretty fools, in such a case, are wont
to din the ears of their conquerors? Is it not just,
thinkest thou, when she makes her appeals to gods
and men, that both gods and men should laugh at
her, and hitting her in the teeth with her own fe-
lonious intentions, bid her sit down patiently under
her deserved disappointment ?*

In short, Sally’s parents, as well as herself, en-
couraged Mr. Lovelace’s visits. They thought they
might trust to a discretion in her which she herse{
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was too wise to doubt. Pride they knew she had.
And that, in these cases, is ofien called discretion.
—Lord help the sex, says Lovelace, if they had not
pride !—Nor did they suspect danger from that
specious air of sincerity, and gentleness of man-
ners, which he could assume or lay aside whenever
he pleased.

The second masquerade, which was no more than
their third meeting abroad, completed her ruin,
from so practised, though so young a deceiver ; and
that before she well knew shc was in danger : for,
having prevailed with her to go off with him about
twelve o’clock to his aunt Forbes’s, a lady of honour
and fortune, to whom he had given reason to ex-
pect her future nicce [the only hint of marriage he
ever gave her], he carried her to the house of the
wicked woman, who bears the name of Sinclair in
these papers: and there, by promises, which she
understood in the favourable scnse (for where a
woman loves, she seldom doubts enough for her own
safety) obtained an easy conquest over a virtue that
was little more than nominal.

He found it not difficult to induce her to proceed
in the guilty commerce, till the effects of it became
too apparent to be hid. Her parents then (in the
first fury of their disappointment, and vexation for
being deprived of all hopes of such a son-in-law)
turned her out of doors.

Her disgrace thus published, she became harden-
ed ; and, protected by her seducer, whose favourite
mistress she then was, she was so incensed against
her parents for an indignity so little suiting with
her pride, and the head they had slways given her,
that she refused to return to them, when repenting
of their passionate treatment of her, they would
have been reconciled to her: and becoming the
favourite daughter of her mother Sinclair, at the
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persuasions of that abandoned woman, she prac-
tised to bring on an abortion, which she effected,
though she was so far gone, that it had like to have
cost her her life. :

Thus unchastity her first crime, murder her next,
her conscience became seared ; and, young as she
was, and fond of her deceiver, soon grew indelicate
enough, having so thorough-paced a school mistress,
to do all she could to promote the pleasures of the
man who had ruined her; scrupling not, with a
spirit truly diabolical, to endeavour to draw in others
to follow her example. And it is hardly to be be-
lieved what mischiefs of this sort she was the means
of effecting ; woman confiding in, and daring wo-
man ; and she a creature of specious appearance
and great art,

A still viler wickedness, if possible, remains to be
told of Sally Martin. .

Her father dying, her mother, in hopes to reclaim
her, as she called it, proposed to her to quit the
house of the infamous Sinclair, and to retire with
her into the countrf, where her disgrace, and her
then wicked way of life, would not be known ; and
there so to live as to save appearances; the only
virtue she had ever taught her, besides that of en-
dcavourin& rather to delude than be deluded.

To this Sally consented ; but with no other inten-
tion, as she often owned (and gloried in it) than to
cheat her mother of the greatest part of her sub-
stance, in revenge for consenting to her being turned
out of doors lopg before, and by way of reprisal for
having persanded her father, as she would have it,
to cut her off, in his last will, from any share in his
fortune.

This unnatural wickedness, in half a year’s time,
she brought about; and then theserpent retired to
her obscene den with her spoils, laughing at what
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she had done; even after it had broken her mo-
ther’s heart, as it did in a few months’ time: -2 se-
vere but just punishment, for the unprincipled edu-
cation she hatf given her.

It ought to be added, that this was an iniquity, of
which neither Mr. Lovelace, nor any of his friends,
could bear to hear her boast; and always checked
her for it, whenever she did; condemning it with
one voice : and it is certain, that this and other in-
stances of her complicated wickedncss, turned early
Lovelace’s heart against her; and, had she not been
subservient to him in his other pursuits, he would
not have endured her : for, speaking of her, he would
say, Let not any one reproach us, Jack ; there is no
wickedness like the wickedness of a woman *.

A bad education was the preparative, it must be
confessed : and for this, Sally Martin had reason to
blame her parents: as they had reason to blame
themselves for what followed : but, had she not
met with a Lovelace, she had avoided a Sinclair ;
and might have gone on atthe common rate of wives
8o educated ; and been the mother of children
turned out to take their chance in the world, as she
was, like so many lumps of soft wax, fit to take an
impression that the first accidents gave them ; nei-
ther happy, nor making happy ; every thing but
useful, and well off, if not extremely miserable.

Pory Horton was the daughter of a gentle-
woman, well descended ; whose husband, a man of
family, and of honour, wasa captain in the guards.

He died when Polly was about nine years of age,
leaving her to the care of her mother, a lively young
lI:\dglrl, about twenty-six ; with a genteel provision for

oth.

Her mother was extremely fond of her Polly ; but

# Ecclus xxv. 19.
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had it not in Aerself to manifest the true, the genuine
fondness of a parent, by a strict and guarded edu-
cation ; dressing out, and visiting, and being visited
by the gay of her own sex, and casting out her eye
abroad, as one very ready to try her fortune again
in the married state.

This produced those airs, and a love for those di-
versions, which make a young widow, of so lively a
turn, the unfittest tutoress in the world, even te her
own daughter.

Mrs. Horton herself having had an early tarn to
music, and that sort of reading, which is but an ear-
lier debauchery for young minds, preparative to
the grosser at riper years; to wit, romances and no-
vels, songs and plays, and those without distinction,
moral or immoral, she indulged her daughter in the
same taste ; and at those hours, when they could not
take part in the more active and lively amusements
and kill-times, as some call them, used to employ
miss to read to her; happy enough in her own ima-
gination, that whilst she was diverting her own ears,
and sometimes, as the piece was, corrupting her own
heart, and her child’s too, she was teaching miss to
read, aud improve her mind ; for it was the boast of
every tea-table half-hour, that Miss Horton, in pro-
priety, accent, and emphastis, surpassed all the young
ladies of her age : and, at other times, compliment-
ing the pleased mother— Bless me, madam, with what
a surprising grace Miss Horton reads '—She enters
nto the very spirit of her subject—this she could have
Jrom nobody but you! An intended praise; but, as
the subjects were, wonld have been a severe satire
in the mouth of an enemy |—While the fond, the
inconsiderate mother, with a delighted air, would
cry, Why I cannot but say, Miss Horton docs credit
to her tutoress ! And then a come hither, my best love !
and, with a kiss of approbation, what a pleasure to
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our dear papa, had he lived to. see improvements,
‘Zny charmer '—Concluding with a smmsfacﬁon ;
her eyes turning round upon the circle, to take in all
the silent applauses of theirs. But little thought the
fond, the foolish mother, what the plant would be,
which was springing up from these seeds! Little
imalgined she, that her own ruin as well as her
child’s was to be the consequence of this fine edu-
cation ; and that, in the same ill-fated hour, the
honour both of mother and daughter was to become
a sacrifice to the intriguing invader.

This the laughing girl, when abandoned to her
evil destiny, and in company with her sister Sally,
and others, each recounting their settings-out, their
progress, and their fall, frequently related to be her
education and manner of training up.

This, and to sec a succession of humble servants
buzzing about a mother, who took too much pride
in addresses of that kind ; what a beginning, what
an example, to a constitution of tinder, so prepared
to receive the spark struck, from the steely fore-
head, and flinty heart, of such a libertine, as at last
it was their fortune to be encountered by !

In short, as miss grew up under the influences of
such a directress, and of books so light and frothy,
with the inflaming additions of music, concerts,
operas, plays, assemblies, balls, and the rest of the
rabble op amusements of a modern life, it is no won-
der, that, like early fruit, she was soon ripened to
the hands of the insidious gatherer.,

At fifteen, she owned, she was ready to fancy her-
self the heroine of every novel, and of every comedy
she read, so well did she enter intothe spirit of her
subject : she glowed to become the object of some
hero’s flame ; and perfectly longed to begin an in-
trigue, and even to be run away with by some enter-
prising lover : yet had ncither confinement nor check.
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to apprehend from her indiscreet mother: which
she - thought absolutely necessary to constitute a
Parthenissa !

Nevertheless, with all these fine modern qualities,
did she complete her nineteenth year, before she
met with any address of consequence : one half of
her admirers being afraid, becanse of her gay turn,
and but middling fortune, to make serious applica-
tions for her favour! while others were kept at dis-
tance, by the superior airs she assumed; and a third
sort, not sufficiently penetrating the foibles either of
mother or daughter, were kept oft’ by the supposed
watchful care of the former. .

But when the man of intrepidity and intrigue was
found, never was heroine so soon subdued, never
goddess so eusily stript of her celestials ! For,at the
opera, a diversion at which neither she nor her mo-
ther ever missed to be present, she beheld the spe-
cious Lovelace ; beheld him invested with all the
airs of heroic insult, resenting a slight affront offered
to his Sally Martin, by two gentlemen who had
known her in her more hopefu?state, one of whom
Mr. Lovelace obliged to sneak away with a broken
head, given with thc pummel of his sword, the other
with a bloody nose ; neither of them well support-
ing that readiness of offence which, it seecms, was a
part of their known characters to be guilty of.

The gallantry of this action drawing every by-
stander on the side of the hero, O the brave man !
cried Polly Horton aloud, to her mother, in a kind
of rapture, Row ncedful the protection of the brave to
the fair ! with a softness in her voice, which she had
;a;lght herself, to suit her fancied Aigh condition of
ife.

A speech so much in his favour, could not but
take the notice of a man who was_but too sensible of
the advantages which his fine person, and noble air,
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gave him over the gentler hearts; who was always
watching every female eye, and who had hie ear
continually turned to every affected voice ; for that
was one of his indications of a proper subject to be
attempted— Affectation of cvery sort, he used to say, is
a certain sign of a wrong turned head; of a faulty judg-
ment : and upon such a basis I seldom build in vain.

He instantly resolved to be acquainted with a
young creature, who seemed so strongly prejudiced
in his favour. Never man had a readier invention
for all sorts of mischief. He gave his Sally her cue.
He called her sister in their hearing. And Sally
whisperingly gave the young lady, and her mother,
in her own way, the particulars of the affront she
had received ; making herself an angel of light, to
cast the brighter ray upon the characterof her heroic
brother. She particularly praised his known and
approved courage ; and mingled with her praises of
him, such circumstances relating to his birth, his for-
tune, and endowments, as left him nothing to do but
to fall in love with the enamoured Polly.

Mr. Lovelace presently saw what turn to give to
his professions: so brave a man! yet of manners so
gentle! hit the young lady’s taste: nor could she
suspect the heart that such an aspect covered. This
was the man! the very man! she whispered to her
mother : and, when the opera was over, his servant
procuring a coach, he undertook, with his specious
sister, to set them down at their own Iodgings,
though situated a quite different way from his:
and there they were prevailed upan to alight, and
partake of a slight repast. .

Sally pressed them to return the favour to her at
her aunt Forbes’s, and hoped it would be before her
brother went to his own seat.

They promised her, and named their evening.

A splendid entertainment was provided. The
VOL. V1IN LL
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guests came, having in the interim found all that
wassaid of his name, and family, and fortune to be
true. Persons of so little strictness in their own
morals, took it not into their heads to be very in-
quisitive after his,

Mousic and dancing had their share in the enter-
tainment: these opened their hearts, already half-
opened by love: the aunt Forbes, and the lover’s
sister, kept them open by their own examplc : the
hero sung, vowed, promised: their gratitude was
moved, their delights were augmented ; their hopes
increased ; their confidence was engaged ; all their
appetites up in arms; the rich wines co-operating ;
beat quite off their guard, and not thought enough
remaining for so much as suspicion ; miss, detached
from her mother by Sally, soon fell a sacrifice to the
successful intriguer.

The widow herself, half-intoxicated, and raised as
she was with artful mixtures, and inflamed by love,
unexpectedly tendered by one of the libertines, his
constant companions (to whom an opportunity was
contrived to be given to be alone with her, and that
closely followed by smportunity) fell into her daugh-
ter’s error. The consequences of which, in length
of time becoming apparent, grief, shame, remorse,
seized her heart, (her own indiscretion not allowing
her to arraign her daughter’s) and she survived not
her delivery; leaving Polly with child likewise :
who, when dclivered, being too fond of the gay de-
luder to renounce his company, even when she
found herself deluded, fell into a course of extra-
vagance and dissoluteness : ran through her fortune
in a very little time ; and, as an high preferment,
at last, with Sally, was admitted a quarter partner
with the detestable Sinclair.

All that is necessary to add to_the history of these
unhappy women, will be comprised in a very little
compass. . . :



CONCLUSION. 387

After the death of the profligate Sinclair, they
kept on the infamous trade with too much sucvess;
till an accident happened in the house—a gentleman
of family, killed in it in a fray, contending with
another for a new-vamped face. Sally was accused
of holding the gentleman’s arm, while his more fa-
voured adversary ran him through the heart, and
then made off. And she being tried for her life,
narrowly escaped.

This accident obliged them to break up house-
keeping ; and not having been frugal enough of
their ill-gotten gains (lavishing upon one, what they
got by another) they were compelled, for subsist-
ence sake, to enter themselves as under-managers at
such another house as their own had been. In which
service, soon afler, Sally died of a fever and surfeit
got by a debauch: and the other, about a month
after by a violent cold, occagioned through careless-
ness in a salivation.

Happier scenes open for the remaining characters;
for it might be descending too low to mention the
untimely ends of Dorcas and of William, Mr. Love-
lace’s wicked servant ; and the pining and consump-
tive ones of Betty Barnes and Joseph Leman, unmar-
ried both, and in less than a year after the happy
death of their excellent young lady.

The good Mrs. Norron passed the small remain-
der of her life, as happily as she .wished, in her
beloved foster-daughter’s I;'airy-houle, as it used to
be called. As she wished, we repeat : for she had
too strong aspirations after another life, to be greatly
attached to this,

She laid out the greatest part of her time in doing
good by her advice, and by the prudent manage-
ment of the fund committed to her direction. Having
lived an exemplary life from her youth upwards;

LL 2
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and seen her son happily settled in the world, she
depatted with ease and calmness, without pang or
agony, like a tired traveller, falling into a sweet
slumber: her last words exEressing her hope of
being restored to the child of her bosom ; and to her
own excellent father and mother, to whose care and
pains she owed that good education to which she
was indebted for all her other blessings.

The Poors’ Fund, which was committed to her
care, she resigned, a week before her death, into
the hands of Mrs, Hickman, according to the direc-
tion of the will, and all the accounts and disburse-
ments with it; which she had kept with such dn
exactness, that the lady declares, she will follow her
method, and only wishes to discharge the trust as
well.

Miss Howe was not to be persuaded to quit her
mourning for her dear friend, until six months were
fully expired: and then she made Mr. Hickman
one of the happiest men in the world. A woman
of her fine sense and understanding, married to a
man of virtue and good-nature (who had no past
capital errors to reflect upon, and to abate his joys,
and whose behaviour to Mrs. Hickman is as affec-
tionate as it was respectful to Miss Howe) could not
do otherwise. They are already blessed with two
fine children ; a daughter, to whom, by joint con-
sent, they have given the name of her beloved
friend ; and a son, who bears that of his father.

She has allotted to Mr. Hickman, who takes de-
light in doing good (and that as much for its own
sake, as to oblige her) Ais part of the management
of the Poors’ Fund ; to be accountable for it, as she

leasantly says, to her. She has appropriated every
hursday morning for ker part of that management ;
and takes so much delight in the task, that she de-
clares it to be one of the most agreeable of her
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amusements. And the more agreeable, as she
teaches every one whom she benefits, to bless the
memory of her departed friend ; to whom she attributes
the merit of all Aer own charities, as well as the
honour of those which she dispenses in pursuance
of her will.

She has declared, that this fund shall never fail
while she lives. She haseven engaged her mother
to contribute annually to it. And Mr. Hickman has
appropriated twenty pounds a-year to the same. In
consideration of which she allows him to recommend

. four objects yearly to partake of it.—.4llows, is her
style; for she assumes the whole prerogative of dis.
pensing this charity ; the only prerogative she does
or has occasion to assume. In every other case, there
is but one will between them ; aud that is generally
his or kers, as either speaks first, upon any subject,
be it what it will. Mrs. HickmMan, she sometimes
as pleasantly as generously tells him, must not quite
forget that she was once Miss Howe, because if he
had not loved her as such, and with all her foibles,
she had never been Mrs. Hickman. Nevertheless
she seriously, on all occasions, and that to others, as
well as to himself, confesses, that she owes him un-
returnuble obligations for his patience with her in
;iER day, and for his generous behaviour ¢o her in

1IS.

And still the more highly does she esteem and
love him, as she reflects upon his past kindness to
her beloved friend ; and on that dear friend’s good
opinion of him. Nor is it less grateful to her, that
the worthy man joins most sincerely with her in all
those respectful and affectionate recellections, which
make the memory of the departed precious to sur-
vivors.

Mr. BELrorp was not so destitute of humanity and
affection, as to be unconcerned at the unhappy fate -

LL 3
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of his most intimate friend. But when he reflects
upon the untimely ends of several of his companions,
but just mentioned in the preceding history-~on
the shocking despondency and death of his poor
friend Belton—on the signal justice which overtook
the wicked Tomlinson—on the dreadful exit of the
infamous Sinclair —on the deep remorses of his
more valued friend—and on the other hand, on the
example set him by the most excellent of her sex—
and on her blessed preparation, and happy departure
~and when he considers, as he often does with awes
and terror, that his wicked habits were so rooted in
his depraved heart, that all these warnings, and this
lovely example, scemed to be but mecessary to enable
him to subdue them, and to reform ; and that such
awakening calls are kardly ever afforded to men of his
cast, or (if they are) but seldom attended with such
happy effects in the prime of youth, and in the full
vigour of constitution :—when he reflects upon all
these things, he adores the mercy, which through
these calls has snatched him as a brand out of the fire:
and thinks himself obliged to make it his endeavour
to find out, and to reform, any of those who may
have been endangered by his means ; as well as to
repair to the utmost of his power, any damage or
mischiefs which he may have occasioned to others.

With regard to the trust with which he was ho.
noured by the inimitable lady, he had the pleasure
of acquiting himself of it in a very few months, to
every body’s satisfaction ; even to that of the un-
happy family ; who sent him their thanks on the
occasion. Nor was he, at delivering up his accounts,
contented with resigning the legacy bequeathed to
him, to the uses of the will. So that the Poors’
Fund, as it is called, is become a very considerable
sum ; and will be a lasting bank for the relief of ob-
Jjects who best deserve relief. -
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Therewas but one earthly blessing which remained
for Mr. Belford to wish for, in order, morally speak-
ing, to secure him all his other blessings; and that
was, the greatest of all worldly ones, a virtuous and
prudent wife. So free a liver as he had been,
he did not think that he could be worthy of such a
one, till, upon an impartial examination of himself,
he found the pleasure he had in his new resolutions
so great, and his abhorrence of his former courses
so sincere, that he was the less apprehensive of a
deviation.

Upon this presumption,. having also kept in his
mind some encouraging hints from Mr. Lovclace;
and having been so happy as to have it in his power
to oblige Lord M. and that whole noble family, b
some services grateful to them (the request for whic{
from his unhappy friend was hrou%ht over, among
other papers, with the dead body, by De la Tour) ;
he besought that nobleman’s leave to make his ad-
dresses to Miss CHArLOTTE MONTAGUE, the eldest of
his Lordship’s two nieces : and making at the same
time such proposals of settlements as were not ob-
jected to, his lordship was pleased to use his power-
ful interestin hisfavour. And hisworthy niece having
no engagement, she had the goodness to honour Mr.
Belford with her hand ; and thereby made him as
completely happy as a man cen be, who has enor-
mities to reflect upon, which are out of his power to
atone for, by reason of the death of some of the in-
jured parties, and the irrecluimableness of others.

¢ Happy is the man who, in the time of health and
strength, sees and reforms the error of his ways !-—
But how much more happy is he, who has no capi-
tal and wilful errors to repent of !—How unmired
and sincere must the joys of such a onec come to
him?’

Lord M. added bountifully in his lifctime, as did-



392 CONCLUSION.

also the two ladices his sisters, to the fortune of their
worthy niece. And as Mr. Belford has been blessed
with a son by her, his lordship at his death [which

_happened just three years after the untimely one of
his unhappy nephew] was pleased to devise to that
son, and to his descendants for ever, (and in case of
his death unmarried, to any other children of his
niece) his Hertfordshire estate (designed for Mr.
Lovelace), which he made up to the value of a moi-
etfy of his real estates; bequeathing -also a moiety
of his personal to the same lady.

Miss Parry Monracug, a fine young lady [to
whom her noble uncle, at his death, devised the
other moiety of his real and personal estates, includ-
ing his seat in Berkshire] lives at present with her
excellent sister Mrs. Belford ; to whom she removed
upon Lord M.’s death : bat, in all probahility, will
soon be the lady of a worthy baronet, of ancient
family, fine qualities, and ample fortunes, just re-
turned from his travels, with a character superior to
the very good one he set out with: a case that very
seldom happens, although the end of travel is im-
provement.

Colonel Moxpen, who, with so many virtues and
accomplishments cannot be unhappy, in several
letters to the executor, with whom he corresponds
from Florence [having, since his unhappy affair with
Mr. Lovelace, changed his purpose of coming so
soon to reside in England as he had intended] de-
clares, that although he thought himself obliged
either to accept of what he took to be a challenge,
as such ; or tamely to acknowledge, that he gave
up all resentment of his cousin’s wrongs; and in a
manner to beg pardon for having spoken freely of
Mr. Lovelace behind his back ; and although at the
time he owns he was not sorry to be called upon, as
he was, to take cither the one cotirse or the other
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yet now, coolly reflecting upon his beloved cousin’s
reasonings against duclling ; and upon the price it
had too probably cost the unhappy man ; he wished
he had more fl}l,"y considerecr t]‘l\'ose words in his
cousin’s posthumous letter—* 1f God will allow him
time for repentance, why should you deny it him *#’

Te conclude—The worthy widow Lovick conti-
nues to live with Mr. Belford ; and by her prudent
behaviour, piety, and usefulness, has endeared her-
self to her lady, and the whole family.

# Several worthy persons have wished, that the heinous
practice of duclling had been more forcibly discouraged, by
way of note, at the conclusion of a work designed to recom-
mend the highest and most important doctrines of christianity ;
it is humbly presnmed, that those persons have not sufficieatly
attended to what is already done on that subject in Vol. II,
p. 60, 61. and in Vol. VI1I. Letters xxxii. lix. Ix. and 1xi.



POSTSCRIPT :

REFERRED TO IN THE PREFACE.

IN WHICR

Several oljections that have been made, as well to the
catustrophe, as to different purts of the preceding his-
tory, are briefly considered.

THE foregoing work having been published at three
diflerent periods of time, the author, in the course
of its publication, was favoured with many anony-
mous letters, in which the writers differently ex-
pressed their wishes with regard to the apprehended
catastrophe: i

Most of those directed to him by the gentler sex,
turned in favour of what they call a fortunate ending.
Some of the fair writers, enamoured, as they de-
clared, with the character of the heroine, were
warmly solicitous to have her made happy: and
others, likewise of their mind, insisted that poetical
Justice required that it should be so. And when,
says one ingenious lady, whose undoubted motive
was good-nature and humanity, it must be conclud-
ed, that it is in an author’s power to make his
picce end as he pleases, why should he not give plea-
sure rather than pain to the reader, whom he has
interested in favour of his prineipal characters ?
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Others, and some gentlemen, declared against
tragedies in general, and in favour of comediess al-
most in the words of Lovelace, who was supported
in his taste by all the women at Mrs. Sinclair’s, and
by Sinclair herself. ¢ I have too much feéling,’ said
he *. ¢ There is enough in the world to make our
hearts sad, without carrying grief into our diversion,
anll making the distresses of others our own.’

And how was this happy ending to be brought
about? Why, by this very easy and trite expedi-
ent; to wit, by reforming Lovelace, and marrying
him to Clarissa—not, however, abating her one of
her trials, nor any of her sufferings, [for the sake of
the sport her distresses would give to the tender-
hearted reader as she went along] the last outrage
excepted : that indecd, partly in compliment to
Lovelace himsclf, and partly for delicacy-sake, they
were willing to spare her.

But whatever were the fate of his work, the author
was resolved to take a different method. He al-
ways thought, that sudden conversions, such, espe-
cially, as were left to the candour of the reader to
suppose and make out, had neither art nor nature, nor
even probability in them ; and that they were more-
over of very bad example, To have a Lovelace for
a scries of years glory in his wickedness, and think
that he hag nothing to do, but as an act of grace
and favour to hold out his* hand to receive that of
the best of women, whenever he pleased, and to
have it thought, that marriage would be a sufficient
amends for all his enormities to others, as well as to
her; he could not bear that. Nor is reformation,
as he has shown in another piece 4, to be secured
by a fine face; by a passion that has sense for its
object; nor by the goodness of a wife’s heart, nor

* See Vol IV. p. 153, + Pamela,
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gyen example, if the heart of the husband bemnot
gragiously touched by the Divine finger. -

It will be seen, by this time, that the author had
a great end in view. He has lived to see scepticisin
and infidelity openly avowed, and even endeavoured
to be propagated from the press: the great doctrines
of the gospel brought into question : those of self-
denial and mortification blotted out of the catalogue
of christian virtues: and a taste even to wantonness
for out-door pleasure and luxury, to the general
exclusion of domestic as well as public virtue, in-
dustriously promoted among all ranks and degrees
of people.

n this general depravity, when even the pulpit
has lost great part of its weight, and the clergy are
considered as a body of interested men, the author
thought he should be able to answer it to his own
heart, be the success what it would, if he threw in
*his mite towards introducing a reformation so much
wanted : and he imagined, that if in an age given
up to diversion and entertainment, he could steal in,
as may be said, and investigate the great doctrines
of christianity under the fashionable guise of an
amusement, he should be most likely to serve his
purpose ; remembring that of the poet :

A verse may find him who a sermon flies,
And turn delight into a sacrifice,

He was resolved therefore to attempt something
that never yet had been done. He considered that
the tragic poets have as seldom made their heroes
true objects of pity, as the comic theirs laudable
ones of imitation : and still more rarely have’ made
them in their deaths Look forward to a future hope.
And thus, when they die, they seem totally to perish.
Death, in such instances, must appear terrible. It
must be considered as the greatest evil. But why
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is death set in shocking lights, when it is the ynivers
sal lot? -

He has indeed thought fit to paint the death of
the wicked as terrible as he could paint it. But he
has endeavoured to draw that of the good in such an
amiable manner, that the very Balaams of the world
should not forbear to wish that their latter end might
be like that of the heroine.

And after all, what is the poetical justice so much
contended for by some, as the generality of writors
have managed 1t, but another sort of dispensation
than that with whichGod, by revelation, teaches us?
He has thought fit to exercise mankind ; whom plac-
ing here only in a state of probation, he hath so in-
termingled good and evil, as to necessitate us to look
forward for a more equal dispensation of both.

The author of the History (or rather dramatic
narrative) of Clarissa, is therefore well justified by
the christian system, in deferring to extricate suffer-
ing virtue to the time in which i1t will meet with the
completion of its reward.

But not absolutely to shelter the conduct observed
in it under the sanction of religion, [an authority
perhaps not of the greatest weight with some of our
modern critics] it must be observed, that the author
is justified in its catastrophe by the greatest master
of reason, and best judge of composntion, that ever
lived. The learned reader knows we must mean
ArisToTLE; whose sentiments in this matter we
shall beg Igave to deliver in the words of a very
amiable writer of our country,

¢ The English writers of tragedy,’ says Mr, Ad-
dison *, ¢ are possessed with a nption, that when

‘they represent a virtuous or innocent person in dis-
tress, they ought not to leave him till they have

*# See Bpectator, Vol. 1. No, 40,
YoL. V. MM
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delivered him out of his troubles, or made him tri-
nmgrl\"over his enemies.

This error they have been led into by a ridiculous
doctrine in modern criticism, that they are obliged
to an equal distribution of rewards and pumishments,
and an impartial execution of poetical justice.

¢ Who were the first that established this rule, I
know not; but I am sure it has no foundaiion in
NATURE, in REASON, or in the PRACTICE OF THE
ANCIENTS.

* We find, that good and evil happen alike unto
ALL MEN on this side the grave : and as the principal
design of tragedy is to raise commiseration and ter-
ror in the minds of the audience, we shall defeat
this great end, if we always make virtuc and inno-
cence happy and successful.

¢ Whatever crosses and disappointments a good
man suffers in the body of the tragedy, they will
make but small impression on our'mind)s(, when we
know, that, in the last ace, he is to arrive at the end
of his wishes and desires.

* When we see him engaged in the depth of his
afflictions, we are apt to comfort oursclves, because
we are sure he will find his way out of them, and
that his grief, how great soever it may be at present,
will soon terminate in gladness.

¢ For this reason, the anclent writers of tragedy
treated men in their plays as they are dealt with in
the world, by making virtue sometimes happy and
sometimes miscrable, as they found it in the fable
which they made choice of, or as it might affect
their audience in the most agreeable manner.

¢ Aristotle considers the tragedies that were writ-
ten in either of those kinds; and observes, that
those which ended unhappily had always pleased the
people and carried away the prize, in the public
disputes of the stage, from those that ended happily.
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¢ Terror and commiseration leave a pleasing an-
guish in the mind, and fix the audience in sach a
serious composure of thought, as is much more last.
ing and delightful, than any little trangient starts
of joy and satisfaction. .

¢ Accordingly we find, that mare-of our Eggl,ilh
tragedies have succeeded, in which the favourites of
the audience sink under their calamities, than those
in which they recover themselves out of them.,

< The best plays of this kind are, The Orphasn,
Venice Preserved, Alexander the Great, codosius,
All for Love, Gidipus, Oroonoko, &c.

¢ King Lear is an admirable tragedy of the sam
kind, as Shakspeare wrote it: but as it is reforme
according to the chimerical notion of rorTICAL JUS-
TICE, in my humble opinion, it has lost_half its
beauty. ,

¢ At the same time I must allow, that there are
very noble tragedies which have been framed upon
the other plan, and have ended happily; as indeed
most of the good tragedies which have been written
since the starting of the above-mentioned criticism,
have taken this turn: as The Aourning Bride, Ta-
merlane*, Ulysses, Phedra and Hippolitus, with most
of Mr. Dryden’s, I must also allow, that many of
Shakspeare’s, and several of the celebrated trage-
dies of antiquity, are cast in the same form. Ido
not therefore dispute against this way of writin
tragedies; but against the crificism that woul
estublish this as the only method; and by that
means would very much cramp ghe English tragedy,
and perhaps give a wrong bent to the genius of our
writers.’

%

4 Yet in Tamerlane two of the miost amiable charaeters,
Moneses and Arpasia, suffer death, ’

NM 2
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This subject is further considered in a letter to
the Spectator *.

* I find your opinion, says the author of it, con-
cerning the late-invented term, called poetical justice,
is controverted by some eminent critics. I have
drawn up some additional arguments to strengthen
the opinion which you have there delivered ;
having endeavoured to go to the bottom of that
matter.

* The most perfect man has vices enough to draw
down punishments upon his head, and to justify
Providence in regard to any miseries that may befal
him. For this reason I cannot think but that the
instruction and moral are much finer, where a man
who is virtuous in the main of his character falls
into distress, and sinks under the blows of fortune,
at the end of a tragedy, than when he is represented
as happy and triumphant. Such an example cor-
rects the insolence of human nature, softens the
mind of the beholder with sentiments of pity and
compassion, comforts him under his own private
affliction, and teaches him not to judge of men’s
virtues by their successes +. I cannot think of one
real hero in all antiquity so far raised above human
infirmities, that he might not be very naturally
represented in a tragedy as plunged in misfortunes
and calamities. The poet may still find out some
prevailing passion or indiscretion in his character,
and show it in such a manner as will sufficiently
acquit Providence of any injustice in his sufferings :
for, as Horace observes, the best man is faulty,

+ Bee Spect. Yol. VII. No. 548.
+ A caution that our blessed Saviour himself gives in the
case of the eighteen persons killed by the fall of the tower of
Siloam, Luke xiii, 4,

Y-
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though not in so great a degree as those whom we
generally call vicious men *, ‘ .

¢ If such a strict poctical justice (proceeds the let-
ter-writer) as some gentlemen insist upori, were to
be obser:ed in this art, there is no mannér of reason
why it should not extend to heroic poetry, as well
as tragedy. But we find it so little observed in
Homer, that his Achilles is placed in the greatést
point of glory and success, though his characfer is
morally vicious, and only poetically good, if I may
use the phrase of our modern critics. The Zneid
is filled with ipnocent unhappy persons. Nisus and
Euryalus, Lausus and Pallas, come all to unfortunate
ends. The poet takes notice in particular, that, in
the sacking of Troy, Ripheus fell, who was the most
just man among the Trojans : '

€

Cadit ¢t Ripheus, justissimus unus
Qui fuit Teucris, el servantissimus egui.
Diis aliter visum est.—

¢ The gods thought fit—so blameless Ripheus fell,
‘Who loved fair justice, and observ'd it well.

¢ And that Pantheus could neither be preserved
by his transcendent piety, nor by the holy fillets of
Apollo, whose priest he was :

[y

§ — Nec te tua plurima, Pantheu, :
Labentem pietas, nec Apol{im’a infuls texit, ZEn, 1L

¢ Nor could thy piety thee, Panthews, save,
Nor ev'n thy priesthood, fram an eprly grave,

« I might here mention the p,iactice of ancient
tragic poets, both Greek and Latili ; but as this par-
ticular is touched upon in the paper above-mention-

* Vitiis nemo sine nascitur : optinua ills,
Qui minimis wrgitur
Mu 3
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ed, I shall pass it over in silence. Icould produce
p s out of Aristotle in favour of my opinion :
and 1f in one place he says, that an absolutely vir-
tuous man should not be represented as unhappy,
this does not justify any one who should think fit
to bring in an absolutely virtuous man upon the
stage. Those who are acquainted with that author’s
way of writing, know very well, that to take the
whole extent of his subject into his divisions of it,
he often makes use of such cases as are imaginary,
and not reducible to practice.
« I shall conclude,’ says this gentleman;  with ob-
serving, that though the Spectator above-mentioned
is so far against the rule of poetical justice, as to
affirm, that good men may meet with an unhappy
catastrophe in tragedy, it dves not say, that ill men
may go off unpunished. The reason for this dis-
tinction is very plain; namely, because the best of
men lgas is said above] have faults enough to jus-
tify Providence for any misfortunes and aflictions
which may befal them ; but there are many men
so criminal, that they can have no claim or pretence
to happiness. The best of men may deserve punish-
ment; but the worst of men cannot deserve hap-
piness.’

Mr. Addison, as we have seen ahove, tells us, that
Aristotle, in considering the tragedies that were
written in either of the kinds, observes, that those
which ended unhappily had always pleased the peo-
ple, and carried away the prize in the public dis-

" putes of the stage, from those that ended happily.
And we shall' take leave to add, that this preference
was given at a time when the entertainments of the
stage were committed to the care of the magistrates;
when the prizes contended for were given by the
state ; when, of consequence, the emulation among
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writers was ardent; and when learning was at the
highest pitch of glory in that renowned common-
wealth.

It cannot be supposed that the Atheniaus, in this
their highest age of taste and politeness, were less
humane, less tender- hearted, than we of the present.
But they were not afraid of being moved, nor
ashamed of showing themselves to be so, at the dis-
tresses they saw well painted and represented. In
short, they were of the opinion, with the wisest of
men, that it was better to go to the house of mournin,
than to the house of mirth; and had fortitude enoug|
to trust themsclves with their own gencrous grief,
“because they found their hearts mended by it.

Thns also Horace, and the politest Romans in the
Augustan age, wished to be affected :

Ac ne forte pules me, que facere ipse recusem,

Cum recte tractant alii, laudare maligne ;

1lle per extenlum funem mihi posse videtur

Ire poela, meum qui peclus inuniter angit,

Irritat, mulcet; falsis terroribus implet,

Ut magus: el modo me Thebis, modo penit Athenis.

Thus Englished by Mr. Pope :

Yet lest you think I railly more than teach,

Or praise wmalignly arts 1 cannot reach;

et me, for once, presume t’ instruct the times
To know the goet from the man of rhymes.

*Tis he who gives my breast a thousand pains:
Can make me feel each passion that he feigns;
Enrage—compose—with more thikn magic asrt,
With pity and with ferror tear my heart ;.

And snatch me o’er the earth, or}rough the air,
To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where.

Our fair readers are also desired to attend to what
a celebrated critic* of a neighbouring nation says

» Rapin on Aristotle’s Poetics.
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on the nature and design of tragedy, from the rules
laid dgwn by the same great ancient :

¢ Tragedy,’ says he, © makes man modest, by re-
preseuting the great masters of the earth humbled ;
and it mikes him tender and mérciful, by showing
him the strange accidents of life, and the unforeseen
disgraces to which the most important persons are
subject.

* But beeause man is natuarally timorous and com-
passionate, he may fall into other extremes. Too
much fear may shake his constancy of mind, and
too much compassion may enfeeble his equity. *Tis
the business of tragedy to regulate these two weak-
nesses, 1t prepares and arms him against disgraces,
by showing them so frequent in the most consider-
able persons; and he will ceasc to fear extraordinary
accidents, when he sees them happen to the kighest
part of mankind. And still more efficacious, we
may add, the example will be, when he sees them
happen to the best.

¢ But as the end of tragedy is to teach men not to
fear too weakly common misfortunes, it proposes also
to teach them to spare their compassion for objects
that deserve it. Tor there is an injustice in being
moved at the afflictions of those who descrve to be
miserable. 'We may see, without pity, Clytemnestra
slain by her son Orestes in Mschylus, because she
had murdered Agamemnon her husbaud; yet we
cannot see Hippolytus die by the plot of his step-
mother Phadra, in Euripides, without compassion,
because he died not, but for beiug chaste and vir-
tuous.’ .

These are the great authorities so favourable to the
stories that end unhappily. And we beg leave to
re-inforce this inference from them, that if the tem-
porary sufferings of the virtuous and the good can
be accounted for and justified on Pagan principles,
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many more, and infinitely stronger reasons, will oc-
cur to a Christian reader in behalf of what are called
unhappy catastrophes, from the consideration of the
doctrine of future rewards; which is every where
strongly enforced in the History of Clarissa.

Of this (to give but one instance) an ingenious
modern, distinguished by his rank, but much more
for his excellent defence of some of the most import-
ant doctrines of Christianity, appears convinced in
the conclusion of a pathetic monody, lately published ;
in which, after he had deplored, as a man without
hope, (expressing ourselves in scripture phrase) the
loss of an excellent wife, he thus consoles himself':

Yet, O my soul! thy rising murmurs stay,
Nor dare th’ All-wise Disposer to arraign,
Or against His supreme decree
With impious grief complain.
That all thy full-blown joys at once should fade,
Was His most righteous will: and be that will obey’d.
Would thy fond love His grace to her control,
And in these low abodes of sin and pain
Her pure, exalted soul,
Unjustly, for thy partial good, detain ?
No—rather strive thy grov'ling mind to raise
Up to that unclouded blaze,
That heav’nly radiance of eternal light,
In which enthron'd she now with pity sces,
How frail, how insccure, how slight,
Is ev'ry mortal bliss,

But of infinitely greater weight than all that has
been above produced on this subject, are the words
of the Psalmist :

¢ As for me,” says he*, ‘ my feet were almost
gone, my steps had well-nigh slipt : for I was en-
vious at the foolish, when 1'saw the prosperity of
the wicked. For their strength is firm ; they are
not in trouble as other men; wneither are they

¢ Psalm 1xxiii.
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plagued like other men—their eyes stand out with
fatness: they have more than their heart could
wish—verily I have cleansed mine heart in vain,
and washed my hands in innocence; for all the day
long have I been plagued,and chastened every morn-
ing. When I thought to know this, it was too
painful for me. Until I went into the sanctuary of
God ; then understood I their end—thou shalt guide
me with thy counsel, and afterwards receive me to
glory.’

This is the Psalmists comfort and dependance.
And shall man, presuming to alter the common
course of nature, and, so far as he is able, to elude
the tenure by which frail mortality indispensably
holds, imagine that he can make a better dispensa-
tion; and by calling it poetical justice, indivectly
reflect on the divine ? .

The more pains have been taken to obviate the
objections arising from the notion of poetical justice,
as the doctrine built upon it had obtained general
credit among us; and as it must be confessed to have
the appearance of humanity and good nature for its
supports. And yet the writer of the History of Cla-
rissa is humbly of opinion, that he might have been
excused referring to them for the vindication of Aés
catastrophe, even by those who are advocates for the
contrary opinion ; since the notion of poetical justice,
founded on the modern rules, has hardly ever been
more strictly observed in works of this nature, than
in the present performance.

For, is not Mr. Lovelace, who could persevere in
his villanous views, against the strongest and most
frequent convictions and remorses that ever were
sent to awaken and reclaim a wicked man—is not
this great, this wilful transgressor, condignli punish-
ed; and his punishment brought on through the in-
telligence of the very Joseph Leman whom he had
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eorrupted *; and by means of the very women whom
he had debauched +2—Is not Mr. Belton, who hasan
uncle’s hastened death to answer for $*—Are not the
whole Harlowe family—is not the vile Torhlinson—are
not the infanous Sinclair and her wretched parmers—
and even the wicked servants, who, with their eyes
open, contributed their parts to the carrying on of
the vile schemes of their respective principals—are
they not all likewise exemplarily punished ?

On the other hand, is not Miss Howk, for her no-
ble friendship to the exalted lady in calamities—is
not Mr. Hickman, for his unexceptionable morals,
and integrity of life—Is not the repentant and not
ungenerous BeLrorp—is not the worthy Norrox—
made signally happy ?

And who that are in earnest in their profession of
christianity, but will rather envy than regret the
triumphant death of Cranissa; whose picty, from
her early childhood ; whose diffusive charity ; whose
steady virtue; whose christian humility ; whose
forgiving spirit; whose meckness and resignation,
HEAVEN only could reward § ?

We shall now, according to the expectation given
in the Prefuce to this edition, proceed to take brief
notice of such other objections as have come to our
knowledge : for, as is there said, ¢ This work being
addressed to the public as an history of life and
manners, those parts of it'which are proposed to
carry with them the force of example, ought to be

* See this Vol. p. 341. + 1bid. p. 357. 1 See Vol.
VIL p. 244. )

§ And here it may not be amiss to remind the reader, that
sp early inthe work as Vol. 1T, p. 261,208, the dispensations
of Providence are justified by herself. And thus she ends her
reflections—* I shall not live always—may my closing scene
be happy I’

$he bad her wish. It was happy,
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as unobjectionable as is consistent with the design of
the whole, and with human nature.”’

Several persons have censured the heroine as too
cold in her love, too haughty, and even sometimes
provoking. But we may presume to say, that this
objection has arisen from want of attention to the
story, to the character of Clarissa, and to her parti-
cular situation.

It was not intended that she should be in love, but
in liking only, if that expression may be admitted.
Itisineant to be every where inculcated in the story,
for example-sake, that she never would have married
Mr. Lovelace because of his immoralities, had she
been left to herself; and that her ruin was princi-
pally owing to the persecutions of her friends.

What is too generally called love, ought (perhaps
as generally) to be called by another name. Cupi-
dity, or a Paphian stimulus, as some women, even of
condition, have acted, are not words too harsh to be
substituted on the occasion, however grating they
may be to delicate ears. But, take the word love in
the gentlest and most honourable sense, it would
have been thought by some highly improbable, that
Clarissa should have been able to show such a com-
mand of her passions, as makes so distinguishing a
part of her character, had she been as violently in
love, as certain warm and fierce spirits would have
had her to be. A few observations are thrown in
by way of note in the present edition, at proper '
places, to obviate this objection, or rather to bespeak
the attention of hasty readers to what lies obviously
before them.. For thus the heroine anticipates this
very objection, expostulating with Miss Howe on
ber contemptuous treatment of Mr. Hickman; which
(far from being guilty of the same fault herself) she
did on all occasions, and declares she would do,
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whenever Miss Howe forgot herself, although she
had not a day to live: )

¢ O my dear,’ says she, ¢ that it had been my lot
(as I was not permitted to live single) to have met
with a man, by whom 1 could have acted generously
and unreservedly !

$ Mr. Lovelace, it is now plain, in order to have
a pretence against me, taxerr my behaviour to him
with stiffness and distance. ou, at one time,
thought me guilty of some degree of prudery. Dif-
ficult situations should be allowed for; which often
make seeming occasions for censure unavoidable.
1 deserved not blame from Aim, who made mine dif-
ficult. And you, my dear, had I had any other
man to deal with than Mr. Lovelace, or had he had
but half the merit which Mr. Hickman has, would
have found, that my doctrine on this subject should
have governed my practice.” Sce this whole letter,
Vol. VII. p. 286. See also Mr. Lovelace’s letter,
Vol. VIIL p. 350, & seq. where, just before his death,
be entirely acquits her conduct on this head.

It has been thought, by some worthy and ingeni-
ous persons, that if Lovelace had been drawn an
infidel or scoffer, his character, according to the taste
of the present worse than sceptical age, would have
been miore natural. Itis, however,too well known,
that there are very many persons, of his cast,
whose actions discredit their belief. And are not
the very devils, in scripture, said to belicve and
tremble ?

But the reader must have obsetved, that great,
and, it is hoped, good use, has been made through-
out the work, by drawing Lovelace an infidel onl
in practice ; and this as well in the arguments of his
friend Belford, as in his own frequent remorses,
when touched with temporary compuuction, and in
his last scenes; which could not have been made,

VOL. VIil, NN
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had ejther of them been painted as sentimental un-
believers. Not to say that Clarissa, whose great
objection to Mr. Wyerly was, that he was a scoffer,
must have been inexcusable had she known Love-
lace to be so, and had given the least attention to
his addresses. On the coutrary, thus she comforts
herself, when she thinks she must be his—¢ This
one consolation, however, remains : he is not an
infidel, an unbeliever. Had he been an infidel,
there would have been no room at all for hope of
him ; bat (priding himself as he does in his fertile
invention) he would have been utterly abandoned,
irreclaimable, and a savage®.’ And it must be
observed, that scoffers are too witty in their own
opinivn, (in other words, value themselves too
much upon their profligacy) to aim at concealing
it.

Besides, had Lovelace added ribbald jests upon
religion, to his other libertics, the freedoms which
would then have passed between him and his friend
must have been of a nature truly infernal.  And this
further hint was meant to be given by way of in-
ference, that the man who allowed_ himself in those
libertics, either of speech or action, which Lovelace
thought shameful, was so far a worse man than
Lovelace. For this reason he is every where made
to treat jests on sacred things and subjects, even
down to the mythologv of the pagans among
pagans, as undoubted marks of the ill-breeding of
the jesters; obscene images and talk, as liberties
too shameful -for even rakes to allow themselves
in; and injustice to creditors, and in matters of
meum and tuum, as what it was beneath him to be
guilty of.

Some have objected to the meekness, to the tame-

* See Vol, 1V, p. 839, 840,
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ness, as they will have it to be, of Mr. Hickman’s
character. And yet Lovelace owns, that be rose
upon him with great spirit in the interview between
them ; once, when he thought a reflection was but
implied on Miss Howe* ; and another time when
he imagined Aimself treated contemptuously +. Miss
Howe, it must bc owned, (though not to tl)le credit
of her own character) treats him ludicrously on
several occasions. But so she does her mother.
And perhaps a lady of her lively turn would have
treated as whimsically any man but a Lovclace.
Mr. Belford speaks of him with honour and ve-
spect]. So does Coloncl Morden§. And so does
Clarissa on every occasion. And all that Miss
Howe herselt says of him, tends more to his repu-
tation than discredit]], as Clarissa indeed tells herq].

And as to Lovelace’s treatment of him the rea-
der must have observed, that it was his way to treat
every mau with contempt, partly by way of self-
exaltation, and partly to gratify the natural gaiet
of his dispositton. He says himself to Belford ¥¥,
¢ Thou knowest I love him not, Jack ; and whom
we love not, we cannot allow a merit to; perhaps
not the merit they should be granted.”—¢ Modest
and diffident men,” writes Belford to Lovelace, in
praise of Mr. Hickman, ‘wear not soon ofl' those
little precisenesscs, which the confident, if ever
they had them, presently get over44°’

But, as Miss Howe trcats her mother as freely
as she does her lover; so dacs Mr. Lovelace take
still greater liberties with Mr. Belford than he does
with Mr. Hickman, with respect to his person, air,

® See Vol. VL. Letter Ixxviii. + Ibid.

} See Vol. VII. p. 20, § Vol.VIII p. 276, 217.
Il Vol. I1. p. 4, 8. 111. p. 205, 206.

4 See Vol. IL p. 55, 56. ##% Vol. V1. Letter Ixxviii.
t++ Vol. VIL. p. 20.

NN2
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and address, as Mr. Belford himself hints to Mr.

Hickman*, And yet he is not so readily believed

to the discredit oly Mr. Belford, by the ladies in

%;neral, as he is when he disparages Mr. Hickman,
hence can this partiality arise ?

Mr. Belford had been a rake: but was in a way
of r¢formation.

Mr. Hickman had always been a good man.

And Lovelace confidently says, That the women love
a man whose regard for them is founded in the
knowledge of them+.

Nevertheless, it must be owned, that it was not
proposed to draw Mr. Hickmau, as the man of
whom the ladies in general were likely to be very
fond. Had it been so, goodness of hkeart, and gentle-
ness of manners, great assiduity, and inviolable and
modest love, would not of themselves have been sup-
posed sufficient recommendations, He would not
have been allowed the least share of precisencss or
Jormality, although those defects might have been
imputed to his reverence for the object of his pas-
sion: but in his character it was designed to show,
that the same man could not be every thing; and
to intimate to ladies, that in choosing companions
for life, they should rather prefer the honest heart
of a Hickman, which would be all their own, than
to risk the chance of sharing, perhaps with scores
(and some of those prohably the most profligate
of the sex), the volatile mischievous one of a Love-
lace: in short, that they should choose, if they wish-
ed for durable happiness, for rectitude of mind,
and not for speciousness of person or address: nor
make a jest of a good man in favour of a bad one,
who would make a jest of them and of their whole
8eX. -

* See Yol. VITIL. p. 224. + Vol V. p. 148,
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Women born to be control’d,
Stoop to the forward and the bold,

Says Waller—and Lovelace too !

Some have wished that the.story had been told
in the usual narrative way of telling stories de-
signed to amuse and divert, and not in letters writ-
ten by the respective persons whose history is given
in them. ‘Lhe author thinks he ought not to pre-
scribe to the taste of others; but imaginwd himself
at liberty to follow his own. He perhaps mis-
trusted his talents for the narvative kind of writing.
He had the good fortune to succeed in the episto-
lary way once before. A story in which so many
persons were concerned, either principally or col-
laterally, and of characters and dispositions so
various, carried on with tolerable connection and
perspicuity, in a scries of lotters from diflerent
persons, without the aid of digressions and episodes
joreign to the principal end and design, he thought
bad novelty to be pleaded for it : and that, in the
present age, he supposed would not be a slight re-
commendation. .

Besides what has becn said above, and in the
Prefuce, on this head, the following opinion of an
ingenious and candid forciguwer, on this manner of
writing, may not be improperly inserted here.

* The method which the author has pursued in
the History of Clarissa, 1s the same as in the life of
Pamela: both arc related in familiar letters by the
parties themsclves, at the very time in which the
events happencd : and this method has given the
author great advantages, which 'he could not have
drawn from any other species pf narration. The
minute particulars of events, the sentiments and
conversation of the parties, are, upon this plan, ex-
hibited with all the warmth and 'spirit that the pas-
sion supposed to be predo;ninapt at the very time

NN
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could produce, and with all the distinguishing cha-
racteristics which memory can supply in a history
of recent transactions.

‘ Romances in general, and Marivaux’s amongst
others, are wholly improbable; because they sup-
pose the history to be written after the series of
events is closed by the catastrophe : a circumstance
which implies a strength of memory beyond all
example and probabilitdy in the persons concerned,
enabling-them at the distance of several ycars, to
relateall the particulars of a transient conversation:
or rather it implies a yet more improbable confi-
dence and familiarity between all these persons and
the author.

¢ There is, however, one difficulty attending the
epistolary method ; for it is necessary, that all the
characters should have an uncommon taste for this
kind of conversation, and that they .should suffer
no event, not even a remarkable conversation, to
pass without immediately committing it to writing.
But for the preservation of the letters once written,
the aathor has provided with great judgment, so as
to render this circumstance highly probable*.’

It is presumed, that what this gentleman says of
the difficulties attending a story thus given in the
epistolary manner of writing, will not be found to
reach the History before us. It is very well ac-
counted for in it, how the two principal female
characters came to take so great a delight in writing.

® This quotation is translated from a CriTiQuE on the
Hustony of CrLauissa, written in French, and published at
Awmsterdam, The whole critique, rendered into English, was
inserted- in the Gentleman’s Magazine of Junc and August,
-1749. The author has done great honour in it to the History
of Clarissas and as there are remarks published with it, which
answer several objections made to different passages in the
stqry by that candid foreigner, the reader“is referred to the
af magazines for both.
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Their subjects are not merely subjects of amuse-
ment; but greatly interesting to both: yet mamy
ladies there are who now laudably correspond, when
at distance from each other, on occasions that far
less affect their mutual welfare and friendships,
than those treated of by these ladies. The two
principal gentlemen had motives of gaiety and vain-
glory for their inducements. It will generally be
found that persons who have talents for familiar
writing, as these correspondents are presumed to
have, will not forbear amusing themselves with their
pens, on less arduous occasions than what offer to
these. These rour (whose stories have a con-
nection with each other) out of the great number
of characters which arc introduced in this History,
are only eminent in the epistolary way : the rest
appear but as occasional writers, and as drawn in
rather by necessity than choice, from the different
relations in which they stand with the four principal
persons.

The length of the piece has been objected to
by some, who perhaps looked upon it as a mere novel
or romance; and yet of these there are not wanting
works of equal length.

They were of opinion that the story moved too
slowly, particularly in the first and second volumes,
which are chiefly taken, up with the altercations
between Clarissa and the several persons of her
family. !

But is it not true, that those altercations are the
foundation of the whole, and thérefore a necessary
part of the work? The letters land conversations,
where the story makes the slawest progress, are

resumed to be ckaracteristic. They give occasion
Ekewise to suggest many interesting personalities, in
which a good deal of the instrgction essential to a
work of this nature is conveyed. And it will,
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moreover, -be remembered, that the author, at his
first sefting out, apprized the reader, that the story
(interesting as it is genecrally allowed to be) was
to be principally looked upon as the vchicle to the
instruction. .

To al which we may add, that there was fre-
quently a necessity to be very circumstantial and
minute, in order to preserve and maintain that air
of probability, which is necessary to be maintained
in a story designed-to represent real life ; and which
is rendered extremely busy and active by the plots
and contrivances formed and carried on by one of
the principal characters.

Some there are, and ladies too! who have sup-
posed that the excellencies of the heroine are car-
risl to an improbable, and even to an impractica-
bl height, in this History. But the cducation of
Clarissa, from early childhood, ought to be considered
-as one of her very great advantages; as, indeed,
the foundation of all her excellencies; and, it is
hoped for the sake of the doctrine designed to be
inculcated by it, that it will. .

She had a pious, a well-read, a not meanly de-
scended woman for her nurse, who with her milk,
as Mrs. Harlowe says*, gave her that aurture
which no other nurse could give her. She was very
early happy in the conversation-visits of her learned
and worthy Dr. Lewen, and in her correspondences,
not with him only, but with other divines mcen-
tioned in her last will. Her mother was,” upon the .
whole, a good woman, who did, credit to her birth
and her z)rtune; and was able to instruct herin
her early youth: her father was not a free-living
or free-principled man; and both delighted in her
for those improvementsand attainments, which gave
her,:and them in her, a distinction that caused it ta

® See Vol, IV. p. 78.
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be sid, that when she was out of the family, it
was considered but as a common family *. She was
moreover a country lady ; and, as we have seen in
Miss Howe’s character of hert, took great delight
in rural and household employmeuts, tiough quali-
fied to adorn the brightest circle.

It must be confessed, that we are not too look for
Clarissa’s among the constant frequenters of Ranelagh
and Vauxhall, nor among those who may be called
daughters of the card-table. 1f we do, the character
of our hervine may then indeed be justly thought
not only improbable, but unattainable. But we
have neither room in this place, nor inclination, to
pursue a subject so invidious. We quit it therefore,
after we have repeated, that we know there are some.
and we hope there are many, in the British don
nions,}or they are hardly any where in the Europea ,,
world] who, as far as occasion has called upon them
to exert the like humble and modest, yet steady and
uscful virtues, have reached the perfections of a
Clarissa.

Having thus briefly taken notice of the most ma-
terial objections that have been made to different
parts of this History, it is hoped. we may be allowed
to add, that had we thought ourselves at liberty to
give copies of some of tie many letters that have
been written on the other dide of the question, that
is to say, in approbation of the catastrophe, and of
the general conduct and execution of the work, by
some of the most eminent judges of composition in
every branch of literatare ; most of what has been
written in this Postscript might have been spared.

" But as the principal objection with many has
lain against the length of the piece, we shall add to

# See Vol. VIL p. 252. See also her mother’s praises

of her to Mrs. Norton, Vol I. p. 281,262,
1 See Vol. VII1L. p. 315—318.
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what we have said above on that subject, in the
words of one of those eminent writers: ¢ That, if,
in the History before us, it shall be found, that the
spirit is duly diffused throughout ; that the characters
are various and natural; well distinguished, and uni-
Jormly supported and maintained : if there bea variety
&f incidents sufficient to excite attention, and those
so conducted, as to keep the reader always awake !
the length then must add proportionably to the
pleasurc that every person of taste receives from a
well-drawn picture of nature. But where the con-
trary of all these qualities shock the understanding,
the extravagant performance will be judged tedious,
though no longer than a fairy tale.’
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Let.
1 MRS. Norton to Clarissa. Her account of an’ interest-
ing conversation at Harlowe Place betweea the
family and Colonel Morden; and of anether between her
mother and self. The colonel incensed against them all,
Her advice concerning Belford, and other matters. Miss
Howe has obtained leave, she hears, to visit her.. Praises
Mr. Hickman, Gently censures Miss I1Towe on his accounl.
¥ler truly maternal and pious comfortings.

11, Belfod to Lovelace. The lady’s sight begins to fail her,
She ble:ces God for the serenity she enjoys. 1t is what, she
says, she had prayed for, What a blessing, so near to ker
dissolution, to have her prayers answered ! Gives particular
directions to him about her papers, about Ler last will, and
apparel. Comforts the women and him on their concern
for her.  Another letter brought her from Colonel Aor-
den. The substance of it.  Delford writes to hasten up
the coloncl. Dr. H. has also written to her father; and
Brand to Mr. John Hailowe a letter recanting his oflicious
ouc,

IV1. Dr. M. to Jamess Harlvwe, scaior, Esq. .

1V. Copy of M. Belford's letter to Colonel Morden, to basten
him up. .

V. Lom,'[;ace lo Belfinl Tie fecls the torments of the damned,
in the remorse that wrings his heart, on looking back on
his past actions by this lady. Cives him what he calls a
Jaint picture of his horrible uneasigess, riding vp and
down, capecting the return of his s€rvant as soon as he
bad dispatched him. Woe be to the man who brings him
the fatal news! '

V1. Belford lo Lovelace. Further particulars of the lady's
pious and exemplary behaviour, She rejoices in the gra-
dual death afforded her. Hep thankful acknowledgments
to Mr. Belford, Mrs. Smith, and Mrs. Lovick, for their
kindness to bher,  Iler edifying address to- Mr, Belford,
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V1L Clarissa to Mrs. Norton. In answer to hers, No. i,
Afflicted only for her friends. Desires not now to see her
cousin Morden, nor even herself, or Miss Howe. God will
have no rivals, she says, in the hearts of thosewhom ke sancti-
Jfies. Advicé to Miss Howe. To Mr, Hickman, Blesses
all her relations and friends,

VIII, Lovelace to Belford. A letter of deep distress, re-
moree,and impatience, Yet would he fain lighten his own
guilt by reflections on the cruelty of her relations.

IX. Belford to Lovelace. The lady is disappointed at the
doctor’s telling her that she may yet live two or three days.
Death from grief the slowest of deaths. Her solemn for-
giveness of Lovelace, and prayers for him. Owns, that
once she could have loved him. Her generous concern far
his future happiness. Belford’s good resolutions,

Inexcuse of his cre-

X. Mr. Brand to Mr. John Wallen. dulity, and of the

XI. Mr. Brand to Jokn Harlowe, Esgq. misreports found-
ed upon it.

XII. Lovelace to Belford. Blesses him for sending him word
the lady is better. Mer charity towards bim cuts him to
the heart. He caunot bear it. His vehement self-re-
proaches. Curses his contriving genius; and his dishelief,
that there could be such virtue in woman. The world never
saw such a husband as he will make, if she recover, and
will be his,

XIIL. Belford to Lovelace." The lady’s pious frame, The
approaches of death how supportable to her: and why.
She has no reason, she says, to grieve for any thing but the
sorrow she has given to her friends.

XIV. Lovelace to Belford. Never prayed in his life, put all
the years of it together, as be has done for this fortnight
past. Has repented of all bis baseness: and will nothing
do? Conjures bim to send him good news in his next, as he
would not be answerable for consequences.

XV. Belford to Lovelace, Solemn leave taken of her by the
doctor and apothecary; who tell her she will hardly see
the next night. The pleasure with which she reccives the
intimation. How unlike poor Belton’s bekaviour her's! A
letter from Miss Howe. Copy of it. She cannot see to
read it. Her exalted expressions on hearing it read. Tries.
to write an answer to ity but cannot. Dictates to Mrs.
Lovick. Writes the subscriptive part herself on her knees.
Colonel Morden arrived in town. -

XVI. From the same. What pases on Colonel Morden’s
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visit to his cousin. She enjoins the colonel not to avenge

her, .

X.V1il. From the same, Her silent devotion, Strong symp-
toms of her approaching dissolution. Comforts her cousin
and him. Wishes she bad had her parents’ last bleming: but
God, she says, would not let her depend for comfort en any
but himself. Repeats her request to the colonel, that he
will not seck to avenge her wrongs; and to Belford, that be
will endeavour to heal all breaches.

XVI11I. From the same. The colonel writes to Mr. Jobhn
Harlowe, that they may now spare themselves the trouble
of debating about & reconciliation. The lady takes from
her bosom a miniature picture of Miss Howe, to be given
to Mr. Hickmano after her decease. Her affecting address
to it, on parting with it.

X1X. Belford to Mowbray. Desires him and Tourville to
throw themselves in the way of Lovelace, in order to pre-
vent him doing cither mischief to himself or others, on the
reccipt of the fatal ncws which he shall probably send him
in an hour or two.

\X. Lovelace to Belford. A letter filled with rage, curses,
and alternate despair and hope.

XX, Belford to Lovelace. With the fatal hint, that he may
take a tour to Paris, or wherever else his destiny shall
lead him.

XXII. Mowbray to Belford. With the particulars, in his
libertine manner, of Lovelace’s behaviour on his receiving
the fatal breviate, and of the distracted way he is in.

XXI11L. . Belford to Luvelace. Particulars of Clarissa’s truly
christian behaviour in her last hours. A short sketch of her
charagter.

XXLV. From the samc. The three next following letters
brought by a servant in livery, directed to the departed
lady, viz,

XXV. From Mrs. Norton. With the news of a general re-
conciliation, upon her own conditions. .

XXVI. From Miss Arabella. 1n which she assures her of all
their rcturning love and favour.

XXVLI. From ir. John Harlowe. Regretting that things
bave been carried so far; and desiring her to excuse his
part in what had passed. .

XXVIIL Belford to Lovelace. Iis executorial proceedings.
Eleven posthumous letters of the lady. Copy of one of
them written to himself. Tells Lovelace of one written
to Aim, in pursuance of ber promise in her allegorical

VOL. VIIL, oo
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letter (see No. xi. of Vol. VIL) Other executorfal pro~
ccedings. The colonel’s letter to James Harlowe, signify-
}nghCIarisa's request to be buried at the feet of her grand-
‘ather.

XXIX. Fruom the same, Mrs. Norton arrives. Her surprise
and grief to find her beloved young lady departed. The
posthumous lctters calculated to give comfort, and not to
reproach.

XXX. XXXI. XXXII. XXXIII. XXXIV. Copies of Cla-
rissa’s posthumous letters to her father, mother, brother,
sister, and uncle,

Substance of a letter to her aunt Hervey, coucluding with
advice to her cousin Dolly.

Substance of her letter to Miss Howe, with advice in favour
of Mr. Hickman.

XXXYV. Belford to Lovelace. The wretched Sinclair breaks
her leg, and dispatches Sally Martin to beg a visit from
him, aud that he will procure for her the lady’s forgiveness.
Sally’s remorse for the treatment she gave her at Rowland’s.
Acknowledges the lady’s ruin to be in a great measure
owing to their instigations.

XXXV . From the same. Miss Howe's distress on receiving
the fatal news, and the Posthumous letters directed to her.
Copy of Jomes Harlowe’s answer to Colonel Mordcen’s let-
ter, in which he relates the unspeakable distress of the
family ; endeavours to exculpate himself; desires the body
to be sent down to Harlowe Place; and that the colonel
will favour thein with his company.

XXXVI1L Belford to Lovelace. The corpse sent down, at-
tended by the colonel and Mrs. Norton.

XXXVIIL. Mowbray te Belford. An account of Lovelace's
deliriows uamanageableness, and extravagant design, had
they not all interposed. They have got Lord M. to him.
He endeavours to justify Lovelace by rakish principles,
and by a true story of a villany which he thinks greater
than tiat of Lovelace by Clarissa.

XXXIX. Lovelace to Belford. Written in the height of his
delirium. The whole world, he says, is but one great Bed-
lam. Every one in it mad but himself.

XL. Belford to Mowbray. Desires that Lovelace, on his
recovery, may be prevailed upon to go abroad : and why.
Exgoﬂs bim and Tourville to reform, as he is resolved
to do.

XL1. Belford to Lovelace. Describing the.terrible impatience.
despondency, and death of the wretched Sinclair,
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As the bad housc is often mentioned in this work, without any
other stigma than what arises from the wicked principles and
actions occasionally given of the wreiches who inhabit it ; Mr.
Belford here enters inlo the secret retirements of these crea-
tures, and exposes them in~the appearances they are supposed
to make, before they are tricked out to ensnare weak and in-
considerate minds.

XLII. Colonel! Morden to Mr. Belford. With an account of

“his arrival at Harlowe Place before the body. The dread-
ful distress of the whole family in expectation of its coming.
The decp remorse of James and Arabella Harlowe.
Mutual recriminations on recollecting the numerous in-
stances of their inexorable cruelty. Mrs. Norton so ill,
he was forced to leave her at St. Alban’s. He dates again,
to give a further account of their distress on the arrival
of the hearse. Solemn respect paid to her memory by
crowds of people.

XLIIL. From the same. Turther interesting accounts of what
passed among the Harlowes. Miss Howe expected to see,
for the last time, her beloved friend.

XLIV. From the same. Miss Howe arrives. The colonel
receives ber. Her tender woe; and characteristic be-
haviour.

XLV. From the same. Mrs, Norton arrives. Amended in
spirits. To what owing. Further recriminations of the
unhappy parents. They attempted to see the corpse; but
cannot. Could ever wilful hard-heartedness, the colonel
asks, bc more severely punished? Substance of the lady’s
posthumous letter to Mrs. Nortoa.

XLVI. Krom the same. Account of the funeral solemnity.
Heads of the eulogium. The universal justice done to
the lady’s great and good qualities. Other affecting par-
ticulars. .

XLVIL1. Belford to Colonel Morden. Compliments him on
his pathetic narratives. Further account of his executorial
proceedings. §

XLVIIL James Harlowe to Belford.

XLIX. Mr. Belford in answer.

The lady’s LAsT wiLL. In the preamble to which, as well as
in the body of it, shc gives several instructive hints; and
displays, in an exemplary manner, ber forgiving spirit, her
zieq, her charity, her gratitude, and other christian and

eroic virtues,

L. Colonel Morden to Mr. Belford. The will read. What
passed on the occasion, . ’

002
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LL. Belfordto Lord M. Apprehends a vindictive resentment
from the colonel. Desires that Mr. Lovelace may be pre-
vailed on to take a tour.

LIL. Miss Montague in answer,

Summary accoust of proceedings relating to the execu-
tion of the lady’s will, and other matters. Substance of
a letter from Mr. Belford to Mr, Hickman ; of Mr. Hick-
man’s answer ; and of a letter from Miss flowe to Mr,
Belford.

The lady’s posthumous letter to Mr. Lovelace.

LIII. Lovelace to Belford. Describing his delirium as dawn.
ing into sense and recollection. All is conscience and
horror with him, he says. A description of his misery at
its height.

LIV. From the same. Revokes bis last letter, as ashamed
of it. Yet breaks into fits and starts, and is ready to go
back again. Why, he asks, did his mother bring him up to
know no control? His heart sickens at the recollection of
what he was. Dreads the return of his mulady. Makes
an effort to forget all,

LV. From the same. Ts preparing to leave the kingdom.
His route. Secasonable warnings, though delivered in a
ludicrous manner, on Belford’s resolution to reform. Com-
plains that he has been strangely kept in the dark of late.
Demands a copy of the lady’s will.

LVI. Belford to Lovelace. Justice likely to overtake his in-
strument Tomlinson. On what occasion. The wretched
man’s remorse on the lady’s account. Belford urges Love-
lace to go abroad for his health. Answers very seriously
to the warnings he gives him. Amiable scheme for the
conduct of his future life.

LVII. Lovelace to Belford. Pities Tomlinson. Finds that
be is dead in prison. Happy that he lived not to be hanged.
Why. No discomfort so great but some comfort may be
drawn from it. Endeavours to defend himself by a whim-
sical case which he puts between A, a miser, and B, a
thief,

LVIIL. From the same. Ridicules him on the scheme of life
be has drawn out for himself. In his manner,gives Belford
some further cautions and warnings. Reproaches him for
not saving the lady. A breach of confidence in some cases
is.more excusable than to keep a secret. Rallies bim on
his pe;son and air, on his cousin Charlotte, and the widow
Lovick. -

LIX. Mr. Belford to Colonel Morden. Onu a declaration he
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had heard he had made, of taking vengeance of Mr, Love-
face. His arguments with him on that subject, from vasious
topics.

LX. pﬂls lady’s posthumous letter to her cousin Morden. Con-
taining arguments against puzLLiNG, as well with regard
to her particular case, as in general. Sce also Letter xxxii.
to her brother, on the same subject.

LXI. Colonel Morden to Mr. Belford. In answer to his pleas
against avenging his cousin. He paints in very strong co-
lours the grief and distress of the whole family, on the losws
of a child, whose character and excellencies risc upon them
to their torment,

LXII. From ths same. Further particulars relating to the
execution of the lady’s will. Gives his thoughts of wo-
men’s friendships in general; of that of Miss Howe, and
his cousin, in particular. An early habit of familiar letter-
wriling how improving. Censures Miss Howe, for her be-
havour to Mr. Hickwman. Mr, Ilickman's good character.
Caution to parents who desire to preserve their children’s
veneration for them. Mr. Hickman, anknown to Miw
Howe, puts himself and equipage in mourning for Clarissa.
Her lively turn upon him on that occasion. What he, the
colonel, expects from the generosity of Miss Howe, in rela-
tion to Mr. Hickman. Weakness of such as are afraid of
making their last wills.

LXIIL Belford to Miss Howe. With copies of Clarisa’s
posthumous letters; and respectfully, as from Colonel Mor-
den and himself, reminding her of her performing her part
of ber dear friend’s last desires, in making one of the most
deserving men in England happy. Ioforms her of the
delirium of Lovelace, iu order to move her compassion for
him, and of the dreadful death of Sinclair and Tomlinson.

LXTV. Miss Howe to Mr. Beiford. Observations on the
letters and subjects he communicates to her. She promises
another letter in answer to his and Celonel Morden’s call
upon her in Mr. Hickman’s favour. Applauds the colonel
for purchasing her beloved friend’s jewels, in order te pre-
sent them to Miss Dolly Hervey. - :

LXY. From the same. She accounts for,'though not defends,
her treatment of Mr. Hickman. She owns, that he isa
man worthy of a better ehoice; that she values ne man
more than him ; and assures Mr. Belford and: the colonel,
:ll:at ber endeavours shall not be waating to make him

PPY.



446 CONTENTS OF VOL, VIN.

LXYY. Mr. Belford to Miss Howe. A letter full of grateful
mcknowledgments for the favour of hers.

LXVIL Lord M. to Mr. Belford. Acquainting bim with
his kimman’s setting out for London, in order to embark.
Wishes him to prevent g meeting between him and Mr,
Morden,

LXVILL Mr. Belford to Lord M. Has had a visit from Mr,
Lovelace. What pased between them on the occasien.
Has an interview with Colonel Morden,

LXIX. From the same. Just returned from attending Mr.
Lovelace purt of his way towards Dover. Their solemn

arting.

l&x. From the same. An account of what passed between
himself and Colonel Morden at their next meeting. Their
affectionate parting.

LXXL. Mws towe to Mr. Belford. Gives, at his request, the
chagacter of her beloved friend at large ; and an account
of the particular distribyiion of her e in the twenty-four
hours of the nalural day,

LXXLI, Lovclace to Belford, from Paris. Conscience the
congueior of souls. He caonot run away from his reflec-
tions, tle desires a particular account of all that has
{med since he Jeft England.

LXX111. Belford to Lovelace. Answers him as to all the
particulars he writes aboat,

LXXL1V. Lovelace to Belford. Mas received a letter from
Joseph Leman (who, he says, is conscience-ridden) to in.
form him, that Colonel Morden resolves to kave his will of
him. He cannot bear to be threatened. He will write
to the colonel to know his purpose. He cannot get off
2is regrets on acconnt of the dear lady for the blood of

im,

LXXY. Belford to Lovelace. 1t would be matter of serions
reflection to him, he says, if that very Leman, who had been
his machine, should be the instrument of his fall.

LXXYVI. Lovelace to Belford. Has written to the colonel to
know his intention: but yet in such a manner, that he may
handsomely avoid taking it as a challenge 5 though, in the
like case, he owms that he himself should not. Copy of his
letter to the colonel.

LXXV1I. Lovelace to Belford. He is now in his way to
Trent, In order to mcct Colonel Morden. He is sure of
vicjory ; but will mot, if be can help it, out of regard te
she memory of Clariesa, kill the colonét.
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LXXVIII. From the same. Toterview with Calonel Morden,
To-morrow, says he, is the day that will, in all probability,
send either one or two ghosts to attend the wmanes of *his -
Clarissa. He doubts not to give the colonel his life, or his
death ; and to be able, by next morning, eleven, to write
all the particulars. .

LXXIX. THE ISSUE OF TRE DUKL.

CoNcLusioN.

PostscriprT.

FINIS,

Whittingham and Rowlaud, Pﬂﬁn, Gaswell gtreet, London.
s e e
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