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PREFACE

Tue Editor of the following Letters takes leave to
observe, that he has now, in this publication, com-
pleted the plan, that was the object of his wishes,
rather than of his hopes, to accomplish.

The first collection which he published, intituled
PAMELA, exhibited the beauty and superiority
of virtue in an innocent and unpolished mind, with
the reward which often, even in this life, a protect-
ing Providence bestows on goodness. A young
woman of low degrece, relating to her honest pareuts
the scvere trials she met with from a master who
ought to have been the protector, not the assailer
of her honour, shews the character of a libertine in
its truly contemptible light. This libertine, how=
ever, from the foundation of good principles laid in
his early years by an excellent mothor; by his pas-
sion for a virtuous young woman; and by her ami-
able cxample, and unwearied patience, when she
became his wife ; is, after u length of time, perfectly
reclaimed.

The second collection, published under the title
of CLARISSA, displayed a moré melancholy scene .
A young lady of higher fortune, and born to happier

voL. 1x, a
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hopes, is seen involved in such variety of deep dis-
tresses, as lead her to an untimely death; affording
a warning to parents against forcing the inclinations
of their children in the most important article ot
their lives; and to children against hoping too far
from the fairest assurances of a man void of princi-
ple. The heroine, however, as a truly Christian
Beroine, proves superior to her trials; and her
heart, always excellent, refined and exalted by every
onc of them, rejoices in the approach of a happy
eternity. Her cruel destroyer appears wretched
and disappointed, even in the boasted success of his
vile machinations: but still (buoyed up with self-
conceit and vain presumption) he gocs on, after
every short fit of imperfect, yet terrifying conviction,
hardening himselt more and more ; till, unreclaimed
by the most affecting warnin s, and repeatell admo-
nitions, he perishes miserably in the bloom of life,
and sinks into the grave oppressed with guilt, re-
morse, and horror. His letters, it is hoped, afford
many useful lessons to the gay part of mankind
against that misuse of wit and youth, of rank and
fortune, and of every outward accomplishment,
which turns them into a cursc to the miserable pos-
sessor, as well as to all around him,
Here the Editor apprehended he should be obliged

to stop, by reason of his precarious state of health,
“and a variety of avocations which claimed his first
attention: but it was insisted on by several of his
friends, who were well assured he had the materialg =
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in his power, that he should produce into public
view the character and actions of 2 man of TRUE
HONOUR.

He has been enabled to obey these his ﬁ'jends,
and to complete his first design : and now, therefore,
presents to the public, in Sir CHARLES GRANDISON,
the example of a man acting uniformly well through
a variety of trying scenes, because all his actions
arc regulated by one steady principle: a man of
religion and virtue ; of liveliness and spirit ; accom-
plished and agreeable ; happy in himself, and a bless-
ing to others.

From what hasbeen premised, it may be supposed,
that the present collection is not published ulti-
mately, nor cven principally, any more than the
other two, for the sake of entertainment only. A
much nobler end is in view. Yet it is hoped the
variety of characters and conversations necessarily
introduced into so large a correspondence as these
volumes contain, will enliven as well as instruct:
the rather, as the principal correspondents are
young ladies of polite cducation, and of lively
spmts.

The nature of familiar lctters, written, as it were,
to the moment, while the heart is agitated by hopes
and fears, on events undecided, must plead an ex-
cuse for the bulk of a collection of this kind. Mere
facts and characters might be comprised in a much
smaller compass : but, would they be equally inter-
esting? 1t happens fortunately, that an account of
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the juvenile years of the principal person is narra-
tively given in some of the letters. As many, how-
ever, as could be spared, have been omitted. There
is not one episode in the whole; nor, after Sir
CuARLEs GRANDISON is introduced, one letter in-
serted but what tends to illustrate the principal
design. Those which precede his introduction, will
not, it is hoped, be judged unnecessary on the whole,
as they tend to make the reader acquainted with
persons, the history of most of whom is closely in-
terwoven with that of Sir Charles.



SONNET.

SwEeeT moralist, whose generous labours tend,
With ceascless diligence, to guide the mind,
In the wild maze of error wandering blind,

To virtue, truth, and honour, glorious end

Of glorious toils! Vainly would I commend,
In numbers worthy of your sense refin’d,
This last great work, which leaves all praisc be-
hind,
And july styles you of mankind the friend :

Pleasurc with profit artful while you blend,
And now the fancy, now the judgment feed
Withgrateful change, which every passionsways
Numbers, who ne’er to graver lore attend,
Caught by the charm, grow virtuous as they read ;
And lives reform’d shall giveyou genuine praise.

T. F.






NAEMS OF THE PRINCIPAL PERSONS.

MEN.

George Selby, Esg.
John Greville, Esq.
Richard Fenwick, Esq.
Robert Orme, Esq.
Archibald Reeves, Esq.
Sir Rowland Meredith, Knt.
James Fowler, Esq.
Sir Hargrave Pollexfen, Bart.
The Earl of L: a Scottish nobleman.
Thomas Deane, Esq.
Sir CuArRLES GRANDISON, Bart.
James Bagenhall, Esg.
Mr. Solomon Merceda.
John Jordan, Esq. .
Sir Harry Beauchamp, Bart.
Edward Beauchamp, Esq. his son.
Everard Grandison, Esg.
T’e Rev. Dr. Bartlett.
Lord W. uncle to Sir Charles Grandison.
Lord G. son of the Earl of G.

ITALIANS.
Marchese della Porretta, the father.
Marchese della Porretta, his eldest som.
The Bishop of Nocera, his second son.
Signor Jeronymo della Porretta, third son.
Conte della Porretta, their uncle.
Count of Belvedere.
Father Marescotti.



WOMEN.
Miss Harriet Byron,
Mrs. Shirley, ker grandmother, by the mother's side.
Mys. Sclby, sister to Miss Byron’s father, and wife of
Mr. Selby.
:’,:}z: ﬁzﬁz v }Selby, nieces to Mr. Sclby.
Miss Orme, sister of Mr. Orme.
Mrs.Reeves, wife of Mr. Reeves, cousin of MissByron.
Lady Betty Williams.
The Countess of L. wife of Lord L, eldest sister of Sir
Charles Grandison.
Miss Grandison, younger sister of Sir Charles.
DMyrs. Eleanor Grandison, aunt to Sir Charles.
Miss Emily Jervois, his ward.
Lady Mansficld.
Lady Beauchamp.
The Countess Dowager of D.
Mrs. Hortensia Beaumont.
ITALIANS,
Murchesa della Porretta.
Signora Clementina, ker daughter.
Signora Juliana Sforzu, sister to the Marchese della
Porretta.
Signora Laurana, her daughter.
Signora Olivia.
Camilla, Lady Clementina’s governcss.
Laura, ker maid,
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SIR CHARLES GRANDISON, BART.

LETTER I

MISS LUCY SELBY TO MISS HARRIET BYRON.

Ashby-Canons, Janaary 10.

Y"OUR resolution to accompany Mrs. Reeves to

London, has greatly alarmed your three lovers:
and two of them, at least, will let you know that it
has. Such a lovely girl as my Harrict, must expect
to be more accountable for her steps than one less
excellent and less agtractive.

Mr. Greville, in his usual resolute way, threatens
to follow you to London ;- and there, he says, he will
watch the motions of every man who approaches you;
and, if he find reason for it, will early let such man’
know Ais pretensions, and the ‘danger he may run
into, if he pretend to be his gompetitor. But let
me not do him injustice ; though he talks of a rival
thus harshly, he speaks of you more highly than
man eyer spoke of woman. Angel and goddess are

VOL, IX. B
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phrases you have been used to from him ; and though
spoken in his humorous way, yet I am sure he most
sincerely admires you.

Mr. Fenwick, in a less determined manner, de-
clares, that he will follow you to town, if you stay
there above one fortnight. -

" The gentle Orme sighs his apprehensions, and
wishes you would change your purpose. Though
hopeless, he says, it is some pleasure to him that he
can think himself in the same county with you; and
much more, that he can tread in your footsteps to
and from church every Sunday, and behold you
there. He wonders how your grandmamma, your
aunt, your uncle, can spar¢ you. Your cousin
Reeves’s surely, he says, are very happy in their in-
fluences over us all,

Each of the gentlemen is afraid, that by increas-
ing the number of your admirers, you will increase
his difficulties: but what is that to them, I asked,
when they already know, that you are not inclined to
favour any of the three?

1f you hold your resolution, and my cousin Reeves’s
their time of setting out, pray let me know, and I
will attend you at my uncle Selby’s, to wish you a
good journey, much Jxleasure in town, and a return
with a safe and sound heart. My sister, who, poor
dear girl, continues extremely weak and low, will
spare me for a purpose so indispensable. I will not
bave you come to s. Iknow it would grieve you
to see her in the way she is in.  You too much take
to heart the infirmities of your friends which you can-
not cure ; and as your grandmamma lives upon your
smiles, and yourejoice all your friends by your cheer-
fulness, it would be cruel to make you sad.

* x %

Mr. Greville has just left us. He dropt in ypon
ws as we were going to dinner. My grandiaothet
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Selby you know js always pleased with his rattling.
She prevailed on him to aﬁght, and sit down with
us. All his talk was of you. He repcated his for-
mer threatenings (as I cnﬁed them to him) ou your

oing to town. After dinner, he read us a letter from

ady Frampton relating to you. He read us also
some passages from the copy of his answer, with
design, I believe, that 1 should ask him to leave it
behind him. He is a vain creature, you know, and
seemed fond of what he had written. 1 did ask him.
He pretended to make a scruple of your sceing it;
but it was afaint one. However, he called for pen
and ink ; and when it was brought him, scratched
over two passages, and that with so many little flou-
rishes (as you will see) that he thought they could
not be read. But the ink I furnished him with, hap-
pening to be paler than his, you will find he was not
cunning enough. I promised to return it.

Send me a line by the bearcr, to tell me if your
resolution holds as to the day.
Adieu, my dearest Harriet. May angels protect
and guide you whithersoever you go !
. LUCY SELLY.

LETTER TI.
MR. GREVILLE TO LADY FRAMPTON.
[nclosed in the preceding.]
Northampton, January 6.
Your ladyship demands a dgscription of the
person of the celebrated Miss Byron in our neigh-
bourhood; and to know, whether, as report tells
you, love has listed me in the number of her particu-
lar admirers !—Particular admirers you well distin-
guish;esince every one who beholds her admires her.
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Your ladyship confines your enquiries to her per-
son, you tell me ; and you own, that women are much
more solicitous about the beauties of that, than of the
mind. Perhaps it may be so; and that their envy
is much sooner excited by the one than the- other.
But who, madam, can describe the person of Miss
Harriet Byron, and her person only; animated as
every feature is by amim{) that bespeaks all human
excellence, and dignifies her in every air, in every
look, in every motion ¥ ’

No man living has agreater passion for beauty than
I have. Till I knew Miss Byron, 1 was one of those
who regarded nothing clse in the sex. Indeed, I con-
sidered all intellectual attainments as either useless
or impertinent in women. Your ladyship knows
what were my free notions on this head, and has
rebuked me for them. A wise, a learned lady, I
considered as a very unnatural character. I wanted
women to be all?;ve, and nothing else. A
little prudence allowed I to enter into their composi-
tion; just enough to distinguish the man of scnse
from the fool; and that for my own sake. You
know I have vanity, madam: but lovely as Miss
Byron’s person is, 1 defy the greatest sensualist on
earth not to admire her mind more than her person.
‘What a triumph would the devil have, as I have often
thought, when I have stood contemplating her per-
fections, especially at church, were he able to raise
up a man that could lower this angel into woman 2"
—TPardon me!—Your ladyship knows my mad way

.of saying cvery thing that rises to my thoughts.

Sweetness of -temper must make plain featurcs
‘glow: what an cflect must it then have upon fine
ones? Never was there a sweeter-tempered woman.
Indeed from sixteen to twenty, all the sex (kept
in humour by their hopes, and by their attractions)
are said to be good-tempered ; but she is remarka-
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bly so. She is just turned of twenty, but looks not
more than seventeen. Her beauty hardly yet in its
full blow, will last longer, Iimagine, thanin an ear-
lier blossom. Yet the prudence visible in her whole
aspect, ﬁave her a distinction, even at twelve, that
promised what she would be at a riper age.

Yet with all this reigning good-nature visible in
her face and manner, there is such a native digni
in all she says, in all she does (though mingled wit!
a frankness that shews her mind’s superiority to the
minds of almost all other women) that it damps
and suppresses, in the most audacious, all imagina-
tions of bold familiarity.

I know not, by my soul, hew she does this nei-
ther: yet so it is. She jests; she raillies: but I
cannot railly her again. Love, it is said, dignifies
the adored object. ~ Perhaps it is that which awes
me.

And now will your ladyship doubt of an affirma-
tive answer to your'second question, Whether love
has listed me in the number of her particular ad-
mirers?

Ile has: and the devil take me if I can help my-
sclf: and yet I have no encouragement—nor any-
body else; that’s my consolation. Fenwick is deeper
in, if possible, than I. We had at our first acquaint-
ance, as you have heard, a tilting-bout on the occa-
sion: but are sworn friends now; each having agreed
to try his fortune by patience and perseverance;
and being assured that the one has no more of her
favour to boast of, than the other ®*. * We have
indeed blustered away between us half a score more
of her adwmirers. Poor whining Orme, however, per-

* The passages in this létter thus inarked () are those
which in the preceding one are said to be scratched out; but.
yet weregegible by holding up the letter to the light,

83
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geveres. But of him we make no, account : he has
@ watery head, and though he finds a way, by his
.sister, who visits at Mr. Selby’s, and is much
esteemed there, to let Miss Byron know his ‘pas-
gion for her, notwithstanding the negative he has
received; yet doubt we notsthat she is safe from
a flame that he will quench with his tears, before it
can rise to a head to disturb us. -

¢ You ladies love men should whine after you:
but never yet did I find, that where a blustering
fellow was a competitor, the lady married the
milksop.”

But let me in this particular do Miss Byron justice:
how she manages it I cannot tell; but she is cour-
teous to all; nor could ever any man charge her
either with pride or cruelty. AllI fear, is, that she
has such an equality in her temper, that she can hard-
ly find room in her heart for a particular love : Nor
will, till she meets with onc whose mind is neatly as
faultless asher own ; and the general tenor of whose
life and actions calls upon her discretion to give her
{eave to love. ¢ This apprehension I owe to a con-
versation I had with her grandmother Shirley; a
lady that is an ornament to old age; and who hint.
cd to me, that her grand-daughter had exceptions
both to Fenwick a.ngr me, on the score of a few in-

"dulgences that perhaps have been b public; but
which all men of fashion and spirit give themselves,
and all women, but this, allow of, or hate not men
the worse for. But then what is her objection to
‘Orme? He is a sober dog.”” .

She was but-eight years old when her mother
‘died. She also was an excellent woman. Her death
was brought on by grief for that of her husband ;
which happened but six months béfore—a rare in-

,stance ! :
% The grandmother and aunt, to whom the. girl
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is dutiful to a-proverb, will not interfere with her
choice. If they are applied to for their interest, the
answer is constantly this: the approbation of their
}ianigt must be first gained, amF then their consent .
is ready.

1‘lne¥e is a Mr. Deane, aman of an excellent cha-
racter for a Jawyer ; but indeed he left off practice
0.. coming into possession of a handsome estate. He
was the girl’s godfather. He is allowed to have
great influence over them all. Harrict calls him
papa. To him I have applied : but his answer is
the very same: his daughter Harrict must choose
for herself: all'motions of this kind must coine first:
from her.

And ought I to despair of succeeding with the girl
kersclf? 1, her Greville ; not contemptible in person ;
an air—free and easy, at least; having a good estate
in possession; fine expectances besides; dressing
well, singing well, dancing well, and blest with a mo-
derate share of confidence; which makes other women
think me a clever fellow: she, a girl of twenty ; her
fortunc between ten and fifteen thousand pounds
only; for her futher’s considerable estate, on his de-
mise, for want of male heirs, went with the namc;
her grandmother’s jointure not more than 500. a
year.—And what theugh her uncle Selby has no
children, and loves ber, yet has he nephews and
nieces of his own, whom he also loves; for this Har-
riet is his wife’s niece.

I will not despair. If resolution, if perseverance
will do, and if she be a woman, she shall be mine—
and so I have told her aunt Selby, and ber uncle teo;
and so I have told Miss Lucy Selby, her cousin, as
she calls her, who is highly arl deservedly in her
favour ; and so indeed have I thore than once told
the girl herself.

But*now to the description of her person—Letme '
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die, if I know where to begin. She is all over love-
liness. Does not every-body elsc who has scen her
tell you so? Her stature; shall I begin with her sta-
ture? She cannot be said to be tall ; but yet is some-
thing above the middling. Iler shape—But what
care I for her shape? I, who hope to love her still
more, though possessi#h may make me admire her
less, when she gas not that to boast of? We yourz
fellows who have been abroad, are above regarding
English shapes, and prefer to them the French neg-
ligence. By the way, I think the foreign ladies in
the right, that they aim not at what they cannot at-
tain. Whether we are so much in the right to come
into their taste, is another thing. But be this as it
will, there is so much ease and dignity in the person,
in the dress, and in every air and motion, of Miss
Harriet Byron, that fine shapes will ever be in
fashion where she is, be either native or foreigner
the 'udge. 'y

er complexion is admirably fair and clear. I
have sat admiring her complexion, till I have ima-
gined I have scen the life-blood flewing with equal
course through her translucent veins.

Her forehead, so nobly free and open, shews dig-
nity and modesty, and strikes into one a kind of awe,
singly contemplated, that (from the delight which
accompanies the awe) I know not how to describe.
Every single feature, in short, will bear the nicest
examination ; and her whole face, and her neck, so
admirably sct on her finely-proportioned shoulders
—let me perish, if, taking her Stogether, I do not
hold her to be the most unexceptionable beauty T
ever beheld. But what still is her particular excel-
lence, and distinguishes her from all other English
women (for it mast be acknowledged to be a charac-
teristic of the French women of quality) is the grace
which that people call physiognomy, and we may
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call expression : had not her features and her com-
plexion been so fine as they are, that grace alone,
that soul shining out in her lovely aspect, joined
with the ease and gracefulness of her motion, would
have made her as many admirers as beholders.

After this, shall I descend to a more particular
description !—1I will. !

Her cheek—I never saw a cheek so beautifully
turned ; illustrated as it is by a charming carmine
flush, which denotes sound health. A most be-
witching dimple takes place in each when she smiles;
and she has so much reason to be pleased with her-
sclf, and with all about her (for she is the idol of her
relations) that I believe from infancy she never
frowned ; nor can a frown, it is my opinion, sit upon
her face for a minute. Would to Heaven I were
considerable enough with her to prove the contrary!
" Her mouth—There never was so lovely a mouth.
But no wonder ; since such rosy lips, and such ivory
and even tecth, must give beauty to a mouth less
charming than hers.

Her nose adds dignity to her other features. Her
chin is sweetly turned, and almost imperceptibly
dimpled.

l-{er eyes ;—Ay, madam, her eyes!—Good hea-
ven! what a lustre ; yet not a fierce, but a mild lus-
tre! Ilow have I despised the romancing pocts for
their unnatural descriptions of the eyes: of their
heroines! But Ihave thought those descriptions,
though absurd enough in couscience, Jess absurd
(allowing something for })oetical licence) ever since
1 beheld those of Miss Hurriet Byron.

Ier hair is a real and unlabogred ornament to
her.  All natural its curls: art l;rs no share in the
lustre it gives to her other beautigs.

I mentioned her neck—Here 1 dare not trust my-
self —Inimitable creature! All-attracting loveliness.
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Her arm—Your ladyship knows my passion for
a delicate arm. By my soul, madam, your own
does not exceed it.

Her hands are extremely fine. Such fingers!
And they accustomed to pen, to the necdle,
to the harpsichord; excelling in all—O madam;
women /kave souls, How am convinced they have.
I dare own to your ladyship, that once 1 doubted
it, on a supposition that they were given us for tem-
porary purposes only. And have I not seen her
dance! have I not heard her sing! But indeed,
mind and person, she is all hanmony.

Then for reading, for acquired knowledge, what
lady so young—But you know the character of her

randfather Shirley. He was a man of universal
earning, and, from his public employments abroad,
as polite as learned. is girl, from seven years of
age, when he came to settle in England, to four-
teen, when she lost -him, was his delight; and her
education and instruction the amuscment of his va-
cant hours. This is the Seriod, he used to say, in
which the foundations of all fernale goodness are to
be laid, since so soon after fourteen they leap into
women. The dead languages he aimed not to teach
her; lest he should overload her young mind: but
in the Italian and Irench he made her an adept.

Nor were the advantages common ones which
she received from his lady, her grandmother, and
from her aunt Selby, her father’s sister, a woman of
equal werthiness. Her grandmother particularly is
one of the most pious, yet most chcerf}:xl, of women.
She will not permit her daughter Byron, she says, to
live with her, for both their sakes. For the girl’s
-sake, because there is a greater resort of company
at Mr. Selby’s, than at Shirley manor; and she 1s
afraid, as her grandchild has a serious turn, that ker
own contemplative life may make her move grave
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than she wishes so young & woman to be. Youth, she
says, is the season for cheerfulness. For ker own
sake, because she, looks upon her Harriet’s company
as a cordial too rich to be always at hand ; and when
she has a mind toregale, she will either send for her,
fetch her, or visit her at Mrs. Selby’s.. One of her
letters to Mrs. Selby I once saw. It ran thus—
¢ You must spare me my Harriet. I am in pain,
My spirits are not high. I would not have the un-
decayed mind yield, for want of using the means,
to the decaying body. One happy fay with our
child, the true child of the united minds of her late
excellent parents, will, I hope, effect the cure: if
it do not, you must spare her to me fwo.” .

Did I not tell you, madam, that it was very diffi-
cult to describe the person only of this admirable
i'oung lady? But I stop here. A horrid appre-
hension comes across me! How do I know but I
am praising another man’s future wife, and not my
own? Hcre is a cousin of hers, a Mrs. Reeves, a
fine lady from London, come down under the
cursed influence of my evil stars, to carry this Iar-
riet away with her into the gay world. Woman!
woman !—I beg: your ladyship’s pardon; but what
angel of twenty is proof against vanity? ‘The
first hour she appears, she will be a toast; stars
and titles will crowd about her; and who knows
how far a paltry coronet may dazzle ker who de-
serves an imperial crown? DBut,*woe to the man,
whoever he be, whose pretensiagns dare to inter-
fere (and have any assurance of success) with

Ly

those of 1.
Your ladyship’s
Most obedient and faithful servant,
IOHN GREVILLE.

L4
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LETTER IIL
MISS HARRIET BYRON TO MISS LUCY SELBY.

Selby-house, Jan. 16.

I RETURN you inclosed, my Lucy, Mr. Greville’s
strange letter. As you asked him for it, he will
have no doabt but you shewed it to me. It is better
therefore, if he make enquiry whether you did or
not, toown it. In this case he will be curious to
know mfv sentiments upon it. Ile is sensible that
my whole heart is open to'you.
. 'Tell him, if you think proper, in so many words,
that I am far more displeased with him for his impe-
tuosity, than gratified by his flattery. _

Tell him, that I think it very hard, that, when my
nearest relations leave me so generously to my h-
berty, a man to whom I never gave cause to tgeat
me with disrespect, should take upon himse]?eto
threaten and controul me. .

Ask him, What are his pretences for following me
to London, or elsewhere? |

If I had not* had reasons before to avoid a more
than ncighbourly civility to him, he has now fur-
nished me with very strong ones. The threatening
Jover must certainly make a tyrant husband. Don’t
you think so, Lucy? But make not supposals of
lover or husband to him*: these bold ren will turn
shadows into substance in their own favour.

A woman who is so much exalted above what she
can deserve, has reason to be terrified, were she to

the complimenter (even could she suppose

him so blinded by his passion asnot to be absolutely
insincere) to think of the height she must fall from
in his opinion, when she has put it into his power te «
treat her but*as what she is. .
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Indeed I both despise and fear a very high compli-
menter.—Despise him for his designing flattery, sup-
posing him not to belicve himself; or, if he mean
what he says, for his injudiciousness. I fear him,
lest he should (as in the former case he must hope)
be able to raise a vanity in me, that would sink me
beneath his meanncss, and ‘give him cause to tri-
umph over my folly, at the very time that [ am full
of my own wisdom.’

High-straincd compliments, in short, always pull
me down; always make me shrink into myself.
Have I not some vanity to guard against? I have
no doubt but Mr. Greville wished I should see this
letter: and this gives me some little indignation
against myself; for does it not look as if, from some
faults in my conduct, Mr. Greville had formed hopes
of succeeding by treating me like a fool ? i

I hope these gentlemen will not follow me to town,
as they threaten. If they do, I will not see them,
if I can any way avoid it. Yet, for me to appear to
them solicitous on this head, or to desire them not to
go, will be in some measure to lay myself under an
obligation to their acquiescence. It is not therefore
for me to hope to influence them in this matter,
since they expect too much in return for it from me ;
and since they will be ready to found a merit in
their passion even for disobliging me.

I cannot bear, however, to think of their dangling
after me wherever I go. These men, my dear, were
we to give them importance with us, would be
greater infringers of our natural frcedom than the
most severe parents; and for their &wp sakes: where-
as parents, if ever so despotic (if not unnatural ones
indeed) mean solcly our good, dgugh headstron
girls do not always think so. Yet such, even such

* can be teazed out of their wills, at least out of their
duty, bysthe men who stile themselves lovers, when
c
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they are invincible to all the entreaties and com-
mands of their parents.

O that the next eight or ten years of my life, if I
find not in the interim a man on whom my whole un-
divided heart can fix, were happily over! As hap-
pilf' as the last alike important four years! To be
able to look down from the elevation of thirty years,
my principles fixed,and to have no capital folly to re-
proach myself with, what & happiness would that be !

My cousin Reeves’s time of setting out holds;
the indulgence of my dearest friends continues; and
my resolution holds. But I will see my Nahcy be-
fore 1 set out. What! shall I enter upon a party
of pleasure, and leave in my heart room to reflect,
in the midst of it, that there is a dear suffering
friend who had reason to think I was afraid of giv-
ing myself-pain, when I might, by the halm of true
love and friendly soothings, administer comfort to
her wounded heart 2—No, my Lucy, believe te, if
I have not“j(enerosity enough, I have selfishness
enough, to e me avoid a sting so severe as this

would be, to your
HARRIET BYRON.

LETTER IV,
MISS BYRON TO MISS SELBY.
Grosvenor-street, Tuesday, Jan. 24.
Wz are just arrived. We had a very agreeable
journey.

I need not tell you that Mr. Greville and Mr.
Fenwick attended us to our first baiting ; and had a
genteel dinner rcady provided for us: the gentle-
man will tell you this, and all particulars.

They bpth renewed their menaces of following
me to London, if I staid above one montli. They
‘were 50 good as to stretch their fortnight to a month.
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Mr. Fenwick, in very pathetic terms, as he found
an opportunity to engage me alone for a few mi-
nutes, besought me to love him. Mr. Greville was
as earnest with me to declare that I hated him.
Such a declaration, he said, was all he at present
wished for. It was strange, he told me, that he
could neither prevail on me to encourage his love,
nor to declare my hatred. He is a whimsical crea-
ture.

I raillied him with my usual freedom; and told
him, that if there were one person in the world that
I was capable of hating, I could make the less scru-
ple to oblige Asm. He thanked me for that.

The two gentlemen would fain have proceeded
farther: but as they are never out of their way, I
dare say, they would have gone to London; and
there have dangled on till we should not have got
rid of them, for my whole time of being in town.

1 was very gravely earnest with them to leave us,
when we stept into the coach in order to proceed.
Fenwick, you dog, said Mr. Greville, we mus¢ re-
turn; Miss Byron looks grave. Gravitly, and a rising
colour in the finest face in the world, indicate as
much as the frowns of other beautics. And in the
most respectful manner they both took leave of me;
insisting, however, on my hand, and that I would
wish them well.

1 gave each my hand; 1 wish gou very well, gen-
tlemen, said I: and I am obliged to your civility in
seeing me so far on my journey: especiallysas you
are so kind as to leave me here.

Why, dear madam, did you nok spare your espe-
cially, said Mr. Greville?—Come, Fenwick, let us
retire, and lay our two loggerhepds together, and
live over again the past hour, and then hang our-
selves, Y .

Roor*Mr. Orme! The coach, at our first setting
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out, passed by his park-gate, yon know. There
was he—on the very ridge of the highway. [ saw
him not till it was ncar him. He bowed to the very

round, with such an air of disconsolateness !—Poor

r. Orme!—I wished to have said one word to
him, when we had passed him: but the coach flew
~Why did the coach fly '—But [ waved my hand,
and leaned out of the coach as far as I could, and
bowed to him.

O Miss Byron, said Mrs. Reeves (so said Mr.
Reeves) Mr. Orme is the happy man.

Did I'think as you do, I should not be so desirous
to have spoken to him: but, methinks, I should
have been glad to have once said, Adieu, Mr.Orme;
for Mr. Orme is a good man.

But, Lucy, my heart was softened at parting with
my dear rclations and fricnds; and when the heart
is softened, light impressions will go deep.

My cousing’ house is suitable to their forfunc:
very handsome, and furnished in taste. Mrs. Reeves,
knowing well what a scribbler I am, and am expected
to be, has provided me with pen, ink, and paper, in
abundance. She readily allowed me to take carly
possession of my apartment, that I might pay punc-
tual obedience to the commands of all my friends on
setting out. These, you know, werc, to write in the
first hour of my arrival: and it was allowed to be to

ou, my dear. But, writing thus early, what can
ave occurred ?

My apartment is extremely elegant. A well-fur-
nished book-case is, however, to ne the most at-
tracting ornament in it—Pardon me, dear pen and
ink! I must not prefer any thing to you, by whose
means I hope to spend some part of every day at
Selby-house ; and cven at this distance amuse_with
my praptle shose friends that are always so partial

101t
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And now, my dear, my revered grandmamma, I
ask your blessing—yours, my ever-indulgent aunt
Selby—and yours, n‘lg honoured and equally be-
loved uncle Selby. 'Who knows but you will now
in absence take less delight in teazing your ever-du-
tiful Harriet? But yet I unbespeak not my monitor.

Continue to love me, my Lucy, as I shall endea-
vour to deserve your love: and let me know how
our dear Nancy does.

My heart bleeds for her. I should have held my-
self utterly inexcusable, had I accepted of your
kindly intended dispensation, and come to town for
three whole months, without repeating to her, by
word of mouth, my love and my sympathizing con-
cern for her.  'What merit does her patience add ta
her other merits! How has her calamity endeared
her to me! If ever I shall be heavily afflicted, God’
give me her amiable, heralmost meritorious patience
in sufferings !

To my cousin Holles’s, and all m§ other rela-
tions, friends, companions, make the affectionate

compliments of your
HARRIET BYRON.

LETTER V.

MISS BYRON, TO MISS SELBY.
Jan, 25.

You rejoice me, my dear, in the hopes which, you
tell me, Dr. Mitchell from London gives you in
relation to our Nancy. May oug ipcessant prayers
for the restoration of her health bg answered!
Three things my aunt Selby,?and you, in the
name of every one of my friends, injoined me at
parting. The first, To write oftex, very often, were
your,words. ‘This injunction was ' not needful: my
c3
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heatt is with you; and the good news you givé me
of my grandmamma’s health, and of our Nancy,
enlarges that heart. The second, To give you a de-
scription of the persons and characters of the peo-
ple I am likely to be conversant with in this great
town. And, thirdly, Besides the general account
which you all expected from me of the visits 1 made
and received, you injoined me to acquaint you with
the very beginnings of cvery address (and cven of
every silent and respectful distinction, were your
words) that the girl whom.you all so greatly favour,
might receive on this excursion to town.

Don’t you remcmber what my uncle Selby an-
swered to this >—1 do: -and will repeat it, to shew,
that his correcting cautions shall not be forgotten.

The vanity of the sex, said he, will not suffer

. any thing of this sort to escape our Harriet. Wo-
men make themselves so cheap at the public glaces
in and about town, that new faces are more enquired
after than cven fine faces constantly seen. Harrie
has an honest artless bloom in her checks ; she may
attract notice as a novice : but wherefore do you fill

.{;er head with an expectation of conquests? Wo-
“Inen, added he, offer themselves at every public

lace, in rows, as at a market. Because three or
tour silly fellows here in the country (like people at
an auction, who raise the price upon each other
ahove its value) have bid for her, you think she will
not be able to set her foot owt of doors, without
increasing the number of her followers.

And then my uncle would have it, that my head
would be unable to bear the consequence which the
partiality of my other friends gave ine.

, It is true, my Lucy, that we young women arc
100 apt to be pleased with the admiration pretended
for us by the other sex. But I have always endea-
voured to keep down any foolish pride of this sort,
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by such considerations as these: that flattery is the
vice of men: that they seek to raise us in order to
lower us, and in the end to exalt themseclves on the
ruins of the pride they either hope to find, or in-
spire: that humility, as it shines brightest in a high
condition, best becomes a flattered woman of all
women: that she who is puffed up by the praises
of men, on'the supposed advantages of person, an-
swers their end upon her; and seems to own, that
she thinks it a principal part of Aers, to be admired
by them: and what can give more importance to
them, and less to herself; than this? For hiwe not
women souls as well as men, and souls as capable of
the noblest attainments, as theirs? Shall they not,
thercfore be most solicitous to cultivate the beaus,.
ties of the mind, and to make those of person but of.
inferior consideration? The bloom of beauty holds
but a very few years; and shall not a woman aim to
make herself’ mistress of those perfections that will
dignify her advanced age? And then may she be as
ise, as venerable—as my grandmamma. She is an
example for us, my dear: who is so much respected,
who is so much beloved, both by old and young, as
my grandmamma Shirley? Covee
In pursuance of the second injunction, I will now
describe some young ladies and gentlemen who paid
my cousins their. compliments .on their arrival in
town. C W . '
Miss Allestree, dfughter of Sir John Allestree, -
was one. She is very pretty, and very genteel,
easy, and free. I believe I shall love her. ‘
Miss Bramber was the second.: -Not so pretty as,
Miss Allestree; but agreeabie in ljer person and air.
A little too talkative,a% think. :
It was one of my grandfather’s rules to me, not
impertinently to start subjects, ak if 1 would make
an osteittation of knowledge; or ‘as if I were foad
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of indulging a talking humour: but frankness and
complaisance required, he used to’ say, that we wo-
men should unlock our bosoms, when we were called
upon, and were expected to give our sentiments
upon any subject. .

Miss Bramber was eager to talk. She seemed,
even when silent, to look as if she was studying for
something to say, although she had exhausted two or
three subjects.  This charge of volubility, I am the
rather inclined to fix upon her, as neither Mr. nor
Mrs. Recves took noticc to me of it, as a thing ex-
traord?ary; which, probably, they would have done,
if she had exceeded her usual way. And yet, per-
haps, the joy of seeing her newly arrived friends
might have opened her lips. If so, your pardon,
sweet Miss Bramber!

Miss Sally, her,younger sister, is very amiable and
very modest: a little kept down, as it seems, by the
vivacity of her elder sister; between whose ages
there are about six or seven years: so that Miss
Bramber seems to regard her sister as one whom
she is willing to remember as the girl she was two or
three ycars ago; for Miss Sally is not above seven-
teen.

What confirmed me in this, was, that the younger
lady ‘was a good deal more frece when her sister was
wit{drawn, than when she was present; and again
pursed-up her really pretty meuth when she re-
turned: and her sistcr addresstd her always by the
word child, with an air of eldership; while the other
called her sister, with a look of observance.

These were the ladies.

The two gentlemen who came’ with them, were,
Mr. Barnet, a nephew of Lady Allestree, and Mr.
Somner.

Mr. Somper is a young gentlemen lately married:
very affectéd, and very opinionated. I told Mrs.
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Reeves, after he was gonc, that I believed he was a
dear lover of his person; and she owned he was,
Yet had he no great reason for it. It is far from ex-
traordinary; though he was very gaily dressed. 1lis
wife, it seems, was a young widow of great fortune;
and till she gave him conscquence by falling in love
with him, he was thought to be a modest good sort
of young man; one that had not discovered any more
rcrfections in* himself, than other people beheld in
in; and this gave her an excuse forliking him.
But now he is loquacious, forward, bold, thinks
meanly of the sex’; and, what is worse, not the higher
of the lady, for the preference she has given him.

This gentleman took great notice of me ; and yet
in such a way, as to have me think, that the appro-
bation of so excellent a judge as himself, did me no
small honour. )

Mr. Barnet is a young man, that I imagine will be
always young. At first I thought him only a fop. He
affected to say some things, that, though trite, were"
sententious, and carried with them the air of observ-
ation. Therc is some degree of merit in having such
a memory, as will help a person to repeat and apply
other men’s wit with some tolerable propriety. But
when he attempted to walk alone, he said things that
it was impossible 2 man of common sense could say.
1 pronounce therefore boldly about 4im: yet by his
outward appcarance he may pass for one of your
Rretty fellows; for he dresses very gaily. Indeed if

e has any taste, it is in dress; and this he has found
out; for he talked of little else, when he led the talk;
and boasted of several parts of kis, - What finished
him with me, was, that as often as-the conversation
seemed to take a serious turn, he afose from his seat,

. and huromed an Italianair; of which however he knew
nothing: but the sound of his own voice scemed to
please hiln, '
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This fine gentleman recollected some high-flown
compliments, and, applying them to me, looked as
if he expected 1 should value myself upon them.

No wonder that men in general think meanly of
us women, if they believe we have ears to hear, and
folly to be pleased with, the frothfy things that pass
under the name of compliments, from such random-
shooters as these,

Miss Stevens paid us a visit this afternoon. She
is the daughter of Colonel Stevens, a very worthy
man. She appears sensible and unaffected; has
read, my cousin says, a good deal; and yet takes no
pride in shewing it.

Miss Darlington came with her. They are related.
This {:ung lady has, I find, a pretty taste in pontry.
Mzrs. Reeves prevailed on her to shew us three of
her performances And now, as it was with some
reluctance that she shewed them, is it fair to say
any thing about them? I say it only to you, my
friends.—One was on the purting of two lovers; very
sensible; and so tender, that it shewed the fair writer
knew how to describe the pangs that may be inno-
cently allowed to arise on such an occasion.—One
on the morning-dawn, and sun-rise; a subject that
gave credit to herself; for she is, it seems, a very
early riscr. I petitioned for a copy of this, for the
sake of two or three of my dear cousins, as well as to
confirm my own practice; but I was modestly re-
fused.—The third was on the death of a favourite
linnet; a little too pathctic for the occasion; since
were Miss Darlington to have lost her best and dear-
est friend, I imagine she had in this piece, which is
pret:‘y long, exhausted the subject; and must bor-
row from it some of the images which she introduces
to heighten her distress for the loss of the little
songster. gt is a very difficult matter, I believe, for
young persons of genius to rein-<in their ‘imagina-
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tions. A great flow of spirits, and great store of
images crowding ‘in upon them, carry them too fre-
quently above their subject; and they are apt rather
to say all that may be said on their favourite topics,
than what is proper to be said. But itisa pretty
piece, however.

Thursday morning.

Lapy Betty Williams supped with us the same
evening. She is an agreeable woman, the widow of
a very worthy man, a near relation of Mr. Reeves.
She has a great and just regard for my cousin, and
consults him in all affairs of importance. She seems
to be turned of forty; has a sonand a daughter; but
they are both abroad for education.

It hurt me to hear her declare, that she cared not
for the trouble of education; and that she had this
pleasure, which girls brought up at home seldom
give their mothers; that she and Miss Williams al-
ways saw cach other, and always parted, as lovers.

urely there must be some fault cither in the tem-
per of the mother, or in the behaviour of the daugh-
ter; and if so, I doubt it will not be amended by see-
ing cach other but seldom. Do not lovers thus
cheat and impose upon one another ?

The young genScman is about seventeen; his
sister about fiftecn: and, as I understand she is a
very lively, and, ’tis feared, a forward girl, shall we
wonder, if in a few years time she should make such
a choice for her husband as Lady Betty would least
of all choose for a son-in-law? What influence can a
mother expect to have over a daughter from whom
she so voluntarily estranges herself? and from whose
example the daughter can receive only hearsay
benefits ? - .

But after all, methinks I hcar my correcting un-
cle ask, May not lady Betty have betsc} reasons for
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ber conduct in this particular, than she gave you?-=
She may, my uncle, and I hope she has: but I wish
she had condescended to give those better reasons,
since she gave any; and then you had not been
troubled with the inpertinent remarks of your saucy
niece.

Lady Betty was so kind as to take great notice of
me. She desired to be one in every party of plea-
sure that I am to be engaged in.  Persons who were
often at public places, she observed, took as much
delight in accompanyingl strangers to them, as if
they were their own. The apt comparisons, she
said; the new remarks; the pretty wonder; the
agreeable passions excited in such, on the occasion;

. always gave her high entertainment: and she was
sure from the observation of such a young lady,
civilly bowing to me, she should be equally delighted
and mproved. I bowed in silence. I loye not to
make cﬂsqnnlifying speeches; by such we 8eem to
intimate that we bclieve the complimenter to be in
earnest, or perhaps that we think the compliment
our due, and want to hear it cither repcated or con-
firmed; and yct, possibly, we have not that prett
confusion, and those transient blushes, ready, whic
Mr. Greville archly says are always to be at hand
when we aflect to disclaim the praises given us.

Lady Betty was so good as to stop there; though
the muscles of her agreeable face shewed a polite
promptitude, had I, by disclaiming her compliments,
provoked them to perform their office.

A I not a saucy creature?

I know I am. But I dislike not Lady Betty, for
all that. '

I am to be carried by her to a masquerade, to a
ridotto; when the scason comes, to Ranelagh and
Vauxhall: in the mcan time, to balls, routs, drums,
and-so-forth; and to qualify me for thesc. latter, I



8IR CHARLES GRANDISON. 23

am to be taught all the fashionable games. Did my
dear grandmamma, twenty or thirty years ago,
think she should live to be told, that to the danc-
ing-master, the singing or music-master, the high
mode would require the gaming-master to be added
for the completing of the female education?

Lady Betty will kindly take the lead in all these
diversions.

Aud now, Lucy, will you not repeat your wishes,
that I return to you with a sound heart? And arc
you not ‘afrait that I shall become a modern fine
Iady? As to the latter fear, I will tell you when
you shall suspect me—1If you find that I prefer the
highest of these entertaimnents, or the opera itsclf,
well as I love music, to a good play of our favourite
Shakespeare, then, my Lucy, let your heart’ake for
your Harrict: then, be apprehiensive that she is laid
hold on by levity; that she is captivated by the eye
and the ear; that her heart is infected by the mo-
dern taste; and that she will carry down with her
an appetite to perniflous gaming: end, in order to
support her cutravagance, will think of punithing
some honest man in marriage. .

James has significd to Sully his wishes to be al-
lowed to return to Selby-house. I have not there-
fore bought him the new liveries 1 designed for him
on coming to town. I cannot bear an uncheerful
brow in a servant; aud he owning to me, on my
talkirg with him, his desiie to return, 1 have pro-
wised that he shall, as sosn as Mr. Reeves has pro-
vided me with another servant.—8illy fellow! But I
hope my aunt will not dismiss him upon it. The
servant I may hire, may not care to go into the
country {)erhaps, or may not so l-gelmve, as that T
should choose to take him down. with me. And®
James is honest; and his mother wonld, brcak her
heart, if e should be dismissed our service.

n
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Several servants have already offered themselves:
but, as 1 think people are answetrable for the cha-
racter of such as they choose for their domestics, 1
find no small difficulty in fixing: I am not of the
mind of that great man, whose good-natured reason
for sometimes preferring men no way deserving,
was, that he loved to be a friend to those whom no
other person would befriend. This was carrying
his goodness very far (if’ he made it not an excuse
for himself, for having promoted a man who proved
bad gfterwards, rather than as supposing him to be
s0 at the time); since else, he seemed not to con-
sider, that every bad man he promoted, ran away
with the reward due to a better.

Mr. and Mrs. Reeves are so kind to me, and their
servants are so ready to oblige me, that I shall not
be very uneasy, if I cannot soon get one to my
mind. Only if I could fix on such a one, and if' my
grandmamma’s Oliver should leave ber, as dhe sup-
poses he will, now he has marricd Ellen, as soon as
a good inn offers, James may supply Oliver’s place,
and the new servant may continue minc instead of
James.

And now that I have gone so low, don’t you wish
me to put an end to this letter?—I believe you do.

Woell then, with duty and love ever remembered
where so justly due, believe me to be, my dear Lucy,

Your truly affectionate
HARRIET BYRON.

I will write separately to what you say of Mr.
Greville, Mr. Fenwick, and Miss Orme; yet
hope to be time enough for the post.
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LETTER VL
MISS BYRON TO MISS SELBY.
w Sat. Jan. 28.

As to what you say of Mr. Greville’s concern on
my absence {and, f' think, with a little too much
feeling for him) and of his declaring himself unable
to live without seeing me;. I have but one fear about
it; which is, that he is forming a pretence from his
violent love, to come up after me: and if he does,
I will not see him, if I can help it. .

And do you indeed believe him to be so much in
love? By your seriousness on'the occasion, you
seem to think he is. O my Lucy! What a good
heart you have! And did he not weep when he told
you so? Did he not turn his head away, and pull
out his handkerchief —O these dissemblers! The
hyzna, my dear, was a male devourer. The men in
malice, and to cxtenuate their own guilt, made the
creature a female. And yet there may be male and
female of this species of monsters. But as women
have more to lose with regard to reputation than
men, the male hyzna must be infinitely the more
dangerous creature of the two; since he will come
to us, even into our very houscs, fawning, cringing,
weeping, licking our hands; while the den of the
female is by the highway-side, and wretched youths
must enter into it, to put it in her power to devour
them.

Let me tell you, my dear, that if there be an art-
ful man in England, with regard tp-us women gart-
ful equally in his free speaking, and in his sycophan-
cies) Mr. Greville is the man: and hc iatends to be
80 too, and values himself upon his art. Does he
not as boldly as constantly, mnsinuate, that flattery
is doaref to a woman than her food? Yet who so
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gross a flattercr as himsclf, when the humour is
upon him? And yct at times he wants to build up
:h merit for sincerity or plain-dealing, by saying free

ings. .

Itgis not difficult, my dear, to find out these men,
were we carnest to detect them. Their chief
strength lies in our weakness. But however weak
we are, 1 think we should not add to the triumph of
those who make our weakness the gencral subject
of their satire. We should not prove the justice
of their ridicule by our own indiscretions. But the
traitor is within us. If we guard against ourselves,
we may bid defiance to all the arts of man.

You know, that my great objection to Mr. Gre-
ville is for his immoralities. A man of free prin-
ciples, shewn by practices as free, can hardly make
a tentler husband, were a woman able to get over
considerations that she ought not to get over. Who
shall trust for the performance of his sccond duties,
the man who avowedly despises his firse®  Mr. Gre-
ville had a good education: he must have taken
pains to render vain the pious precepts of his wor-
thy father; and still more to make a jost of them.

Three of his women we have heard of, besides
her whom he brought with hin from Wales. You
know he has only affected to appear decent since he
has cast his eyes upon me. ‘fhe man, my dear,
raust be an abandoned man, and must have a very
hard heart, who can pass from woman to woman,
without any remorse for a former, whom, as may be
supgosed, he has by the most solemn vows seduced.
And whose leavings is it, my dear, that a virtuous
woman takes, who marries a profligate?

Is it not reported that his Welshwoman, to whom,
at parting, he gave not sufficient for a twelvemonth’s
scanty subgistence, is now- upon the town? Vile man!
¢ thinks it to his credit, I have heard, to ownit a
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seduction, and that she was not a vicious creature
till he made her so.

One only merit has Mr. Greville to plead in this
black transaction: it is, that he has, Ey his whole
conduct in it, added a warning te our sex. And
shall I, despising the warning, marry a man, who,
specious asge is in his temper, and lively in his con-
versation, has shewn 8o bad a nature?

His fortune, as you say, Jis great. The more in-
excusable therefore is he for his niggardliness to his
Welshwoman. On his fortune hc presumes: it will
procure him a too easy forgiveness from others of
our sex: but fortune without merit will never do
with me, were the man a prince.

You say, that if a woman resolves not to marry
till she finds hersclf’ addressed to by a man of strict
virtue, she must be for ever single. 1f this be true,
what wicked creatures ‘are men? What a dreadful
abuse of passions, given them for the noblest pur-
poses, are they guilty of?!

I have a very high notion of the marriage-state,
I remember what my uncle once averred; that a
woman out of wedlock is half useless to the end of
her being. How indeed do the duties of a good
wife, of a good mother, and a worthy matron, well
performed, dignify a woman! Let my aunt Sclby’s
example, in her enlarged sphere, set against that of
any single woman of like years moving in her narrow
circle, testify the truth of thc pbservation. My
grandfather used to say, that familics are little com-
munities; that there are but few. solid friendships
out of them; and that they help;to make up wor-
thily, and to secure, the great cothmunity, of which
they are so many miniatures.

ut yet it is my opinion, and I hope that I never

by m{l practice shall discredit it, that a woman who,

witl: her eyes open, marries a profligate man, had,
D3
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generally, much better remain single all her life;
since it is very likely, that by such a step she des’
feats, as to herself, all the good ends of society.
What a dreadful, what a presumptuous risque runs
she, who marries a wicked man, cven hoping to re-
claim him, when she cannot be sure of keeping her
own principles '—Be not deccived ; cvil communication
corrupts good manners ; is a caution truly apostolical.

The text you mention of the unbelicving husband
being converted by the belicving wife, respects, as 1
take it, the first ages of Christianity; and is an in-
struction to the converted wife to let her uncon-
verted husband see in her behaviour to him, while ke
beheld her chaste conversation coupled with fenr, the
efficacy upon her own heart of the excellent doc-
trines she had embraced. It could not have in view
the woman who, being single, chose a pagan husband
in hopes of converting him. Nor cin it give encdur-
agement for 2 woman of virtue and religion to marry
a profligate in hopes of reclaiming him.  Who cun
touch pitch, and not be dcfiled ?

As to Mr. Fenwick, I am far from having a bet-
ter opinion of him than I have of Mr. Greville.
You know what is whispered of him. Ile has more
decency however: he arows not free principles, as
the other does. But you must have obscrved how
much he scems to enjoy the mad talk and free sen-
timents of the other: and that other always bright-
ens up and rises in his freedoms and impicty on
Mr. Fenwick’s sly applauses and encouraging coun-
tenance. In a word, Mr. Fenwick, not having the
same lively things to say, nor so lively an air to
carry them off, as Mr. Greville has, though he would
be thought not to want. sense, takes pains to shew
that he ias as corrupt a heart. If I thought anger
would not 'give him consequence, I should hardly
forbear to aRew myself displeased, when he points by
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a lecring eyc, and by a broad smile, the free jest of
the other, to the person present whom he thinks
most apt to blush, as if for fear it should be lost;
and xe.tilll1 more, when on the modest cheek’s shewing
the sensibility of the person so insulted, he breaks
out into a loud laugh, that she may not be able to
recover herself. .

Surely these men must think us women cgregious
hypocrites: they must believe that we only afféct
modesty, and in our hearts approve of their free-
dom: for, can it.be supposed, that such as call
themselves gentlemen, and who have had the edu-
cation and opportunitics that these two have had,
would give themselves liberties of speech on purpose
to affront us?

1 hope I shall find the London gentlemen more
polite than these our neighbours ol the fox-chace:
and yct hitherto T have scen no great cause to pre-
ter them to the others. But about the court, and
at the fashionable public places, I expect wonders.
Pray Ilcaven, 1 may not be disappointed!

Thank Miss Orine, in my name, for the kind
wishes she sends me. Tell her, that her doubts of
my affection for her are not just; and that I do
really and indeed {ove het. Nor, should she want
the most explicit declarations of my love, were I
not more afruid of her in the charbcter of a sister to
a truly respectable man, than doubtful of her in that
of a friend to me: in which latter light, I even jo
to consider her. But she is a little naughty, tell
her, because she is always leading to one subjcet. -
And yet, how can I be angry wi:{ﬂl:er for it, if her
good opinion of me induces her-o think it in my
power to -make the brother hapgly, whom she so
dearly and deservedly loves? 1 cannot Lut esteem
her for the part she takes.—Amng this it is that
makes me afraid of the artlesdly-artful Miss Orme.
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It would look as if I thought my duty, and love,
and respects, were questionable, if in every letter
1 repeated them to my equally honoured and be-
lovecf benefuctors, friends, and favourers. Suppose
them thercfore always included in my subscription
to l{rou. my Lucy, when I tell you that I am, and
will be, .

Your ever-affectionate
HARRIET BYRON.

LETTER VII.

MR: SELBY TO MISS BYRON,
Sclby-house, Jan. 30,
WeLL! and now there wants but a London lover
or two to enter upon the stage, and Vanity-Fyir
will be proclaimed, and directly opened. Greville
every where magnifying you in order to justify
his flame for you: Fenwick exalting you above
. all women: Orme adoring you, and by his hum-
ble silence saying morc than any of them: pro-
osals besides from this man: letters from that!
at scenes of flattery and nonsense have 1 been
witness to for these past three years and half, that
young Mr. Elford began the dance? Single! Well
may you have remained single till this your twen<
tieth year, when you have such choice of admirers,
that you don’t know which to have. So in a mer-
cer’s shop, the tradesman has a fine time with you
women; when variety of his rich wares distract you;
and fifty to one at last, but as well in men as silks,
you choose the worst, especially if the best is offered
at first, and refused. For women know better how to
be sorry, than to amend.
s It is true, say you, that we young women are
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apt to be pleased with admiration—” Oh ho!
Arc youso? And so I have gained one point with
you at last; have I?

« But I have always endeavoured” [And I, Har-
rict, wish you had succeeded in your endcavours]
¢ to keep down any foolish pride”—Then you own
that pride you have >—Another point gained! Con-
scicnece, honest conscienee, will now-and-then make
you women speak out.  But now I think of it, here
15 vanity in the very humility,  Well say you erdea-
voured, when female pride, like love, though hid
under a barrel, will lame out at the bung.

Well, said I, to your aunt Selby, to your grand-
mamuma, and to your cousin Lucy, when we all met
to sit in judgment upon your letters, now I h()})e
yowll never dispute with me more on this fla-
grant love of admiration which I have so often ob-
served swallows up the hearts and souls of' you all 5
since your Harrict is not exempt from it ; and since
with all her speciousness, with all her prudence,
with all her caution, she (tahen with a gualn of
conscience ) owns it.

But, no, truly! All is right that you say : uil is
right that you do/—Your very confessions arve
brought as so muny demonstrations of your diffi-
dence, of your ingenuousness, and I cannot tell what.

Why, I must own, that no father ever loved his
daughter as I love my nicce: bat yet, girl, your
tuults, your vanitics, I do not love. It is iny glory,
that I think myself able te judge of my friends as
they deserve; not as being my {riends. Why, the
best beloved of my heart, your aunt herself—you
know, I valuc her now more, naw less, as she de-
serves,  But with all those 1 have rnamed, and with
all your relations, indeed, their I1arrict cannot be in
fault. And why? Because you are relased to them;
and becatise they attribute to thewselves woe merit
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from the relation they stand in to you. Supereroga-
sorians all of them (I w:ll make words whenever 1
please) with their attributions to you; and because
you are of their. sex, forsooth ; and because I accuse
you in a point in which you are all concerned, and
so make a common cause of it. '

Here one exalts you for your good sense; because
you have a knack, by help of a happy memory, of
making every thing you read, and every thing that
is told you, that you like, your own (your grand-
father’s precepts particularly); and because, I'think,
you pass upon us as your own what you have bor-
rowed, if not stolen.

Another praises you for your good-nature—The
deuce is in it, if a girl who has crowds of admirers
after her, and a new lover wherever she shews
her bewitching face; who is blest with health and
spirits ; and has every-body for her friend, let her

eserve it or not; can be ill-natured. Who can
such a one have to quarrel with, trow ?

Another extols you for your cheerful wit, even
when displayed, bold girl as you are, upon your
ungle; in which indeed you are upheld by the wife
of my bosom, whenever I take upon me to tell you
what ye all, even the best of ye, are.

Yet sometimes they praise your modesty: and.

* awhy your modesty ?—Because you have a skin in a
mauner transparent; and because you can blush
—1 was going to say, whenever you please.

At other times, they will find out, that you have
features equally delicate and regular ; when I think,
and I have examincd them jointly and separately,
that all your takingness-is owing to that open and
cheerful countenance, which gives them a gloss (or
what shall Icall it ?) that we men are apt to be pleas-
ed with at first sight. A gloss that takes one, as it
were, by surprize. But give me the beauty.that
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grows upon us every time we see it; that leaves
room for something to be found out to its advan-
tage, as we are more and more acquainted with it.

. “ Your correcting uncle,” you call me. And so
1will be. But what hope have I of your amend-
ment, when cvery living soul, man, woman, and
child, that knows you, pufls you up? There goes
Mr. Selby! I have heard strangers say—And who
is Mr.Selby? another stranger has asked—Why, Mr.
Sclby is uncle to the celebrated Miss Byron.—Yet
1, who have lived fifty years in this county, should
think I might be known on my own account, and
not as the uncle of a girl of twenty.

“ Am I not a saucy creature?” in another place
you ask. And you answer, ¢“I know I am.” I am
glad you do. Now may I call you so by your own
authority, I hope. But with your aunt, it is onl
the effect of your agreeable vivacity. What abomi-
nable partiality! J’cn do what you will, Harriet,
yowll never be in fault. I could almost wish—But
Y won’t tell you what I wish neither. But some-
thing must betide you, that you little think of; de-
pend upon that. X]l your days cannot be halcyon
ones. ‘' 1 would give a thousand pounds with all my
soul, to see you heartily love: ay, up to the very
cars, and unable to help yourself! You are not
thirty yet, child: and, indeed, you seem to think
the time of danger is not over. I.am glad of your
cousciousncss, my dear. Shall I tell Greville of your
doubts, and of your difficulties, Ha¥riet? As to the
ten coming years, I mean? And shall I tell him of
your prayer to pass them safely 2-~But is not this
wish of yours, that ten years of Bloom were over-
past, and that you were arrived athe thirtieth year
of your age, a very singular one!—A flight! a
mete flight! Ask ninety-nine of your sex out of an
hundred, if they would adopt it. .
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In‘another letter you ask Luycy, “If Mr. Gre- -
ville has not said, that flattery is dearer to a woman
than her food.” Well niece, and what would you
be at? Is it not so?—Ido aver, that Mr. Greville
is a sensible man ; and makes good observations.

« Men’s chief strength, you say, lies in the weak-
ness of women.” hy so it does. Where else
should it lie? And this from their immeasurable
love of admiration and flattery, as here you seem to
acknowledge of your own accord, though:it has becn
so often perversely disputed with me. Give you
women but repe enough, you’ll do your own bu-
siness.

However, in many places you have pleased
me: but no-where more than when you recollect
my averment (without contradicting it; which is a
rarity !} ¢ that a woman out of wedlock is half usc-
less to the end of her being.”” Good girl! g¢lhat
was an assertion of minc, and I will abide by it.
Lucy simpered when we camic to this place, and
looked at me. She expected, I saw, my notice upon
it; so did your aunt: but the eonfession was so
frank, that I was generous; and only said, True as
the gospel.

I have written a long letter: yet have not said
one quarter of what I intended to say when I began.

‘ou will allow that you have given your correct-
ing uncle, ample subject. But you fare something
the better for saying, ¢ you unbespeak not your
monitor.”

You oun that you have some vanity. Be more
free in your acknowledgments of this nature (you
may ; for are you not a woman?) and you’ll fare
somcthing the better for your ingenuousness; and
the rather, as your acknowledgment will help me
up with your aunt and Lucy, anf your grandmamma,
in air argument I will not give up. S
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I have had fresh applications made to me—But 1
will not say from'whom: since we have agreed long
ago not to prescribe to so discrect a girl, as in the
main we all think you, in the articles of love and
wmarriage.

With all your faults I must love you. 1 am half’
ashamed to say how much I miss you already. We
are all naturally cheerful folks: yet, I don’t know
how it is; your ubsence has made a strange chasm at
our table. Let us hear from you every post :.that
will be something.  Your deting aunt tells the hours
on the duy she expects aletter.  Your grundmother
is at present with us, and in heart I am sure régrets
iour absence : but as your tenderness to her has

ept you from going to London for so many years,
she thinks she ought to be easy. Iler cxample goes
a g;‘eat way with us all, youknow; and particularly
wit
Your truly affectionate
{though correcting) uncle,
GEO. SELBY.

LETTER VIIL

M1S5 BYRON- TO MISS SELBY.
Tucsday, January 31.

1 am already, my dear Lucy, quité contrary to my

own expectation, enabled to obey the third gene-

ral injunction laid upon me at partitig, by you,

and all my dear friends; since a géntleman, not in-

considerable in his family or foggme, has already
beheld' your Harriet with partiality} -

Not to heighten your inipatienc% by unnecessary
parade, his name is Fowler, He is' a young geutle-
wman of an handsome independent fortune, and still
larger expectations from a Welsh uncle ndw in town,
Sir Rowland Meredith, knighted in his sheriffalty,

VOL. IX, E
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on occasion of an address which he brought up to
the king from his county. . )

Sir Rowland, it seems, requires from his nephew,
on pain of forfeiting his favour for ever, that he mar-
ries not without his approbation: which, he de-
€lares, he never will give, except the woman be of a
good family ; has a gentlewoman’s fortune ; has had
the benefit of a religious education ; which he con-
siders as the best security that can be given for her
good behaviour as a wife, and as a mother ; so for-
ward does the good knight look! Her character
unsullied : acquainted with the theory of the do-
mestic duties, and not ashamed, occasionally, to en-
ter into the direction of the practice. Her fortune,
however, as his nephew willll)'mve a good one, he de-
clares to be the least thing he stands upon; only
that he would have her possessced of from six to ten
thousand pounds, that it may not appear to be a
‘match of mere love, and as if his nephew werg
taken. in, as he calls it, rather by the eyes than by
the.understanding. 'Where a woman can have such
a fortune given her by her family, though no greater,
it will be an earnest, he says, that the family she is
of have worth, as he calls it, and want not to owe
obligations to that of the midn she marries.

Something pazticular, something that has the
}:;)ok of forecast and prudence, you’ll say, in the old

ight. :

but I had like to have forgot ; his future niece

must also be handsome. He values himsclf, it
‘scems, upon the breed of his horses and dogs, and
makes polite ‘comparisons between the more.noble,
and thﬁ kﬁgbfe ‘animals. I

Sir Row himself, as you will gucss by hig par-
ticularity, is an old bache)l’or, andgl;le wlgl}"v‘v’gn?tﬁ
t6 have a woman made on purpose for his nephew ;.
and who pasitively . insists upon qualities, hefore he:
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Lnows her, not one of which, perhaps, his future
nicce will have.

Don’t you remember Mr. Tolson, of Derbyshire?
he was determined never to marry a widow. If he
did, it should be one who had a 'vast fortune, and
who never had a child. And he had still a more
particular exception ; and that was to & woman who
had red hair. IIe held his exceptions till he was
forty ; and then being looked upon as a determined
bachelor, no family thought it worth their while to
make proposals to him ; no woman to throw out a
net for him (to express myself in the stile of the
gay Mr. Greville); and he at last fell in with, and
warried, the lauglhing Mrs. Turner : a widow, who
lhad little or no fortune, had one child, a daughter,
fiving, and that child an absolute idint; and, to
‘complete the perverseness of his fute, ber hair not
only red, but the most disagreeable of reds. The
honest man was grown splenetic: disregarded by
every body, he was become disregardful o%' himselt:
lie hoped for a cure of his gloominess, from her
cheerful vein; and scemed to think himself under
obligation to one who had taken notice of him,
when nobody else would. Bachelors’ wives! Maids’
children! These old saws always mean some-
thing.

Mr. Fowler saw me at my cousin Reeves’s the
first time. I cannot say he is disagreeable in his
person : but he scems to want the mind I would have
aman blessed with, to whom I am to vow love and
honour. I purpose, whenever I marry, to makeavery
good and even a dutiful wife [must T not vow obe-
dience? and shall I break my mharriage-vow?]: I
would not, therefore, on any consideration, marry a
man, whose want of knowledge might make me
stagger in the performance of my duty to him; and
wheo would perhaps command from caprice, or want
of understanding, what I should think unreasonable
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to be complied with. There is a pleasure and 2
credit in yielding up even one’s judgment in things
indifferent, to a man who is older and wiser than

one’s self : but we are apt-to doubt in one of a con-
: character, what in the other we should have
no doubt about: and douht, you know, of a per-
son’s merit, is the first step to disrespect: and
what, but disobedience, which lets in every evil, is
the next? '

I saw instantly that Mr. Fowler beheld me with a
distinguished regard. We women, you know [lect
me for once be aforchand with my uncle] are very
quick in making discoveries of this nature. But
every-body at table saw it. He came again next
day, and besought Mr. Reeves to give him his inte-
rest with me, without asking any questions gbout my
fortune ; though he was even generously particular
a8 to hisown. He might, since he has an unexcep-
tionable one. Who is it in these cases that forgegi
to set foremost the advantages by which he is dis-
tinguished? While fortune is the last thing talked
of by him who has little or none: and then Love,
love, loze, is all his cry.

Mr. Reeves, who has & good opinion of Mr.
Fowler, in answer to his enquiries, told him, that he
believed I was disengaged in my affections: Mr.
Fowler rcjoiced at that. That I had no ques-
tions to ask ; but those of duty ; which indeed, he
said, was a stronger tie with me than interest. He

raised my temper, and my frankness of heart; the

tter at the expence of my sex ; for which I least
thanked him, when he told me what he had said.
-In shemt, he acquainted him with every thing that
,was necessary, and more than was necessary for
him to know, of the favour of my family, and of
my good Mr. Deane, in referring all proposals of
this iind te myself; mingling the detail with com-
niendations, which only could be excused by the
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goodness of his own heart, and accounted for by his
martiality o his cousin.

Mr. I:!:)wler cxpressed great apprehensions on m
cousin’s talking of these references of my grand-
mother, aunt, and Mr. Deane, to myself, on occa-
sions of. this nature; which, he said, he presumed
had been too frequent for his hopes.

If you have any hope, Mr. Fowler, said Mr.
Reeves, it must be in your good character ; and that
much preferably to your clear estate and great ex-
pectations. Although she takes no pride in the
number of her admirers, yet it is natural to suppose,
that it has made her more diflicult; and her diiEcul-
ties are enhanced, in proportion to the generous
confidence which all her friends have in her disere-
tion. And when 1 told him, procceded Mr. Reeves, that
your fortune exceeded greatly what Sir Rowland re-
quired in a wife for him; and that you had, as well
from inclination, as education, a serious turn:
Too much, too much, in one person, cried he out.
As to fortune, he wished you had not a shilling; and
it he could obtain your favour, he should be: the
happiest man in the world.

O my good Mr. Reeves, said I, how have you
over-rated my merits!  Surely, you have not given
Mr. Fowler your interest? If you lave, should you
not, for his sake, have known something of my mind
before you had set me out thus, had I even deserved
your high opinion?—Mr. Fowler sight have rcason
to repent the double well-meant; kindness of his
fricnd, if men in these days were used to break
their hearts for love. . -

It is the language I do and mltt talk of you in,
to every-body, returned Mr. ReeVes: is it not the
lunguage that those most talk who knew you best?

here the world is inclined to favour, replied I,
it is apt to over-rate, as much as it will under-rate
where it disfavours. In this casey you should not

# 8
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have proceeded so far as to engage a gentlemai’s
hopes. What may be the cnd of all this, but to

o a compassionate nature, as mine-has been

thought to be, if Mr. Fowler should be greuth in

. earnest, uneasy to itself, in being obliged to

ra

pity, where she cannot return love?
at I have said, I have said, replied Mr.
Reeves. Pity is but one remove from love. Mrs.
Reeves (there she sits) was first brought to pity me;
for never was man more madly in love than I; and
then I thought myself sure of her. And so it
g‘roved. I can tell you I am no enemy to Mr.
owler. .
And so, my dear, Mr. Fowler seems to think he
has met with a woman who would make a fit wife for

him: but your Harriet, I doubt, has not in Mr.

Fowler met with a man whom she can think a fit
husband for her.

The very next morning, Sir Rowland himsel{—%

But now, my Lucy, if I proceed to tell you all
the fine things that are said of me, and ¢ me, what
will my uncle Selby say? Will he not attribute all
I shall repeat of this sort, to that pride, to that va-
nity, to that fondness of admiration, which he, as
well as Mr. Greville, is continually charging upon
all our sex ?

Yet he expects that I shall give a minute account
of every thing that passes, and of every conversa-
tion in which I have an . How shall I do to

ase him? And yet i' ow 1 shall best please

im, if I give him roam to find fault with me. But
then qhoufd he, for my faults blame the whole sex ?
Is that just?

You will tell me, I k}ow, that if I give speeches
and conversations, I vtight to give them justly:
that the hymeurs and characters of persons cannot
be known ynless I repeat what they say, and their
sanner of saying: etiat I must leave it to the
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speakers and complimenters to answer for the like-
ness of the pictures they draw : that I know best
my own heart, and whether I am puffed up by the

raises given me: that if I am, I shall discover it
gy my superciliousness; and be enough punished on
the discovery, by incurring, from those I love, de-
served blame, if not contempt, instead of preserving
their wished-for estecm.—Let me add to all this,
that there is an author (I forget who? who says, It
is lawful to repeat thosc things, though spoken in our
praisc, that are necessary to be known, and cannot
otherwise be come at.”

And now let me ask, Will this preamble do, once
for all?

It will. And so says mny aunt Selby. And so says
every one but my uncle. Well then I will proceed,
and repeat all that shall be said, and that as well to
my disadvantage as advantage ; only resolving not to
be exalted with the one, and to do my endeavour to
amend by the other. And here, pray tell my uncle,
that I do not desire he will spare me; since the
faults he shall find in his Harriet shall always put her
upon her guard—Not, however, to conceal them
from his discerning eye ; but to amend them.

And now, having, as I said, once for all, prepared
you to guard against a surfeit of sclf-praise, though
dclivered at sccond or third hand, 1 will go on with
my narrative—But hold—my paper reminds me that
I have written a monstrous {Vetter-_-l will therefore,
with a new sheet, begin a new ane. Only adding
to this, that I am, and ever will be, .

Your affectionate
HARRIET BYRON.

: N
P. S. Well, but what shalt I do mow ?—1I have just
received my uncle’s letter. And, after, his charge
ul’;m“ me of vanity and pride, will m{l parade, as
above, stand me in any stead }—I must trust to
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it. Only one word to my dear and ever-hos
noured uncle—Don’t you, Sir,-impute to me a
belief of the truth of those extravagant compli-
ments made by men professing love to me; and
I will not wish you to think me onc bit the wiser,
the handsou:cr, the better, for them, than I was
before.

S———

LETTER IX.
MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.
Thursday, February 2.

The very next morping Sir Rowland himsclf paid
his respects to Mr. Reeves. :

The knight, before he would open himself very
freely as to the business he came upon, desired that
he might have an opportunity to see me. I knew
nothing of him, nor of his busincss. We were jlst
going to breakfast. Miss Allestree, Miss Bramber,
and Miss Dolyns, ayoung lady of merit, were with us.

Just as we had taken our seats, Mr. Reeves intro-
duced Sir Rowland, but let him not know which was
Miss Byron. He did nothing at first sitting down,
but pecr in our faces by turns; and fixing his eye
xelron Miss Allestree, he jogged Mr. Reeves with hix

bow~—Hay, Sir?—audibly whispered he,

Mr. Reeves was silent. Sir Rowland, who is
short-sighted, then looked under his bent brows, at
Miss Bramber ; then at Miss Dolyns; and then at
me—Hay, Sir? whispered he again.

He sat out the first dish of tea with an impatience
equal, asit seenied, to his uncertainty. And at last
taking Mr. Reeves by one of his buttons, desired a
word with him. They withdrew togcther; and the
knight, not, quitting hold of Mr. Reeves’s button,
Ad’s-my-life, Sir, said he, T hope I amn right. 1 love
wy nephew as Ilove myself. 1live but for him,' lTe
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ever wad dutiful to me his uncle. If that be Miss
Byron who sits on’the right-hand of your lady, with
the countenance of an angel, her eg'es sparkling
with good humour, and blooming as a May-morning,
the business is done. I give-my consent. Although I
heard not a:word pass fremher lips, I am sure she is
all intelligence. My boy shall rave her. The other
young ladies are agreeable: but if this be the lady
my kinsman is in love with, he shall bave her. How
will she outshine all our Caermarthen ladies; and
fet we have charming girls in Cacrmarthen!—Am
, or am I not right, Mr. Reeves, as to my ne-
phew’s flame, as they call it ?
B The lady you describe, Sir Rowland, is Miss
on.

y.};nd then Mr. Reeves, in his usual partial man-
ner, let his heart overflow at his lips in my favour.

Thank God, thank God! said the knight. Let
us retwrn. Let us go in again. I will say some-
thing to her to make her speak : but not a word to
dash her. 1 expect her voice to be music, if it be
as harmeonious as the rest of her. By the softness
or harshness of her voice, let me tell you, Mr.
Reeves, I form a judgment of the heart, and soul,
and manners, of a lady. ’Tis a criterion, as they
¢all it, of my own; and I am hardly ever mistaken.
Let us go in again, I pray ye.

They returned, and took their seats; the knight
making an awkward apology fer taking my cousin
out.

Sir Rowland, his forehead smoothed, and his face
shining, sat swelling, as big with meaning, yet not
knowing how to begin. Mrs. Reeves ang iss Al-
Jestree were talking at the re-entrance of the gen-
tlemen.  Sir Rowland thought he anust say some-
thing, however distant from his- main. purpose.
Breaking silence therefore; You, ladies, seemed
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to be decp in discourse when we came in. What»
ever were your subject, I beg you will resume it.

They had finished, they assured him, what they
had to say. ’

Sir Rowland seemed still at a loss. He hemmed
three times ; and looked at me with particular kind-
ness.  Mr. Reeves then, in pity to his fulness, asked
him how long he proposed to stay in town?

He had thought, he said, to have set out in a
week ; but something had happened, which he be-
lieved could not be completed under a fortnight.
Yet I want to be down, said he; for I had just
finished, as I came up, the new-built house I design
to present to my nephew when he marrigs. 1 pre-
tend, plain man as I am, to be a judge, both of taste
and elegance [Sir Rowland was now set a going.]
All I wish for is to see him happily settled. Ah,
ladies! that T need not go further than this tgple
for a wife for my boy ?

We all smiled, and Jooked upon each other.

You young ladies, proceeded he, have great ad-
vantages in certain cases over us men; and this
(which I little thought of till it came to be my own
case) whether we speak for our kindred or for our-
selves. But will you, madam, to Mrs. Reeves, will
»ou, Sir, to Mr. Reeves, answer my questions—-:fs
to these ladies 2—1T must have a niece among them.
My nephew, though I say it, is one whom any lady
may love: and as for fortune, let me alone to make
him, in addition to his own, all clear as the sun,
worthy of any woman’s acceptance, though she were
a duchess.

We were all silent, and smiled upon onc another.

What I would ask then, is, Which of the ladies
before me—Mercy! 1 belicve by their smiling, and
by their pretty looks, they are none of them en-
geged. I will begin with the young lady ont your



SIR CHARLES GRANDISON. 47

right hand. She looks so lovely, so good-natured,
and so condescending !—Mercy ! what an open fore-
head !—Hem !—Forgive me, madam ; but I believe
you would not disdain to answer my question your-
self.  Are you, madam, arc you absolutely and bond
Jfide, disengaged ? or are you not?

As this, Sir Rowland, answered I, is a question I
can best resolve, I frankly own, that T am discngaged.

Charming ! charming !—Mercy! Why now what
a noble frankness in that answer ! —No jesting mat-
ter! You may smile, ladies. I hope, madam, you
say true: Lhope I may rely upon it, that your affec-
tions are not engaged.

You may, Sir Rowland. T do not love, even in
jest, to be guilty of an untruth.

Admirable!—But let me tell you, madam, that [
hope you will not many days have this to say. Ad’s-
my lite ! sweet soul! how I rejoice to see that charm-
ing flush in the finest cheek in the world! But hea-
ven forbid that I should dash so swecet a creature !-—
Well, but now there is no going further. Excuse
me, ladies ; I mean not a slight to any of you: but
now, you know, there is no going further :—And
will you, madam, permit me ta introduce to you, as
a lover, as an humble scrvant, a very proper and
agreeable young man? Let me introduce him: he
is my nephew. %our looks are all graciousness. Per-
haps you have seen him: and if you are really dis-
cngaged, you can have no objection to him; of that
1 am confident. AndI am told, that you have no-
body that either can or will controul-you.

he more controulable for that \jery reason, Sir
Rowland. e -
Ad’s-my-life, I like your answer. ; Why, madam,
ou must be full as good as youlook to be. I wish
were a young man myself for your sake! But tell
we, madam, will you perwit a visit from my nephew



4 THE HISTORY OF

this afternoon ?—Come, come, dear yourg lady, be
as'gracious as you look to be. -Fortune must do.
Hud you net a shilling, I should rejoice in sueh e
niece: and that is more than I &ver said in my life
before. My nephew is a sober man, 2 modest man.
He has a good estate of his own: a clear 2000l 2
ar, I will add to it in my life-time-as much more.
all this good company witnesses for me. I am
no flincher. It is well known that the word of Sir
Rowland Meredith is as good as his bond at all
times. I love these open doings. I love to be
above-board. What signifies shilly-shally ? What
says the old proverb?

Happy is the wooing
That is not long a doing,

But, Sir Rowland, said I, there are proverbs that
may be set against your proverb: You hint that 1
have seen the gentleman: now I have never yet
seen the man whose addresscs 1 could encourage.

O, I like you the bettcr for that. None but the
giddy love at first-sight. Ad’s-my-life, - you would
have been snapt up-Before now, young as you are,
could you easily have returned love for love.

A , you cannot be above sixteen ?

O, Sir Howland, you are mistaken, Cheerfulness,
and a contented mind, make a difference to advan-
tage of half & dozen at any time. I am much
nearer t¥enty-one mmtm, Tassure you.

Nearer to twenty-one than ninefeen, and yet so
freely tell your age without asking!

Mies Byron, Sir Rowland, said Mrs. Reeves, is
young enough at twenty, surely, o her own age.

Ttue, maﬁam; but at twenty, if not before, time
always stands still with women. A lady’s age once
known, will be always remembered ; and ‘that more
for spitc thanlove., At twenty-eightor thirty; I be-
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lieve most ladics are willing to strike off half'a dezen
ears at least.—And yet, and yet, (smiling, gnd’
ooking arch) I have always said (pardon me, la-’
dies) that it 1s a sign, when women are so desirous to
conceal their age, that they think they shall-be
good for nothing when in years. Ah, ladies! shak-
ing his head, and laughing, women don’t think of
that. But how I admire you, madam, for your frank#"
ness! Would to the Lord you were twenty-four ¥—
I would have no woman marry. under twenty-four :
and that, let me tell you, ladies, for the following
reasons—standing up, and putting the fore-finger of
his right-hand, extended with a flourish, upon the
thumb of his left.

0, Sir Rowland! I doubt not but you can give
very good rcasons. And ]I assure you, I intend not.
‘t_o marry on the wrong sidc, as I call it, of twenty-
our.

Admirable, by mercy! but that won’t do neither,
The mar lives not, young lady, who will stay your
time, if he can have you at his. I'love your nobie
frankness. Then such sweetness of countenance
(sitting down, and audibly whispering, and jogging,
my cousin with his elbow) such dove-like eyes, dar-
ing to tell all that is in the honest heart!—I am a
p]grsiognomist, madam (raising his voice to_ me.)
Ad’s-my-life, you are a perfect pagagont: Sdy i
will encourage my boy, or you_wnllge b
(standing up agam) 1 will come apd
self. A good estate gives a man iconfiden y
when I set about it—Ilum !~ hand stack in
his side ; flourishing with the otheg)no werman yet,
(Ildo agsure you,—ever won my ?ﬂﬂ as you have

one.

O Sir Rowland, I thought you were too wise to be
swayed by first impressions: none but*the giddy,
you know, love at first sight. .
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Admirable! admirable indeed! I knew you had
witat will; and 1 am sure you have wisdom. Know
you, ladics, that wiz and wisdom are two different
things, and are very rarely seen together? Plain
man as I appear to be (looking on himself first on
one side, then on the other, and unbuttoning his coat
two buttons to let a gold braid appcar upon his
waistcoat) I can tell ye, I have not lived all this
time for nothing. I am considered in Wales—Hem !
—But I will not praise mysel.—Ad’s-my-life! how
do this young lady’s perfections run me all into
tongue !—DBut I see you all respect her as well as I;
s0 I need not make apology to the rest of you
young ladies, for the distinction paid to her. 1
wish I had as many nephews as there are ladies of
ye disengaged : by mercy, we would be all of kin.

Thank you, Sir Rowland, said cach of the young
ladies, smiling, and diverted at his oddit'i:

But as to my observation, continued the knight,
that none but the giddylove at first sight; there is
no general rule without cxception, you know:
every man must love you at first sight. Do I not
love you myself? and yet never did I see you be-
fore, nor any-body like you.

You know not what you do, Sir Rowland, to
raise thus the vanity of a poor girl. How may you
make congeit and pride run away with her, till she

oy Reraptible for both in the cye of every
AMIse ood opinion is worth cultivating ?
iy -lﬂf, that’s prettily said! But let me
tell you, that the she who can give this caution in the
midst of' her praisings, can be in no danger of being
run away with by heswanity. Why, madam! you
extort praises from me! I never ran on so glibly
in praisc of mortal woman before. You must cease
ook, to smile, to speak, I can tell you, if you
*ld have me cease to praise you!
Ly - .
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*Tis well you are not a young man, Sir Rowland,
said Miss Allestree. You seem to have the art of
engaging a womap’s attention. You scem to know
how to turn her own artillery against her; and, as
your sex generally do, to exalt her in courtship,
that you may have it in your powcr to abase her
afterwards. ‘

Why, madam, I must own, that we men live to
sixty, before we know how to deal with you ladies,
or with the world either; and then we are not fit to
engage with the one, and are ready to quit the other.
An old head ugon a young pair of shoulders would
make rare work among ye. But to the main point
{looking very kindly on me): I ask no questions
about you, madam. Fortype.isnot to be mentioned.
I want ydu not to have any. Not that the lady is
the worse for having a fortune: and a man may
stand a chance for as good a wife among those who
have fortunes, as among those who have none. I
adore you for your frankness of heart. Be all of a
piece now, I bescech you. You are disengaged,
you say: Will you admit of a visit from my nephew?
My boy may be bash{ul.  True lave is always modest
and diffident. You don’t look as if' you would dis- |
like a man for being modest. And I will come
along with him myse(f. o

And then the old knight looked important, as one
who, if he lent his head to his nephew’s shoylders,
had no doubt of succeeding. .

What, Sir Rowland! wfmit of a visit from your
nephew, in order to engage him in a three years
courtship? I have told you that.] intend not to
marry till T am twenty-four, .

Twenty-four, I must own, is the age of marriage
T should chovse for a lady; and for the reasons
aforesaid.-~But, now 1 think of it, 1 did not tell
¥ow my reasons— These be they—
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JDown went his cup and saucer; up went his left
thand ready spread, and his croaked finger of his
right hand, as ready to enumerate.

o doubt, Sir Réwland, you have very good rear
sons.

But, madam, you must hear them—And I shall
prove— '

I am copvinced, Sir Rowland, that twenty-four
is an age early enough.

But I shall prove, madam, that you at twenty, or
at twenty-once—

Enough, enough, Sir Rowland: What nced of
proof when one is convinced ?

But you know not, madam, what 1 was driving
at—

Well but, Sir Rowland, said Miss Bramber, will
not the reasons you could give for the proper age
at twenty-four, make against your wishes in this case?

They will make against them, madam, in gencfl
cases: but in this particular case they will make for
me: for the lady before me is

Not in my opinion, perhaps, Sir Rowland, will
your rcasons make for you: und then your excep-
tion in my favour will signity nothing. And besidces,
you must know, that I never can accept of a com-
pliment that is made me at the expence of my sex.

Waell then, madam, I hope you forbid me in favour
to my plea. You are loth to hear any-thing for twen-
ty-four against twenty-one, I hope?

That is-awother point, Sir Rowland.

Why, madam, you seem to be afraid of hearing
'my reasons. No .man living knows better than I,
how to behave in ladies’ company. I believe I
shounld not be so little of a gentleman, as to offend
the nicest ear. No nced indeed! no need indeed?!
looking archly ; ladies on certain subjects arc very
quick. , ) ‘
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That is to say, Sir Rowland, interrupted Mrs.
Reeves, that modesty is easily alarmed.

If any-thing is said, or implied, upon certain sub-
i’ects, that you would not be thought to understand,

adics know how to be ignorant.

And then he laughed.

Undoubtedly, Sir Rowland, said I, such company
as this need not be apprchensive, that a gentleman
like you, should say any-thing unsuitable toit. But
do you really think affected ignorance can be ever
graceful, or a proof of truc delicacy? Let me ra-
ther say, That a woman of virtuc would be wanting
to her character, if she had not courage enough to
express her resentment of uany discourse that is
meant as an insult upon modesty.

Admirably said again! But men will sometimes
forgcet, that there are ladies in company.

Very favourably put for the men, Sir Rowland.
But pardon me, if I own, that I should have a mean
opinion of a man, who allowed himself to talk cven
to men what a woman might not hear. A pure
heart, whether in man or woman, will be always, in
every company, on every occasion, pure.

Ad’s-my-life, youhave cxcellent notions, madam!
I wanted to hear you speak just now: and now you
make me, and every one else, silent—Twenty-one!
why what you say would shame sixty-one. You must
have kept excellent company all ypur life !'—Mercy!
if ever I heard the like from a lady so {oung —
What a glory do you refléct bacls upon all whohad
any hand in your cducation! Why was I not born
within the past thirty years? I might then havehad
some hopes of you myself'—And: this brings me to
my former subject, of my nephew--But, Mr. Reeves,:
one word with you, Mr. Reeves. I beg your par-
don, ladics: but the importance iof the matter will

. ¥ 3
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excuse me: and I must get out of town as soon as
I can—One word with you, Mr. Reeves.
The gentlemen withdrew together: for breakfast
by this time was over. And then the knight opened

his heart to Mr. Reeves, and besought his inte-
rest. He would afterwards have obtained an audi-
ence, as he called it, of me: but the three young
ladies having taken lcave of us, and Mrs, Reeves
and I being retired to dress, I excused myself.

‘He then desired leave to attend me to-morrow
evening : but Mr. Reeves pleading engagements till
Monday evening, he besought him to indulge him
with his interest in that long gap of time, as he called
it, and for my being then in the way.’

And thus, Lucy, have I given you an ample ac-

count of what has passed with regard to this ncw ser-

.yant; as gentlemen call themselves, in order to be-

come our asters. ' hd

*I'is now Friday morning. We are just setting out

to dine with Lady Betty. If the day furnishes me

with any amugsing materials for my next pacquet, its
agreeableness will be doubled to

Your ever-affectionate
HARRIET BYRON,

———————

LETTER X.

MISS BYRON. 1IN CONTINUATION.
Friday night.

Some amusement, my Lucy, the day has afforded:
indeed ntore than 1 could have wished. A large

however, for Selby-house.

Lady -Betty reccived us most politely. She had

+ company with her, to whom she introduced us, and.
presented me in a very advantageous character.
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Shall I tell you how their first appearance struck
me, and what I have since heard and observed of
them? .

The first I shall mention was Miss CANTILLON;
very pretty; but visibly proud, affected, and con-
ceited.

The second Miss CLEMENTS ; plain ; but of a
fine understanding, improved by reading; and who
having no personal advantages to be vain of, has, by
the cultivation of her mind, obtained a preference
in every one’s opinion over the fair Cantillon.

The third was Miss BARNEVELT, a lady of mas-
culine features, and whose mind belied not those
features; for she has the character of being loud,
bold, free, even fierce when opposed; and affects at
all times such airs of contempt of her own sex, that
one almost wonders at her condescending to wear
petticoats.

The gentlemen’s names were WALDEN and Siwn-
GLETON; the first, an Oxford scholar of family and
fortune; but quaint and opinionated, despising every
one who has not had the benefit of an university
cducation.

Mr. Singleton is a harmless man; who is, it seems,
the object of more ridicule, even down to his very
name, among all his acquaintance, than I think he
by any means ought, considering the apparent in-
offensiveness of the man, who did not give /fimself
his intellects; and his congtant goeod humour, whith
might intitle him to better quarter; the rather too
as he has one point of knowledge, which those wiio
think themselves his superiors in gipderstanding do
not always attain, the knowledge §f himself; for he:
is humble, modest, ready to confess an inferiority
to every one: and as laughing at & jestis by svihe
taken for high applause, he i8 ever the frst. fo be-
stow that commendation on what others say; though
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it must be owned, he now and then mistakes for a
jest what is none: which, however, may be gene-
rally more the fault of the speakers than of Mr. Sin-
gleton; since he takes his cue from their smiles,
especially when those are seconded by the laugh of
one of whom he has a good opinion.

Mr. Singleton is in possession of a good estate,
which makes amends for many defects: he has a
turn, it is said, to the well-managing of it; and no-
body understands his own interest better than he;
by which knowledge, he has opportunities to la
obligations upon many of those, who behind his
back think themselves intitled by their supposed su-
perior sense to deride him: and he is ready enough
to oblige in this way: but it is always on such secu-
rities, that he has never given cause for spendthrifts
to laugh at him on that account. .

It is thought that the friends of the fair Cantillen
would not be averse to an alliance with this gentle-
man: while I, were I his sister, should rather wish,
that he had so much wisdom in his wéakness, as to
devote himsclf to the worthier Pulcheria Clements
&Lady Betty’s wish as well as minc) whose fortune,

ough not despicable, and whose humbler views,
would make her think herself repaid, by his fortune,
the obligation she would lay him under by her ac-
ceptance of him.

Nobody, it seems, thinks of a lhusband for Miss
Barnevelt. She is sneeringly spoken of rather as a
young fellow, than as a woman; and who will one
day look out for a wffc for herself.  One reason in-
deed, she every«where gives, for being satisfied with
being a woman} which is, tkat she cannot be married
£0 @ WOMAN.

An odd crcature, my dear. But sec what women
§et by going out of character. Like the bats in the

fable, they, are looked upon as mortals of a doubt(wl
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species, hardly owned by either, and laughed at by
both. .

This was the company, and all the company, be-
sides us, that Lady Betty expccted. But mutual
civilitics had hardly passed, when Lady Betty, hav-
ing been called out, returned, introducing, as a gen-
tleman who would be acceptable to every one, Sir
IIareravE PorurxreN. Ile is, whispered she to
me, as he saluted the rest of the company, in a very
gallant manncer, a young baronet of a very large
estate, the greatest part of which has lately come to
him by the death o{l a grandmother, and two uncles,
all very rich. .

When he was presented to me, by name, and I to
him, I think myself very huppy, said he, in being
admitted to the presence of a young laﬂg, so cele-
brated for her graces of person and mind. Then,
addressing himself to Lady Betty, Much did I hear,
when I was at the last Northampton races, of Miss
Byron: but little did I expect to find report fall so
short of what I sce.

Miss Cantillon bridled, played with her fan, and
Jooked as if' she thought herself slighted: a little
scorh intermingled with the airs she gave herself.

Miss Clements smiled, and looked pleased, as if
she enjoyed, good-naturedly, a compliment made to
oue of the sex which she adorns by the goodness of
her heart. .

Miss Barnevclt said, she had, from the moment I
first entered, beheld me with the eye ,of a lover.
And freely taking my hand, squeezed it.—Charming
creature! said she, as if addressing a country inno-
cent, and perhaps expecting me tg be covered with
blushes and confusion. N

The baronet, excusing himself to Lady Betty,
assured her, that she must place this his bold intru-
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sion to the account of Miss Byron; he having been
told that she was to be there.

Whatever were his motive, Lady Betty said, he
did her favour; and she was sure the whole company
would think themselves doubly obliged to Miss Byron.

The student looked as if he thought himself
cclipsed by Sir ITargrave, and as if, in revenge, he
was putting his fine specches into Latin, and trying
them by the rules of grammar; a broken sentence
from a classic author bursting from his lips; and, at
last, standing up, half on tip-toc (as if he wanted to
look down upon the baronet) he stuck one hand in
his side, and passed by him, casting a contemptuous
cye on his gaudy dress.

Mr. Singleton smiled, and looked as if delighted
with all he saw and heard. Once indeed, he tried
to speak: his mouth actually openced, to give pas-
sage to his words; as sometimes seems to be his way
before the words are quite ready: but he sat down
satisfied with the cffort.

It is true, pcople who do not make themselves
contemptible by affectation should not be despiscd.

Poof and rich, wise and unwise, we are all links of
the Bamc great chain. And you must tell me, my
dear, if I, in cndeavouring to give true descriptions
of the persons 1 see, incur the censure I pass on
others who despisc any one for the defects they
cannot help.

Will you forgive me, my dear, if I make this
Jetter as long as my last ? :

No, say.

Well then, I thank you for a freedom so consist-
«ent with our friendship: and conclude with assur-
ances, that I am, and ever will be,

Most affectionately yours,

o . HARRIET BYRON.
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LETTER XL

MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.

It was convenient to me, Lucy, to break off just
where I did in my last; clse I should not have been
so very self-denying as to suppose you had no cu-
riosity to hear, what undoubtedly I wanted to tcll.
Two girls talking over a new sct of company, would
my uncle Selby say, are not apt to break off very
abruptly; not she especially of the two, who has
found out a fair excusc to repeat every compliment
made to herself; and when perhaps there may be a
new admirer in the case.

May there so, my uncle? And which of the gen-
tlemen do you think the man? The baronet, 1
suppose, you guess.— And so he is.

cll then, let me give you, Lucy, a sketch of
him. But consider; I form my accounts from what
T have since been told, as well as from what T ob-
served at the time.

Sir Hargrave Pollexfen is handsome and genteel;
pretty tall, about twenty-eight or thirty. His com-
plexion is alittle of the fairest for a man, and a little
of the palest. He has remarkably bold eyes; rather
approaching to what we would call fgoggling; and
he gives himself airs with them as if he wished to
have them thought rakish: perhaps as a recom-
mendation, in his opinion, to the: ladies. Lady
Betty, on his back being turncd, pralsing his person,
Miss Cantillon said, Sir Hargrave, had the finest
cyes she ever saw in a man. They were manly,
meaning ones. *

He is very voluble in speech; but scems to owe
his vdlubility more to his want of dgubt, than to the
extraordinary merit of what he sgys. Yet he is
thought to have s¢nse; and if he could prevail upea
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himself to hear more, and speak less; he would
better deserve the good opinion he thinks himself
sure of. But as he can say any-thing without hesi-
tation, and excites a laugh by laughing himself at
all he is going to say, as well as at what he has just
said, he 15 thought infinitely agreeable by the gay,
and by those who wish to drown thought in merri-
ment.

Sir Hargrave, it seems, has travelled: but he must
have carried abroad with him a great nuimber of
follies, and a great deal of affectation, if he has left
ang of them hehind him.

ut, with all his foibles, he is said to be a man of
enterprize and courage; and young women, it
seems, must take care how they laugh with him:
for be makes ungencrous constructions to the dis-
advantage of a woman whom he can bring to scem
pleased with his jests. %

1 will tell you hereafter, how I came to know
this, and €ven worse, of him.

The taste of the present age seems to be dress;
no-wonder, therefore, that such a man as Sir Har-
grave aims to excel in it. What can be wmisbe-
gtowed by a man on his person, who values it more
than his mind? But he would, in my opinion, bet-
ter become. his dress, if the pains he undoubtedly

-takes before he ventures to come into public, were
less appareng: this E:judge from his solicitude to
preserve all in exact order, when in company; for he
forgets not to pay his respects to himself at. every
glass; yet does it with a secming consciousness, as
if he would hide a vanity too apparent to be con-
cealed; breaking from it, if he finds himself ob-
served, with a half-carcless yet secmingly dissatis-
fied air, pretending to have discovered something
amiss in himself. This seldom fails to bring him a
compliment: of which he shews himself very-sen-
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sible, by affectedly disclaiming the werit of it; per-
haps with this speech, bowing with his spread hund
on his breast, waving his head to and fro—By my,
soul, Madam (or Sir) you do me too much honour.

Such a man is Sir Hargrave Pollexfen.

He placed himself next to the country gitl; and
laid himself out in fine speeches to her, running onx
in such a manner, that I had not for some time ‘an
opportunity to convince him, that I had been in
company of gay people before. He would have it
that I was a perfect beauty, and he supposed me
very young—very silly of course: and gave him-
self such airs, as if he were sure of my admiration.

I viewed him steadily several times; and my eye
once falling under his, as I was looking at him, I
dare say, he at that moment pitied the poor fond
heart, which he supposed was in tumults about him;
when, at, the very time, I was considering whether,
if 1 were obliged to have the one or the other, as a
punislunent for some greag fault I had committed, .
my choice would fall on Mr. Singleton, or on him,
1 meaw, supposing the former were not a remarkably
obstinate 1nan; since obstinacy in a weak man, I
think, must be worse than tyranny in a man of
sense.—If indeed a man of sense can be a tyrant.

A summons t¢ dinner relieved me from his more
particular addresses, and placed him at a distance
from me.

Sir Hargrave, the whole time of glinner, received
advantage from the supercilions looks and behaviour
of Mr. Walden; who secmed, ou ‘every-thing the
baronet said (and he was seldom silept) half to de-
spise him; for he made at tines so many different
nouths of contempt, that 1 thought it was impossi-
ble for the same features to expresa them. 1-have
been making mouths in the glass. for several mi-
nutes, to try to rccover some of Mr. Walden’s, in
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order to describe them to you, Lucy; but I cannot
for my life so distort my face as to-enable me to give
ou a notion of one of them.

He might perhaps have been better justified in
some of his contempts, had it not been visible, that
the consequence which he took from the baronet,
he gave to himself; and yet was as censurable one
way, as Sir Hargrave was the other.

irth, however insiqid, will occasion smiles;
though sometimesto the disadvantage of the mirthful.
But gloom, severity, maroseness, will always disgust,
though in a Solomon. Mr. Walden had not been
taught that: and indced it might secm a little un-
grateful [don’t you think so, Lucy?] if women
failed to reward a man with their smiles, who scru-
pled not to make himself a—monkey (shall I say?)
to please them.

Never before did I sce the difference between the
man of the town, and the man of the college, dis-
played in a light so striking as in these two gentle-
men‘in the conversation after dinner. The one
scemed resolved not to be pleased; while the other
laid himself out to please every-body; and that in a
manner so much at his own expence, as frequently’
to bring into question his understanding. By a
second silly thing he banished the remembrance of’
the first; by a third the second; and so on; and by
continually laughing at his own absurditics, left us at
liberty to suppose that his folly was his choice; and
that, had it not been to divert the company, he
would have made a better figure.

Mr. Walden, as was evident by his scornful brow,
by the contemptuous motions of his lip, and by
his whole face affectedly turned from the baronet,
grudged him jthe smile that sat upon every one’s
countenance; and for which, without distinguishing
whether it was a smile of approbation or wat, he
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looked as if he pitied us all, and as if he thought
himself cast into unequal company. Nay twice or
thrice he addressed himself, in preference to every
anc else, to fonest simpering Mr. Singleton: who,
for his part, as was cvident, much better relished the
baronet’s flippances, than the dry significance of
the student. For, whenever Sir Hargrave spoke,
Mr. Singleton’s mouth was open: but it was quite
otherwisc with him, when Mr. Walden spoke, even
at the time that he paid him the distinction of ad<
dressing himself to hiin, as if he were the principal
person in the company.

But one word, by the bye, Lucy—Don’t you
think it is very halppy for us foolish women, that the
generality of the lords of the creation are not much
wiser than ourselves? Or, to express myself in other
words, That over-wisdom is as foolish a thing to the
full, as moderate folly}—But, hush! I have done.—1I
know that at this place my uncle will be rcady to
rise against me. ‘

After dinner, Mr. Walden, not choosing to be
any longer so cgregiously eclipsed by the man of
the town, put forth the scholar. ’

By the way, let me ask my umcle, if the word
scholar means not the learner, rather than the
learned ?  1f it originally means no more, I would
suppose that formerly the most learned men were
the most modest, contenting shemselves with being
thought but learners; fot as my revered first in-
structor used to say, the morc a man knows, the:
more he will find he has to know..

Pray, Sir Hargrave, said Mr. Walden, may I ask
you—You had a thought just now, speaking of love -
and beauty, which I know you must have from
Tibullus [and then he repeated the linc in an eroic
accent; and, pausing, looked round uport us women]



0% THE HISTORY OF

Which university had the honour of finishing your
studies, Sir Hargrave? I presume you were brought
up at onc of them. .

Not I, said the baronet: A man, sufely, may read

Tibullus, and Virgil too, without being indebted
to cither university for his learning.
. No man, Sir Hargrave, in my hkumble opinion
[with a decisive air he spoke the word Aumble] can
be well-grounded in any branch of learning, who
has not been at one of our famous universities.

"I never yet proposed, Mr. Walden, to qualify my-
sclf for a.degree. My chaplain is a very pretty fel-
low. He understands Tibullus, I believe [immo-
deratcly laughing, and by his eyes cast in turn upon
each person at table, bespeaking a general smile ] —
And of Oxford, as you arc. ‘

And again he laughed: but his laugh was then
such a one as rather shewed ridicule than mirtA:
aprovoking laugh, such a onc as Mr. Greville often
aftects when he is in a'disputing humour, In order
to dash an 6pponent out of countenance, by get-
ting the laugh, instead of the argument, on his side.

My uncle, you know, will have it sometimes,
that his girl has a satirical vein. I am afraid she
has—But this I will say for her: she means no ill-
nature: she loves every-body; but not their faults:
#s her uncle in his letter tells her. Nor wishes to
be spared for her own. Nor, very probably, is she,
if those who see lier, write of her to their chosen
friends as she does to hers, of them.

Shall T tell fvou what I imagine each person of
the ‘company I. am writing about (writing, in cha-
racter) would say of me to their correspondents?—
It would be, digressing too much, or I would.

Mr. Walden in his heart, I dare say, was re-
venged on the baronet. He gave him such a look,
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as would have gricved me the whole day, had it been
given me by one whom I valued.

Sir Hargrave had too much business for his eyes
with the ladies, in order to obtain their counte-
nance, to trouble himself about the looks of the
men. And indeed he seemed to have as great a
contempt for Mr. Walden, as Mr. Walden had for
him.

But here 1 shall he too late for the post. Will
this stuff go down with you at Selby-house, in want
of better subjects?

Lvery-thing ifrom you, my Harrict—

Thank you! thank you, all, my indulgent friends!
So it ever was. Trifles from those we love, are ac-
ceptable, May I deserve your love.

Adicu, my Lucy!—But tell my Nancy, that she
has delighted me by her letter. c

H. B.

e s————

LETTER XIL
MISS BYRON. 1IN CONTINUATION.

Wit is your opinion, my charming Miss Byron?
said the baronct: May not a mgn of fortune, who
has no¢ received his education and polish [he pro-
nounced the word polish with an emphasis, and an-
other laugh] at an university, make as good a figure
in social life, and as ardent a lovef, as if he had?

I would have been silent: but, gazing in my face,
he repeated, What say you to thifn Miss Byron?

The world, Sir Hargrave, I have heard called.an
university: but, is it not an obvious truth, that nei:
ther a learned, nor what is called a fine education,
has any other value than as cach tends to improve
the niorals of men, and to make them wise and good?

G 3
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. Yhe. world un wniversity! replied Mr. Walden.
Why, truly, looking up to Sir lsargmve’s face, and
then down to his feet, disdainfully, as if he would
measure him with his eyes, I cannot but say, twist-
ing his head on vne side, and with a drolling accent,
that the world produces very pretty scholars—for
the ladies—

The baronet took fire at being so contemptuousl
measured by the eye of the studerit; and I thought it
was not amiss, for fear of high words between them,
to put myself forward.

And are not women, Mr. Walden, resumed I,
one half in number; though not perhaps in value,
of the human species?—Would it not bepity, Sit,
if the knowledge that is to be obtained in the
desser university should make a man despisc what
is to be acquired in the greater, in which that
knowledge was principally intended to make hitn
useful?

This diverted Sir Harg;mve’s anger: Well, Mr.
Walden, said he, exultingly rubbing his hands, what
say you to the young lady’s observation? By my
soul it is worth your notice. You may carry it
down with you to your university; and the best
scholars there will not be the worse for dttending
to it.

Mr. Walden seemed to collect himself, as if he
weré inclined to consider me with more attention
than he had done before; and waving his hand, dgs if
he would pit by the baronet, as an adversary he
had done with, I am to thank you, madam, said he,
it seems for your observation. And so the lessér
university—

I have great veneration, Mr. Walden, interrupted
I, for learning, and great honour for learned men—
Baut this is« subject—

That you must not get off from, young lady.
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I am sorry to hear you say o, Sir—But indeed I
must. ' .

The company seemed pleased to see me sp likely
to be drawn in; and this encouraged Mr. Walden
to push his weak adversary.

Know you, madam, said he, any-thing of the
fearned languages?

No, indeed, Sir—Nor do I know which, particu-
larly, you call so.

he Greek, the Latin, madam.,

Who, 1, a womdn, kiow any-thing of Latin and
Greek! I know but one lady who is Mistress of
both ; and she finds hersclf so much an owl amiong
the birds, that she wants of all things to be thotght
to have unlearncd them. ,

Why, ladies, I cannot but siy, that I should ra-
ther cKoosc to marry a woman whom I could teach
something, than one who would think herself quali-
fied to teach me. ’

Is it a necessary consequence, Sir, said Miss Cle-
ments, that knowledge, which makes a man shine,
should make a woman vain and pragmatical? May
not two persons, having the same taste, improve cach .
other? Was not this the case of Monsicur and
Madame Dacicr? $ .

Flint and steel to each other, added Lady Betty.

Turkish policy, I doubt, in you men, proceeded
Miss Clements— No seéond brother mear the throne.
That empire some think tlte safestihich is founded

in ignorance. - .
d Mr, Walden,

We know, Miss Clements, - rep
that you are.a well-read lady. t.J have nothing
to say- to observations “that are in every-body’s
mouth—Pardon me, madam. o .

Indeed, Sir, said Mr. Reeves, ¥ think Miss Cle-
ments should not pardon you. There is, in' my opi-
awion, great force in what she said.
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But I have a mind to talk with this fair lady,dz)out‘
cousin, Mr. Reeves. She is thé very woman that I
wish to hold an argument with, on the hints she
threw out.

Pardon me, Sir. But I cannot return the com-
pliment. I cannot argue.

And yet, madam, I will not let you go off so casily.
You scem to be very happy in your elocution; and
to have some pretty notions, for so young a lady.

I cannot argue, Sir.

. Dear Miss Byron, said Sir Hargrave, hear what
Mr. Wallen has to say to you.

Every one made the same request. I was silent,
looked down, and played with my fan.

When Mr. Walden had liberty to say what he
pleased, he seemed at a loss himself, for words.

At last, I asked you, madam, I asked you (hesi-
tatingly began he) whether you knew any-thind of
the learned langyages? It has been whispered to me,
that you have had great advantages from a grand-
father, of whose learning and politeness we have
heard much. He was a scholar.  He was of Christ-
church, in our universityy if I am not mistaken—
To my question you answered, That you knew not
particularly which were the languages that 1 called
the learned ones: and you have been pleased to
throw out hints in relation to the lesser and the
greater university; by all which you certainly mean
something —

Pmr{’ l%.lr. Walden, said I—

And pray, Miss Byron—I am afraid of all
smatterers in, learning. Those who know a little
—-and ladies cannot know to the bottom--They
have not the happiness of an university edu-
cation—=

Nor is every man at the university, I presume,
Sir, a Mr, Walden '
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0 my Lucy! I have since been told, that this
pragmatical man has very few admirers ih the
university to which, out of it, he is so fond of
boasting a relation. .

He took what I said for a compliment—Why, as
to that, madam—bowing—But this is a misfortune
¢o ladies, not a fault in them—But, as I was going
to say, Thosc who know little, are very scldom
sound, are very scldom orthodox, as we call it,
whether respecting religion or learning: and as it
seems you lost your grandfather too ecarly to be
well-grounded in the latter (in the former Lady
Betty, who is my informant, says, you are a very
good young lady) I should be glad to put you right
if you happen to be a little out of the way. .

I thank you, Sir, bowing, and (simpleton!) still
pla‘i'ing with my fan. DBut, thongh Mr. Reeves
said nothing, he did net think me very politely
treated. Yet he wanted, he told me afterwards,
to have me drawn out.

He should not -have scrved me so, I told him;
especially among strangers, and men.

Now, madam, will you be pleased to inform me,
said Mr. Walden, whether you had any particular
meaning, when you answered, that you knew not
which I called the learned linguages? You must
know, that the Latin and Greek are of thuse so
called.

I beg, Mr. Walden, that l'}nay ndt be thus singled
out—Mr. Reéves—Sir—you have héid an wiiversity
education. Pray rclieve your cousin.

hMr. Reeves smiled; bowed his hehd; but said no-
thing. .

You were pleased, madam, proceeded Mr. Wal-
den, t6 mention one learned ladyi and said that
;l]ed Jooked upon herself as an ‘owl arong “the

? birdé.— . .

T
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And you, Sir, said, that you had rather (and I be-
lieve most men are of your mind) have a woman you
could teach— .

Than one who would suppose she could teach me

—I did so. . .
_ Well, Sir, and would you have me be guilty of an
ostentation that would bring me no credit, if I had
had some pains taken with me in my education? But
indeed, Sir, I know not any-thing of those you call
the learned languages. Nor do I take all learning
to consist in the knowledge of languages ¥,

Al lcarning!—Nor I, madam—But if you place '
not lcarning in language, be so good as to tell us
what you do place it in?

He nodde({) his head with an air, as if he had said,
This pretty Miss has got out of her depth: Ibelieve
I shaﬁ have her now.

I would rather, Sir, said I, be a hearer than a
speaker; and the onc would better become me than
the other. I answered Sir Hargrave, because he
thought proper to apply to me.

And I, madam, apply to you likewise,

Then, Sir, I have been taught to think, that a
learned man and a linguist may very well be two
persons +.

Be pleased to proceed, madam.

R Languagces, undoubtedly, Sir, are of usc, tolet us
into the knowledge for which so many of the antients
were famous—But—

Here I stopt. Every one’s eyes were upon me.
I was a little out of countenance.

. Inwhata situation, Lucy, are we women?—If we
have some little genius, and have taken pains to cul-

* This: argument is resumed, Vol. VI. by a more compe=
tent judge hoth of learning and languages than Mr. Walden.

+ In other words, that science or knowledge, and not lane {
guage mercly, is learning.
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tivate it, we must be thought guilty of affectation,
whether we appear desirous to conceal it, or submit
to have it called forth.

But, what, madam? Pray proceed, eagerly said
Mr. Walden—But, what, madam?

But have not the moderns, Sir, if I must speak,
the same advantages which the antients had, and
some which they had not ? The first great genius’s
of all had not human example, had not human
precepts—

Nor were the first genius’s of alf (with an empha-
sis, replied Mr. Walden) so perfect, as the observa-
tions of the genius’s of after-times, which were built
upon their foundations, made them; and they others.
Learning, or knowledge, as you choose to call it, was
a progressive thing: and it became necessary to un-
derstand the different languages in which the sages
of antiquity wrote, in order to avail oursclves of their
learning. :

Very right, Sir, I believe. You consider skill in
languages then as a vekicle to knowledge—Not, 1
presume, as science itself.

I wus sorry the baronet laughed; because his
laughing made it more difficult for me to get off, as
1 wanted to do.

Pray, Sir Ilargrave, said Mr. Walden, let not
every thing that is said be laughed at. I am fond
of talking to this young lady: and a conversation
upon this tepic may tend as much to edification,
Eerlmps, as most of the subjects with which we have

een hitherto entertained.

Sir Hargrave took an empty glass, and with it hu-
morously rapped his own {"uuckles,' bowed, smiled,
and was silent; by that act of yielding, which had
graccfulness in it, gaining more liopour to himself,
than Mr. Walden obtained by his rebuke of him,
however just, '
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Now, madam, if you please, said Mr. Wulden
(and he put himself into a disputing attitude) a word
or two with you, on your zekicle, and-so-forth.

Pray spare me, Sir: I am willing to sit down
quietly. I am unequal to this subject. I have
done.

But, said the baronet, you must ot sit down

uietly, madam: Mr. Walden has promised us edi-
_zlcagz'on‘; and we all attend the effect of his promise.

No, no, madam, said Mr. Walden, you must not
come off so easily. You have thrown out some ex-
traordinary things for a ludy, and especially for so
young a lady. From you we expect the opinions of
your worthy grandfather, as well as your own no-
tions. He no doubt told you, or you have read, that
the competition set on faot between the learning of
the antients and moderns, has been the subject of
much debate among the learned, in the latter cnd of

e Tast century. )

Indeed, Sir, I know nothing of the matter. I sm
not learned. My grandfather was chiefly intent to
make me an English, and, I may say, a Bible scho-
lar. I was very young when I had the misfortune
to lose him. My whole endeavour has been since,
that the pains he took with me, should not be-cast
away. ‘

'I);mve discovered you, wmadam, to be a Parthian
lady. You can fight flying, I sce. You must not,
I tell you, come off so easily for what you have
thrown out. I.ct me ask you, Did you ever rcad
The Tule of o Tub?

Sir Hargrave laughed out, though evidently in
the wrong place. .

""How apt arc laughing squit.s_, said Mr. Walden,
looking solemnly, to laugh, when J)erlmps they
ought—Yhere he stopt— [ to be laughed at, I suppose
he had in'his head.] But I will not, however, be
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laughed out of my question.—Have you, madam,
read Swift’s Tale of @ Tub?-=There is such a baok,
Sir Hargrave; looking with an air of contempt at
the baronet.

I know there is, Mr. Walden, replied the baronct,
and again laughed—{aze you, madam? to me. Pray
let us know what Mr. Walden drives at.

I have, Sir.

Why then, madam, resumed Mr. Walden, you
no doubt read, bound up with it, The Battle of the
Baoks; a very fine piece, written in favour of the
antients, and against the moderns; and thence
must be acquainted with the famous dispute I men-
tioned. And this will shew you, that the moderns
sare but pygmies in science compared to the an-
tients. And, pray, swll not she knowledge which
enables us to understand and to digest the wisdom
of these immortal antients be accounted learning?
—Pray, madam, nodding his head, answer me that.

O how these pedants, whispered Sir Hargrave to
Mr. Reeves, strat in the livery and brass buttons of'
the antients, and call their servility learning! .

You are going beyond my capacity, Sir. 1 bclieve
what yqu say is very just: yet the antients may be
read, I suppose, and not understood.—But pray,
Sir, let the Parthiun fly the field. I Prowmise you
that she will not Myturn to the charge.  Escape, not
victory, is all she contends for. ’

All in good time, madam—But who, pray, learns
the language but with a wew to understand the
author?

No-body, I believe, Sir. But yet: spme who read
the antients, may fail of improving by them. -

I was going to say something further; but the ba-
ronet, by his loud and laughing applause, «discon-
certed me; and I was silent. . .

And here I must break off, till I return from the

VOL. IX. H ¢
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play: and thon, or inthe morning early, 1 will be«
gin on another sheet. .

LETTER XIIL

MIisSS% BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.

Now, Lucy, will I resume the thread of an argu-
wment, that you, perhaps, will not think worth re-
membering: yet, as I was called upon by every one
to proceeﬁ, }' would not omit it, were it but to
have my uncle’s opinion whcther I was not teo
pert, and too talkative; for my conscience a little
reproaches me. You know I have told him, that I
-~ will not unbespeak my monitor.

Mr. Walden told me, I seemed to think, that the
knowledge we gather from the great antients is
hardly worth the pains we take in acquiring the
languages in which they wrote. M

Not so0, Sir. " I have great respect even for lin-
guists: Do we not owe to them the translation of
the sacred books?—But methinks I could wish that
such a distinction should be made between language
and science, as should convinée me, that that confu-
sion of tongues, which was intended for a punish-
ment of presumption in the early ages of the world,
should not be thought to give us our greatest glory
in these more enlightened times,

Well, madam, ladies must be treated as ladies.
But I shall have great pleasure, on my return to
Oxford, in being able to acquaint my learned friends,
that they must all turn fine gentlemen, and laughers
[Mr. Reeves had smiled as well as the baronet]
and deqpi.sf the great antients as men of straw, or
g:ry shortly they will stand no chance in the ladies’

VQUL.
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Good Mr. Walden! Good Mr. Walden! laughed
the baronet, shaking his embroidered sides, let me,
let me, beg your patience, while 1 tell you, that the
young gentlemen at both universities are already in
more r of becoming fine gentlemen than fine
scholars—

And then again he langhed; and looking reund
him, bespoke, in his usual way, a laugh from the
rest of the company.

Mr. Reeves, a little touched at the scholar®s re-
ference to him, in the word laughers, said, It were
to be wished, that, in all nurseries of learning, the
manners of youth were proposed as the principal end.
It is too known a truth, that the attemtion paid to
languages has too generally swallowed up all other
and more important considerations; insomuch that '
sound moruls and good breeding themselves are
obliged to give way to that which is of little moment,
but as it promotes and inculcates those. And
learned men, I am persuaded, if they dared to speak
out, would not lay so much stress upon mere lan-
guages as you seem to do, Mr. Walden.

Lcarning Aere, replied Mr. Walden, a little pee-
vishly, has not a fair tribunal to be tried at. Asitis
said of the advantages of birth or degree, so it may
be said of learning; No one despises it that has pre-
tensions to it. But, proceed, Migs Byron, if you
please.

Very true, T believe, Sir, said I: But, on the
other hand, may not these who hava cither, or beth,
value themselves too much on that aecount?

1 knew once, said Miss Clements, an excellent
scholar, who thought, that too great a portion of
lifte was bestowed in the learning of linguages;
and that the works of many of the anticats were
more to be admired for the stamp which-antiquity
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has fixed upon them, and for the sake of their purity
in languages that cannot alter (and whose works
are therefore become the standard of those lan-
guages) than for the lights obtained from them b
men of genius, in ages that we have reason to thin
more enlightened, as well by new discoveries as by
revelation.

I am even tempted to ask, continued she, Whe-
ther the reputation of learning is not oftencr ac-
quired by skill in those branches of science which
principally serve for amusement to inquisitive and
curious minds, than by that in the more useful sort.

Here Mr. Walden interrupted her; and turning
to me, as to the weaker adversary; yet with an
air that had severity in it; I could abnost wish, said
he (and but almost, as you are a lady) that you,
madam, knew the works of the great antients in
their original languages. .

Something, said Miss Clements, should be Il\?}
fop,men to excel in. I cannot but approve of Mr.
Waelden’s word-almost.

She then whispered me; Pray, Miss Byron, pro-
cced (for she saw me a little out of countenance
at Mr., Walden’s severe air)—Strange, added she,
still whispering, that people who know least how to
argue, should be most eager to dispute. Thank
Heaven, all scholars are not like this.

A little encouraged; Pray, Sir, said I, let me ask
one question—Whether you do not think that our
Milton, in his Paradise Lost, shews himself to be a
very learned man? And yet that work is written
wholly in the 1ungua§$ of his own country, as the
works of Homer and Virgil were in that of theirs:—
and they,'I presume, will be allowed to be learned
men. ¢

© Miltony madam, let me tell you, is infinitcly
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vhliged to the great antients; and his very fre-
quent allusions to them, and his knowledge of their
mythology, shew that he is.

His knowledge of their mythology, Sir!—His .
own subject so greatly, so nobly, so divinely, above
that mythology'—I have been taught to think, by a
very learned man, that it was a condescension in
Milton to the taste of persons of morc reading than
genius in the age in which he wrote, to introduce
so often as he does, his allusions to the pagan my-
thology: and that he neither raised his sublime.
subject, nor did credit to his vast genius, by it.

Mr. Addisen, said Mr. Walden, is a writer ad-
mircd by the ledies. Mr. Addison, madam, as you
will find in your Spectators [snecringly he spoke.
this] gives but the second place to Milton, on come’
paring some passages of his with some of IHomer.

If Mr. Addison, Sir, has not the honour of heing
admired by the gentlemen, as well as by the ludies,
I dare say Mr. Walden will not allow, that his au-
thority should decide the point in question: and

et, as 1 remember, he greatly extols Milton. But

am going out of my depth—Only permit me to
say one thing more—If Homer is to be preferred to
Milton, he must be the sublimest of writers; and
Mr. Pope, admirable as his translation of the Iliad
is said to be, cannot have done himjustice.

You seen, madam, to be a very decp Englisk
scholar. But say you this from yeur own obscrva-
tion, or from that of any other?

I readily own, that my lights are borrewed, re-
plied I. I owe the observation o my godfather
Mr. Deane. He is a scholar; but as great an ad-
mirer of Milton as of any of the amtients A gen-
tleman, his particular friend, who was as gréat an ad,
mirer of Homer, undertook from Mr. Popr’s transk."
{ation of the lliad, to produce passages that in subs

H3 *
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limity exceeded any in the Paradise Lost. -The
. [gentﬂamen met at Mr. Deane’s house, where I then
was. They allowed me to be present; and this was
the' issue: the gentleman went away convinced,
that the English poet as much excelled the Grecian
in_the grandeur of his sentiments, as his subject,
founded on the Christian system, surpasses the
pagan. .

. e debate, I have the vanity to think, said Mr.
‘Walden, had I been a party in it, would have taken
another turn; for I do insist upon it, that without
the knowledge of the learned languages, » man can-
not understand his own.

I opposed Shakespeare to this asscrtion: but
wished on this occasion, that I had not been a party
in this debate ; for the baronet was even noisy in his
applauses of what I said ; and the applause of cmpty
minds always gives one suspicion of having incurred
it by one’s over-forwardness. .

1-¥e drowned the voice of Mr. Walden, who two
or three times was earnest to speak; but not find-
ing himself heard, drew up his mouth, as if to a
contemptuous whistle, shrugged his shoulders, and
sat collected in his own conscious worthiness: his
eyes, however, were often cast upon the pictures
that hung round the room, as much better objects
than the living ones before him.

But what extremely disconcerted me, was a free-
dom of Miss Barnevelt’s; taken upon what I last
said, and upon Mr. VWalden’s hesitation, and Sir
Hargrave’s applauses : she professed that I was able

to bring her own sex into repatation with her. Wis-
om, as I #ull it, said she, notwithstarding what you
lave mofedﬂf*ﬁﬂeged to ‘depreciate your own, when
it yiroceeds theough teeth of ivory, and lips of coral,
‘receives 4 double grace. And then clasping one of
Jher mannish arms round me, she kissed my-<cheek.

i
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- I was surprised, and offended; f:dvmh the more
reason, as Sir Hargrave, rising from his seat, de-
clared, that since yuerit was to be approved in that
manner, he thought himself obliged to follow™ so
good an example.

I stood up, and said, Surely, Sir, my compliance
with the request of the company, too much I fear
at my own expence, calls rather for civility than
freednm, from a gentleman. I beg, Sir Hargrave—
There 1 stopt; and I am sure looked greatly in
carnest.

He stood suspended till I had done speaking; and
then, bowing, sat down again; but, as Mr. Reeves
told me afterwards, he whispered a great oath in his
ear, and declared, that he beheld with transport his
future wife; and cursed himself if he would ever
have another; vowing, in the same whisper, that
were a thousand men to stand in his way, he would
not scruple any means to remove them.

Miss 5ameve1t only laughed at the freedom she
had taken with me. She is a loud and fearless
laugher.  She hardly knows Aow to smile: for as
soon as any thing catches her fancy, her voice im-
mediately bursts her lips, and widens her mouth to
its full extent. Forgive me, Lucy. I believe I am
spiteful. )

Lady Betty and Miss Clements, in low voices,

raised me for my presence of mind, as they called
it, in checking Sir Hargrave's forwardness.

Just here, Lucy, I laid down my pen, and stept
to the glass, to see whether I coujd.not please my-
self with a-wise frown or two; at Reast\ith a solem-
nity of countenance, that, occajionallyh I might
dash with it my childishness of §ook ; Whiek -cer-
tainly encouraged this treédom of Miss*Barnevelt
Bit I could not please myself. My muscles bave
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never been used to. any-thing but smiling: so fa-
voured, so beloved, by every one: of my friends; a
heart so grateful for all their favours—Iow can I
learn how to frown ; or cven long to look grave?

All this time the scholar sat uneasily-careless.

In the mean time Mr. Reeves, having sent for
from his study (his house being near) Bisho
Burnet’s History of his own Times, said he would,
by way of moderatorship in the present debate, read
them a passage, to which he believed all parties
would subscribe: and then read what I will tran-
scribe for you from the conclusion to that perform-
ance:

¢ I have often thought it a great error to waste
» young gentlemen’s years so long in learning Latin,
by so tedious a grammar. I know those who are
bred to the profession in literature, must have the
Latin correctly; and for that the rules of gr:
mar are neccssary: but these rules are not at
requisite to those, who need only so much Latin, as
thoreughly to understand and delight in the Roman
authors and poets.
¢ But suppose a youth had, either for want of me-
mory, or of application, an incurgble aversion to
Latin, his education is not for that to be despaired
of: there is much noble knewledge to be had in
the English and French languages: geography,
history, chiefly that of our own country, the know-
ledge of nature, and the more practical purts of
the mathematics (if he has not a genius for the
demonstrative) ay make a gentleman very know-
ing, though k> has not a word of Latin’ [And why, I
would fain’know, said Mr. Reeves, not a gentlewo-
man?]. § There is a fineness of thought, and a no-
bleness of *expression, indeed, in the Latin authors’
{This mukes for your argument, Mr. Walden] ¢ that
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will make them the entertainment of a man’s whole
life, if he once understands and reads them with de-
light’ [Very well, said Mr. Walden !] But if this can-
not be attained to, I would not have it reckoned
that the ed®eation of an ill Latin scholar is to be
given over.’

Thus far the bishop.

We all know, proceeded Mr. Reeves, how well
Mr. Locke has treated this subject. And he is
so far from discouraging the fair sex from learning
languages, that he gives us a method in his Trea-
tise of Education, by which a mother may not only
learn Latin herself, but be able to teach it to her
son. Be not, therefore, ladies, ashamed either of
your talents or acquirements. Only take care, you
give not up any knowledge that is more laudable
in your sex, and more uscful, for learning: and
then T am sure, you will, you must, be the more
agrecable, the more suitable companions for it, to
nien of sense. Nor let any man have so narrow a
mind as to be apprchensive for his own prerogative,
from a lcarned woman. A woman who does not
behave the better the more she knows, will make her
husband uneasy, and will think as well of herself,
were she utterly illiterate ; nor would any argument
convince her of her duty. Do not men marry with
their eyes open? And cannot they court whom
they please? A conceited, a vain mind in & wo-
man cannot be hidden. Upon the whole, 1 think
it may be fairly concludedy that the more a woman
knows, as wcll as a man, the wiser she will generally
be; and the more regard she will have for a man of
sense and lcarning. L.

Ilere ended Mr. Reeves.

Mr. Walden was silent; yet shrugge‘h up his
sQoulders, and seemed unsatistied. Y

'The conversation then took a more general turn,
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in which cvery one bore a part. Pluys, fashior,
dress, and the public cntertainments, were the sub-
jects. ¢

Miss Cantillon, who had till now sat a little un-
easy, scemed resolved to make up for ket silence:
but did not shinc at all where she thought hersclf
most intitled to make a figure.

But Miss Clements really shone.  Yet in the eye
of some people, what advantages has folly in a pretty
wonan, over even wisdom in a plain one? Sir Har-
grave was much more struck with the pert things
spoken, without fear or wit, by Miss Cantillon, than
with the just observations that fell from the lips of
Miss Clements.

Mr. Walden made no great figure on these
fashionable subjects; no, not on that of the plays :
for he would necds force into conversation, with a
preference to our Shakespeare, his Sophocles, his
Euripides, his Terence ; of the merits of whose peg-
formances, how great soever, ne one present but
Mr. Reeves and himself could judge, except by
translations.

Sir Hargrave spoke well on the subject of the
reigning fashions, and on modern dress, so much the
foible of the present age.

Lady Betty and Mrs. Reeves spoke very pro-
perly of the decency of dress, and propriety of
tashions, as well as of public entertainments.

Miss Clements put in here also with advantage to
herself.

Nor would Mr. Walden be excluded this topic.
But, as the observations be madc on it, went no
deeper than,what it wus presumed he might have
had at scgond-hand, he made a worse figure here,
than he ¢id on his more favourite subject. He was,
however, heard, till he was for bringing in his Spar-
fan jacket (I forget what he called it) descending
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only to the knecs of the women, in place of hoops;
and the Reman taga for the men.

Miss Barnevelt proke in upon the scholar; but
by way of approbation of what he said; and went
on with subjects of heroism, without permitting
hixx(:l to rally and procced, as he seemed inclined
to do.

After praising what he said of the Spartan and
Roman dresses, she fell to enumeratipg her heroes,
both anmtient and modern. Achilles, the savage
Achilles, charmed her. Hector, however, was a
good clever man:yet she could not bear to think
of his being so wcun as to intreat a favour, though
of herheroic Achilles. He deserved for it, she said, to
have his corpse dragged round the Trojan walls at
the wheels of the victor’s chariot. Alexander the
Great was her dear creature; and Julius Csar was
a very pretty fellow.

These were Miss Barnevelt’s antient heroes.

Among the moderns, the great Scanderbeg, our
Henry & Henry 1V. of France, Charles XIl. of
Sweden, and the great Czar Peter, who my grund-
father used to say was worth thewm all, were her fa-
yourites.

All this while honest Mr. Singleton had a smile
at the service of every speaker, and a loud laugh
always ready at the baronet’s,

Sir ITargrave scemed not a little pleased with the
honest man’s complaisance; and always directed
himself to Aim, when he was disposed to be merry.

Laughing, you know, my dear, is almost as
catching as gaping, be the subject cver so silly : and
more than once he shewed by his"tyes, that he
could have devourcd Miss Cantillon for.gencrally

ding her affected Te-he (twisting and buidling be-

ind her fan) to his louder Hah, hab, hald hah.
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‘What a length have I run! How does this narra-
tive letter-writing, if one is to.enter into minute
and characteristic descriptions and conversations,
draw one on !—1 will leave off for the present : yet
have not quite dismissed the company (though I
have done with the argument? that I thought to
have parted with before I concluded this letter.

But I know I shall please my uncle in the livelier
Earts of it, by the handle they will give-him against

is poor niece. My grandmother, and aunt Sclby,
will be pleased, and so will you, my Lucy, with all 1
write, for the writer’s sake : such is their and your
partial love to
Their and your ever-grateful
HARRIET.

LETTER XIV.
MISS BYRON, IN CONTINUATION.

By the time tea was ready, Lady Betty whisper-
ingly congratulated me on having made so consider-
able a conquest, as she was sure I had, by Sir Har-
grave’s looks,

She took notice also of a gallant expression of
his, uttered, as she would have it, with an earnest-
ness that gave it a meaning beyond a conunon com-
pliment: My cousin Reeves had asked Miss Cle-
ments if she could commend to mc an honest, mo-
dest man-servant? I, said Sir Hargrave, can. I my-
self’ shall be, proud to wear Miss Byron’s livery;
and that fon hife.

Miss Cantillon, who was within hearing of this,
and had; seemed to be highly taken with the baro
net, could hardly let her eyes be civil to me; ard
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yet her really pretty mouth, occasionally, worked it-
sclf into forced smniles, and an affectation of com-
plaisance. s

Sir Hargrave was extremely obsequious to me
all the tea-time; and seemed in earnest a little un-
easy in himself: and after teca he took my cousin
Receves into the next room; and there made your
Harriet the subject of a serious conversation ; and
desired his interest with me.

He prefaced his declaration to Mr. Reeves, with
assuring him, that he had sought for an opportunity
more than once, to be admitted into my company,
when he was last at Northampton ; and that he had
not intruded himself then into this company, had he
not heard I was to be there.

He made protestations of his honourable views;
which looked as if he thought they might be doubt-
ed, if he had not given such assurances. A tacit
implication of ‘an imagined superiority, as well in
consequence as fortune.

Mr. Reeves told him, It was a rule which all m
relations had set themselves, not to interfere wit};
my choice, let it be placed on whom it would.

Sir Hargrave called himself a kappy man upon this
intelligence.

He afterwards, on his rcturn to company, found
an opportunity, as Mrs. Reeves and I were talking
at the further part of the room, in very vehement
terms, to declare himself' to e an admirer of per-
fections of his own creation ; for he volubly enumer-
ated many; and begged my permigsion to pay his
respects to me at Mr. Reeves’s. - 5 o,

r. Reeves, Sir Hargrave, said I, <~ill receive
what visits he pleases in his own house. T have no
crmission to give. ’ 5
{e bowed, and made me a very high compliment,
taking what I said for a permission.
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What, Lucy, can a woman do with these self-flat-
terers? .

Mr. Walden took his leave:” Sir Hargrave his:
he wanted, I saw, to speak to me, at his departure;
but I gave him no opportunity.

Mr. Singleton scemed also inclined to go, but
knew not how; and having lost the benefit of their
example by his irresolution, sat down.

Lady Betty then repeated her congratulations,
How many ladics, said she, and fine ladies too,
have sighed in secret for Sir Hargrave. You will
have the glory, Miss Byron, of fixing the wuavering:
heart of 2 man who has donc, and is capable of’
doing, a great deal of mischief.

. The ladies, madam, said I, who can sigh in se-
cret for such a man as Sir Hargrave, must cither
deserve a great deal of pity, or none at all.

Sir Hargrave, said Miss Cantillon, is a very fine

entleman; and so looked upon, I assure you: snd
he has a noble estate.

It is very happy, replied I, "that we do not all of
us like the same person. 1 mean not to disparage
Sir Hargrave; but I have compassion for the ladies
who sigh for him in secret. One woman ouly can
be his wife; and perhaps she will not be one of
those who sigh for him ; especially were he to know:
that she doces.

. Perhaps not, rcplied Miss Cantillon: but I do
assure you, that I am not one of thosc who sigh for
Sir Hargrave,

The ludics smiled.

I am glad-of it, madam, said I, Every wowan
should havd her heart in her own keeping, till she
can find'a worthy mun to bestow it upon.

Miss Barnevelt took a tilt in heroics.

Well, ladics, said she, you may talk of love aad
love as much as you please; but it is my glory, that -

T.
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I never knew what love was. I, for my part, like
a brave man, a gallant man: onc in whose loud
Emisc fume has cracked half a dozen trumpets,

ut as to your milksops, your dough-baked lovers,
who stay at home and strut among the women,
when glory is to be gained in the martial field ; I de-
spise them with all my heart. I have often wished
that the foolish heads of such fellows as these were
cut off in time of war, and sent over to the herocs
to fill their cannon with, when they batter in breach,
by way of saving ball.

I am afraid, said Lady Betty, humouring this ros
mantic speech, that if the heads of such persons
were as soft as we arc apt sometimes to think them,
they would be of as little service abroad as they
arc at homc,

O, madam, replied Miss Barncvelt, there is &
good deal of lead in the heads of these fellows. But
were their brains, said the shocking creature, if any
they have, made to fly about the ears of an enemy,
they would serve both to blind and terrify him.

Eveun Mr. Singleton was affected with this horrid
speech; for he clapt both his hands to his head, as
if he were afraid for his brains,

Lady Betty was very urgent with us to pass the
cvening with her; but we cxcused ourselves; and
when we were in the coach, Mr. Reeves told me,
that 1 should find the baronet a very troublesome
and resolute lover, if' I did not give him counte-
nance.

And so, Sir, said I, you would, haye me do, as I
have heard many a good woman Ass aane, marry a
man, in order to get rid of his importunity.

And a certain cure too, let me tell you, cousin,
anid he, siniling. ' ‘

‘We found at home, waiting for Mr. Reeves’s re=
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turn, Sir John Allestree: a worthy scnsible man, of
plain and unaffected manners, upwards of fifty.

Mr. Reeves mentioning to hrm our past enter-
tainment and company, Sir John gave us such an
account of Sir Hargrave, as helped me not only in
the character I have given of him, but let me know
that he is a very dangerous and enterprising man.
He says, that laughing and light as he is in com-
pany, he is malicious, ill-natured, and designing;
and sticks at nothing to carry a point on which he
has once set his heart. He has ruined, Sir John
says, thre¢ young creatures already under vows of
marriage.

Sir John spoke of him as a managing man, as
to his fortune: he said, That though ie would, at
times, be lavish in the pursuit of his pleasures; yet
that he had some narrownesses which made him
despised, and that most by those for whosc regard
a good man would principally wish; his neighbowrs
and tenants,

Could you have thought, my Lucy, that this laugh-
ing, finc-dressing man, could have been a man of
malice ; of resentment; of enterprize; a cruel man?
Yet Sir John told two very bad stories of him, be-
sides what 1 bave mentioned, which prove him to be
all I have said.

But I had no need of these stories to determine
me against receiving his addresses.  What I saw of
him was sufficient ; though Sir John made no man-
ner of doubt (on being told by Mr. Reeves, in
confidence, of his application to him for leave to
visit me) that he was quite in earnest; and, making
me a compliment, added, that he knew Sir Har-
grave was inclined to marry; and the more, as one
half of his estate, on failure of issue male, would:
go at his'leath to a distant relation whom he hated ;
but for no other reason than for admonishing
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him, when a school-boy, on his low and mischiev-
ous pranks, .

Ilis estate, Sir John told my cousin, is full as
considerable as reported. And Mr. Reeves, after
Sir John went away, said, What a glory will it be
to you, cousin Byron, to reform such a man, and
make his great fortune a blessing to multitudes; as
I am sure would be your endeavour to do, were you
Lady Pollexfen!

But, my Lucy, were Sir Hargrave king of one
half of the globe, I would not go to the altar with
him.

But if he be a very troublesome man, what shall
I say to him? I can deal pretty. well with those,
who will be kept at arms length; but I own, I should

be very much perplexed with resolute wretches,

The civility I think myself obliged to pay cvery one
who professes a regard for me, might subject me to
inconveniencies with violent spirits, which, protected
as I have been by my uncle Selby, and my good
Mr. Deane, I never yet have known, O my Lucy,
to what evils, but for that protection, might not I,
a sole, an independent young woman, have been
exposed?  Since men, many men, are to be looked
upon as savages, as wild beasts of the desert; and a
single and independent woman they hunt after as
their proper prey,

To have done with Sir Hargrave for the present,
and I wish I may be able to say for ever; Farly
in the morning, a billet was brought from him to
Mr. Reeves, exeusing himself from paying him a
visit that morning (as he had iatende;i') by reuson
of the sudden and desperate iBness of a relation,
whose seat was near Reading, with whom he had
large concerns, and who was desirous to see him
before he died. As it was impassible thas he could
resurn under three days, which, he said, would

13 .
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appear as three years to him, and he was obliged to
.set out that'moment; he could not dispensc with
himself for putting in his claim, ‘as he called it, to
Miss Byron’s fuvour, and confirming his declaration
“of yesterday. In very high strains, he professed
himself her admirer; and begged Mr, and Mrs.
Reeves’s interest with her. One felicity, he said,
he hoped for from his absence, which was, that as
Miss Byron, and Mr. and Mrs. Reev®s, would have
time to consider of his offers; he presumed to hope
he should not be subjected to a repulse.

And now, my Lucy, you have before you as
ood an account as I can give you of my two new
overs,

How I shall manage with them, I know not: Lut

I begin to think that those young women are hap-
piest, whose friends take all the trouble of this sort
upon them; only consulting their daughters’ inclifa-
tions as prelimiaries are adjusting.

My friends indecd pay a high compliment to my
discretion, when they so generously allow me to
judge for myself: and we young women are fond of

eing our own mistresses: but I must say, that to
me this compliment has been, and is, a painful one;
*for two reasons; That I cannot but consider their
goodness as a task upon me, which requires my ut-
wmost circumspection, as well as gratitude; and that
they have shewn more generosity in dispensing with
their authority, than I huve done whenecver 1 have
acted so as to appear, though but to appear, to
accept of the dispensation: let me add besides, that
now, when I find myself likely to be addressed to
by mere strangers, by men who grew not into m
knowledge insensibly, as our neighbours Greville,
Fenwick,“and Orme, did, T cannot but think it has
the appearance of confidence, to stand out to receife,
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asa creature uncontroulable, the first motions to an
address of this awful nature. Awful indeed night
it be called, were one’s heart to incline towards a
particular person. -

Allow me then for the future, my revered grand-
mamma, and you, my beloved and equally honoured-
uncle and aunt Selby, allow me to refer mysclf to
you, if any person offers to whom I may happen to
have no strong objections. As to Mr. Fowler, and
the baronet, T must now do as well as I can with
them, It is much easier for a young woman to say
no, than yes. But for the time to come I will not
have the assurance to act for mysclf. I know your
partiality for your Harrict too well, to doubt the
merit of your recommendation.

As Mr. and Mrs, Reeves requirc me to shew
them what 1 write, they arc fond of indulging me
i the employment: you will therefore be the less
surprised that I write so much in so little a time.
Miss Byron is in her closet; Miss Byron is writing; is
an cxcuse sufficient, they scew to think, to every-
body, becausc they allow it to be one to them: but
besides, I know they believe they oblige you all by
the opportunity they so kindly give e of shewing
my duty and love where so justly due.

1 am, howcever, surprised at casting my eyc back.
Two sheets! and such a quantity before!—Uncon-
scionable, say; and let me, echo-like, repeat,

Unconscionable
* HARRIET BYRON.

. i« Sunday night.
Letters from Northamptonshire, by Farmer Jen-
kins! 1 kiss the seals. What agreeable things,
now, has my Lucy to say te her Harriet? Dis-
agreeable ones she canndt write, if all my
S beloved friends are well,
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LETTER XV,.
MISS BYRON. IN C()NTII:IUATION&

Monday, February 6.
AND s0 my uncle Selby, you tell me, is making
vbscrvations in writing, on my letters; and waits
for nothing more to begin with me, than my con-
clusion of the conversations that olfcred at Lady
Betty’s.

And is it expected that T should go on furnishing
weapons against myself'? :

It is.

Well; with all my heart. As Jong as I can con-
tribute to his amusement; as long as my grands
mamma is pleased and diverted with what I write,
as well as with his pleasuntrics on her girl; I will
proceed. ¢

Well, but will you not, my Harriet, methinks

ou ask, writc with less openness, with more reserve,
in apprchension of the rod which you know hangs
over your head?

Indecd I will not. It is my glory, that 1 have
not a thought in my heart which I would conceal
from any one whom it imported to know it, and who
would be (izmtiﬁed by the revealing of it.  And yet
I am a little chagrined at the wager which you tell
me my uncle has actually laid with my grand-
mamna, that I shall not rcturn from London with a
sound heart.

And does he teaze you, my Lucy, on this subject,
with reminding you of your young partiality for Cap-
tain Duncan, in order to make good his assertion of
the susceptibility of us all?

Why 80 lct him. And why should you deny,
that you were susceptible of & natural passion? You
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wust not be prudish, Lucy. If you are not, all his
raillery will lose its force.

What better assurance can I ﬁive to my uncle,
and to all my friends, that if I were caught, I
woull own it, than by advising you not to be
ashamed to confess a sensibility which is no dis-
grace, when duty and prudence are our guides, and
the object worthy ?

Your man indced was not worthy, as it proved;
but he was a very specious creature; and you knew
not his bad character, when you suffered liking to
grow into love.

But when the love-fever was at the height, did
you make any-body uneasy with your passion? Did
you run to the woods and groves to record it on the
barks of trees? —Nol—You sighed in silence in«
deed: but it was but for a little while. I got your
secret from you; not, however, till it betrayed itself
in your pincd countenance; and then the man’s
discovercd unworthiness, and your own discretion,
cnabled you to conquer a passion to which you had
given way, supposing it unconquerable, because you
thoughtit would cost you pains to contend with it.

As to myself, vou know I have hitherto been on
my guard. I have becn carcful ever to shut the
door of-my heart against the blind deity, the moment.
I could imagine him setting his incroaching foot on
the threshold, which I think liking may be called.
Had he once gained entrance, perhaps I might have
come off but simply.

But 1 hope I am in the less danger of falling in
love with any man, as I can be civil and courteous
toall. When a stream is sluiced off into several
channels, there is the less fear that it will overtiow
its banks. I really think I never shall be in love
with any-body, till duty directs inclination?
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Excuse me, Lucy. I do now-and-then, you

* know, get into a boasting humour.  But then my

punishnrent, as in most other ¢ases, follows my

fault: my uncle pulls me down, and shews me, that

I am not half so good as the rest of my friends think
me.

You tell me, that Mr. Greville will be in London
in a very few days. I can’t help it. He pretends
business, you say; and (since that calls him up)
intends to give himself a month’s pleasure in town,
and to take his sharc of the public entertainments,
Well, so let him. But I hope that I am not to be
either his business or cntertainment,  After a civil
neighbourly visit, or so, 1 hope, I shall not be
tormented with him,

What happened once betwixt Mr. Fenwick and
him gave mc pain enough; exposed me enough,
surely! A young woman, though without her ow
fault, made the occasion of a rencounter between
two men of fortune, must be talked of too much for
her own liking, or she must be a strange creature,
What numbers of people has thie unhappy rashness
of those two men brought to stare at me? And
with what difhculty did my uncle and Mr. Deanc
bring them into so odd & compromise, as they at
last came into, to torment me, as [ may call it, by
joint consent, notwithstanding all I could say to
them; which was the only probable way, shocking
creatures! to prevent murder?

But, Lucy, what an odd thing is it in my uncle,
to take hold of what I said in one of my letters,
that 1 had 4 good mind to give you a sketch of
what I might suppose the company at Lady Betty’s
would say of your Hurriet, were each to write her
character to their confidents or correspondents, as
she has done theirs to you!
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1 think there is a little concealed malice in my
uncle’s command;: but I abey,

To begin then—Lady Betty, who owns she
thinks fayourably ‘of me, I will suppose would write
to her Lucy, in such terms as these: But shall I
suppose cvery one to be so happy, as to have her
Lucy?

¢ Miss Byron, of whom you have heard Mr.
Reeves talk so much, discredits not, in the main,
the character he has given her. We must ailow
a little, you know, for the fondness of relationship,
" ¢ The girl has had a good education, and owes all
her advantages to it. But it is a country and
bookish one: and that won’t do every-thing for one
of our scx, if any-thing. Poor thing! she zever was
in town before!—But she seems docile, and, for a
country girl, is tolerably genteel: I think, there-
fore, I shall receive no discredit by introducing her
into the beau monde.’

Miss Clements, perhaps, agreeable to the goodness
of her kind heart, would have written thus:

¢ Miss Byron is an nﬁreeable girl: she has invited
me to visit her; and I hope I shall like her better
and better. She has, one mpy see, kept worthy
persons’ compapy; and I dare say, will preserve the
improvement she has gaiped by it. She is lively
and obliging: she is young; not ypore than twenty ;
yetlooks rather younger, by reason of a country
bloom, which, however, misl »ecames her not; and
gives a modesty to her first apmraace, that pre-
possesses one in’ her favour, at a cast-away
would Miss Byron be, if knowipg so well, gs she
scems to know, what the duty of others is, she
would forget her own!
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Miss Cantillon would perhaps thus write:

¢ There was Miss Harriet Byron of Northamp-
tonshire; a young woman in whose favour report
has been very lavish. I can’t say that I think her
s0 very extraordinary: yet she is well enough for a
country girl. But though I do not impute to her a
rery pert look, yet if she had not been set up for
something beyond what she is, by all her friends,
who, it secms, are excessively fond of her, she might
have had a more humble opinion of herself than she
seems to have when she is set a talking.  She may,
indeed, make a figurc in a country assembly; but in
the London world she must be not a little awkward,
having never been here before.

¢ I take her to have a great deal of art. But to
do her justice, she .has no bad complexion: that
you know, is a striking advantage: but to me she
zas a babyish look, especially when she smiles: yet
1 suppose she has been told that her smiles become
her; for she is always smiling—so like a simpleton,
I was going to say!

¢ Upon the whole, I sec nothing so engaging in
her as to huve made sder the idol she is with every-
body—And what little beauty she has, it cannot last.
Yor my part, were I a man, the clear brunette~

~3at you will think I am praising myself.”
R

Miss Barnevelt would perhaps thus write to her
Lucy—To her Lucy!—Upon my word I will not let
her have a Lugy—She shall have a brother man to
write to, not a woman, and he shall have a fierce
name. .

We willsuppose, that she also had been describing
the rest of the company:



SIR CHARLES GRANDISON. g7

¢ Well but, my dear Bombardine, I am now to
give you a description of Miss Byron. ’Tis the
softest, gentlest, smiling rogue of a girl—I protest,
I could five or six times have kissed her, for what
she said, and for the manner she spoke in—for she
has been 'used to prate; a favourite child in her
own family, one may easily see that. Yet so pret-
tily loth to speak till spoken to!—Such a blushing
little rogue!—’Tis a dear girl, and I wished twenty
times as I sat by her, that T had been a man for
her sake. Upon my honour, Bombardino, I believe
if I had, I should have caught her up, popt her
under one of my arms, and run away with her.”

Something like this, my Lucy, did Miss Barnevelt
once say.

~ Haying now dismissed the women, I come to
Mr. Singleton, Mr. Walden, and Sir Hargrave.

Mr. Walden (himself a Pasquin) would thus per-
haps have written to his Marforio:

¢ The first lady, whom, as the greatest stranger,
I shall take upon me to descube, is Miss Ilarriet
Byron of Northamptonshire. In her person she is
not disagrecable; and most &?ople think her pretty.
But, what is prettiness? h&rr, nevertheless, in a
wonan, prettiness is—pretty: What other word can
I so fitly usc of a person, who, though a little sighdly,
cannot be called a beauty?

¢ I will allow, that we men are not wrong in ad-
miring modest women for the graces of their persons:
but let them be' modest; let them rcturn the com-
pliment, and reverc us for our capacioasness of
,mind: and so they will, it they are brought up
to know their own weakness, and that they are

K .
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but domestic animals of a superior order. Eicn
ignarance, let me tell you, my Marforio, is pretty
in 8 woman. Humility is one’ of their principal
graces. Women hardly ever “sgt themselves to
acquire the knowledge that is preper to men, but
-they neglect for it, what more indispensably be-
longs to women. To have them come te their
husbands, to their brothers, and even to their lovers
when they have a mind to know any-thing out of
their way, and beg to be instructed and informed,
jnspireth them with the becoming humility which I
have touched upon, and giveth us importapee with
them.

¢ Indced, my Marforio, there are very few topics
that arise in conversation among wen, upon which
women ought to open their lips. Silence hecomes
them. ILet them therefore hear, wonder, and im-
prove, in silence. They are naturally contentious,
and lovers of contradiction’ [something like this
Mr. Walden once threw out: and you know who,
my Lucy—but I am afraid—has said as much] ¢and
shall we qualify them to be disputants against our-
sclves?

¢ Thesc reflections, Marforio, are not forcign to
my subject, This girl, this Harriet Byron, is ap-
plauded for a young woman of reading and obser-
vation. But there was another lady pregent, Miss
Clements, who (if' there be any merit to a woman
in it) appeareth to me to excel her in the compass
of her reading; and that upon the strength of her
own diligence and abilities; which is not the case
with this Miss Harriet; for she, truly, hath had
some pains taken with her by her late grandfather,
a man of erudition, who had his education among
ys. This old gentleman, I am told, taok it into his
head, having ‘no grandson, to give this girl a
beokish turn; but be wisely stopt at her mother-
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tongue; only giving her a smattering in French
and Italian. .

¢ As I saw that the eyes of every one wetre upon
her, I was willing "to hear what she had to say for
herself.  Poor g{rl! she will suffer, I doubt, for her
speciousness. Yet I cannot say, all things cone
sidered, that she was very malapert: that quality
is yet to come. She is young,
¢ I therefore trifled a little with her: and went
further than 1 generally choose to go with the
reading specics of women, in order to divert an
inundation of nonsensc and foppery, breaking in
from one of the company; Sir Hargrave Pollexfen:
of whom more anon.
¢ You know, Marforio, that a man, when he is
provoked to fight with an overgrown' boy, hath
every-body against him: so hath a scholar who en-
ageth on learned topics with a woman. The sex
must be flattered at the expence of truth. Many
things are thought to be pretty from the mouth of a
woman, which would be egregiously weak and silly
rocceding from that of a man.  His very eminence
m learning, on such a contention, would tend only
to exalt her, and depreciate himself. As the girl
was cvery-body’s favourite, and as the baronet
seemed to eyc her with particular regard, Ispared
“her. A man would not, you know, spoil a girl’s
fortune.’

But how, Lucy, shall‘T be able to tcll what I
imagine Sir Hargrave would have written? Can I
do it, if I place him in the light of a Jover, and not
either underdo his character as such, or incur the
censure of vanity and conceit? %

Well, but are you surc, Harriet, methinks my uns

, cleasks, that the baronet is really and truly so egre-
giously smitten with you, as he pretended he was?
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Why, ay! That’s the thing, Sir!

You girls are so apt to take in carnest the com-
pliments made you by men!—

And so we are. But our credulity, my dear Sir,
is a greater proof of our innocence, than men’s pro-

- fessions are of their sincerity. So, let losers speak,
and winners laugh.

But let him be in jest, if he will. In jest orin
earnest, Sir Hargrave must be extravagant, I ween,
in love-speeches. And that I may not be thought
wholly to declis this part of my task, I will sup-
pose him professing with Hudibras, after he has
praised me beyond measure, for graces of his own
creation;

‘The sun shall now no more dispense

His own, but Harriet's influence, .
‘Where-c’er she treads, her feet shall set
The primruse aud the violet:

All spices, perfumes, and sweet powders,
Shall borrow from her breath their odours :
Worlds shall depend upon her eye,

And when she frowns upon them, die,

And what if I make him address me, bx' way of
?pomophc, shall I say? (writing to his fricnd) in the
ollowing strain?

My faith (my friend] is adamantine

As cliains of destiny, I'll maintain ;

True, as Apollo ever spoke,

Or oracle from h-art of oak:

Then shine upon me but benignly,

With that one, aud that other pigsnye;

The sun and day shall sooner part,

Than love or you shake off my heart,

* Wecll, but what, my Harriet, would honest Mr.
Singleton, have written, had he written about you?

. Why thus, perhaps, my Lucy: and to his grand-
mother; for she is living. '
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* We had rare fun at dinner, and after dinner,
ty grandmother. ¢ .

d ‘There- was one Miss Bernevelt, a fine tall porely
young lady.

¢ There was Miss Clements, not handseme, but very
learned, and who, as was easy to perccive, could
hold a good argument, on occasion.

* There was Miss Cantillon; as pretty a young
Iady as one would wish to behold in a summer's day.

¢ And there was one Miss Byron, ¢ Northampton«
shire lady, whom I never saw beforé,

¢ There was Mr. Walden, a most famous scholar.
J thought him very entertaining; for he talked of
learning, and such-like things; which I know not
so much of as 1 wish I did; because my want of
knowing a little Latin and Greck has made my un+
derstanding look less than other men’s. O m
grandmother! what a wise man would the being able
to talk Latin and Greck have made me! And yet I
thought that now-and-then Mr. Walden inade too
great a fuss about his.

¢ But there was a rich and noble bharonct; richer
than me, as they say, a great deal; Sir Hargrove
Pollexfun, if 1 spell his name right. A charming
man! and charmingly dressed! and so many fine
things he said, and was so merry, and so tacetious,
that he did nothing but laugh, «s ¢ man may say!
And I was as merry as ki to the full.  'Why not?

¢ O my grandmother! What with the talk of the
young country lady, that samé Miss Byron; for
they put her upon talking a great deal; what with
the famous scholar; who, however, heing a learned
man, could not be so merry as us; what with Sir
Hargrave (E could live and die with Sir Hargrave:
you never knew, my grandmother, sucH, a bright
man as Sir Hargrave), and what with one thing,
and what with another, we boxed it about, and had

K3 '
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‘rare fun, as I told you—So that when I got home,
and went to bed, I did nothing but dream of beinﬁ
in the same company, and three or four times wake
myself with laughing.’ ) .

There, Lucy!—Will this do for Mr. Singleton ?
It is not much out of character, I assure you.

Monday afternoon.
Thrs knight, this Sir Rowland Meredith!=—He
is below, it seems; his nephew with him; Sir Row-
land, my Sally tells me, in his gold button and but-
ton-hole coat, and full-buckled wig; Mr. Fowler as
spruce as a bridegroom.—What shall I do with Sir
owland ? .
I shall be sorry to displease the good old man;
yet how can I avoid it?
. Expect another letter next post: and so you will,
if I did not bid you; for have I missed one yet?
Adieu, my Lucy.
H. B.

LETTER XVL
MISS BYRON TO MISS SELBY.

o night,
‘ .I‘Y"le:(‘l‘:;' mfm,} Fcb. 6 & 7.
Sir Rowland and his nephew, tea being not quite
ready, sat down with my cousins; and the knight,
leaving Mr. Iewler little to say, expatiated so hand-
-somely on his nephew’s good quas’ities, and great
passion for me, and on what he himself proposed to
do for him in addition to his own fortune, that my
cousins, knowing I liked not the gentlemen in our ,
.own neighbourhood, and thought very indifferently
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of Sir Hargrave, were more than half inclined to
promote the addrgsses of Mr. Fowler; and gave
them both room to think so. )

This favourable disposition set the two gentlemen
up. They were impatient for tea, that they might-
see me.

By the time I had sealed up my letters, word
was brought me that tea was ready; and I went
down. .

The knight, it seems, as soon as they heard me
coming, jogged Mr. Fowler—Nephew, said he,
pointing to the door, see what you can say to the
primrose of your heart!—This is now the primrose
season with us in Caermarthen, Mr. Reeves.

Mr. Fowler, by a stretch of complaisance, came
to meet and introduce me to the company, though
at home. The knight nodded his head after him,
similing; as if he had said, Let my nephew alone to
galant the lady to her seat.

I was a little surprised at Mr. Fowler’s approach-
ing me the moment I appeared, and with his taking
my hand, and conducting me to my seat, with an
air ; not knowing how much he had been raised by
the conversation that had passed before

He bowed. I courtesied, and looked a little sil-
lier than ordinary, I believe.

Your servant, young lady, said the knight. Love-
licr, and lovelier, by mercy! How these blushes be-
come that sweet face!—DBut, forgive me, madam, it
is not my intent to dash you,

Writing, Miss Byron, all day! said Mrs. Reeves,
We have greatly missed you. 4

My cousin seemed to sa‘y this, en purpose to give
me time to recover myself, P : ’

I have blotted several sheets ofﬁg)aper, said I, and

. had just concluded. - *
¥ hope, madam, said the knight, leaning forward
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his whole body, and peering in my face under his
bent brows, that we have not begn the cause of hass
tening you down. .

I stared. But as he seemed not to méan any
thing, T would not help him to a meaning by my
own over-quickness,

Mr. Fowler had done an cxtraordinary thing, and
sat down, hemmed, and said nothing ; looking how-
cver, as if he was at a loss to know whether he or
his uncle was expected to speak.

The cold weather was then the sub{'cct; and the
two gentlemen rubbed their hands, and drew nearer
the fire, as if they were the colder for talking of
it. Many hems passed between them, now the
uncle looking on the nephew, now the nephew
on the uncle: at last they fell into telk of their
n;w-built housc at Caermarthen, and the furnishing
of it.

They mentioned afterwards their genteel neig’p
bourhood, and gave the characters of hali-a-dozen
reoplc, of whom none present but themselves ever
heard; but all tending to shew how much they were
valued by the best gentry in Caermarthenshire.

The knight then related a conversation that had
nnce passed between himsclf #nd the late Lord
Mansell, in which that nobleman had complimented
him on an estate of a clear 3C00l. a-year, besides a
good deal of ready cash, and with supposing that he
would set up his nephew when at age (for it was
some years ago) as a representative for the county.
And he repeated the prudent answer he gave his
lordship, disavowing such a design, as no better
than a gaming propensity, as he called it, which had
ruined many a fair estate.

This gort of talk, in which his nephew could bear
n part (and indeed they had it all between them),
he[l’d the teastime; and then having given thiems
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selves the consequence they had seemed to intend,
the knight, drawing his chair negrer to me, and
winking to his nephew, who withdrew, hegan to set
forth to me the young gentleman’s good qualitics;
to declare the passion he had for me; and to beg
my encouragement of so worthy, so proper, and so
well-favoured a young man; who was to be his sole
heir; and for whom he would do such things, on my
aecount, as, during his life, he would not §o for any
other woman breathing.

There was no answering a discourse so serious
with the air of levity which it was hardly possible
to avoid assuming on the first visit of the nght.

I was vexed that I found myself almost as bash-
ful, as silly, and as silent, as if I had thoughts of
encouraging Mr. Fowler’s addresses. My cousins
secmed pleased with my bashfulness, The knight
I once thought, by the tore of his voice, and his
hum, would have struck up a Welsh tune, and
danced for joy. -

Shall I caﬁ in my kinsman, madam, to confirm
all 1 have said, and to pour out his whole soul at
your feet? My boy i bashful: but a little favour
rom that sweet countenance will make a man of
him. Let me, let me, call in my boy. I will go
for him myself; and was going,

Let me say one word, Sir Rowland—before Mr,
Fowler comes in—bcfore you speak to him—You
have explained yourself unexceptionably, I am
obliged to you and Mr. Fowler for your good opi-
nion: but this can never be.

How, madam! Can never be!—I will allow that
you shall take time for half-a-dezen visits, or so,
that you may be able to judge of my nephew’s
qualities and understanding, and be convinced from
his own mouth, and heart, and soul, as I may say,
‘of his love for you. No need of time for kim, He,
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poor man! is fixed, immeveably fixed : but say you
will take a weck’s time, or so, tq consider what you
can do, what you will do—and that’s all I at present
crave, or indeed, madam, can aliow you.

I cannot doubt mow, Sir Rowland, of what my
mind will be a week hence, as to this matter.

» How, madam!—Why we are all in the suds, then!
~Why, M>. Recves, Mrs. Reeves! Whew! with
a half-whistle—Why, madam, we shall, at this rate,
be all untwisted’—But (after a pause) by meércy
I will not be thus answered '—Why, madam, would
zou have the conscience to break my poor boy’s

eart ?—Come, be as gracious as you look to’be—
Give me your hand—[he snatched my hand. In
respect to his years I withdrew it not] and give m
boy your heart.—Sweet soul! Such sensible, suc
good-natured mantlings !—Why you can’t be
cruel, if you would!—Dear lady! say you will take
a little time to consider of this matter., Doilt
repeat those cruel words, ‘* It can never be,’—-

hat have you to object to my boy?

Mr, Fowler, both by character and appearance,
Sir Rowland, is a worthy man. Ile is a modest
man; and modesty—

Well, and so he is—Mercy! I was aftaid that his
modesty would be an objection—

It cannot, Sir Rowland, with 2 modest woman. I
love, I revere, a modest man: but, indeed, I cannot
give hope, where 1 mean not to encourage any.

Your ohjection, madam, to my nephew ?—You
must have seen something in him you dislike.

1 do not casily dis-like, Sir; but then I do not easily
tike: and I never will marry any man, to whom I can-
not he morg thay indifferent.

Why, am, he adores you—He—

That, Sir, is an objection, unless I could return his,
love. My gratitude would be endangered.
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Fixcellent notions !—With these notions, madam,
you could not be uzgrateful.

‘T'hat, Sir, is a rizque [ will never run. Tow many
bad wives are there, who would have heen good encs,
had they not married either to their dislike, or with
indifference? Geood beginnings, Sir Rowland, are
necessary to good progresses, and to happy conclu-
sions.

Why so they are. It beginnings that are no¢ bad,
with good people, will make no bud progresses, no
bad conclugions.

Nu bad is not gaod, Sir Rowlund ; and in such a
world as this, shall people lay themselves open to
the danger of acting contrary to their duty? Shall
they suffer themselves to be bribed, either by con-
veniencies, or supetfluities, to give their hands, and
leave their hearts doubtful or indifferent? It would
not be honest. t6 do so. '

You told me, madam, the fisst time 1 had the
Lonour to sce you, that you were absolutely and
bond fide disengaged—

I told you truth, Sir.

Then, madam, we will nof take your denial. We
will persevere. We will nof be discouraged! What a
deuce! Iave I not heard it said, that faint heart never
won fuir lady?

I never would give an abselute denial, Sir, were 1
to have the least doubt of my mind. If I coudd ba-
lance, Twould consult my friends, and refer to-them;
and their opinion should have due weight with me.
But for vour nephrw’s sake, Sir Rpwland, while his
esteem for e is young and conggegable, urge not
tll;is }x:wtter farther.. I would uat give paia to a wor-
thy heart. ¢ il

As I hope for mercy, madam, so i 2 like your

, hotions, that if you will b¢ my niece, #8il let me but
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converse with you once a day, I will be content witle
100l. a-year, and settle upon you all I have in the
world, .

His eyes glistened ; his face' glowed ; an honest
earnestness appeared in his countenance. .

Generous man! Good Sir Rowland! said I. I
was affected. I was forced to withdraw.

1 soon returned, and found Sir Rowland, his hand-
kerchief in his hand, applying very earnestly to my
cousins: and they were so much affected too, that
on his resuming the subject to me, they could not
help putting in a word or two on his side of the

uestion.

Sir Rowland then proposed to call in his nephew,
that he might speak for himself. My boy may be
over-awed by love, madam: true love is ‘alng{l
fearful : yet he.is no milksop, I do assure you. To
men he has courage. How he will behave to ygu,
madam, I know net; for, really, notwithstanding
that sweetness of aspect, which I should have
thought would have led one to say what one would
to you (in modesty I mean) I have a kind of I-
cannot-tell-what for you myself. Reverence it is
not neither, I think—I only reverence my Maker—
And yet I believe it is. , madam, your face s
one of God Almi‘ghty’s wonders in a little compass!
—Pardon me—You may blush—But e gracious
now {~~Don’t shew us, that, with a face so encou-
ragifigly tender, you have a hard heart.

O gir Rowland, you are an excellent advocate:
But pray tell Mr. Fowler—

1 will call him in—And was rising.

But tell Mr. Fowler, Exat I regard him
pecount ; for his own worth’s sake, and
but subject me not, I once more en-
‘the pain of repulsing a worthy man. I

teeat youy'
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reprat, that I am under obligation to him for the
value he has for me ; I shall be under more, if he will
accept of my thanRs as all 1 have to return. .

My dear Miss Byron, said Mr. Reeves, oblige Sir
Rowland so far, as to take a little time to consider—

God bless you on earth and in heaven, Mr. Reeves,
for this! You are a good man—Why, ay, take a little
time to consider—God bless you, madam, take a
little time. Say you will consider. You know not
what a man of understanding my nephew is. Why,
madam, modest as he is, and awed by his love for
you,#she cannot shew half the good sense he is ma-
ster of. '

Modest men must have merit, Sir. But how can
you, Mr. Reeves, make & difficult task more diffi-
cult? And yet all is from the goodness of your
heart. You see Sir Rowland thinks me cruel : I have
no cruclty in my nature. I love to oblige. 1 wish.
to match you in generosity, Sir Rowland.—Ask me
for any-thing but mysclf, and 1 will endeavour to
oblige you.

Admirable, by.mercy! Why every-thing you say,
instead of making me desist, induces me to perse-
vere.  There is no yielding up such a prize, if one
can obtain it. Tell me, M% Reeves, where there is
such another woman to be had, and we may give up
Miss Byron: but I hope she will consider of it.—
Pray, madam— But I will call in niy nephew. And
out he went in haste, as if he were afraid of being
again forbidden. ' y

Mean time my cousins put it to me—But before I
could answer them, the knight, followed by his ne-
phew, returncd. : .

Mr. Fowler entered, bowing in the mosg respectful
manner. He looked much more dekcm&t}mn when
he approached me at my first coming down. Ilis
* YOL.IX. L
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‘uncle had given him a hint of what had passed be-
tween us. .

Mr. Fowler and I had but just sat down, when the
knight said te Mr. Reeves (but-took him not by the
button, as in his first visit) one word with you, Sir-—
Mr. Reeves, one word with you, if you pleasc.

They withdrew together; and presently after Mrs.
Reeves went out at the other door; and 1 was left
glone with Mr. Fowler.

We both sat silent for about three or four mi:
nutes. 1 thought I ought not to begin ; Mr. Fowler
knew not how. He drew his chair nearer to me; then
sat a little farther off; then drew it nearer again;
:stroked his ruffles, and hemmed two or three times ;
and at last, You cannot, madam, but observe my
confugion, my concern, my, my, my confusion!—
1t is all owing to my reverence, my respect, my re-
verence, for you—hem !—He gave two gentle hems,
aid was silent. v

1 could not enjoy the modest man’s awkwardness.
—Every feature of his face working, his hands and
his knees trembling, and his tonguc faltering, how
barbarous had I been, if I could.—O Lucy, what a
disqualifier is love, if such agitations as these arc the
natural effects of that passion !

Sir Rowland has been acquainting me, Sir, said I,
with the good opinion you have of me. I am very
much obliged to you for it. I have been telling Sir
Rowland— ‘

Ah, madam! Say not what you have been telling
Sir Rowland : he has hinted it to me. I must indee
confess my unworthiness ; yet I cannot forbear as-
piring to your favour. Who that knows what will
make him the happiest of men, however unworthy
he may be can forbear seeking his happiness? I can
only say, I am the most miscrable of men, if—
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Good Mr. Fowler, interrupted I, indulge not a
hope that cannot be answered. 1 will not pretend
to say, that I should not merit your esteem, if 1
could return it; bécause, to whomsoever I should
give my hand, I would make it a point of duty to.
deserve his affection: but for that very reason, and
that I may have no temptation to do otherwise, I
must be convinced in my own mind that there is not
a man in the world whom I could value more than
him I chose.,

"Hecsighed. I was assured, madam, said he, that
your heart was absolutely disengaged: on that as-
surance I founded my presumptuous hope.

And so it is, Mr. Fowler. g have never yet seen
a man whom I could wish to marry.

Then, madam, may I not hepe, that time, that
my assiduities, that my profoumr reverence, my un-
bounded love— ’

O Mr. Fowler, think me not eithér insensible or
ungrateful. But time, I am sure, can make no al-
teration in this case. I can only esteem you, and that
from a motive which I think has selfishness in it, be-
cause you have shewn a regard for me.

No selfishness in this motive, madam ; it is ami-
able gratitude. And if all the services of my life, if
all the adoration— X

I have a very indifferent notion of sudden impres-
sions, Mr, Fowler: but I will not question the sin-
cerity of a man I think so worthy. Sir Rowland has
been very urgent with me. He has wished me to
take time to consider. I have told, him I would, if I
could doubt : but that I cannot. For.your own sake
therefore, let me entreat you to plage your affections
elsewhere, And may you place them happily!

You have, madam, I am afraid,, scen men whom

.you could prefer to me— :

Our acquaintance, Mr. Fowler, is very short. It
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would be no wonder if I had. Yet I told you truly,
that I never yet saw a man whom I could wish to
marry.

He looked down, and sighed. ’

But, Mr. Fowler, to be still more frank and ex-
Ylicit with you, as I think you a very worthy mans

will own, that were any of the gentlemen I haye
hitherto known to be my lot, it must be, I think, in
compassion (in gratitude, I had almost said) one
(who nevertheless it cannot be) who has professed
a love for me ever since I was a child. A nfan of
honour, of virtue, of modesty ; such a man as I be-
lieve Mr. Fowler is. His fortune indeed is not so
considerable as Sir Rowland says yours will be : but,
Sir, as there is no other reason on the cqmparison,
why I should prefer Mr. Fowler to him, lP should
think the worse of myself as long as I lived, if I gave
a preference over such a tried affection to fortuge
only. And now, Sir, I expect that you will make a
generous use of my frankness, lest the gentleman, if
you should know him, may hear of it. And this I
request for his suke, as I think I never can be his;
as for yours I have been thus explicit.

. I can only say, that I am the most miserable of
men !—But will you, madam, give me leave to visit
Mr. Reeves now-and-then ?

Not on my account, Mr. Fowler. Understand it
s0; and if you see me, let it be with indifterence,
and without expectation from me; and I shall
always behave myself to you, as to a man who has
obliged me by bis good opinion.

Ife bowed :. sat in silence : pulled out his hand-
kerchief.—1I pitied him. :

But let me ask all you, my friends, who love Mr.
Orme,. Was I wrong? I think I never could love
Mr. Fowler, as a wife ought to love her husband—
May he meet with a worthy woman who can! And
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surely so geod, 20 modest a man,. and of such an
ample fortune, easily may: while #t may be my lot,
if ever I marry, to be the wife of a man, with whom
I may not be so happy, as either Mr, Orme or Mr,
Fowler would probably make me, could I prevail

n myself to be the wife of either,—O my uncle!
often do 1 reflect on your mercer’s shop.

Mr. Fowler arose, and walked disconsolately about
the room, and often profoundly, and, I believe (not
Greville~lﬂxe) sincerely sighed. Fis motion soon
brought in the knight and: Mr. Reeves at one door,
and Mrs. Reeves at the other. ' .

Well! What news? What news >—Good, T hopc,
said the knight with spread hands—Ah my poor boy?!
Thus a-la-mort! Surely, madam— ’

There he stopt, and looked wistfully at me ; then
at my cousins—Mr, Reeves, Mrs. Recves, spcak a
good word for my boy, The heart that belongs to
that countenance cannot be adamant surely.—Dear
young lady, let your power be cqualled by your
mercy.

Mr. Fowler, Sir Rewland, has too much gene-
rosity to upbraid me, I dare say. Nor will you think
me either perverse or ungenerous, when he tells you
what has passed between us,

Have you given him hope, then? God grant it,
though but distant hope! Have you said you will
consider—Dear, blessed lady l— ’

O Sir, interrupted I, hqw good you are to your
nephew ! How worthily is your love placed on him!
What a proof is it of kis merit, and of the goodness
of your heart!—I shall always haye an esteem for
you both {—Yoeur excuse, Sir Rowfand.: yours, Mr.
Fowler. . Be so good as to allow me to withdraw.

I retircd to my own apartment, gnd throwing my-
self into a chair, reflected on what had passed ; and

* L3
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after 2 while recollected myself to begin to write it
down for you. ,

As soon as I had withdrawn, Mr. Fowler with a
sorrowful heart, as. my.cousins told me, related all
that I had said to him.

Mr. Reeves was 50 good as to praise me for what
he called my generosity to Mr. Orme, as well as for
my frankness and civility to’ Mr, Fowler.

That was the deuce of it, Sir Rowland said, that
were they to have no remedy, they could not find
an’yi{aiﬂt in me to comfort themsclves with,

ey put it over and over to my cousin, Whether
time and assiduity might not prevail with me to
change my mind? And whether an application to
my friends in the country might not, on setting
every-thing fairly before them, be of service? But
Mr. Reeves told them, that now I had opened so
freely my mind, and had spoken so unexpectedly,
yet so gratefully, in favour of Mr. Orme, he feared
there could be no hopes.

However, both gentlemen, at taking leave, re-
commended themselves to Mr. and Mrs. Reeves for
their interests; and the knight vowed that I should
not come off so casily.

So much, and adieu, my Lucy, for the addresses
of worthy Mr. Fowler. Pray, however, for your
Harriet, that she may not draw a worse Jot.

Tuesday morning.
At a private concert last night with my cousins
and Miss Clements; and again to be.at a play this
night ; I shall be a racketer, I doubt.

» Mr. Fowler called here this morning. Mrs.Reeves
and I were out on a visit. But Mr. Reeves was at
home, and they had a good deal of discourse about
me, The worthy man spoke so despairingly of his,
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success with me, that I hope, for his own sake, I
shall hear no morg of his addresses; and with the

- more reason, as Sir Rowland will in a few days set
out for Cacrmarthen.

Sir Rowland called afterwards: but Mr. Reeves
was abroad ; and Mrs. Reeves and I were gone to
Ludgate-hill, to buy a gown, which is to be made
up in all haste, that I may the more fashionably at-

“tend Lady Betty Williams to some of the public en-
tertainments, I have been very extravagant: but it
is partly my cousin’s fault, I send you inclosed a
pattern of my silk. I thought we were high in the.
fashion in Northamptonshire; but all my clothes
are altering, that I may not look frightful, as the
phrase is. C '
~ But shall I as easily get rid of the baronet, think
you, as 1 hope 1 have of Mr. Fowler? He is come
to town, and by his own invitation (in & card to Mr,"
Reeves) is to be here to-morrow afternoon, What
signifies my getting out of the way? He will see me
at another time; and I shall increase my own diffi-
c;.xlties and his consequence, it he thinks I am afraid
of him,

LETTER XVIL
BIISS BYRON. IN .GONTIé'UATION.

Wednesday night.

Sir Hargrave came before six oclock. Ile was
richly dressed, He asked for my cousin Reeves.
I was in my closet, writing. He was not likely to
be the better received for the claracter Sir John
Allestree gave of him. ¢ .

. He excuscd himeelf for coming so early, on the
scdre of his impatience, and that he migit have a
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little discourse with them, if I should be engaged,
before tea-time, oo .

Was I within ?—1I was.~Thank heaven!—I was
very good.

So he seemed to.imagine that I was at home, in
comgliment to him.

" Shall I give you, from my cousins, an account of
the conversation before I went down? You know
Mrs. Reeves is a nice observer,

He had had, he told my cousins, a most uneas
time of it, ever since he saw me, The devil fetc
him, if he had had one hour’s rest. He never saw
a woman before whom he could love as he loved me,
By his soul, he had no view, but what was strictly
honourable. . :

He sometimes sat down, sometimes walked about
the room, strutting, and now-and-then adjustin
something in his dress that nobody else saw want
it. He gloried in the happy prospects before him :
not but he knew I had a little army of admirers:
but as none of them had met with encouragement
irom me, he hoped therc was room for him to flatter
himself that ke might be the happy man.

I told you, Mr. Reeves, said he, that I will give
you carte blanche as to settlements. What I do for
go prudent a woman, will be doing for myself. I
am not used, Mr, Reevcs, to boast of my forfune
[then, it seems, he went up to the glass, as if his
person could not fail of being an additional recom-
mendation ;] but I will lay before you, or before
any of Miss Byron’s friends (Mr, Deane, if she

ases— ) my-.rent-rolls. There never was a better-
eonditioned estate. She shall live in town, orin the
eountry, as she thinks fit ; and in the latter, at which
of my seats she pleases, I know I shall have no will
but kers. I doubt not your friendship, Mr. Reeves. ,
I hope for yours, madam, I shall have great plea-
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sure in the alliance I have in view, with every indi-
vidual of your family— As if he would satisfy them
of his friendship, in the near relation, as the only
matter that could béar a doubt.

Then he ran on upon the part I bore in the con-
versation at Lady Betty Williams’s—By his soul, oaly
the wisest, the wittiest, the most gracefully modest
of women—that was all—Then Haﬁla, ha, hah, poor
Walden! What a silly fellow ! He had caught a Tar-
tar !—Ha, ha, ha, hah—Shaking his head and his
gay sides: Devil take him if he ever saw a prig so
fairly taken in!—but 1 was a sly little rogue !—He
saw that'—By all that’s good, 1 must mysclf sing
small in her company!—T will never meet at hard-
edge with her—If I did—(and yet 1 have becn
thought to carry a good onc) I should be con-
foundedly gapped, I can see that. But, continued
he, as a woman is more a husband’s than a man is a
wife’s [Have all the men this prerogative-notion,
Lucy? You know it is a better man’s] 1 shall have
a pride worth hoasting of, if 1 can call such a jewel
mine. Poor Walden!—DRot the fellow ! —I warrant
he would pot have so knowing a wife for the world,
—MHa, ha, ha, hah! He is right: it is certainly right
for such narrow pedants to be afraid of learned weo-
men !—DMethinks, I see the fellow, conjurer like,
circumscribed in a narrow circle, pytting into Greek
what was better expressed*in English ; and forbid-
ding every one’s approach within the distance of his
wand! Hah, hah, hzh!—Let me die, if I ever saw
a tragi-comical fellow better handled !—Then the
fuces he made—Did you ever, Mi. Reeves, see in
your life, such a parcel of disastrous faces made by
one man? . .

. Thus did Sir Hargrave, laughingly, run dn: nor
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left he hardly any-thing for mg cousins to say, or to
do, but to laugh with him, and to smile «¢ him.

On a message that tea was near ready, I went
down. On my entering the room, he addressed me
with an air of kindness and freedom: Charming
Miss Byron! said he, I hope you are all benignity
and compassion. You know not what I have sul%ered
since I had the honour to. see ]you last ; bowing ver
low; then rearing himself up, holding back his head;
and seemed the taller for having bowed.

Heandsome fop! thought I to mysclf. I took my
seat; and endeavourcd to look easy and free, as
usual ; finding something to say to my cousins, and
to him. He begged that tea might be postponed
for half an hour ; and that, before the servants were
admitted, I would hear him rclate the substance of
the conversation that had passed between him and
Mr. and Mrs. Reeves. s

Had not Sir Hargrave intended me an honour,
and had he net a very high opinion of the efficacy of
eight thousand pounds a-year in an address of this
kind, I dare say, he would have supposed a little
more fprefacing necessary: but, after he had told me,
in a few words, how much he was attracted by my
character before he saw me, he thought fit directly
to refer himself to the declaration he had made at
Lady Betty Williams’s, hoth to Mr. Reeves and my-
self; and then talked of large settlements ; boasted
of his violent passion ; and besought my favour with
the utmost earnestness.

I would have played a little female trifling upon
him, and affected to take his professions only for
polite raillery, which men call making love to young
women, who perhaps are frequently but too willing
to take ‘in carnest what the wretches mean but in
jest; but the fervour with which he renewed (as he
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called it) his declarations, admitted not of fooling ;
and yet his volubility might have made questionable
the sincerity of his declarations. As therefore I
could not think of encouraging his addresscs, I
thought it best to answer him with openness and
unreserve.

To seem to question the sincerity of such profes-
sions as you make, Sir Hargrave, niight appecarte

ou a8 if 1 wanted to be assured. But be pleased to
{now that you are directing your discourse to one
of the plainest-hearted women in England ; and you
may therefore expect from me nothing but the
simplest truth. I thank you, Sir, for your good
opinion of me; but I cannet encourage your ad-
dresscs. .

You cannot, madam, encourage my addresses! And
express yourself so scriously! Good heaven! [He
stood silent a minute or two, losking upon me, and
upon himself'; as if’ he had said, Foolish girl! knows,
she whom she refuses?] I have been assured,
madam, recovering a little from his surprise, that
Kour affections are not engaged. But surely it must

e a mistake : some happy man—

Is it, interrupted I, a necessary consequence, that
the woman who cannot receive the addresses of Sir
Hargrave Pollexfen, must be engaged ?

Why, madam—As to that—I know not what to
say—DBut a man of my fortune, and I hope, not ab-
solutely disagrecable cither,in persou or temper; of
some rank m life—He paused; ghen resuming—
What, madam, if you are as much jn earnest as you
seem, can be your objection? s0 good as to
name it, that I may know, whether I cannot be so
happy-as to get over it? :

e do not, we cannot, all lie the same person.
Women, I have heard say, are very capricious. Per-



120 THE RISTORY OF

haps I am so. DBut there is a something (we cannot
always say what) that attracts or disgusts us.

Disgusts ! m—Disgusts " Miss Byrom

I spoke in general, Sir: I dare say, nineteen wo-
men out of twenty would think themselves favoured
in the addresses of Sir Hargrave Pollexfen. .

But you, madan, are the twentieth that I must
love : and be so good as to let me know—

Pray, Sir, ask me not a reason for a peculiarity.
Do you not yourself: shew a peculiarity in muking
me the twentieth?

Your merit, madam—

It would be vanity in me, Sir, interrupted I, to
allow a force to that plea. Yoy, Sir, may have more
merit, than perhaps the man I may happen to ap-
prove of better ; but—shall 1 say? (Pardon me, Sir)

ou do not—You do not (hesitating)—hit my

- fancy~Pardon me, Sir. '

Ify pardon déepends upon niy breath, let me die if 1
do !—Not kit your funcy, madam! [And then he
looked upon hmmself all around] Noe hit your fancy,
madam | :

I told you, Sir, that you must not expect any-
thing froni me but the simplest truth. You do me
honour by your good opinion ; and if my own heart
were not, In this case, a very detexmined one, [
would answer you with more politeness. But, Sir,
on such an occasion as this, I think it would not be
honourable, it would not be just, to keep 2 man in
an hour’s suspense, when I am in none myself.

And are you then (angrily) so determined, Miss
Byron?

+ I am, Sir, * . .

Confound me!—And yet I am enough con-
founded [—But I will not take an answer so con-
trary ta'my hopes. Tell me, madam, by the since-



SIR CHARLES GRANDISON. 12¢
rity which you boast; Are you not engaged in your
affections? Is there not some one happy man, whom
you prefer to all men ?

_ I am a free person, Sir Hargrave. It is no im-
peachment of sincerity, if a free person answcrs not
every question that may be put to her, by those to
whom she is not accountable.

Very true, madam. But as it is no impeactiment
of your frecdom to answer this question either ne-
gatively or affirmatively, and as you glory in your
frankness, let me beseech you to answer it; Are
you, madam, or are you not, disengaged in your
affections? * . '

Excuse me, Sir Hargrave; I don’t think you are
intitled to an answer to this question. Nor, ferhaps,
would you be determined by the answer I should
make to it, whether negative or affirmative. ,

Give me leave to say, madam, that I have some
little knowledge of Mr. Fenwick and Mr. Greville,
and of their addresses. They have both owned, that
no hopes have you given them ; yet declare that they
will hope. IHave you, madam, been as explicit to
them, as you are to me?

1 have, Sir.

Then they arc not the men [ have to fear—Mr.
Orme, madam—

Is a good man, Sir.

Ah! madam!—But why then will you not say
that you arc engaged?  * .

11 own I am; perhaps it wilk not avail me: it
will still much less, if I say I am not.

Arail you! dear Miss Byreng I have pride,
madam. If 1 had not, I should fot aspire to your
favour. But give me leave to say fand he reddened
with anger] that my fortune, my descent, and my

,ardent affection for you, considered, it may not dis-
avail you. Your relations will at least think so, if 1
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may have the honour of your consent for applying
to them.

May your fortune, Sir Hargrave, be a blessing to
you! It will, in proportion as you do good with it.

ut were it twice as much, that alone would have no
charms for me, My duties would be increased with
my power. My fortune is an humble one ; but were
it less it would satisfy my ambition while I am single;
and if I marry, I shall not desire to live beyond the
estate of the man I choose. .

Upon my soul, madam, you must be mine. Every
wor({, you speak adds a rivet to my chains..

Then, Sir, let us say no more upon this subject.

He then laid a title to my gratitude from the
jpassion he avowed for me.

That is a very poor plea, Sir, said I, as you your-

_self would think, I belicve, were one of our sex,
whom you could net like, to claim a return of ldve
from you upon it.

You are too refined, surely, madam,

Refined ! what meant the man by the word in this

ace?

Ibelieve, Sir, we differ very widely in many of our
sentiments.

We will not differ in one, madam, when I know
yours ; such is the opinion I have of your prudence,
that I will adopt them, and make them my own.

This may be said, Sir, but there is hardly a man
in the world that, saying it, would keep his word :
nor a woman, who ought to expect he should.

But you will allow of my visits to your cousins,
madam ?

Not on my account, Sir.

You will not withdraw if I come? You will not
refuse seeing me?

As you will be no visitor of mine, I must be
ullowed to act accordingly. Had Ithe least thought
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of encouraging your addresses, I would deal with
you as openly as is consistent with my notions ef
modesty and decorum.

Perhaps, madam, from my gay behavieur at Lady
Betty Williams’s, you think me too airy a man. You
have ddubts of my sincerity: you question my ho-
nour.

Fhat, Sir, would be to injure myself.

Your objections, then, dear m: ? Give me, I
beseech you, some one material objection.

Why, Sir, should you urge me thus?—When I
have no doubt, it is unnecessary to look into my own
mind for the particular reasons that move me'to dis-
approve of the addresses of a gentleman whose pro-
fessions of regard for me, notwithstanding, intitle
him to civility and acknowledgment. ~

By my soul, madam, this is very comical :

I do not like thee, Dr. Fell;
The rcason why, I cannot tell—
But I don’t hke thee, D1. Fell.

Such, madam, seem to me to be your reasons.

You arc very pleasant, Sir. But let me say, that
if you arc in earnest in your professions, you could
not have quoted any-thing more against you than
these humorous lines; since a dislike of such a
nature as is implied by them, must be a dislike
arising from something resembling a natural aver-
sion ; whether just or not is little tq the purpose.

I was not aware of that, replie§ he: but I hope
yours to me is not such a one. 3

Excuse me, cousin, said I, furhing to Mrs.
Recves: but 1 believe I have tall;izd away the tea-
time.

I think not of tea, said she.

Hang tea, said Mr. Reeves.
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The devil fly away with the tea-kettle, said Sir
Hargrave ; let it not have entrance here, till I have
said what I have further to say. And let me tell you,
Miss Byion, that though you may not have a dying
lover, you shall have a resolute one: for I will not
ceas¢ pursuing you till you are mine, or till you are
the wife of some other man.

He spoke this fiercely, and even rudely. I was
disgusted as much at his manner, as with his words.

cannot, replied I, but congratulate myself on
one felicity, since I have been in your company, Sir;
and that 1s, That in this whole conversation (and I
think it much too long) I have not one thing to re-
proach myself with, or be sorry for. ‘

Your servant, madam, bowing—But I am of the
contrary qpinion. By heaven, wadam, [with anger
and an-air of insolence] I think you have pride,
madam— .

* Pride, Sir!

Cruelty.-—

Cruelty, Sir!

Ingratitude, madam.

I thought it was staying to be insulted. All that

Sir .{ohn Allestrec had said of him came into my
head. - .
Hold, Sir (for he sécmed to be going on): pride,
cruelty, ingratitude, are crimes black epough. 1f
you think I am guilty of them, excuse me that I re-
tire for, the benefit of recollection.— And, making a
low courtesy, I withdrew in haste. He besought me
to return ; and followed me to the stair’s foot.

He shewed kis pride, and his ill-nature too, before
my cousins, when I was gonc. He bit his lip: he
walked about the room; then sitting down, he la-
mented, .defended, accused, and re-defended him-
#clf; and yet besought their intercst with me.

He was greatly disturbed, he owned, that with such
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honourable intentions, with so much PowER to make
me happy, and suck a WiLL to do sd, he should be’

;efused; and this without my assigning one resson
or it. '

And my cousins (to whom he again referred on
that head) answeringhim, that they g elieved me dis- .
engaged in my affections—D— him, he said, if he
could account thes for my behaviour to him.

He, however, threatened Mr. Orme: who (if any)
he said, was the man I favoured, I had acknow-
ledged, that neither Greville nor Fenwick were.
My proud repulse had stung him, he owned. He
begged, that they would send for me down in their
names.

They liked not the humour be seemed to be in
well enough to cemply with his request ; and he sent
. up in his own name.

But I returned my compliments: I was busy in
writing [and so [ was—to you, my Lucy]; I hoped
Sir Hargrave, and my cousins, would excuse me. I
put them in to soften my refusal.

This still more displeased him. He besought their
pardon; but he would haunt me like a ghost. In
spite of man and devil I should be hjs, he had the
presumption to rcpeat: and went away with a
flaming face.

Don’t you think, my dear, that thy cousin Reeves
was a little too mild in his qwn house ; as 1 am under
his guardianship ? But perhaps he was the more pa-
tient for that very reason ; and he & one of the best-
natured men in England. And then 8000l a-year!
—Yet why should a man of my coujin’s independent
fortune— But grandeur will have ity charms!

Thus did Sir Hargrave confirm §ll that Sir John
Allestree had said‘o% his bad qualities: and I think I,

.am more afraid of him than ever I was of any man

: M3
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before. I remember, that mischievous is onc of the
bad qualities Sir John attributed to him: and 7e-
vengeful another. Should I ever see him again on
the same’errand, I will be moré explicit, as to my
being absolutely disengaged inymy affections, if I can
be so without giving him hope,dest he should do pri-
vate mischief to some one on my account. Upon my
word, I would not, of all the men I have ever secn,
be the wife of Sir Hargrave Pollexfen.

And so much for this first visit of his. I wish
{naiss pride may be enough piqued to make it the

" .

But could you have thought he would have shewn
himself so soon 2>—Yet he had paraded so much, be-
fore 1 went down, to my cousins, and so little.ex-
pected a direct and determined repulse, that a man
of his sclf-consequence might, perhaps, be allowed
to be the more easily piqued by it.

Lady Betty has sent us notice, that on Thurst’hy
next, there will be a ball at the Opera house in the
Hay-market. My cousins are to choosc what theirs
will be; but she insists, that my dress shall be left
to her. I am not to know what it is to be, till the
day before, or the very day. If I like it not, she
will not put me to any expence about it. :

You will easily imagine, upon such an alternative,
I shall approve of it, be it what it will. I have onl
requested, that I may not be so remarkably dressed,
as to attract the cyes of the company: if I am, I shall
not behave with any tolerable presence of mind.
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LETTER XVIIL

MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.
Friday, February 10.

ONe of Mr. Greville’s servants has just been here,
with his master’s compliments. So the wretch is
come to town. I believe I shall soon be able to
oblige him: he wishes, you know, to provoke me to
say 1 Aate him.

Surely I draw inconveniencies upon myself b
being so willing to pay civility for esteem. Yetitis
in my nature to do so, and I cannot help it without
committing a kind of violence on my temper. There
is no merit, therefore, in my behaviour, on such oc-
casions. Very pretty self-deception!—I study m
own case, :mdy (gefore I consider) am ready to call
mysclf patient, and good humoured, and civil, and
to attribute to myself I know not how many kind and
complaisant things; when I ought, in modesty, to
distinguish between the virfue and the necessity.

1 never was uncivil, as I call it, but to one youn§
gentleman ; a man of quality (you know who
mean ); and that was, because he wanted me to keep
secret his addresses to me, for family considerations.
The young woman who engages tq keep her lover’s
secrcts in this particular, is often brought into a
plot against herself, and oftener Mtill against those
to whom she owes unrestrved l*nour and duty:
and is not such a conduct also an indirect confession,
that you know you arc engagihg in something
wrong and unworthy ? i

Mr. Greville’s arrival vexes meg I suppose it will
not be long before Mr. Fenwick cémes too. I have
a good mind to try to like the modest Mr.Drme the

 befter, in spite. ' .
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Saturday morning, February 11.

I shall have nothing to trouble you with, I think,
but scenes of courtship. Sir Rowland, Sir Hargrave,
and Mr. Greville, all met just now at our breakfast-
time.

Sir Rowland came first; a little before breakfast
was ready. After enquiries of Mr. Reeves whether
I held in the same mind, or not; he desired to have
the favour of one quarter of an hour’s conversation
with me alone.

Methinks I have a value for this honest knight,
Honesty, mly Lucy, is good sense, politeness, ami-
ableriess, all in one. An honest man must appear
in every light with such advantages, as will make
even singularity agreesble. I went down directly.

He. met me; and taking my not-withdrawn hand,
and peering in my face, Mercy! said he; the same
kind aspect! The same sweet and obliging counte-
nance! How can thigbe? But you must be gracious!
You will. Say you will.

You must not urge me, Sir Rowland. You will
give me pain if you luy m¢ under a necessity te re-
peat— .

Repeat what? Don’t say a refusal. Dear madam,
don’t say a refusal! Will you not save alife? Why,
madam, my poor boy is absolutely and bond fide
broken-hearted. I would have had him come with
mce: but, no, he could not bear to teaze the beloved
of his soul! Why there’s an instance of love now!
Not for all his hopes, not for his life’s sake could he
bear to teaze you! None of your fluttering Jack a-
dandy’s, now, would have said this! And let not
such succeed, where modest merit fails!'—Merey!
You arc struck with my plea! Don’t, don’t, God
bless yoa now, don’t harden your heart on my ob-
servation. I was resolved to set out in a day or two:
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but I will stay in town, werc it a month, to see my
boy made happy. And, let me tcll you, I would not
wish him to be i‘l’appy unless he coul({ make you 80, —
Come, come— -

1 was a little affected. I was silent.

Come, come, be gracious; be merciful. Dear
lady, be fs good -as you look to be. One word of
comfort Yor my poor boy. I could knecl to you for
one word of comfort—Nay, I will kneel; taking hold
of my other hand, as he still held one ; and down on
his knees dropt the honest knight. :

I was surprised. I knew not what to say, what. to
do. Ihad not the courage to attempt to raise him.
Yet to see 2 man of his years, and who had given
himself a claim to my esteem, kneel; and, with
glistening eyes, looking up to me for mercy, as he
called it, on his boy; how was I affected ! —But, at
last, Risc, dear Sir Rowland, risc, said I: you call
out for mercy to me; yet have none upen me. O
how you distress me!

I would have withdrawn my hands; but he held
them fast. I stamped in tender passion [1 am sure
it was in feader passion] now with one foot, now
with the other; Dear S# Rowland, rise; I cannot
bear this. I beseech you rise [and down I dropt in-
voluntarily on one knee], What can 1 say? Rise,
dear Sir, on my knee I beg of you kneel not to me:
indeed, Sir, you greatly distress me! Pray let go
my hands, .

Tears ran down his cheeks—And do T distress
you, madam! And do you vouchsafe to kneel to
me ?—I will not distress you: for the world I will not
distress you. ; - ’

He arose, and let go m . I arose too
abashed. He pulled out his handkerchief, and
hastening from me to the window, wiped his cyes.

"Then turning to me, What a fool I am! What a
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‘mere child I make of myself! How can I blame my
boy? O madam! have you not one word of comfort
to send by me te my boy? Say, but, you will see
him. Give him leave to wait on you: yet, poor
soul! (wiping his eyes again) he would not be #ble
to say a word in his own. behalf.—Bid me bring him
to you: bid us come together. &

And so I could, and so I would, Sir Rowland, if
no other expectations were to be formed than those
of civility. But I will go farther to shew my re%:zrd
for you, Sir: let me be happy in your friendship,
and ‘good opinion: Jet me look upon you as my
father : let me look upon Mr. Fowler as my brother:
I am not so happy, as to have either father or bro-
ther. And let Mr. Fowler own me as his sister
and every visit you make me, you will both, in these
characters, be dearer to me than before.—But, O
my father! (already will I call you father!) uage
not your daughter to an impossibility!

ercy! Mercy! What will become of me! What
will become of my boy, rather!

He turned from me, with his handkerchief at his
eyes again, and even sobbegl : Where are all my pur-
oses! Irresistible lady '=But must I give up m
opes! Must my boy be told—And yet, do you call
me father; and do you plead for my indulgence as if

you were my daughter?

Indeed 1 do; indeed I must. I have told Mr.
Fowler, with so much regard for him, as an honest,
as a worthy man—

Why that’s the weapon that wounds him, that
cuts him to the heart ! l:Iour gentleness, your open-
ness—And «re you determined? Can there be no
hope?

r. Fawler is my brother, Sir; and you are my
Jather.—2Accept me in those characters.
Accept you! Mercy! Accept you!—Forgive me,
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madam, (catching my hand, and pressing it with his
lips) you do me honour in the appellation: but if
your mind should change on consideration, and from
motives of pity— -

Indeed, indeed, Sir Rowland, it cannot change.

Why then, I, as well as my ncphew, must acqui-
esce with your pleasure. But, madam, you don’t
know what a worthy creature he is. 1 will not,
however, teaze you—But how, but how, shall I see
Mr. Reeves? I am ashamed to see him with this
baby in my face.

And-], Sir Rowland, must retire before I can ap-
pear. Excuse me, Sir (withdrawing); but I hope
you will breakfast with us.

I will drink tea with you, madam, if I can make
myself fit to be scen, were it but to claim you for my
daughtcr: but yet had much rather yeu would be
a farther remove in relation: would to God you
would let it be nicce /

I courtesied, as a daughter might do, parting with
her real father; and withdrew.

And now, my Lucy, will you net be comvinced
that onc of the greatest pains (the loss of dear
friends excepted) that a grateful mind can know, is
to be too much beleved by a worthy heart, and not .
to he able to return his love ? ' .

My sheet is ended. With a new one I will begin
another letter.—Yet a few words i the margin—I
tell you not, my dear, of the public cntertaimnents
to which Lady Betty is continually centriving to
draw me out. She intends bp it to be very
obliging, and is so: but my presept reluctance to
go so very often, must not be ovelcome, as it pos-
sibly would be too easily done, ware I to give way
to the temptation. If it be, your Harriet may turn
gadder, and never be easy but whén she is forming
pacties, or giving way to them, thet may make the
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home, that hitherto has been the chief scene of her
pleasures, undelightful to her. Bad habits are
sooner acquired than shaken off, as my grand-
mamma has often told us. g .

LETTER XIX.
MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.

Wito would have thought that a man of Sir Row-
land’s time of life, and a womun so young as I,
could have so much discomposed cach other? 1
obeyed the summons to breaktast, and entered the
room 'at one door, as he came in at the other, In
vain had I made use of the short retirement to con-
ceal my emotion from my cousins. They alsoysaw
Sir Rowland’s by his eyes, and looked at him, at
me,-and at each other.

Mercy! said Sir Rowland, in an accent that’
scemed between crying and laughin%, You, you,
you, madam, are a surprising lady! I, 1, I never was
so affected in my life. And he drew the back of his
hand cross first one eye, then the other.

O Sir Rowland, said I, you are a good man, How
affecting are the visible emotions of a manly heart!

My cousins still looked as if surprised ; but said
nothing.

O my cousins, said I, I have found a father in
Sir Rowland ; and I acknowledge a brother in Mr.
Fowler. , . .

Best of women! Most excellent of creaturgs !
And do you oun me? He snatched my hand, and
kissed it. What pride do you give me in this open
acknowledgment ! If it must wot be nicce, why
then I will endeavour to rejoice in my daughter, I
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think. But yet, my boy, my poor boy—But you are
all goodness: and with him I say, I must not teaze
-you. .

Y What you have been saying to each other alone,
sajd Mrs. Reeves, I camnot tell; but I long to know.

Why, madam, I will tell' you—if I know how—
You must know, that I, that I, came as an ambas-
sador extraordinary from my sorrowful boy: yet not
desired ; not sent; I came of my own accord, in
hopes of getting one word of comfort, and to bring
matters on before I set out for Caermarthen.

The servant coming in, and a loud rap, rap, rap,
at the doot, put a stop to' Sir Rowland’s narrative.
In apprehension of company, I breathed on my
hand, and put it to either eye: and Sir Rowland
hemmed twice or thrice, and rubbed his, the better
to conceal their redness, though it made them red-
der than before. He got up, looked in the glass:
would have sung. Toll, doll—Hcem, said he; as if
the muscles of his face were in the power of his
voice. Mercy! All the infant still in my eye—
Tll, doll—Hem '—I would sing it away, if 1 could.

Sir Hargrave entered bowing, scraping to me,
and with an air not ungraceful.

Servant, Sir, said the knight (to Sir Hargrave’s
silent salute to him) bowing, and looking at the
baronet’s genteel morning dress, ind then at his
own—Who the deuce is ke ! whispering to Mr.
Reeves; who then presented each:to the other by
name. .

The baronet approached mc; I have, madam, a
thousand pardons to ask— 2
* Not one, Sir. .

Indeed I have—And most heartily do I beg—

You are forgiven, Sir— -

Eut I will not be so easily forgives. .
N

w
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Mercy! whispered the knight to Mr. Reeves, 1
don’t like’n. Ah! my poor boy: no wonder at this
rate!— :

You have not much to fear, Sir Rowland (re-
whispered my cousin) on this gentleman’s account.

Thank you, thank you—And yct ’tis a fine figure
of a man! wllisperet{ again Sir Rowland: nay, if"
she can withstand Aim—But a word to the wise, Mr.
Reeves!—Hem!—I am a little easier than I was. .

He turned from my cousin with such an :ir, as if
from contrasted plcasure-and pain, he would again
have sung Toll, doll.

The servant came in with the breakfist: and we
had no sooner sat down, as before, than we were
alarmed by another modern rapping. Mr. Reeves
was called out, and returned, introducing Mr. Gre-
ville.

Who the deuce is hef whisperced to me Sir Siow-
land (as he sat next me) before Mr, Reeves Could
name him, :

Mr. Greville profoundly bowed to we. 1 asked
after the health of all our friends in Northampton-
shire.

Have you seen Fenwick, madam?

No, Sir.

A dog! I thought he had played me a trick. 1
missed him for three days—But (in a low voice) if
you have not seen him, 1 have stolen a march upon
him!—Well, 1 had rather ask kis pardon than he
should ask minc. I rejoice to see you well, madam!
{raising his voice)—But what!—looking at my eyes.

Colds are very rife in London, Sir—

I ami'glad it is no worse; for your grandmamma,
and all triends in the country, are well.

I have found a father, Mr, Greville (referring to
Sir Rowland) since I came to town. This good
gentleman gives me leave to call him father.
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Xo son!—I hope, Sir Rowland, you have no son,
said Mr. Greville: the relation comes not about that
way,  hope. And laughed, as he used to do, at
his own smartness.’

The very question, I was going to put, by my
soul, said the baronet.

No!—said the knight: but I have a ncphew, gen-
tlemen—a very pretty young fellow! And I have
this to say before ye all (I am downright Dunsta-
ble) I had much rather call this lady niece, than
daughter. And then the knight forced a laugh, and
looked round upon us all.

O Sir Rowland, replied ¥, I Aave uncles, more
than one—~I am a niece: but I have not had fot
many years till now the happiness of a father.

And do you ewn me, madam, before all this gay
company >—The first time I beheld you, I remem-
ber I called you a perfect paragon. Why, madam,
you are the most excellent of women!

‘We are so much convinced of this, Sir Rowland,
said the baronet, that I don’t know, but Miss
Byron’s choosing you for a fatker, instead of an
uncle, may have saved two or three throats.

And then he laughed. His laugh was the more
seasonable, as it softened the shoekingness of his
expression. -

Mr. Greville and Sir Hargrave liad been in com-
Eany twice before in Northamptonshire at the races:

ut now-and-then looked®upon each other with
envious cyes: and once or twice were at cross-
purposes: but my particular notipe of the knight
made all pass lightly over. .o

Sir Rowland went first away. He claimed one
word with his daughter, in the character of a father.

I withdrew with him to the furtller end of the
room. ‘ *
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Not one word of comfort? net one ward, madam?
—to my boy? whispcred he.

My compliments (speaking low) to.my brother,
Sir. I wish him as well and as happy as I think he
deserves to be.

Well but—Well but—

Only remember, Sir Rowland, that you act in
character. 1 followed you hither, on the strength

lyour authority, as a father; I beg, Sir, that you

preserve to me that character.

Why God in heaven bless my daughter, if only
daughter you can be. Too well do I understand
i’ou! I will see how my poor nephew will take it.

f it can be no otherwise, I will prevail upon him,
I think, to go down with me to Caermarthen for a
few months.—But as to those two fine gentlemen,
madam—1It would grieve me (’tis a folly to deny it)
to say I have seen the man that is to supplant hy
nephew.

I will act in character, Sir Rowland: as your
daughter, you havc a right to know my sentiments
on this subject—You have not yet seen the man you
seem to be afraid of.

You are all gooduess, madam—my daughter —and
I cannot bear it !

He spoke this loud enough to be heard; and Mr.
Greville and the baronet both, with some emotion,
rose, and turned about to us.

Oncee more, Sir Rowland, said I, my compliments
to my brother— Adieu!

God in heaven bless you, madam, that’s all—
Gentlemen, yeur' servant.  Mrs. Reeves, your most
obedient humble servant. Madam, to me, you will
allow me, and my nephew too, one more visit, I
hoi»e, before I set out for Caermarthen.

courtesied, and joined my cousins. Away went

of
wil
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the knight, brushing the ground with his hat, at
his going out. Mr. Reeves waited on him to the
outward door. .

*Bye, ’bye, to you, Mr. Reeves—with some emo-
tion (as my cousin told me afterwards)—A wonder-
ful creature! By mercy, a wonderful creature!—I go
away with my heart full; yet am pleased; I know
not why ncither, that’s the jest of it—’Bye, Mr.
Reeves, I can stay no longer.

An odd mortal! said the man of the town—DBut he
secems to know on which side his bread is buttered.

A whimsical old fellow! said the man of the coun~
try. But I rejoice that he has not a son; that’s all.

A good many frothy things passed not worth re-
lating. I wanted them both to be gone. They
scemed each to think it time; but looked as if
neither cared to leave the other behind him.

At last, Mr. Greville, who hinted to me, that he
knew I loved not too long an intrusion, bowed, and,
politely enough, took his leave. And then the
baronct began, with apologizing for his behaviour
at taking lcave on his Jast visit. .

Some gentlemen, I said, had one way, some
another, of expressing themselves on particular occa-
sions: he had thought fit to shew me what was his.

He seemed a little disconeerted. But quickly
recovering himself, he could not indeed excuse him-
self, he said, for having then called me cruel—Cruel,
he hoped he should not find mew-Proud—I knew
not what pride was. Ungrateful—I could not be
guilty of ingratitude. He beggedime to fergive his
peremptoriness—He had hoped fas he had been
assured, that my affections were -absolutely disen-
faged) that the osals he had to make, would
have been acceptable; and so positive+a refusal,
without any one reason assigned, and on his first
vlsit, had indced hurt his pride (he owned, he said,

¥3 .
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that he had some pride) and made him forget that
he was addressing himself to a woman who deserved
and ‘met with the veneration of every one who
approached her. He next cxpressed himsclf with
apprehensions on Mr. Greville’s arrival in town,

e spoke slightly of him. Mr. Greville, 1 doubt
not, will speak as slightly of Sir Hargrave. And
if I belicve them both, I fancy I slmtjl not injure
either. .

Mr. Greville’s arrival, I said, ought not to con-
cern me. He was to do as he thought fit. I was
only desirous to be allowed the same free agency
that I was ready to allow to others. .

That could not be, he said. Every man who saw
me, must wish me to be his; and endeavour to ob-
tain his wishes.

And then making vehement professions of love,
he offered me large settlements; and to put it in m
gower to do all the good that he knew it was in my

cart to do—And that I should prescribe to him in
every thing as to place of residence, excursions,
even to the going abroad to France, to Italy, and
wherever I pleased.

To all which I answered as before; and when he
insisted upon my reasons for refusing him, I frankly
told him, though-1 owned it was with some reluct-
ance, that I had not the opinion of his morals that
I must have of those of the man to whom I gave my
hand in marriage.

Of my smorals, madam! (starting; and his colour
went and cgme) My morals, madam!—I thought
he looked with malice: but I was not-intimidated:
and yet my cousins looked at me with some little
surprise for my plain dealing, though not as blam-
ing me., -

Be -not’ displeased, Sir, with my freedom. You
call upon me to make objcctions. I mcan not to
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upbraid you; that is not mybusincss; but thus called
upon, I must repeat—1I stopt.

Proceed, madam, angrily. :

Indeed, Sir Hargrave, you must pardon me on
this occasion, if I repeat that I have not that opie
nion of your morals— Ey
* Very well, madam—

That I must have of thosc of the man on whose
worthiness I must build my hopes of present happi-
ness, and to whose guidance entrust my future.
This, Sir, is a very material consideration with me,
though I am not.fond of talking upon it, except on
Jproper occasions, and to proper persons: but, Sir, let
me add, that I am determined to live longer single.
1 think it too early to cngage in a life of care: and
if I do not meet with a man to whom I can give my

- whole heart, I never will marry at all [O 'how ma-
liciously looked the man!]J—You are angry, Sir
Hargrave, added I; but you have no right to be so.
You address me a¢ one who is her own mistress.
And though I would not be thought rude, I value
myself on my openness of heart. ST

He arose from his scat. He walked about the
roomn muttering, ¢ You have no opinion of m
morals”— By heaven, madam!—But I will bear 1t
all—Yet, ¢« No opinion of my morals!”—I cannot
bear that—

I1e then clenched his fist, and keld it up to his
head; and snatching up his hat, bowing to the
ground to us all, his face crimsoned over (as the.
time before) Le withdrew. § .

Mr. Reeves attended him to thg .deor+< Not °
like my morals!”’ said he—I hav enemies, Mr.
Reeves—Not like my morals!”—~Mgss Byron treats
golitoly every-hody but me, Sir. Her scorn may

e repaid—\Would to God 1 could say witlf scorn,
Mr.Reeves.—Adieu. Excuse my warinth.—Adicu.
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And into his chariot he stept, pulling up the
glasses with violence; and, as Mr. Reeves told us,
rearing up his head to the top of it, as he sat swell-
"ing. And away it drove.
%-lis menacing airs, and abrupt departure, terrified
me. I did not recover myself in an hour. .
A fine husband for your Harriet would this half
madman make!=-OQ Mr. Fowler, Sir Rowland, Mr.
.Orme, what good men are you to Sir Hargrave!
Should I have known half so wuch as I do of his
ill qualities, had I not refused him? Drawn in by
his professions of love, and by 80nol. a year, I
might have married him; and, when too late, found
myself miscrable, yoked with a tyrant and madman,
for the remainder of a life begun with huppy pro-
spects, and glorying in every one’s love!

LETTER XX.

MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.

Monday, February 13.
I nave reccived my uncle’s long letter. And I'
thank him for the pams he has taken with me. He
is very good. But my grandmamma and my aunt
are equally o, and, in the main, much kinder,
in acquitting me of some charges which he is
pleased to make upon his poor Harriet. But, either

for caution or reproof, I hope to be the better for
his letter.

James is set out for Northamptonshire: pray re-
ceive kim kindly. He is honest: and Sally has
given me a hint, as if a sweetheart is in his head:
if g0, his impatience to leave Londen may be ac-
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counted for. My grandmamma has observed, that
young peeple of small or no fortunes should not be
discouraged from marrying: Who that could be
masters or mistresses would be servants? The
honest poor, as she hds often said, are a very valua-
ble part of the creation.

Mr. Reeves has secn several footmen, but nonc
that he gave me the trouble of speaking to till just
now; when a well-looking young man, about twen-
ty-six years of age, offcred himself, and whom I
belicve I shall like. Mrs. Reeves seems mightily
taken with him. He .is well-behaved, hus a very
sensible look, and secms to merit a better service.

" Mr. Reeves has written for a character of him to
the last master he lived with; Mr. Bagenhall, a
young gentleman in the neighbourhood of Reading:
of whom he speaks well in the main; but modestly -
objected to his hours, and free way of life. The
young man came to town but yesterday, and is with
a widow sister, who keeps an inn in Smithficld. I
have a mind to like him, and this makes me more
particular about him.

His name is Wiliam Wilson: he asks pretty high
wages: but wages to 2 good servant. are not to he
stood upon. What signify forty or fifty shillings a
year? An honest servant should be enablad to lay
up something for age and infirmity. IHire himn at
once, Mrs. Reeves says. > She will: be answerable
for his honesty from his looks, and from his answers
to the questions asked him.

Sir Hargrave has been here again, Mrs. Reeves,
Miss Clements, and I, were in theé back room to-
gether. We had drank tea; and Liexcused myself
to his message, as engaged. 3

He talked a good deal to Mr. Reeves: sometimes

-high, sometimes humble. He had not interided, he
said, to have renewed his visits. My disduin had
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stung him to the heart: yet he could not keep away.
He called himself names. He was determined I
should be his; and swore to it. A man of his for-
tune to be refused, by a lady who had not (and
whom he wished net to have) an answerable fortune,
and no preferable liking to any other man [there
Sir Hargrave was mis ; for I like almost every
man I know, better than him]; his person not con-
temptible [and then, my cousm sars, he surveyed
himself from head to foot in the glass]; was very,
very unaccountable.

He asked if Mr. Greville came up with any
hopes?

lI{'Ir. Reeves told him that I was offended at his
coming, and he was sure he would not be the bet-
ter for his journey.

He was glad of that, he said. There were two
or three free things, proceeded he, said to me in
conversation by Mr. Greville; which I knew Rot
well what to make of: but they shall pass, if he
has no more to boast of than I. I know Mr. Gre-
ville’s blustering character; but I wish the carrying
of Miss Byron were to depend upon the sword’s
point between us. 1 would net come inte so palt
a compromise with him as Fenwick has done. But
still the imputing want of morals to me, sticks with
me. Surely I am a better man, in point of morals,
than either Greville or Fenwick. What man on
earth does not take liberties with the sex? You
know, Mr. RReeves! women were made, for us: and
they like us not the worse for loving them. Want
of morals!—And objected to me by a ludy'—Very
extraordinary, by my soul!—Is it not better to sow
all one’s wild oats before matrimony, than run riot
afterwards?—What say you, Mr. Reeves?

Mr. Reeves was too patient with him. He isa
mild man: yet wants not spirit, my cousin says; on
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occasion. He gave Sir Hargrave the hearing; who
went away, swearing, that I should be his, in spite
of man or devil.

Moaday night.

Mn. Greville came iu the gvening. He begged
to be allowed but, ten words with me in the next
roon. I desired to be excused. You know, Sir, said
I, that I never complied with a request of this na-
ture, at Selby-house. He looked hard at my cou-
sins; and first one, then the other, went out. Ile
then was solicitous to know what were Sir Hur-
grave’s expectations from- me. He expressed
bimself uneasy upon his account. He hoped such
a man as that would not be cnceuraged. Yet his
ample fortune!—Woman! woman!—But he was
neither a wiser.nor a better man than himself’; and
he hoped Miss Byron would not give a prefer-
ence to fortunc merely, against & man who had been
her adinirer for so long a time; and who wanted
neither will nor power to make her happy.

It was very irksome to me, I answered, to be
obliged so often to repeat the same things to him.
1 would not be thought affronting to any-body,
especially to a neighbour with whom my friends
were upon good terms: but I did not think myself
answerable to him, or to any one out of my own
fanily, for my visitors; or for m my cousin
Reeves’s thought fit to receive as theirs.

Would I give him an assurance, that Sir Har-
grave should have no encouraremetjt?

No, Sir, I will not. Would that be to give
you indirectly a kind of controul ofer me? Would
not that be to encourage a hope, that I never will
encourage? .

I love not my own soul, madam,’as I love you:
I rust, and will, persevere. If I thought Sir Har-
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rrave had the least hope, by the great God of
F eaven, 1 would proneunce his days numbered.

I am but too well acquainted with your rashness,
Mr. Greville.  What formerly passed between you
and another gentleman, gave me pain enough. In
such an cterprise ygur own days might be num-
bered as well as-another’s. Bpt I enter not into
this subject—IHenceforth be so-good as not to im-
pute incivility to me, if I deny myself to your
visits.

I would have withdrawn— oo

Dear Miss Byron (stepping between me and the
door) leave me not in anger. If matters must
stand as they were, I hope you can, I hope you
will, assure me, that this Sir Yopling—

What right have you, Sir, to any assurance of this
nature from me? .

None, madam—but from your goodness---Dear
Miss Byron, condescend to say, that- this Sir Har-
grave shall not make any impression on your heart.
Yor his sake say it, if not for mine. I know you
care not what becomes of me; yet let not this milk-
faced, and tyger-hearted fop, for that is his cha-
racter, obtain favour from yow. Lct your choice,
if it must fall on another man, -and not on me, fall
on one to whose superior merit, and to whose good
fortune, I can subscribe. For your own fame’s
sake, let & man .of unquestionable honour be the
happy man; and vouchsafe as to a neighbour, and
as to a well-wishing friend only (I ask it not in the
light of a lover) to tell me that Sir Hargrave Pol-
lexfen shall not be the man.

+ What, Mr. Greville, let me ask you, is your
business in town? '

My chicf business, madam, you may guess at. [
had a hint of this man’s intentions given me; and
that.he has the vanity to think he shall succeed.
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But if I can be adsured that you will not be pre-
vailed upon in favour of a man, whose fortune is so
ample— -

ou will then return to Northamptonshire?

Why, madam, I can’t but say that now I am in
town, and that I have bespoke & new equipage, and-
so-forth—

Nay, Sir, it is nothing to me, what you will or
will not do: only be pleased to remember, that as in
Northamptonshirc your visits were to my uncle
Selby, not to me, they will be here in London, to
my cousin Reeves’s only.

Too well do I know that you can be cruel if you
will: but is it your pleasure that I rcturn to the
country? . :

My pleasure, Sir!—MTr.Greville is surely todoas he
pleascs. I only wish to be allowed the same liberty.

You are so very delicate, Miss Byron! So very
much afraid of giving the least advantage—

And men are so ready to take advantage—But
yet, Mr. Greville, not so delicate as just. I do
assure you, that if I were not determined— '

Determined!—Yes, yes! you can be steady, as
Mr. Selby calls it! I never knew so determined a
woman in my life. I own, it was a little inconve-
nient for me to come tg town just now: and say,
that you would wisk me to leave Loridon; and thag
neither this Sir Hargrave, nor that other man, your
new father's nephew (What do you eall him? Fore-
gad, nadam, I am afraid of thes¢ new relations)
shall make any impression on yourzheart; and that
you will not withdray when I cokne here; and I
will set out next week; and write this very night to
let Fenwick know how matters stand, and ihatl
am coming down but little the better for my jour-
ney: and this may save you se¢ing your other
tormentor, as your cousin Lucy says you once cali-

VOL. IX. ° .
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ed that poor devil, and the still poorer devil before
ou. :

y You are so rash a man, Mr. Greville (and other

men may be as rash as you), that I cannot say but it

would save me some pain—

O take care, take care, Miss Byron, that you
express yourself so cautiously, as to give no advan-
tage to a poor dog, who would be glad to take a
journgy to the farthest part of the globe to oblige
you. But what say you about this Sir Hargrave,
and about your mew brother?—Let me tell you,
madam, I am so much afraid of those whining, in-
sinuating, creeping dogs, attacking you on the side
of your compassion, and be d—n’d to them (Orme
for that) that I must have a declaration. And now,
madam, .can’t you give it with your usual cau-
tion? Can’t you give it, as I put it, ds to a neighs
bour, as to a well-wisher, and-so<forth, net as to a
lover? s

Well then, Mr. Greville, as a neighbour, as a
well-wisher; and since you own it was inconvenient
to your affairs to come up—1 advise you to go down

The devil! how you have hit it! Your delicac
ought to thank me for the loop-hole. The condi-
tion, madam; the condition, if I take your neigh~
bourly advice? ' '

Why, Mr. Greville, I do most sincerely declare
to you, asto a neighbour and well-wisher, that L
never, yet, have seen the man to whom I can think
of giving my hand. .

Yes, you have! By Heaven you have (snatching
my hand): you shall give it to me'~~And the strange
wretch pressed it so hard to his mouth, that he
made prints upon it with his teeth.

Oh! cried I, withdrawing my hand, surprised,
and my face, as I could feel, all in a glow. :
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And OL! said he, mimicking (and snatching my
other hand, as I would have run from him) and pat-
ting it, speaking through his closed teeth, You may
be glad you have a hand left. By my soul, I could
eat you.

‘This was your disconsolate, fallen-spirited, Gre-
ville, Lucy!

I rushed into the company in the next room. He

“followed me with an air altogether unconcerned,
and begged to look at my hand; whispering to Mrs.
Rceves; By Jupiter, 1 l{ad like to have eaten up
your lovely cousin. I was beginning with her hand.

I was more offended with this instance of his as-
surance and unconcern, than with the freedom itself;
because that had the appearance of his usual gaicty
with it. I thought it best, however, not to be tao
scrious upon it.  But next time he gets me by him-
self, he shall eat up both my hands.

At taking leave, he hoped his mad flight had not
discomposed me. See, Miss Byron, said he, what
Eou get by making an honest fellow despcrate!—

ut Zou msist upon my leaving the town? As a

neighbour, as a well-wisher, you advise it, madam?

Come, come, don’t be afraid of speaking aiter e,

when I endeavour to hit your cue.

I do advise you—

Conditions remember! You know what you have
declared—Angel of a woman! said e again through
his shut teeth, .

I left him; and went up stairs; -glad I had got rid
of him. 3

Ie has since seen Mr. Reeves, a’ﬁd told him, he
will make me one visit more beforg-he leaves Lon-
don: and pray tell her, said he, thatI have actually
written to my brother tormentor Feriwick, that I am
returning to Northamptonshire. '

- Itold you, that Miss Clements was with me when
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Sir Hargrave came last. I like her every time I
see her, better than before. Sht;d has a fine under-
standing; and if' languageg, -according to m d-
father’s obscwaﬁ,onin% not be degcriwd Zn%s—
pensable part of learning, she may be looked upon as
learned.

She has engaged me to breakfast with her to-
morrow mogping; when she is to shew me her books,
needleworks, and other curiosities. Shall I not
fancy mysclf in my Lucy’s closet? How continually,
amid all this fluttering scene, do I think of my dear
friends in Northamptonshire! Express for me love,
duty, gratitude, every sentiment that fills t{z;éeart
of your T

HARRIET BYRON.

LETTER XXIL
MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.

Tuesday morning, February 14.
1 uave passed an agreeable two hours with Miss

Clements, and am just returned. She is extremel
ingenious, and perfectly unaffected. I am told,
that she writes finely; and is a Madame de Sevigne
to her correspondents. I hope té be one of them.
But she has not, I find, suffered her pen to run
away with her needle; nor her reading to interfere
with that housewifery which the best judges hold

60 indispensable in the character of 2 good woman.
I revere her for this, as her example mair be
produced as one, in answer to such as object (I am
afraid sometimes too justly, but I hope too gener-
ally) against learning in women. Methinks, how-
ever, I would not have learning the principal dis-
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tinction of the womin I love. d yet, where
talents are given, should we wish tifem to be either
uncultivated or urackngwledged#: Surely, Lucy,
we may pronouncc, that where n8 dugy is neglected,
for the acquirement; where modesg » delicacy, andj
a teachable: spirit, are preserved, #s characteristics
of the sexg’it nced not be it a dlsgrace to be
supposed to know somethj

Miss Clements is y as well as your Hamet,
in an Jaunt, that loves$ Hér. Whﬂs a mother livin
who is tooygreat a sglf-lover, to regard any- y
clse as she ought, SHeMivés as far off as York,
and was $o unnatural a parent to this good chxld
that her aunt was not easy till she got her from her,
Mrs. Wimburn looks upon her as her daughter, and
intends to leave her all she is worth.

The old lady was not very well; but she obliged
us with her agrecable cempan for half an hour.

Miss Clements and I agreed to fall in occasionally
upon each other without ceremeny. :

1 should have told you, that the last master of the
young muan, William Wilson, having given him in
writing a very good character, I have entertained
him; and his first service was attending on me to
Miss Clements,

JLady Betty called here in my ahsence She isy
it scems, very full of-the dresscs, and mine i par-
ticular: but 1 must know rmthindvebeut it, as yet.
We are to go to her house te dress, *and to procecd
from thence in chairs. She is tf: talw care of ev «,r}lv
thin You shall know, m uc wh,g re
am go make, when I know n:y;n ﬁgu

The baronet also called at my sulins while I
was out. Ile saw only Mr. Recves. He staid
about a quarter of an hour. He was. very moady
and sullen, it scenis. Quite
Reeves said, than he had ever se (m:e Nu&

(X
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on¢ laugh: not one smile. All that fell from his
lips was Ycs or No; or by way of invective against
the sex. It was * The devil of 4 sex.” It was a
cursed thing, he said, that a man could neither be
happy with them, nor without them. Devil’s baits
was anothier of his compliments to us. He hardly
mentioned my name.

Mr. Reeves at last began to railly him upon his
moodiness; and plainly saw, that to avoid shewing
more of his petulance (when he had not a right to
shew any) to a man of Mr. Reeves’s consideration,
and in his own housc, he went away the sooner.
His footmen and coachman, he believed, had an ill
time of it; for, withgut reason, he cursed them,
swore at them, and threatened them.

What does the man haunt us for>—Why brings
he such odious humours to Mr. Reeves’s?

But rio more of such a man, nor of any-thing else,
till my next. Oxly, .

Adicu, my
LucCy.

LETTER XXIL

MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.

Wednesday morning, February 15.
M=. Greville took leave of us yesterday evening,
in order to set out this morning, on his return home.
He would fain have engaged me for half an hour,
alone; but, I'wbuld not (ﬁﬂl e him.

Wﬂ}j\d&n, heS said, with some regret, be-
causé e fluttering Sir Hargrave, and the creepi;
Mr. Fowler: but depended gx:;on my declarati:g

at I Had naf in either of them seen the man 1 could

icourage. " Ejiher of them were the words he
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chose to use; for, in compliment to himself, he
would not repeat my very words, that I had not
yet scent any man ‘to whom I could give my hand.
Shall 1 give you a few particulars of what passed
between me and this very whimsical man ?—1 will.

Hec had been enquiring, he said, into the charac-
ter and pretensions of my brother Fowler; and in-.
tended, if he could bring Orme and him together,
to make a match between them, who should out.
whine the other.

Heroes, I told him, ought not:to make a jest of
those, who, on comparison, gave them all their dd-
vantages. . ’

He bowed, and called himself my servant—and
with an affected laugh, Yet, madam, yet, madam, I
am not afraid of these piping men: though you have
compassion for such watery headed fellows, yet you
have only compassion.

Respectful love, Mr. Greville, is not always the
indication either of a weak head, or a faint heart;
any more than the contrary is of a true spirit.

erhaps 50, madam. But yet I am not afraid of
these two men. .

You have no reuson to be afraid of any body, on
my account, Mr. Greville.

I hope not. )

You will find, Sir, at last, that you had better
take my meaning. It is obvious enough.

1lf%ut have no mind to hang, drown, or pistol my-
sclf. .

Mr. Greville still!—Yet it woul& be well if there
were ﬁt many Mr. Grevilles. .

1 e your meaning, madam.
plained it heretofore. ﬁt is, that I am a libettine ;
that we have all one dialect; and that | can say
nothing new, or that is worthy of your attentioh—

You have ex-
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Phere, madam! Mgy I not be always sure of your
meaning, when 1 construe it against myself?

I wish, Sir, that my neighbowr would give me .
leave to bchave to him as to my neighbour—

And could you, madam, supposing loze out of the
question (which it cannot be£ could you, in that
case, regard mc as your neighbour?

Why not, Sir?

Becuuse I believe you hate me; and I only want
you to tell me that you do.

1 hope, Sir, I ghall never have reason given me to
hate any man.

But if you hate any one man more than another,

-is it not me? [I was silent] Strange, Mrs. Reeves,
turning to her, that Miss Byron is not susceptible
either of love or hatred!

She is too good to hate any-body; and as for love,
her time seems not to be yet come.

. When it is come, it will come with a vengeancey
hope.

Uncharitable man! said I, smiling.

Den’t smile: I can’t bear to see you smile:
Why don’t you bhe angry at me?—Angel of a crea-
ture! with Kis teeth again closed, don’t smile; I

cannot bear your bewitching smiles!

The man is out of his right mind, Mrs. Reeves.
I don’t choose to stay in his company.

1 would have withdrawn. He besought me to
stay; and stood between me and the door. I wus

angry.
ilrz whimsically stamped—Obliging creaturel—

I besought you to forbear smiling—You frown--

Do, God for ever bless you, my dear Miss Byron,

let me be favoured with another frown.

_ Strange man! and bold as strange!—I would

have passed to the door, but he set hisback against it:
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These are the airs, you know, Lucy, for which I
used to shun him.

Pish! said I, vexed to be hindered from with-
drawing.

Another, another such a frown, said the confidént
man, and 1 am happy!—The last has left no trace
upon your features: it vanished before I could well
be};)‘)l it. Another frown, I besecch you; another

nish— )
: I was really angry.—Bear witness [looking
around him] Bear witness! Once did Miss Byron
endeavour to frown: dnd, to oblige whom ?—Her
Greville!

Mr. Greville, you had better—I stopt. I was
vexed. I knew not what I was going to say.

Ilow better, madam! Am I not desperate ?—But
had 1 better? Say, répeat that again—Ilad I better
—Better what?

The man’s mad. O my cousins, let mc never
again be called to this man.

Mad!e—And so I am. Mad for you. I carc not
who knows it. Why don’t you hate me? Iie
snatched at my hand; but I started back. You
own that yoa never yet loved the man who loved
you. Such is your gratitude!—=Say, you hate me.

I was silent, and turned from him peevishly.

Why then (as if 1 had said I did not hate him)
say you love me; and I will look down with con-
tempt upon the greatest prince on earth.

We should have had more' of this—But the rap of
consequency gave hotice of the visit of a person of
consideration. It was Sir Hargraves »

The' devil pick his bones, said the: shocking Gre-
ville. I shall not be civil to him. /

He is not your guest, Mr. Greville, said I—afraid
that something affronting might pdss between two
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spirits so unmanageable; the one in an humour so
whimsical, the other so very likelf' to be moody.

True, true; replied he. I will be all silence and
observation.—But 1 hope you will not now be for
retiring.

" It would be too particular, thought I, if I am:
yet 1 should have been glad to do so.

The baronct paid his respects to every one in a
very set and formal manner; nor distinguished me.

Silly, as vain! thought 1: Handsome fop! to ima-
gine thy displeasure of consequence to me?

Mr. Greville, said Sir Hargrave, the town I un-
derstand is going to lose you.

The tows, Sir Hargrave, cannot be said to have
found me. . ’

How can a man of your gallantry and fortune find
himselt' employment in the country, in the winter, [
wonder? ‘

Very casily, when he has used himself to it, §ir
Hargrave, and has scen abroad in greater perfection
than you can have them here, the kind of diversions
you all run after, with so keen an appetite.

In greater perfection! 1 question that, Mr, Gre-
ville: and I have been abroad; though too early, 1
own, to make critical observations.

You may question it, Sir Hargrave; but I don’t.

Have we not from Italy the most famous singers,
Mr. Greville, and from thence, and from France,
for our moncy, the most famous dancers in the
world?

No, Sir. They sct too great a value in Italy, let
me tell you, upon their finest voices, and upon their
finest composers too, to let them turn strollers.

~ Strollers do you call them? Ha, ha, ha, hah!—
Princely strollers, as we reward them! And as te
composers, have we not Handel?
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'There you say something, Sir Hargrave. But
you have but onc Handel in England: they have
several in Italy.

Is it possible? said every one.

Let me die, said the baronet, with a forced laugh,
if I am not ready to think that Mr. Greville has run
into the fault of people of less genius than himself.
He has got such a taste for {oreign performers, that
he cannot think tolerably of those of his own coun-
try; be they ever so excellent.

Handel, Sir Hargrave, is not an Englishman:
but I must say, that of every person present, I
least expected frem Sir Hargrave Pollexfen this
observation.

[He then returned the baronet’s laugh, and nat
without an air of mingled anger and contempt. ]

Nor I this taste tor foreign performances and
compositions from Mr. Greville; for so long time as
thou hast been a downright country gentleman.

[Indeed, thought I, you seem both to havé
changed characters. But I know how it comes
about: let one advance what he will, in the present
humour of both, the other will contradict it. Mr.
Greville knows nothing of music: what he said wag
fré)m hearsay: and Sir Hargrave is no better ground-
ed in it.] :

A downright country gentleman! repeated Mr. Gre-
ville, measuring Sir Hargrave with his eye, and
putting up his lip. ’

Why, priythee now, Grediile, thou what-shall-1-
cell-thee? thou art wot offended, T hppe, that we are
not all of one mind; Ha, ha, he, hgh!

I am offended at nothing you sayy Sir Hargrave.
lmlNor I at any thing you look, my d‘par, Ia, ha, ha,

h, :
Yet his looks shewed as much contempt: for Mr.
Graville as Mr. Greville’s did for him. Ilow essily
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might these combustible spirits have blown each
other up! Mr. Reeves was once a little apprehen-
sive of consequences from the airs of both.

Mr. Greville turned from Sir Hargrave to me:
Well, Miss Byron, said he; but as to what we were
talking about—

This he scemed to say, on purpose, as I thought
by his air, to alarm the baronet.

I beg pardon, said Sir Hargrave; turning with a
stiff air to me: I beg pardon, Miss Byron, if I have
intruded— C

We were talking of indifferent things, Sir Har-
grave, answered I—Mere matters of pleasantry.

I was morc in earncst than in jese, Miss Byron,
replied Mr. Greville.

Ve all, I believe, thought you very whimsical,
Mur. Greville, returned 1.

What was sport to you, madam, is death to me.

Pacr Greville ! Hayha, ha, hah (affectedly laughed
the baronet): but I"know you are a joker. You
are a man of wit [this a little softened Mr. Greville,
who had begun to look grave upon Sir Hargrave]
Come, pr’ythee, man, give thyse‘f up to me for this
night; and I will carry thee to a private concert;
where none but choice spjrits arc admitted; and let
us see if music will not divert these gloomy airs,
that sit so ill upon the face of one of the liveliest
men in the kingdom.

Music! Ay, if Miss Byron will give us a song,
aud accompany it with the harpsichord, I will de-
spise all other harmony.

Every one joined in his request: and I was not
backward to oblige them, as I thought the conver-
sation bore a Iittle too rough a cast, and was not
likely to take a smoother turn.” -

r. Greville, who always enjoys any jest that
tends to reflect on our sex, begged me to sing that
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whimsical song set by GaHiard, which once my
uncle made me sing at Selby-house, in Mr. Gre-
ville’s hearing. You were not there, Lucy, that
day, and perhaps may not have the book, as Gal-
Kard is not a favourité with you.

Clloe, by all the pow'rs above,

To Damon vow’d eternal love :

A ruse adorn’d her sweeter breast;
She on a leaf the vow jmprest :

But Zephyr, by, her side at play,
Tove, vow, and leaf, blew quite away.

The gentlemen were very lively on the occasion;
and encored it: but I told them, That as they must
be better pleased with the jest on our sex contained
in it, than they could be with the music, 1 would
not, for the sake of their own politeness, oblige’
them.

You will favour us, however, with your Discreet
Lover, Miss Byron,.said Mr. Greville. That is a
song written entirely upon your own principles.

Well then I will give you it, said I, set by the
same hand.

THE DISCREET LOVER.

Ye fair, that would be blest in love, ’
Take your pride a little lower;
Let the swaiu whom you approye,
Rather &ke you, than adore.
Love, that rises into passion,
Soon will end in hate‘or strife:
But from tender inclination,
Flow the lasting joys of life.

These two light pieces put the; gentlemen into
good humour; and a deal of silly $tuff was said to
me, by way of comgltiement. on the pccasion, by Sir
Hargrave and Mr. Greville; not one word of which

I believed.
r



158 THE HISTORY OF

The baronet went away first, to go to his concert.
He was very cold in his behaviour to me at taking
leave, as he had been all the time.

Mr. Greville soon after left us, intending to set
out this morning. )

He snatched my hand at going. 1 was afraid of
a second savage freedom, and would have with-
drawn it.—Only onc sigh over it; but one sigh. Oh!
—said he, an Oh, half’ a yard long—and pressed it
with his lips—But remember, madam, you are
watched: I have half a dozen spies upon you; and
the moment éou find the man you can favour, up
comes your Greville, cuts a throat, and flies hia
coantry.

He stopt at the parlour-door—One letter, Miss
Byron—Receive but one letter, from me.

No, Mr. Greville: but I wish you well.

Wishes! that, like the bishops blessing, cost you

"nothing. I way going to say No, for you: but you
were too quick. It had been some pleasure to have
denied myself, and prevented the mortification of a
denial from you.

He went away ; every one wishing him a good
journey, and speaking favourably of the odd crea-
ture. Mrs. Reeves, in particular, thought fit to
say, that he was the most entertaining of all my
lovers: but if so, what is it they call entertaining?
and what are those otkers, whom they call my
lovers?

The man, said I, is an immoral man: and had
he not got above blushes, and above being hurt by
love, he could not have been so gay, and so enter-
taining, 08 you call it.

Miss Byron says true, said Mr. Reeves. I never
knew a map who could make a jesting-matter of the
passion in the presence of the object, so very decply
in love, as to be hurt by a disappointment. There



SIR CHARLES GRANDISON. 150

+#its Mrs. Reeves, Did I ever make a jest of my
love to you, madam? '

No indecd, Sir:’ had I not thought you most de-
plorably in earnest, you had not had any of my pity.

That’s a declaration in point. Either Mr. Orme,
or Mr. Fowler, must be the happy man, Miss
Byron.

Indeed, neither.

But why? They have both good estates. They
both adorc you. 8ir Hargrave I see you cannot
have. Mr. Greville dies not for you, though he
would be glad to live with you. Mr, Fenwick is a
still less eligible man, I think. Where can you be
better than with onc of the two I have named?

You speak seriously, cousin: I will not answer
lightly: but neither of those gentlemen can be the
man: yet I cstecin them both because they are
good men.

Well, but don’t you pity them?

I don’t know what to say to that: you hold, that
pity is but one remove from love: and to say I pity
a man who professes to love me, because I cannot
consent to be his, carries with it, I think, an air of
arrogance, and looks as if T believed he must be
unhappy without me, when possibly there may be
hundreds of women, with any one of whom he
might be more truly happy.

Well, this is in character from you, Migs Byron:
but may I ask you now, Which of the two gentle-
men, Mr. Ormne, or Mr. Fowlcr, were you obliged
to have one of them, would you clioose?

Mr. Orme, T frankly answer. Have I not told
Mr. Fowler so? ;

Well, then, what are your objections, may I ask,
to Mr. Orm:? He is not a disagrecable man in his
person. You own that you think him a good men.
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His ‘sister loves you; and you love her. What is
your objection to Mr. Orme?

I don’t know what to say. I hope I should per-
form my duty to the man to whom I shall give my
vows, be he who he will: but I am not in haste to
marry. If a single woman Znows her own happiness,
she will find that the time from eightcen to twenty-
four is the happiest part of her life. If.she stay
till she és twenty-four, she has time to look about
hér, and if she has more lovers than one, is enabled
to choose without having reason, on looking back,
to reproach herself for hastiness. Her fluttering,
her romantic age (we all know something of it, I
doubt) is over by twenty-four, or it will hold toe
Tong; ‘and she is then fit to take her resolutions,
and to settle. I have more than once hinted, that
I should be afraid to engage with one who thinks
too highly of me beforehand. Nothing violent gan
be lasting, and I could not bear when I had given
a man my heart with my hand (and they never shall
be geparated) that he should behave to me with less
affection than he shewed to me before I was his,
As I wish not now to be made an idol of, I may
the miore reasonably expect the constancy due to
friendship, #rid not to be affronted with his indif-
ference after I have given him my whole scif. In
other words, 1 coulg not bear to have my love
slighted ; or to be despiscd for it, instead of being
encouraged to shew it. And how shall extravagant
pdassion warrant hopes of this nature—if the man
be not a man of gratitude, of principle, and a man
whose love is founded in rcason, and whose object
is mind, rathcer than person ?

Dut Mr. Orme, replied Mr. Reeves, is all this.
Such, T believe, is his love.

Beit so. But if I cannot love him so well as to
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wish to be his (a man, I have heard my uncle, as
well as Sir Hargrave, say, is kis own; a woman is a
man’s); if 1 cannot take delight in the thought of
bearing my part of the yoke with him; in the belicf,
that, in case of a contrariety of sentiménts, I ¢annot
give up my judgment, in points indifferent, from
the good opinion, ‘1 have of Ais; what but a fond-
ness for the state, and an irksomeness in my
present situation, could bias me in favour of any
man? Indeed, my cousin, I must love the man to
whom I would give my hand, well enough to be
able, on cool deliberation, to wisk to be his wife;
and for kis sake (with my whole heart) choose to
quit the single state, in which I.am very happy.

And you are sure that your indifference to Mr.
Orme is not, either directly or indirectly, owing to
his obsequious love of you; and to the milkiness of
his nature, as Shakespeare calls it? .

Very sure! All theleaning towards him that I have
in preference, as I think, to cvery other man who
has beheld me with partiality, is, on the contrary,
owing to the grateful ‘sensc I have of his respect
to me, and to the gentlencss of his nature. Does
not my’ behaviour to Mr. Greville, to Mr. Fen-
wick, to Sir Hargrave, compared with my treatment
of Mr. Orme, and Mr. Fowler, confirm what I
say?

Then you are, as indecd I have always thought
you, a nonsuch of a woman,

Not &0; your own lady, whom you first brought. to
})ity you, as I have heard you say, isan instance that

am not. e

Well, that’s true: but is shc not, at the same time,
an example, that pity melts the soul to love? ,

I have no doubt, said Mrs. Recves, but MissByron
may be brought to Jove the man she can pity-. :

P3
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But, madam, said I, did you not let ;)ity grow
into love, before you married Mr. Reeves?

I believe 1 did; smiling. . :

Well then ] promise you, Mr. Reeves; when that
comes to be the case with me, I will not give pain
to a man I can like to marry. :

Very well, replied Mr. Reeves: and I dare say,
that at Iast Mr. Orme will be the man. And yet
how you will get off with Sir Hargrave, I cannot
tell. . For Lady Betty Williams, this very day, told
e, that he declared to her, he was resolved you
should be his. And she lias promised him all her
interest with you, and with us; and is astonished
that you can refuse a man of his fortune and address,
and who has mény, very many, admirers, among
people of the first rank.

e baronet is at the door. I suppose he will
expect to sec me. .

. : Wednesday afternoon.

Sir Hargrave is just gone. He desired to talk
with me alone. I thought I might very well decline
obliging him, as he had never scrupled to say to
me all he had a mind to say before my cousins; and
as he had thought himself of consequence enough
tp behave moodily; and even made zhis request
rather with an air of expectation, than of respect;
and'I accordingly desired to be excused. e stalk-
ed about. My cousins, first one, then the other,
withdrew. His behaviour had not been so agreca-
ble, as to deserve this compliance : I was vexed they

‘He offeréd, as soon as they were gone, to take
my hand, .

1 withdrew it. :

Madam (said he, véry impertinently angry) you
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would not do thus to Mr. Greville: you would not
do thus to any man but me. :

Indeed, Sir, I would, were I left alone with hinf!

You see, madam, that I cannot forbear visiti
you. My heart and soul are devoted to you.’
own I have pride. Forgive me; it is piqued. Idid
not believe I should have been rejected bj' any
lady, who had no dislike to a change of conditions
andy was disengaged. You declare thagou are so;
and I am willing, I am desirous, to Bkeve you.—
And yet that Grevile— ‘ '

There he stopt, as expecting me to spesk.

To what purpose, Sir Hargrave, do you expect
hn answer to what you hint about Mr. Greville? It
is not my way to behave with incivility to any man
who professes a regard for me—

Except to me, madam—

Self-partiality, Sir, and nothing else, could cause
you to make this exception.

Well, madam, but as to Mr. Greville—

Pray, Sir Hargrave—

And pray, Miss Byron—

I have never yet scen the.man who is to be my
husband. . .

By G—'said the wretch, fiercely {almost in the
language of Mr. Greville on the like occasion) but
you have—And if you are not engaged in your af-
fections, the man is before you. § |

If this, Sir Hargrave, is al;dyou wanted to say to
me, and would not be denied saying it, it might
have been said before my cousine. I was for leaving
him. b

You shall not go. 1 beg, madaxiy—Putting him-
self between me and the door. '

What further would Sir Harprave sa E}tanding
still, and angry] What further wotdd argrave
say ? \

o



164 THE HISTORY OF -

Have you, madam, a dislike to matrimony?

What right have you, Sir, to ask me this ques-
tio®? ¢ .

Do you ever intend to enter into the-state?

Perhaps I may, if I mect with a nan to whom I

' can give my whole heart.

And cannot that man be I?—Let mc implore you,
madam.' I will kneel to you [and down he dropt
on his knees.] I canunot livé without you. Tor
‘God’s sake, madam! Your pity, your mercy, your
gratitudé, your love! I could not do this before
any-body, unless assured of favour. I implore your
favour.

[Foolish man! It was plain, that this kneeling
supplication was premeditated. ]

O Sir, what undue hunility!—Could 1 huve re-
ceived your address, none of this had been necessary.

Your pity, madam, once more, your gratitude,
your mercy, your love.

- Pray, Sir, rise. '

He swore by his God, that he, would not, till [ had
given him hope— :

No hope can I give you, Sir. It would be cheat-
ing, it would be deluding you, it would not be
honest, tu give {ou hope.

You objected to my morals, madam: have you
an ,}'\Yother objection?

eed there any other?

But 1 can clear myself.

To God, and to your conscicnce, then do it, Sir,
I want you not to clear yourself to me.

But, madam, the clearing myself to you, would be

- clearing myself to God, and my conscience.

‘What language is this, Sir? But you can be no-
thing to me: indeed you can be nothing to me—
Rise, Sir; rise or I leave you.

I made an effort io go. Hc caught my hand:
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and arese—Then kissed it, and held it between both
his. L

For God’s sake, madam-—

Pray, Sir Hargrave— . °

Your objections? I insist upon knowing imur
objections.. My person, madam—Forgive me, I am
not used to boust—My person, madam—

Pray, Sir Hargrave,

—1s not contemptible. My fortune—

God bless you, 8ir, with your fortune.

—Is not inconsiderable. My morals—

Pray, Sir Hargrave! Why this enumeration to
me?

—Arec as unexceptionable as those of most young
men of fashion in the present age.

[I am sorry if this be true, thought I to myself.]

You have reason, I hope, Sir, to be glad of that.

My descent—

Is honourable, Sir, no doubt. .

My temper is not bad. I am thought to be 2 man
of vivacity, and of cheerfulness.—1 have courage,
madam—And this should have been seen, had I
found reason to dread a competitor in your favour.

T thought you were enumerating your good qua-
lities, Sir Hargrave.

Courage, madam, magnanimity in a man, ma-
dam— ' .

Are great qualities, Sir. Couragetin a right cause,
I mea.n? Mzgnanimity, yoS knl:vg, Bir, is greatness
of mind.

And so it is; and I hope—

And I, Sir Hargrave, hope you hgve great reason
to be satisfied with your-self: l’;ut it would be very
grievous to me, if T Lud not the libefty so to act, so
to govern myself, in essential peints, as should leuve
me as well satisfied with my-self. -

This, 1 hope, moy be the case, madam, if voi



166 THE HISTORY OF

encourage my passion: and let me assure you, that
no man breathing ever loved a woman as I love you.
My person, my fortune, my morals, my descent, my
temper (a man in such a case ¢s this may be allowed
to do himself justicc) all unexccptionable; let me
die if I can account for your-~your—your refusal of
me in so pcremptory, in so unceremonious a man-
ner, slap-dash, as I may say; and not one objection
to make, or which you will condescend to make!

You say, Sir, that you Jove me above all women:
would you, can you, be so little nice, us to wish to
marry a woman who does not prefer you to all men?
—If you are, let me tell you, Sir, that you have
assigned a reason against yourself, which I think I
ought to Jook upon as conclusive.

make no doubt, madam, that my behaviour to
you after marriage, will induce you, in gratitude as

well as justice, to prefer me to all men. s

Your bebaviour after marriage, Sir!—Never will
I trust to that, where—

Where what, madam?

No need of cntering into particulars, Sir. You
sec that we cannot be of the same mind. You, Sir
Hargrave, have no doubt of your merit—

I know, madam, that 1 should make it the business
as well as pleasure of ny life, to deserve you.

You value yourself upon your fortune, Sir—

Ouly as it gives me power to make you happy.

Riches never yet, of themselves, made any-bod,
happy. I have alrcady as great a fortune as I wish
for.  You think yourself police.—

Polite, madam!—And [ hope—

_ The whole of what I mean, Sir Hargrave, is this:
ou have a very high opinion of yourself: you may
ave reason for it; since you must know yourself,

and your own heart, better than I can pretend to

do: but would you, let me ask you, make choice of
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a woman for a wife, who frankly owns, that she
cannot think so highly, as you imagine she ought to
think of you!—In justice to yourself, Sir—

. By my soul, madam, haughtily, you are the only
woman who could thus—

Well, Sir, perhaps I am. But will not this singu-
larity convince you, that I can never make you
happy, nor you me? . You tell me, that you think
highly of me; but if I cannot think so highly of you,
pray, Sir, let me be intitled to the same freedom
in my refusal that governs you in your choice.

He walked about the room; and gave himself airg
that shewed greater inward than even outward emo-
tion, .

I'had a mind to leave him; yet was not willing to
withdraw abruptly, intendinfg, and hoping, to put an
end to all his expectations for the future. T there-
fore in a manner asked for leave to withdraw.

I presume, Sir, that nothing remains to be said
but what may be said before my cousins. And, cour-
tesiy"ling, was going.

e told me with a passionate air, that he was half-
distracted; and complaincd of the use I made of the
power I had over him. And as I had near opened
the door, he threw himself on his knees to me against
it, and undesignedly hurt my finger with the lock.

He was grieved. I made light jof it, though in
pain, that hg. might not have an: opportunity to
Hlourish upon it, and to shew a tenflerness which I
doubt is not very natural to him. -

How little was T aflected with his: kneeling, to
what I was with the same posture -in Sir Rowland!
Sir Hargrave supplicated me as ‘before. I was
forced in answer to repeat some af*the same things
that I had said before. ’

I would fain have parted civilly. He would not.
permit me to do so. Though he wad on his knees, he
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“mungled ion, and even indirect menaces, with
his nupplmons. I was forced to declare, that I
_“never more would receive his visits. -
"+ This declaration he vowed would make him despe-
' tﬁ;;aned he c»,re«%1 not what became of him.
I often begged him to rise ; but to no purpoese, till
I declared that I would stay no Jonger witpix ﬁﬁ and
then he'arose, rapt out an oath or two ; again called
_ 3ae proud and ungrateful ; and fellowed me into the
other room to my cousins, He-could hardly be civil
to them: he*w two or three turns sbout the
aoom; at last, Forgive me, Mr. Reeves, forgive me,
Mrs Reeves, said he, bowing to them ; more stiffly
to me—And you forbid my future visits, madam, said
ke, with a face of malice. - .
-+ 1o, gir; mdmth:‘lt for both aur sakes. You have.
greatly discomposed me. ‘
., N e:}:t time, madam, L hawe the-honour of attending
mit will be, 1 hope—[be stopt 2 mowent,-but still
aoking fiercely] to a happier puipose. And away he
. went. . o v, = -
" . Mr. Recves was offended with him, and discour-
ed mo not in my resolution to avoid receiving
has future visits. You .will now therefore hear v
ﬁtﬂxfeeihrm“ in my lettersof this Sir Hargrave lgly-
) le . . . . ‘ -
Axd yet I wish I do mot see him very soon. - But
it will be in company endugh if I do ; at the masque-
. rade, I mvean, to<morrow night ; for henever misses
going to such entertainments. ; .

Our dresses.are ready. Mr. Reeves i to be a.
hermit ; Mus;-‘Rewves & nun; Lady Betty a lady gbs
bess: but T by no means like mine, because of ¥4
gaudiness : the very thing I was afraid of. - ..

They call it the dress of an Arcadian princess:
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but it falls not in with any of my notions .of the
pastoral dress of Arcadia.

A white Paris net sort of a cap, glittering with
‘spangles, and incircled by a chaplet of artificial
flowers, with a little white feather perking from the
left ear, is to’be my head-dress.

My masque is Venetian, ‘

My hair is to be complimented with an
ance, because of its natural ringlets, as they c y
curls, and to shade my neck.

Tucker and ruffies blond lLace.

My shape is also said to be consulted in thiy
dress. A kind of waistcoat of blue satin trimmed
with silver point d’Espagne, the skirts edged with
silver fringe, is made to sit close.to my wmist by
double clasps, a small silver tassel at the cnd of
each clasp; all set off with buglcs and spangles,
which make a mighty glitter.

But I am to be allowed a kind of scarf of white
Persian silk; which, gathered at the top, is to be
fustened to my shoul ers, and to fly loose behind
me.

Bracelets on my arms.

They would have given me a crook; but I would
not submit to that. It would give me, 1'said, an
air of confidence to aim to manage it with any tole- _
rable freedom ; and T was apprehensive, that I'should
not be theught to want #fat fromjthe dress itself.
A large Indisn fan was ndt imprgper for the ex-
pectc. warmtb of the place and ‘that contented

My petticoat is of blue satin, trim ‘Zed and fringed
as my waistcoat. I am not to ha  that is
perceivable. They wore not hoons i Ar

What a s rklm ﬁﬁre shall T make! Had tie
ball been w] t they calla sl.ﬂ)smpudn ball, at which
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people dress with more glare than at a common one,
this dress would have been more tolerable.

But they all say, that I shall be kept in counte-
nance by masques as extravagant, and even more’
ridiculous.

Be that as'it may, I wish the night was over. I
dare say, it will be the last diversion of this kind I
ever shall be at ; for I never had any notion of mas-
querades. ]

Expect particulars of all in my next. I reckon
{:‘u will be* impatient for them. But pray, my

cy, be fanciful, as I sometimes am, and let me
know how you think every-thing will be before-
hand ; and how many pretty-fellows you imagine, in
this dress, will be slain by your

- HARRIET BYRON.

LETTER XXIIIL

MR, REEVES TO GEORGE ‘SELBY, ESQ.
DEAR MR. SELBY, . Fiday, February 17,

No one, at present, but ‘yourself, must see the con-
sents of what I am going to write. -

You must not be too much surprised.

But how shall I tell you the news; the dreadful
news?—My wife has been evet since three this
morning in violent hysteries upon it.

. You must not—But how shall I say, yox must not,
be too much affected, when we are unable to sup-
port ourselves? . .

O my cousin Selby!—We know not what is be-
come of our dearest Miss Byron!

I will be as particu}'ar as my grief and surprise
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will allow. There is a necessity for it, as you will
find. s :
ﬁrsMr. Greville, as'I apprzhend—But to particular:

t. . ' .

We were last night'at the ball in thé Hay-market.

The chairmen Wio carried the dear creature, and
who, as well as our chairmen, were engaged for' the
x}ight, were inveigled away to drink somewhere.
They promised Wilson, my cousin’s scrvant, to
return in half an hour. N :

It was then but little more than twelve.

Wilson waited near two hours, and they not re.
turning, he hired a chair to sui)[‘;ly their place. ~

Between two and three, we all agreed to go heme.
The dear creature was fatigued with the notice
every-body tock of her.  Every-body aduired Ter.
She wanted to go before ; but Lady Detty prevailed
on her to stay a little longer. .

I waited on her to her chair, and saw her in it be-
fore I attended Lady Betty and my wifg.to theirs.

I saw that neither the chair, nor chairmen,
were those who brought her. I asked the meaning;
and received the above particulars after she was-in
the chair. ] ’

She hurried into it because of her dress, and
being warm, and no less than fouri gentlemen fol-
lowing her to the very chair. ' '

It was then near three.”

I orderedt Wilson to bid the chaiimen stop whea
they had got out of the crowd, tifl Lady Betty’s
chair and minz, and my wife’s, joined them. :

I suw her chair move, and Wilson yith his lighted
flambeaux before it ; and the four misques who fol-
lowed her to the chair return into the house.

When our_servants could not find that -her chair
had stopt, we supposed that.in the hurry, the fellow
heard not my orders; and directed our chairmen to
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ed; not doubting but we should find her got
ome before us. - )

We had before agreed 40 bé carried directly
home : declining Lx:fyr Betty’s invitation to resume
our own dresses at her house, where we dressed for
the ball.

We were very much surprised at finding her not
arrived : but concluding, that, by mistake, she was

. carried to Lady Betty’s, and was there egpecting us,
we gent thither immediately. - '

But, good Ged ! what was our consternation, when
the servants brought us word back, that Lady Betty
had not either seen or heard of her! )

Mr. Greville, as I apprehend—

But let me give you all the lights on which I

nd my surmises.

Last night Lady Betty Williams had a hint given
her, as she informed me at the masquerade, tha
Mr. Greville, who took leave of my cousin on Tues?
day evening in order to set out for Northampton-
shire the next morning, was neither gone, nor in-
tended to go; being, on the contrary, resolved to
continue in town perdue, in order to watch my
cousin’s visiters.

He had indeed tald her, that she would have half
2 dozen spies upon her; and threw out some hints
of jealousy of two of her visiters. -

-Sir Hargrave Pollexfen in 2 harlequin dress was
at the : he soon discovered our lovely-tousin,
and netwithstanding his former ill-nature on being
n;liected by her, addressed her with the politeness
of a man accustomed to public places.

He found me out at the side-board a little before
we went off; and asked me, if 1 had not secn Mr.

. Greville there? 1 said; No.

He asked me, if 1 had not observed a masque dis-

tinguished by & hroad-brimamed half-slouched hat,
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with a high flat crown, a short black cluak, a dark
lantern in his hand, Lolding it up to cvery one’s
wmasque ; and who, he said, was saluted by every-
body as Guido Vaux ? Thuat person he said was Mr.
Greville.

1 did indeed observe this person; but recollected
not, that he had the air of Mr. Greville ; but thought
him a much more bulhky man. But that, as he in-
tended ﬁavc it supposed he had loft the town,
mtight be Basily managed.

Mr. Greville, you hnow, is a man of enterprize.

e came to town, having professedly no other
material busmess but to give gbstruction to my
cousin’s visiters. He saw she had two new ones.
e talked at first of staying in town, and partakihg
of its diversions, and even of bespeahing a new
equipage.

But all of a sudden, though expecting Mr. Fen-
wich would come up, he pretended to leave the
town, and to set out directly for Northamptonshire,
without having obtained any concession from my
cousin in his favour.

Laying all these circumstances together, I think
it is h.mﬁy to be doubted, but Mr. Greville is at the
bottom of this black affair.

You will therefore take such steps on these lights
as your prudence will suggest to you. If Mr. Gre-
ville_is not come down—If Mr.+«Fenwick—what
woull I say? . ‘

The less noisc, however, the affaic miakes, till we
can come at certainty, the better.

How I dread what that certaintyfmay be !—Dear
creature ! ¢

But I am sure you will think it aflvisable to keep
this dreadful aftair from her grandmother.
And I hope your good lady—Yet &er prudent ade
vice may be necessary.

Q3
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I have six people out at different parts of the
town, who are to make enquiries among chairmen,
coachmen, &c. '

Her new servant cannot be a villain—What can
one say ?—What can one think?

We have sent to his sister, who keeps an inn in
Smithfield. She has heard nothing of him.

I have sent after the chairmen who carried her to
this cursed masquerade. Lady Betty’sighairmen,
who had provided the chairs, knew them, and théir
number. They were traced with a fare from White’s
to Berkeley-square.

Something may be discovered by means of those
fellows, if they were tampered with. They are
afraid, I suppose, to come to demand their but half-
earned money. Woe be to them if they come out to
be rascals!

I had half & suspicion of Sir Hargrave, as wclb
from the character -given us.of him by a friend of
mine, as because of his unpolite behaviour to the
dear creature on her rejecting him: and sent to his
house in Cavendish-square, to know if hc were at
home; and if he were, at what time he returned
from the ball. -

Answer was brought, that he was in bed, and
they supposed would wet be stirring till dinner-time,
when he e:t(ﬁected company: and that he returned
not from the ball till between four and ﬁv& this
morning. : .

We sent to Mr. Greville’s lodgings. He has ac-
tually discharged them ; and the people think (as he
‘told them so) that he is set out for the country.
But he is master of contrivances enough to inknage
this. There ¢an be no theaght that ke Would pive
out otherwise to‘them, than he did to us. Happy!
had we found him not gone.

Mr. Greville must be the man?
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You will 'be 50 good, as to dispatch the bearer
instantly with what information can be got about.
Mr. Greville.
Ever, ever yours!
ARCUOIBALD REEVRS.
*‘

LETTER XXIV.
"MR. SELBY TO ARCIIBALD REEVES, ESQ.
[In answer 1o the preceding.]
Saturday, Febrnary 18,
O Mr. Reeves!-=Dear swect child!—Flower of the
world !—

But how could I keep such dreadftl tidings within

m%-l wn breast ?—
ow couild T coniceal my consternation ’-Mywnfe :
saw it. She would know the cause of it. ’

I could not tell her the fatal news—Fatal news in«
deed! It will be immediate deathto her poor grand-
mother— .

We must keep it from her s, 1ong as we can -
But keep it from her !—And s the dearest creature'
spirited away>—O Mr. Reeves !— ,

I gave my wife your letter. She. ﬁnnbed away,
before she had read it through.

Mas{uerades, I have generally hdard !ald were
miore gilly than wicked : but'they archow, I am con-
vinced, the most profligate of all divegsions. .

Almost distracted, cousin !—You n y well be so:
we shll'dll be guite distracted:wDear] dear creature!
‘What may she ndt have suffered by thjstifte ?

Why parted we with such a jewel ofit-df our sight?

You would not be denied: you wosld have her to
thaf cursed town.



156 THE HISTORY OF

Some damned villain, to be sure!—Greville it is
not.
Greville was seen late last night, alighting at his
own house from a post-chaise. He had nobody with
him. W

In half an*hour, late as it was, he sent his com-
pliments to us t¢ let us know that he had left the
dear child well, and (in his usual style) happicr than
. she would mak«zgxim. He knows that our lives are
bound up in hers.

Find out whergshe is: and find her safe and well:
or we will nevef forgive thosc who were the ¢ause of
her going to London.

Dear soul! She was over persuaded !—She was not
fond of going! '

The sweetest, obliging creature '—What is now
become of her!—What by this time may she not
have suffered \— ®

Search every-where—But you will, no doubt!—
Suspect every-body—This Lady Betty Williams—
Such a plot must have a woman in it. 'Was she not
Sir Hargrave’s friend 2—This Sir Hargrave—Gre-
ville it could not be. Had we not the proof T men-
tioned, Greville, bad as he is, could not be such a
villain,

The first moment you have any tidings, bad or
good, spare no expence—

. om e

Greville was this moment here. %

We could not see him. We did not let him know

the matter.

.He is gone away, in great surprise, on the ser-

vpnts telling him that we had received some bad
“ews, which made us unfit to sce any-body. The
scrvants could not tell him what : yet they all guess
by {vour livery, and by our grief, that something has
befallen their beloved young lady. They are ail in-
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tears—and they look at us, when they attend us, with
such inquisitive, yet silent grief!—We are speechless
before them ; and tell them our wills by metions, and
not by words.

Good God!—After so many happy years !-—Ha.pgy
in ourselves ! to be at last in so short a time made the
most miserable of wretches !

But this had not been, if—But no more—Good
God of heaven, what will become of poor Mrs.
Shirley!—Lucy, Nancy, will go distracted—But no
mere—Hasten lyour next—And forgive this dis-

tracted letter. I know not what I have written. -But
tam Yours,
GEORGE SELBY.
m—
LETTER XXV.

MR. REEVES TO GEORGE SELBY, ESQ.
[In continuation of Letter XXII1.]

Lapy Betty’s chairmen have found out the first
chairmen. .

The fellows were made almost dead drunk. They,
are sure something was put into their liquor. They.
have been hunting after the footmen, who enticed
them, and drank them down. They describe their
livery to be brown, trimdied and turned up with
yellow; and are in the service of a merchant’s relict,
who lives either in Mark-lane, or Mincing-lane; they
forgot which: but have not yet been ahle to find
them out. Their lady, they said, was -at the mas-
-querade. They were very officious to scrape ac-
quaintance with them. We know noj any-botfy who
gives this livery: so no. lights can be obtained by
this part of the information. A cursed decp-laid
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villany !—The fellows are resolved, they say, to find
out these fostmen, if above ground ; and tfl,e chair-
men who were hired on their failure.

Every hour we have one messenger or other re-
turning with soinething to say; but hitherto with
nothing to the purpose. This has kept me within.
O Mr. Selby, I know not what to direct! 1 know
not what to do! I send them out again as fast as
]they return: yot rather shew my despair, than iy
1ope.

PSurcl this villany must be Mr. Greville’s,
Though I have but just dispatched away my servant
to you, I am impatient for his return.

wiil write every hour, as any-thing offers, that I
may have a letter ready to send you by another man,
the moment we hear any thing. . And yet I expect
not to hear any-thing material, but from you,

We begin to suspect the servant (that Wilsom)
whom my cousin so lately hired. Were /e clear of
the matter, cither he, or the chairmen he hired,
must have been heard of. He would have returned.
They could not all three be either murdered or se-
creted.

These cursed masquerades !—Never will I—

* %

*

O Mr. Selby! Her servam is, must be a villain!—
Sarah, my dear cousin’s servant (my poor wife can
think of nothing. She is extremely ill) Sarah took it
into lier head to have:the specious rascal’s trunk
broke open. 1t felt light, and he had talked, but the
night before, of his stock of clothes and linen, to the
other servants.  There was nothing of valuc found in
it; not of sir-pence value. The most specious villain,
ifa vilain. lvery-bedy liked him. The dear crea-
ture herself was pleased with him. He knew every
thing and every-body—Cursed be he for his adroit-
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ness and knowledge! We had made too many cn-
quiries after a servant for her. ) -

Eleven o'clack.

I am just returned from Swmithfield. From the vil-
lain’s sister. He comes out to bhe a villain—This
Wilson I mean—A practised villain !

The woman shook her head at the enquiry which
I made, half out of breath, after what was become
of him. She was afraid, she said, that all was not
right : but was sure her brother had not robbed.

He had been guilty, I said, of a villany that was
a thousand times worse than robbery.

She was inquisitive about it; and 1 hinted to her
what it was. N

Her brother, she said, was a young man of parts
and understanding, and would be glad, she was sure,
of getting a livelihood by honest services. It was a
sad thing that there should be such masters in the
world, as would put servants upon bad practices.

I asked after the character of that Bagenhall,
whose service her brother last lived in? and impru-
dently I threatened her brother.

Ah, Sir! was all the angger she made, shaking
her head. =

]I' repeated my question, Who was that Bagen-
hall ?— .

Excuse me, Sir, said she. I will give no other
answer, till I hcar whether my brotheér’s life may be
in danger or not. She abhorred, she said, all base
practices a8 much as any-body could do; and she
was sorry for the lady, and for me.

I then offered to be the making ¢f her brother,
were it possible to engage him before any violenco
was done to the lady. I asked, If sBe know where
to send to him?

Indeed she did not.  She dared to say, she should
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not liear of him for onc while, Whenever he had
been drawn in to assist in any out-of-the-way pranks

[sce, Mr. Selby, a practised villain !] he kept away
from her till all was blown over. Those who would
take such steps, she feared, would by this time have
done the mischief. .

How I raved!

- Yoffered her money, a handsome sum, if she would
tell me what she knew of that Baienhull, or of any
of her brother’s employers: but she refused to say
one wotd more, till she knew whether her brother’s
life were likely to be affected or not.

I left her, and hastened home, to enquire after
what might have. happened in my absence : but will
soon see her agiin, in hopes she may be wrought
upoh to drop some hints, E'y which sothething may
be discovered-—But all this timme, What may be the
fate of the deur sufferer!—I cannot bear my gwn
thoughts! ‘

Lady Betty is inexpreasibly grieved— -

. 1imave dispatched a inan and horse (God knows to
what purpese) to a friend I have at Reading, to get
him to enquire after the character of this Bagenhall,
‘There is such a manaed he is a man of pleasure, as
Sir John Allestree mec—Accursed villain,
this Wilson! He could gpt bear with his master’s
constant bad hours, and profligate course of life, as
he told our servants, and Mrs. Sarah !—Specious
fmpostor! B .

Oaze o’clock,

Lady Betty’s chairmen have found out, and
brought with them, one of the fellows whom that
vile Wilson kired. The other was afraid te come. I
bave secured this fellow: yet he seems to be inge-
nuous: and I have promised, that if he prove inno-

“acent, hee shall be rewarded instead of being punished;
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and the two chairimen, on this promise, are gone to
try to prevail upon his partner to come, were it but
to relcase the other, as both insisted upon their in-
noecence, :

And now will you be imptaicnt to know what ac-
count this fellow gives. )

O Mr. Selby! The dear, dear creature—But be-
tore I can proceed, 1 must recover my eyes.

Two o’clock.

This fellow’s name is Macpherson. His partner’s
M<Dermot. This is Macpherson’s account of the
atter.

Wilson hired them to carry his young lady to
Paddington—To Paddington! A vile dog!— ~

They objected distance and danger ; the latter, as
Macpherson owns, to heighten the value of the ser-
vice.

As to the danger, Wilson told him, they would be
met by three others of his fellow-servants, armed, at
the first fields : and as ta the distance, they would be
richly rewarded ; and he gave them a crown apiece
earnest, and treated them besides with brandy.

To prevent their curiosity, and entirely to remove
their (fiﬁiculties, the villain told them, that his young
lady was an heiress, and had agreed to go off from
the masquerade with her lover: but ?at the gentle-
man would not appear to them till she came to the
very house, to which she was‘to be conveyed.

She thinks, said the hellish villain, that she is to be
carried to May-Fair chapel, and to be married di-
rectly; and that the minister (unseajonable as the
hour is) will be there in readiness. yut the gentle-
man, who is a man of the utmost hnour, intends
first to try whether he cannot obtai her friends’
consent. So when she finds her way lengthened, pro-
ceeded the vile wretchi,she will perhaps be frightened,

VOL. IX, R ’ .
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and will ask mé questions. 1would not fof the world

. disoblige her ; but here she must be cheatod for her

" own sake: and when all is over, will value me the’
more for the innocent imposture. But whatever or-
ders she may give you, o e none but mink, and
follow me, You shall be richly rewarded, repeated
the miscreant. Should she even cry out, mind it not:
she is full of fears, and hardly holds in one mind for
an hour together. .

He farther cautioned them not to answer any
questiens which might fossibly be asked of them, by-
the person who should conduct his young lady to
her chair; but refer to himeelf: and in case any other
chairs were to go in companf{ with hers, he bid them
fall behind, and follow his flambeau. -

“Macpherson says, that she drew the curtains close
* (because of her dress, no doubt) the moment I had
left her, after seeing her in the chair. s

The fellows, thus prepossessed and instructed,

speeded away, without stopping for our chairs. Yet
my cousin must have heard me give that direction.
- They had- carried her a great way before she
called out: and ther she called three times before
they would hear her: at the third time they stopt,
‘am{her servant asked her commands. Where am I,
William? Just at home, Madam, answered he.
Surely you have taken a strange round-about way.
We are come about, said the rascal, on purpoxe to
avoid the crowd of chairs and coaches.

They proceeded onwards, and were joined by
three men, as Wilson had told them they would;-
but they fancied one of them to be a gentleman ; for
he was.muffled up in a cloak, and had a silver-hilted
sword in his'hms: but he spake not. . He gave no
directions : und all three kept aloof, that they might
not be seen by her.

At Marybone, she again called out ; William, Wil-
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liam, said she, with vehemcnce: the Lord have
merey upon me! Where are you going to carry me?
Chairmen, stop! Stop, chairmen! Set me down !—
William !—Call my servant, chairmen !{—

Dear soul! Her servant! Her devill

The chairmen called him. They lifted up the
head. The side-curtains were still drawn, and
M<Dermot stood so close, that she could not see far
before her.  Did you not tell me, said the villain to
them, that it was not far about ?—See how you hgve
{"righted my lady!—Madam, we are now almost. at

ome.

They proceeded with her, saying, they had indeed
mistaken their way; but they were just there, and
hurried on.

She then undrew the side-curtains—Good Geod of
heaven protect me ! they heard her say—1I am in the
midst o1 fields—They were then at Lissom Green.

They heard her pray; and Macpherson said, he
began then to conclude, that the lady was too much
frightencd, and ¢o0 pious to be in a love-plot.

But, nevertheless, beckoned by their villanous
guide, they hurried on: and then she screamed auit,
and happening to see onc of the threc- men, she
begged his help for God’s sake.

The fellow blustered at the chajrmen, and hid
them stop. Shc asked for Grosvenor Stroet. She
was 0 be carried, she said, to Grossenor Street.

She was just there, that féllow said—It can’t be,
Sir! it can’t be !'—Don’t I see fields all about me?—
I am in the midst of fields, Sir.

Grosvenor Square, madam, replied that villain ; the
trees and garden of Grosvenor Squgre.

What a strange way have you cofne about, cried
her miscreant! And then trod owt his flambeau;
while another fellow took the chajrmen’s lantern
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fiom them; und ‘they had only a little glimmering

stir-light to guide them.

. She,_then, poor dear soul! screamed so dismally,

that Macpherson said, it went to his heart to hear
‘her;” But they following Wilson, who told them they
~were just lunded, that was his word, he led them up
.’ @long garden-walk, by a back way. One of the three
‘mien having got before, opened the garden-ddor, and
‘held it in his hand ; and by the time they got to the

house to which the garden seemed to belang, the
-dear creature ceased screaming. : -

They too well saw the cause, when they stopt with
her. She was in a fit.

‘Two women, by the assistance of the person in the
cloak, helped her out, with great seeming tenderness.
They said something in praise of her beauty, and
expressed themselves concerned for her, as if the
were afruid she was past recovery: which apparent_é
startled the nman in the cloak.

Wilson entered the house with those who carried
in the dear creature; but soon came out to the chair-
men. They saw the man in the cloak (who hung
about the villain and hugged him, as in joy) give the
rascal money; who then J)ut a guinea into each of
their hands; and conveyed them through the garden
ngain, to the door at which th®y entered; but refused
them light, even so much as that of their own candle
and lantern. However, he sent -another man with
them, who led them over rough and dirty by-ways
into a path that pointed J.ondon-ward ; but plainly
so much about with design to make it difficukt for
them to find out the place again.

* %

The other fellow is brought hither. He tells ex-

actly the same story. .
T asked of both, what sort of a man he in the cloak
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was: but he so carefully muffled himself up, and so
little appeared to them, either walking after them,
or at the house, that 1 could gain no light from their
description. .

On their promise to be forth-caming, I have suf~
fered them to go with Lady Betty’s chairmen to try
if they can trace out their own footsteps, and find
the place. .

ow many hopeless things must a man do, in an
exigence, who knows no::k what is right to be dong!
. * -

T have cnquired of Lady Betty, who it was that told
her, Mr. Greville was not ¢ out of town, but, n-
tended to lie perdue ; and @ named her informant.
I asked how the discourse came in? ‘She owned, a
little awkwardly. 1 asked whether that lady knew =
Mr. Greville? She could not say whether she did, or
oot . - % A
I went to that lady: DMrs. Preston, in New Bondl -
Street. She had her intelligence, she told me, fram
Sir Hargrave Pollexfed ; who had hinted to her, that
he should take such notice of Mr. Greville, as might
be attended with consequenees; and she was the rea-
dicr to intimate this tﬁ%@({yﬁgny, in order to. pre-
vent mischief. v o

Now, Mr. Selby, as the intimation that the dark-
lantern figure. gt the masquerade wag Mr. Greville,
came {ront Sir Hargrave, and nobody clse; and we
saw nothipg of him ourselves; how do we know—
And yet Mr. Greville intended that we should be-
lieve him to be out of town.—Yet evep that intima-
tion came from Sir Hargrave—Andy furthermorc,
was it not likely that he would take uch care to
conceal himself from Sir Hargrave, gs from us?—
But I will go inetantly to Sir Hargravé’s house. Ile
was to dine at home, and with company. If I cannot

. R3 :
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. gee him; if he should be absent—But no more till I.
return. .
* % :
O Mr. Selby! I believe I have wronged Mr. Gre-
“ville. The dear soul, I am afraid, is fallen into even
worse hands than his. .
. I went to Sir Hargrave’s house. “He was not at
home. He was at home. He had company with him.
He was not to be spoken with. These were the dif-
ferent answers given me by his porter, with as much
confusion as I had impatience; and yet it was evident
to me, that he had his lesson given him. In short, I
have reason to think, that Sir Hargrave came not
home all night. The man in the cloak, I doubt, was
he. Now does all that Sir John Allestree said of the
malicious wickedness of this devilish man, and his
arragant behaviour to our dear Miss Byron, on her
rejecting him, come fresh into my memory. And
she, can she be, fallen into the power of such a man?
~Rather, much rather, may my first surmises prove
true. Greville is surely (exceptionable as he is) a
better man, at least a better-natured man, than this;
and he can have no thouglhits less honourable than
marriage : but this villain, if he be the villain—I can-
not, I not, pursue theihought.
. »

The four chairmen are just returned. They think
they have found the place ; but having gained some
intelligence (intelligence which distracts me!) they
hurried back for directions.

They had agked a neighbouring alehouse-keeper,
if there were not a lo;?dgnrden (belonging to the
house they susgected ‘and a back-door.out of it to &
dirty lane ‘and fields. He answered in the affirmative.
The front of this house faces the road.

They called for some*hot liquors; and asked the
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landlord after the owners. He knew nothing of harm
of themn, he said, They had lived there near a twelve-
month in reputation. The family consisted of awidow,
whose name is Awberry, her son, and two daughters.
The son {a man of about thirty years of age) has a
place in the Custom-house, and only came down on
a Saturday, al went up on Monday. But an odd
circumstance, he said, had alarmed him that very
morning.

He was at first a little shy of telling what it was.
He loved, he said, to mind his own business : what
other people did was nothing to him: but, at last, he
told them, that about six o’clock in the morning he
was wahked by the trampling of horses; and looking
out of his window, saw a chariot-and:six, and three
or four men on horsgback, at the widow Awberry’s
door. He got up. footmen and coachmen were
very hush, not calling for a drop of liquor, though his
doors were open: &/Mare instance, he said, where
there were so many men-servants together, and a
coachman one of them. This, he said, could not but
give a greater edge to his curiosity.

About seven o’clock, one of the widow’s daugh-
ters came to the door, with & lighted candle in her
hand, and directed the chariot to drive up close to
the house. The alchousc-keeper then slipt into an,
arbour-like porch, next door to the widow’s ; where
he had not becn three minutes before he saw two
persons come to the door ; tht one a tall gentleman
m laced clothes, who had his arms about the other, a
person of middling stature, wrapt yp in a scarlet
cloak ; and resisting, as one in gregt distress, the
other’s violence, an%l begging not to Be put into the
thariot, in a voice and accent that evidently shewed
it was a woman. H

The gentleman made vehement protestations of
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hanour; but lifted the lady into the chariot. She
struggled, and seemed to be in agonics of grief; and .
on being lifted in, and the gentleman gaing in after
her, she screamed out for help ; and he observed in
the struggling, that she had on, under her cloak,
a silver-laced habit [the masquerade habit, no
-doubt 1]: her screaming grew fainter and fainter,
_and her voice sounded to him as if her mouth were
stopped : and the gentleman scemed to speak high,
-as 1f he threatened her.

:Awaydrove the chariot. The scrvants rode after it.

In ag'out half an hour, a coach and four came to
the midow’s' door ; the widow and her two daughters
wetrb«into it, and it took the same road.

The alehouse-keeper had afterwards the curiosity
to ask the maid-servant, an ignorant country wench,
whither her mistresses went so early in the morning?
She answered they were gone to'Windsor, or thas

way, and would not return, she believed, in a week.

O this damned Sir Hargrave! He has a house
upon the forest. Ihave no doubt but he is the villain.

ho knows what injuries she might have sustained
before she was forced into the chariot ?— God give
me patience ! Bear soul ! Her pra;lers! Her strug-
gling! Her crying out for help! Her mouth stopt!
O the villain! -

I have ordered as many men and horscs as two of
my friends can furnish me with, to be added to
of my own { we shall be nine in all) to get rcady with
all speed. Iwill pursue the villain to the world’s end,
but I will find him. :

Qur first course shall be to his house at Windser.
If we find him not tbere, we will proceed to that
Bagenhall’s, near Reading.

It would be but losing time, were I to go now to
Paddington, And whep. the vile widow and ber
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daughters are gone from home, and only an ignorant
wench left, what can we learn of her more than is
already told us?

I have, however, accepted Lady Betty’s offer of
her steward’s going with the two chairmen, to get
what farther intelligence he can from Paddington,
against my return.

1 shall take what I have written with me, to form
from it a letter less hurrying, less alarming, for your
perusal, than this that I have written at such snatches
of time, and under such dreadful uncertainties, would
be to you, were I to send it ; that is to say, if I have
time, and if I am able to write with any certainty——
O that dreaded certainty!

At four in the morning the six men I borrow, and
myself, and two of my servants, well armed, are to
rendezvous at Hyde.Park Corner. It is grievous that
another night must pass. But so many people cannot
be got together as two or three might.

My poor wife has made me promise to take the as-
sistance of peace-officers, wherever 1 find cither the
villain, or the suffering angel.

Where the road parts we shall divide, and enquire
at every turnpike; and shall agree upon our places of
meeting.

I am harassed to dcath: but my mind is the great-
ést sufferer.

' LI TN |

O my dear Mr. Sclhy! We #ave tidings—God be
praised, we have tidings—Not so happy indeed as
were to be wished: yet the dear creagure is living,
and in honourable hands—God be prafged !

Read the inclosed letter directed to fnc.

SIR, ;

Miss Byron is in safe and honourable hands.
The first moment she could give any account of
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herself, she besought me to quiet your heart, and
your lady’s, with this information.

She has been cruelly treated.

Particulars, at present, she cannot give.

She was many hours speechless.

But don’t fright yourselves: her fits, though not
less frequent, are weaker and weaker.

The bearer will acquaint you who my brother is;
to whem you owe the preservation and safety of the
loveliest woman in England; and he will direct you
to a house where you will be welcome with your
lady (for Miss Byron cannot be removed) to con-
vince yourselves that all possible care is taken of
her, by, Sir,

Your humble servant,
Friday, February 17. CHARLOTIFE GRANDISON.

In fits!—Ilas been cruclly treated !—Dlany hours
specchless | —Cannot  be remocved!—Her solicitude,
though hardly herself, for our ease I—Dearcst, dear
creature !'—But you will rejoice with me, my cou-
sins, that she is in such honourable hands.

What I have written must now go. I have na time
to transcribe. .

I have sent to my twoYriends to let them know,
that I shall not have occasion for their people’s assist-
ance. : .

She is at 2 nobleman’s house, the Earl of L. near
“Colnebrooks s, o : .

My wife, harassed and fatigued in mind as she has
becn on this.occasion, .and poorly in health, wanted
to go with me : but it is best first for me to see how

the dear creature is. ' .

I shall set out before day, on horseback. My ser-
vant shall carry with him g portmanteau of things,
ordered by my wife. My cousin must have made a
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strange appearance in her masquerede dress, to her
deliverer.

The honest man who brought the letter [he looks
remarkably so; but had he a less agreeable counte-
nance, he would have been received by us as an an-
gel, for his ha}:];ly tidings ] was but just returned from
Windsor, whither he had been sent early in the
morning, to transact some business, when he was dis-
patched away to us with the welcome letter. He
could not therefore be so particular as we wished
him. What he gathered was from the housekeeper ;
the men-scervants, who were in the fray [a tray there
was!] being gone to town with their master. But,
what we learnt from him, is, briefly, as follows :

His master is Sir Charles Grandison ; a gentleman
who has not been long in England. I have often
heard mention of his tather, Sir Thomas, who died
not long ago. This honest man knew not when to
stop in his mmaster’s praise. He gives his young lady
also an excellent character.

Sir Charles was going to town in his chariot and
six when he met (most happily met!) our distressed
cousin.

Sir Hargrave s the villain!

am heartily sorry for suspecting Mr, Greville.
8ir Charles hid carncst business in tbwn; and he
proceeded thither, after he had rescged the dear
creatare, and committed her to the cafe of his sis-
ter.—Grod fot ever bless him ! §

The vile Sir Hargrave, as the servant understood,
whs wounded. © Sir Charles, it seems, was also hurt.
Thank God it was so slightly, as not t hinder him
from pursuing his journey to town afteg the glorious
act. - i
" YT'would have given the honest mania handsome

ratuity: but he so earnestly besought ghe to excuse
him; declaring that Le was ynder an ghligation to
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the most generous of masters to decline all gifts, that
I was obliged to withdraw my hand.

I will ?eed this away by Richard Fennell. I will
soon send you farther particulars by the post: not
unhappy ones, I hope. )

Excuse, mean time, all that is amiss in a letter the
greatest part of which was written in such dreadful
uncertainty, and believe, that Iwillbe  *

Ever yours,

ARCHIBALD REEVEN.

LETTER XXVI
MR. REEVES TO GEORGE SELBY, ESQ.

DEAR SIR, Saturday, Februar? 18,

1 AmM just returned from visiting my beloved cousin.
You will be glad of every minute particular, as I
can give it to you, relating to this shocking affair ;
and to her protector and his sister. There are not
such another brother and sister in England.
I got o the hospitable mansion by nine this morn-
ing. I enguircd after Migg Byron’s health; and, én
iving in my name, was shewn into a handsome par-
our, elegantly furnished, .
Immediatei‘;r came down to me a very agreeable
young lady; Miss Grandison, I gave her a thousand
thanks for the honour of her letter, and the joyful
information it had given me of the safety of one so
deservedly dear to us. L
She must be an excellent young lady, answered
she. Ihave just left her—You must not sge her
yet— ' .
Ah, madam, said I, and looked surprised and

grieved, I believe— A
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Don’t affright yourself, Sir. Miss Byron will do
very well : but she must be kept quiet. She has had
a happy deliverance—She—

O madam, interrupted I, your generous, your no-
ble brother—

Is the best of men, Mr. Reeves: his delight is in
doing good.— And, as to this adventure, it has made
hiru, I am sure, a very happy man.

But is my cousin, madam, so ill, that I cannot be
allowed to see her for onc moment ?

She is but just come out of a fit. She,fell into it
in the relation she would have made of her story, on
mentioning the villain’s name by whoin she has suf-
fered. She could give only broken and imperfect
accounts of herself all day yesterday, or you had
heard from me sooner. When you see her, you must
be very cautious of what you say to her. We have a
shilful physician, by whose advice we proceed.

God for ever bless you, madam !

He has not long left her. Ile advises quiet. She
has had a very bad night. Could she compose her-
self, could she get a little natural rest, the cure is
performed. Have you breakfasted, Sir?

Breakfusted, madam} My impatignce to sce my
cousin allowed me not to think of breakfast.

You must breakfast with me, Sir. And when that
is over, if she is tolerable, we will acquaint her with
your arrival, and go up together. Izead your impa-
tience, Sir: we will make but a very short break-’
fasting. 1 was just going to breakfi

She rang. It was brought in,

I'longed, I said, as we sat at tea, t§ e acquainted
with the particulars of the happy deliverance.

We avuid asking any questions thag may affect her,
I know very little of the particulars myself. My bro-
ther was in haste to get to town. The servants that
were with him at the time, hardly dismounted: he

L] .
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doubted not but the lady (to whom he referred me
for the gratifying my cunosity{ would be able to
tell me every thing. But she fell into fits, and, as I
told you, was so ill, ‘on the recollection of what she
had suffered—

Good God! said I, what must the dear creature
have suffered !

—That we.thought fit to restrain our curiosity,
and so must you, till we see Sir Charles. I expect
him before noon. .

1 am to}d, madam, that there was a skirmish. I
hope Sir Charles—

hope so too, Mr. Recves, interrupted she. 1
long to see my brother as much as you can de to,
see your cousin—But on my apprehensions, he as-
sured me upon his honour, that he was but very
sligh’dz hurt. Sir Charles is no qualifier, Sir, wher®
he stakes his honour, be the occasion cither light or
serious,

I said, I doubted not but she was very much sur-
prised at a lady’s being brought in by Sir Charles,
and in a dréss so fantastic.

I was, Sir. I had not left my chamber: but

“hastened down at the first word, to receive and
welcome the stranger. My’ maid, out of breath,
burst into my room~—Sir Charles, madam, besecches
{pu this moment to come down. He has saved a
ady from robbers (that was her report) a very fine
lady! and is come back with her. He begs that
you will come down this instant.

I was too much surprised at my brother’s unex-
pected return, and too much affected with the lady’s
visible grief and terror, to attend to her dress, when
T first went down. She was sitting, dreadfully trem-
bling, and Sir Charles next her,.in a very tender
manner, assuring her ofhis and of his sister’s kindest
protection. I saluted her, continued tfie lady: Wel-
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come, welcome, thrice welcome to this house, and
*to me—

She threw herself on onc knee to. me. Distress
had too much humbled her. Sir Charles and I rais- '
ed her to her seat. You sce before you, madam,
said she, a strange creature, and looked at her dress:
but I hope you wil} believe I am an innocent one.
This vile appearance was not my choice. Fie upon
me! I'must be thus dressed out for a masquerade:
Hated diversion! I never had a notion of it. Think
not hardly, Sir, turning to Sir Charles, her hands
clasped and held up, of her whom have so
generously delivercd.  Think not hardly of me, ma-
dam, turning to me: I am not a bad creature. That
vile, vile man!—=She could say no more.

Charlotte, suid my brother, you will make it your
first, care to raise the spirits of this injurcd beauty: .
your next, to take her directions, and inform her’
{riends of her safety. Such an adwirable young lady
as this, cannot be missed an hour, without exciting
the fears o{ all her friends for her. 1 rle\ereat, madam,
that you are in honourable hands. My sister will
have pleasure in obliging you. - . :

She wished to be conveyed to town; but looking at
her dress, I offered her clothes of mine; and my
brother said, if she were very earnegt, and thought -
herself able to go, he would take horse, and leave
the chariot, and he was sure that I would attend -
her thither. -

But before she could declare her acceptance of
this offer, as she scemed joyfully y to do, her
spirits failed her, und she sunk down{at my feet,

Sir Charles just staid to see her cme to herself;

_and then—Sister, said he, the ladyg cannot be re-
moved. Let Dr. Holmes be sent for instantly. 1
- know you will give her your best attendance. T will
be with you before noon te-morrow. The lady is



'ig6 THE HISTORY OF

‘too low, and too weak, to be troubled with questiont
now. Johnson will be back from Windsor. Let him
take her commands to any of her friends. Adicu,
dear’ madam—[ Your cousin, Sir, seemed likely to
faint again] Support yourself. Repeating, You are
in safe and honourable hands ; bowing to her, as she
bowed in return, but spoke notg-Adieu, Charlotte :
and away went the best of brothers.

And God Almighty bless him, said I, wherever
he goes! °

Miss Grandison then told me, that the house I
was in belonged to the Earl of L. who had lately
married her eldest sister: about three months ago,
they set out, she said, to pay a visit to my lord’s
estate and relations in Scotland, for the first time,
and te settle some affairs there : they were expected
back in a week or fortnight : she came down but
last Tuesday, and zkat in order to give directios
for every-thing to be prepared for their reception.
It was happy for your cousin, said she, that I ob-
tained the favour of my brother’s company; and that
he was obliged to be in town this morning. He in-
tended to come back to carry me to town this even-
ing. We are a family of love, Mr. Reeves. We
arc true brothiers and sistcrs—But why do I trouble
you with these things now® We shall be better
aczuninted. I am charmed with Miss Byron.

She was so good as to hurry the breakfast ; and
when it was over, conducted me up stairs, She bid
me stay at the door, and stept gently to the bed-
side, 'and opening the curtain, [i hcard the voice
of our cousin,

Dear madam, what trouble do I give! were her
words.

Still talk of trouble, Miss Byron? answered Miss
Grandison, with an amiable familiarity; you will not
forbear—Will you promise me not to be surprised
at the arrival of your cousin Reeves?™
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I do promise—T shall rejoice to see him.

. Miss Grandisou called to me.—1 approached : and
catching my cousin’s held-out hand.—Thank God,
thank God, best beloved of a hundred hearts! said
I, that once more I behold you! that once more I
see you in safc and honourable hands!—I will not
tell you what we have all suffered.

No, don’t, said she—You need not—But, O my
cousin! I have fallen into the company of angels.

Forbear, gently patting her hand, forbear these
high flights, said the kind lady, or I shall beat my
charming patient. I shall not think you in a way
to he quite well, till you descend.

She whispered me, that the doctor had expressed
fears for her head, if she were not kept quict. Then
raising her voice, Your cousin’s gratitude, Mr.
Recves, is excessive. You must allow me, smiling,
to beat her. When she is wecll, she shall talk of
angels, and of what she pleases.

But, my dear Mr. Selby, we who know how her
heart overflows with sentiments of gratitude, on
every comimon obligation, and even on but intentional
oncs, can easily account for the high sense she
must have of those she lies underfor such a deliver-
ance by the brother, and of such kind treatment
from the sister, both absolute stmnger'p, till her dis-
tresscs threw her into their protection, .

I will only ask my dear MI;ss Byrontore question,
said I (forgetting the cautior given-me below by
Miss Grandison), Whether this villai, by his vio-
lencc—[meant marriage, 1 was to say]
But interrupting me, You shall not I&r. Reeves,
said Miss Grandi smiling, ask hsi' a question,
that may revive disagrecable remembrgnces. Is she
not alive, and here, and in a way to bg well? Have
patience till she is able to tell you all.?

, My cousin was going :osspeak: My #ear, said the

s
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lady, you shall not answer Mr. Reeves’s question, if
it be a question that will induce you to lock back-
ward, At present you must look only forward.
And are you not in my care, and in Sir Charles
Grandison’s protection ?

I have done, madam, said I, bowing—The desire
of taking vengeance— -

Hush, Mr. Reeves!—Surely '—Smiling, and hold-
ing her finger to her lip.

It is a patient’s duty, said my cousin, to submit
to the prescriptions of her kind physician: but were
1 ever to forgive the avthor of my distresses, it must
be for his being the occasion of bringing me into
the knowledge of such a lady: and yet to lic un-

- der the weight of obligations that I never can re-
turn—Here she stopt.

I took this as a happy indication that the last vio-
lence was not offered: if it had, she would not hat
mentioned forgiving the author of her distress.

As to what you say of obligation, Miss Byron,
returped Miss Grandison, let your heart answer for
mine, had you and I changed situations. And if; on
such ‘a supposition, you can think, that your huma-
nity would have been so extraordinary a matter,
then shall you be at liberty, when you are recover-
ed, to say a thousand fine things: till when, pray be
silent on this subject. .

Then turning to me, See how much afraid your
cousin Byron is of lying under obligation. I am
afraid she has a proud heart: has she not a very
proud heart, Mr. Reeves? :

., She has a very grafeful one, madam, rqplied I.

She turned to my cousin: Will you, Miss Byron,
be easy under the obligations you talk of, or will
you not ?

I submit to your superiority, madam, in every
thing, replied my cousin; bowing her head. -
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She then asked me, If 1 had let her friends in the
country know of this shocking affair ?

1 had suspected Mr. Greville, I said, and had
written in confidence to her uncle Selby— .

O my poor grandmamma—O my good aunt Sel-
by, and my Lucy—I hope—

Miss Grandison interposed, humorously, inter-
rupting—I will have nothing said that begins with
0. Indeed, Miss Byron, lglr. Reeves, I will not
trust you together—Cannot you have patience—

We both asked hér pardon. My cousin desired
fcave to rise—But these odious clothes, said she—

If you are well enough, child, replied Miss Gran-
dison, you shall rise, and have no need to see those
odious clothes, as you call them. I told them Mrs.
Reeves had sent her some of her clothes. The
portmantean was ordered to be brought up.

Then Miss Grandison, sitting down on the bed
by my cousin, took her hand; and, feeling her pulse,
Are you sure, my patient, that you shall ot suffer
if you arc permitted to rise? Will you be calm,
screne, easy? Will you banish curiosity? Will you
endeavour to avoid recollection?-

I will do my endeavour, answered my cousin.

Miss Grandison then rung, and a;maid-servant
coming up, Jenny, said she, pray give your best
assistance to my lovely patient.  But’be sure don’t
let her hurry her spirits. I will leadk Mr. Reeves
into my dressing-room. And*when you are dress-
ed, my dear, we will either return to'you here, or
expect you to join us there, at your pleasure.

And then she obligingly conducted me into her
dressing-room, and excused herself f@r refusing to
let us talk of interesting subjects. rejoiced,
said she, to find her more sedate and cdmposed than

itherto she has been. Her head hasibeen greatly
# danger. Her talk, for some hours, when she did
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talk, was so wild and incoherent, and she was so
full of terror, on every one’s coming in her sight,
that I would not suffer any-body to attend her but
myself,

)i left her not, continued Miss Grandison, till ele-
ven: and the housekeeper, and my maid, sat up in
her room all the rest of the night.

‘T arose before my usual time to attend her. I
slept not well myself. I did nothing but dream of
robbers, rescues, and murders: such an impression
ha',ddthe distress of this young lady made on my
mind,

They made me a poor report, proceeded she, of
the night she had passed. And, as I told you, she
fainted away this morning, a little before you came,

-on her endeavouring to give m¢ some account of her

affecting sto

. ¢

Let me tc':?; you, Mr. Reeves, I am as curious ab
ou ‘can be, to know the whole of what has befallen
er. But her heart is tender and delicate: her

“spirits are low ; and we must not pull down with one

hand, what we build up with the other : my brother
also will expect a good account of my charge.

I blessed her for her goodness. And finding her
desirous of knowing all that I could tell her, of our
cousin’s character, family, ¥nd lovers, I gavc her a

. brief history, which extremely pleased her. Good

God, said she, what a happiness is it, that such a
lady, in such a-distress, should mect with a man as
excellent, and as much admired, as herself! My
brother,. Mr. Reeves, can never marry but he must
break half a score hearts. Forgive me, thatT bring
him in, whenever ani“ good person, or thing, er
action, is spoken of. Every-body, I believe, who is
strongly possessed of a subject, makes every-thing
seen, heard, or read of, that bears the least resem-
blance, turn into and serve to ilkuatr%e that subject-



SIR CHARLES GRANDISON, 201

But here 1 will conclude this letter, in order to

send it by the post. Besides, I have been so much

. fatigued in bo Jr and mind, and my wife has also
been so much disturbed in ker mind, that I must
give way to a call of rest.

I will pursue the subject, the now agreeable sub-
ject, in the morning; and perhaps shall dispatch
what I shall farther write, as you must be impatient
for it, by an especial messenger.

Sir Rowland was here twice yesterday, and once
to-day. My wife caused him to be tolg, that Miss
Byron, by a sudden call, has been obliged to go a
little way out of town for two or threc days.

He proposes to set out for Caermarthen the be--
ginning of next week. He hoped he should not be
denied taking his corporal leave of her.

If our cousin has a good day to-morrow, and no
return “of her fits, she proposes to be in town on
Monday. I am to wait on her, and Sir Charles and
his sister, at breakfast on Monday morning, and to
attend her home; where there will be joy indeed,
on her arrival. .

Pray receive for yourself, and make for me to
your lady, and all friends, my compliments of cen-’
gratulation, '

I have not had cither leisure or. inclination, to .
enquire after the villain, who has given all this dis-
turbance. . ¢

Ever, ever yours,
Saturday night. "' ARCHIHALD REEVES.
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LETTER XXVII.

FROM MR, RELVES TO GTORGE SELBY, ESQ.
IN CONTINUATION.

Miss Grandison went to my cousin, to sce how
she bore rising, supposing her ncar dressed.

. She soon returncd to me. The most charming
woman, I think, said she, I ever saw! But she trem-
bles so0, that I have persuaded her to lie down. I
answered for you, that you wauld stay dinner.

I mmust beg excuse, madam. I have an excellent
wife. She loves Miss Byron as her life: she will
be impatient to know—

Well, well, well, say no more, Mr. Reeves: m
brother has redeemed one prisoner, sud his siste
‘has taken another: and glad you may be, that it
48 no worse.

I bowed, and locked silly, I believe.

You may look, and beg and pray, Mr. Reeves.
When you -know me better, you’ll find me a very
whimsical creature: but you must stay to see Sir
Charles. Would you go heme to your wife with
half your errand? She won’t thank you for that,
I can tell you, let her be as good a woman as the
best. But, to comfort you, we give not into.every
modern fashion, We dine earlicr than most:people
of our condition. My brother, though in main,
above singularity, will nevertheless, in things he
thinks right, be governed by his own rules, which
are thelaws of reason and convenience. You are
on I ack ; and, were I you, such good news
as I should have to carry, considering what might
have happened, would ?ive me wings, and make me

th L

fly through the air with it. e
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1 was about to speak: Come, come, I will have.
no denial, interrupted she; I shall have a double
pleasure, if {ou are present when Sir Charles comes,
on hearing his account of what happened. You are
a good man, und have a reasonable quantity of won-
der and gratitude, to heighten a common case into
the marvcllous.  So sit down, and be quiet. .

I was equally delighted and surprised at her hu-
morous raillery, but could not answer a single word.
If it be midnight before you will suffer me to depart,
thought I, I will not make another objection.

ile this amiable lady was thus entertaining
me, we heard the trampling of horses—My bro-
ther! said she, I hope!—Fe comes! pardon the
fondness of'a sister, who speaks from sensible effects
—A father and a brother in onc!

Sir Charles entered the room. He addressed
himself to me in & most polite manner. Mr. Reeves!
said he, as I understand from below—Then turh-
ing to his sister, Excuse me, Charlette. I heard
this worthy gentleman was with you: and 1 was
impatient to know how my fair guest—

iss Byron'¥§ fh a good way, I hope, interrupted

she, but very weak and low-spirited.  She arose and
dressed; but I have prevailed on her to lie dewn
again. ' ;
“Then tarning to me, with a nobk air, ke both-
welcomed and congratulated me.

Sir Charles Grandison is indeed a $ime figure. - He
is in the bloom of youth. 1 den’t knpw that I have
ever seen 8 handsomer or genteeldr man. Well
might his sister say, that if he madfied, he would
break half a score hearts. O this §ile Pollexfen !
thought 1, at the moment; could §e draw upon,
ivas he hurt, such a man as this? .

; After pouring out my acknow nts, in the
wame of several families, as well as’in my own, I
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could not but enquire into the nature of the hurt
he had received.

A very trifle!—My coat only was hurt, Mr,
Reeves. The skin of my left shoulder raked alittle,
putting his hand upon it.

.Thank God, said I: Thank God, said Miss Gran-
dison—But so near /—O the villain! what might it
have been!— . i

Sir Hargrave, pent up in a chariot, had great dis-
advantage. My reflections on the event of yester-
day, yield me the more pleasure, as I have, on en-
quiry, understood that he will do well again, if he
will be ruled. I would not, on any account, have
had his instant death to answer for, But ne more
of this just now. Give me the particulars of the

oung lady’s state of health. I left her in a very
{ad way.—You had advice? . .

Miss Grandison gave her brother an account of all
that had been done; and of every-thit:i that had
passed singe he went away; as also of the charac-
ter and excellencies of the lady whom he had res-
cued. '

I confirmed what she said in my cousin’s favour;
and he very gratefully thanked his sister for her
care, as a man would do fomone the nearest and
dearest to him.

We then besought him to give an account of the
glorious action, which had restored to, all that knew
her, the darling of our hearts.

I will relaté all he said, in the first person, as
nearly in his own words as possible, and will try to
hit tf‘:e coolness with which he told the agreeable
story.

‘r};(ou know, sister, said he, the call I had to town.
It was happy, that I yielded to your importunity to
attend you hither. ‘

¢ About two miles on this side Hounslow, | saw 4 :
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chariot-and-six driving at a great rate. I also had
ordered Jerry to drive pretty fast.

¢ The coachman seemed inclined to dispute the
way with mine. This occasioned a few moments
stop toboth. 1 ordered my coachman to break the
way. IYon’t love to stand upon trifles. My horses
were fresh: I had not come far.
¢ The curtain of the chariot we met, was pulled
down. I saw not who was in it; but on turning
out of the way, I knew, by the arnss, it was Sir Har-
grave Pollexfen’s. -
_¢ There was in it a gentleman, who immediately
pulled up the canvas.
¢ I saw, however, before he drew it up, another
person, wrapt up in a man’s scarlet cloak.
¢ For God’s sake! help, help! cried out the per-
son: For God’s sake, help!
¢ I ordered the coachman to stop.
¢ Drive on, said the gentlem#n; cursing his
coachman: drive on, when I bid you.-
¢ Help! again cried she, but withea voice as if
her mouth was half’ stopt.
< I called to my servant on horseback to stop the
postilion of the other chariot: and I bid Sir Har-
grave’s coachman procecd at his peril. .,
¢ Sir Hargrave called out, on the contrary side
of the chariot, (his canvas being still up ‘on that next
me) with vehement cxecrations, to drige on.
¢ I alighted, and went round to the other side of
the chariot. . :
¢ Again the lady endeavoured to cryiout. I saw
Sir Hargrave struggle to pull over Ner mouth a
handkerchief, which was tied round he§ head. He
swore outrageously. P 4
¢ The moment she beheld me, she sprgad out both,
her hands—For God’s sake— :
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¢ 8ir Hargrave Pollexfen, said I, by the arms.—
You are engaged, I doubt, in a very bad affair.

¢ I am Sir Hargrave Pollexfen; and am carrying
a fugitive wife—Your own wife, Sir Hargrave!

¢ Yes, by G—, said he; and she was going to
elope from me at a damned masquerade—See! draw-
ing uside the cloak, detected in the very dress!

¢Ono! no! no! said the lady—

¢ Procced, coachman, said he, and cursed and
swore. ’

¢ Let me ask the lady a question, Sir Hargrave.

¢ You are impertinent, Sir. Whe the devil are

ou ?

e Are you, madam, Lady Pollexfen? said I.

¢0Ono! no! no!—was all she could say—

¢ Twe of my servants came about me; a third
held the head of the herse on which the postilign
sat. Three of Sir Hargrave’s approached on their
horses ; but seented as if afraid to come too near, and
parleyed together.

¢ Have anteye to those fellows, said I. Some
base work is on foot. You’ll presently be aided hy

assengers, Sirrah, said I to the coachman (for he
ed the herses on) proceed at your peril.

.+ ¢.Sir Hargrave then, with violent curses and
threatenings, ordered him to drive over every one
that oppesed him. - .

¢ Coachman, proceed at your peril, said 1. Ma-
dam, will you— .

¢ Q Sir, Sir, Sir, relieve, help me for God’s sake!
fam in a villain’s hands! Tricked, vilely tricked
into a villain’s hands.’ - Help, help, for God’s sake!

¢ Do you, said I, te Frederick, cut the traces, if
you cannot otherwige stop this chariot. Bid Jerry
cut the reins, and then seize as many of those fel-,

-lows as you can. Leave Sir Hatgrave to me.

. )
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¢ The lady continued screaming and crying out
for help. ; b

¢ Sir Hargrave drew his sword, which he had held
between his knees in the scabbard ; and.then called
upon his servants to fire at all that opposed his pro-

ress.  *

& ¢ My servants, Sir Hargrave, have fire-arms as well
as yours. They will not disiute my orders. Don’t
provoke me to give the wor

¢ Then addressing the lady, Will you, madam,
put yourself into my protection ?

< yes, yes, ycs, with my whole heart—Dear
good Sir, protect me!

¢ I opened the chariot door. Sir Hargrave made
a pass at me. Take that, and be damn’d to you, for
your insolence, scoundrel! said he.

¢ I was aware of his thrust, and put it by ; but his
sword a little raked my shoulder.

¢ My sword was in my hand ; but undrawn.

¢ The chariot-door remaining open (1 was not so
eeremonious, as to let down the foot-step to take the
gentleman out) I seized him by the collar before he
could recover himself from the pass he had made at
me; and with a jerk, and a kind of twist, laid him-
under the hind-wheel of his chariot.

¢ I wrenched his sword from him, arid snapped it,
and flung the two pieces over my head, -

¢ His coachman cried ‘out for his nfpster. Mine
threatened kis if he stirred. The pdetilion was a
boy. My servant had made him disghount, before
he joined the other two, whom I had grdered alond:
to endeavour to seize (but my view wég only to ter-
rify) wretches who, knowing the badness of their
cause, were hefore terrifieds v

¢ Sir Hargrave’s mouth and face were very bloody.
I believe 1 might hurt him with the gominel of my
sword. :
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¢ One of his legs, in his sprawling, had got be-
tween the spokes of his chariot-wheel. I thought
that was a fortunate circumstance for preventing
further mischief; and charged his coachman not to
stir with the chariot, for his master’s sake.

¢ He cried out, cursed, and swore. I belicve he
was bruised with the fall. The jerk was violent,
So little able to support an offence, Sir Hargrave,
upon his own principles, should not have been so
ready to give it.

¢ flhad not drawn my sword : I hope I never shall
‘be provoked to do it in a private quarrel. I should
not, however, have scrupled to draw it, on such an
occasion as this, had there been an absolute neces-
sity for it.

¢ The lady, though greatly terrified, had disen-
gaged herself from the man’s cloak. I had net
leisure to consider her dress ; but I was struck with
her figure, and more with her terror.

¢ I offered my hand. I thought not now of the
foot-step, any more than I did before: she not of
any-thing, as it seemed, but her deliverance.

¢ Have you not read, Mr. Reeves (Pliny, I think,
gives the relation), of a frighted bird, that, pursued
by a hawk, flew for protection into the bosom of a
man passing by ?

¢ In likc manner, your lovely cousin, the moment
I returned to the chariot-door, instead of accepting
-of my offered hand, threw hetself inte' my arms.—
O save me ! save me !—She was ready to faint, She
could not, I believe, have stood.

¢ I carried her round Sir Hargrave’s horses, and
seated her in my chaript.—Be assured, madam, said
I, that you are in honourable hands. I will convey
you to jny sister, who is a young lady of honour
-and virtue, :

¢ She looked out at onc window, thén at the otler,
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in visible terror, as if fearing still Sir Hargrave.
Fear nothing, said I: I will attend you in a moment,
I shut the chariot door.

¢I then went backward a few paces (keeping,’
however, the lady in my eye) to see what be-
come of my scrvants, - .

¢ It scems, that at their first coming up protty
ncar with Sir Iargrave’s horsemen, they presented
their pistols.

¢ What shall we do, Wilkins, or Wilson, or some
such name, said one of Sir Iargrave’s men to aun-
other, all three of them on their defence? Fly for
it, answercd the fellow. We may swing for  this.
I sce our master down. There may he murder.

¢ Their consciences put them to flight.

¢ My servants pursued them a little way ; but were
returning to support their master, just as 1 had put
the lady into my chariot.

¢ I saw Sir Hargrave at a distance, on his legs,
supported by his coachman, llc limped; lcaned
his whole weight upon his servant: and seemed to
be in agonies,

¢ 1 bid one of my servants tell him who I was,

¢ He cursed me, and threatened vengeance. IHe
cursed my servant; and still more outrageously his
own scoundrels, as he called them. -

¢ I then stept back ta my chariot. ,

¢ Miss Byron had, through térror, shnk down at
the bottom of it; where she lay panfing, and could
only say, on my approach, Save me! save me!

¢ I re-assured her. I lifted her on the seat, and
brought her to my sister ; and what fo_l';wed, 1 sup-
pose, Charloite, bowing to her, youn hjve told Mr.
Reeves. :

‘We were both about to break out in grateful ap-
plauses: but Sir Charles, as if designing to hinder
us; proceeded :

<

T3
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¢ You see, Mr. Reeves, what an easy conquest this
was. You see what a small degree of merit falls to
.y share. The violator’s conscience was against
him. The consciences of his fellows werc on my
side. My own servants are honest worthy men.
They love their master. In a good cause I would set
any three of them against six who were engaged
in a bad one. Vice 1s the greatest coward in the
world, when it knows it will be resolutely opposed.
And what have good men, engaged in a right cause,
to fear?’

What an admirable man is Sir Charles Grandison!
+«=Thus thinking ! thus acting !

I explained to Sir Charles who this Wilson was,
whom the others consulted, and were directed by;
and what an implement in this black transaction.

To what other man’s protection in the world, Mr.
Sclby, could our Miss Byron have been obliged, and

_ 8o little mischief followed ?

Sir Hargrave, it seems, returned back to town,
What a recreant figure, my dear Mr. Selby, must
he rhake, even to himself !—A villain !

Sir Charles says, that the turnpike-men at Small-
bury Grecen told his servantgy on their attending him
to town after the happy rescue, a formidable story
of a robbery committed a little beyond Hounslow
by half a dozen villains on horsebaci, upon a gen-
tleman in a charjot-and-six; which had passed
through that turnpike but half an hour before he was
attacked ; and that the gentleman, about an hour
and half before Sir Charles went through, returncd
 to town, wounded, for advice; and they heard him
groan as he passed through the turppike.

I should add one circumstance, said Sir Charles
Do you know, Charlotte, that you have a rake for
your brother ? —A man on horseback, i§ seems, came
to the turnpike gate, whilst the turnpike-men wére
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telling my servants this story. Nothing in the wor.d,
said he, but two young rakes in their chariots-and-
six, onc robbing the other of alady, I, and two
other passengers, added the man, stood aloof to see
the issue of the affair. We expected mischief; and
some there was. One of the by-standers was the
better for the fray; for he took up a silver-hilted
sword, broken in two pieces, and rode off with it.

Sir Hargrave, said Sir Charles, smiling, might
well give out that he was robbed; to lose such a
prize as Miss Byron, and his sword besides.

" T asked Sir Charles, if it were not adviseable to
tuke measures with the villain ?

He thought it best, he said, to take as little notice
of the affair as possible, unless the aggressor stirred
in it. Masquerades, added he, are not creditable
places for young ladics to be known to be insubted
at them. They are diversions that fall not in with
the genius of the English commonaity. Scandal
will have somcthing to say from that circumstance,
howcver causelcss. But Miss Byron’s story, told
by herself, will enable you to resolve upon your fu-
ture measures.

So, Sir Charles seems not to be a friend to mas-
querades. 1

I think, were I to live a hundred years, ' I never
would go to another. Had i not begn for Lady
Betty—She has, indeed, too gay a turn for a woman
of forty, and a mother of children. Miss Hyton, 1dare
say, will be afraid of giving the lead ta her for the.
future. But, excepting my wife and sel§ nobody in
town has suffered more than Lady Betty gn this occa-
sion. Indeed she is, I must say, an obliging, well-
meaning woman : and she also declares (go much has
she been aftected with Miss Byron’s danger, of which |
she takes herself to be the innocent caga) that she |

_ will never again go to a masquerade, .
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I long to have Miss Byron’s account of this horrid
sffair—God graut, that it ‘may not be such a one,
as will lay us under a necessity—But as our cousin
has.a great notion of female delicacy—I know not
what fwould say—We must have patience a little
while longer.

Miss Grandison’s eyes shone with pleasure all the
time her brother was giving his relation.

I can only say, brother, said she, when he had
done, that you have rescued an angel of a woman;
and you have made me as hap&) by it, as yourself.

I have a gencrous sister, Mr. Reeves, said Sir
Charles,

Till 1 knew my brother, Mr. Recves, as I now
know him, I was an inconsidcrate, unreflecting girl,
Good and evil, which immediately affected not my-
self, were almost alike indifferent to me. .But he ha$”
awakened in me a capacity to enjoy the true plea-
sure that ariscs from a benevolent action.

Depreciate not, my Charlotte, your own worth,
Absence, Mr., Reeves, endears. I have been long
abroand: not much above a year returned! DBut
when you know us better, you will find I have a
partial sister.

Mr. Reeves will not then think me .so. But I
will go and see how my fair patient does.

She went accordin { to my cousin.

O Sir Charles, said 1, what an admirable woman
is Miss Grandison ! .

My sister Charlotte, Mr. Reeves, is, indeed, an
exeeﬁcnt woman, I think myself happy in her:
but I tell her sometimes, thak I have a still more
excellent sister.: and it is no small instance of Char-
lotte’s greatness of mind, that she herself will allow
me to say soO.

Just then came in the ladies: the two charming
creaturcs entered together, Miss Grandison support-
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ing my trembling cousin : but she had first acquaint-
cd her, that she would find Sir Charles in /fer dress-
ing-room.

« She looked indeed lovely, though wan, at her first
entrance ; but a fine glow overspread her cheeks, at
the sight of her deliverer,

Sir Charles approached her, with an air of calm-
ness and serenity, for fear of giving her emotion.
She cast her eyes upon him, with a look of the most -
respectful gratitude.

1 will not oppress my fair guest with many words:
but permit me to congratulate you, as I hope 1 may,
on your recovered spirits==Allow me, madam—

And he took ler almost-motionless hand, and
conducted her to an easy chair that had been set
for her. She sat down, and would have said some-
thing ; but only bowed to Sir Charles, to Miss Gran-
dison, and me; and reclined her head against the
cheek of the chair. .

Miss Grandison held her salts to her.

She took them into her own hands, and smelling
to them, raised her head a little : Forgive me, ma-
dam. Pardon me, Sir!—( my cousin, to me—
How can I—So oppressed with obligations !— Such
goodness '—No words !—My gratitude '—My full
hcart !— )

And then she again reclined her head, as giving
up hopclessly the effort she made to ‘express her
gratitude. S

You must not, madam, said Sir Charles, sitting
down by her, over-rate a common bepcfit.—Dear
Miss Byron (permit me to address.mygself to you,
as of long acquaintance? by what Mry Reeves has
told my sister, and both have told me, T must think
yesterday one of the happiest days of my life. I am
sorry that our acquaintance has begun so much at
your cost: but you must let us turn this evil ap-
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pearance into real good. I have two sisters: the
world produces not more worthy women. Let me
hencetorth boast that I have three: and shall T not
then have reason to rejoice in the cvent that Igs
made so lovely an addition to my family ?

Then taking her passive hand with the tenderness
of a truly-aftectionate brother, consoling a sister in
calamity, and taking his sister’s, and joining both ;
Shall I not, madam, present my Charlotte to a sis-
ter? And will you not permit me to ¢laim as a bro-
ther under that relation? Miss Byron’s christian
name, Mr. Reeves?

‘Harriet, Sir.

My sister Harriet, receive and acknowledge your
Charlotte. My Charlotte—

Miss Grandison arose, and saluted my cousin;
who looked at Sir Charles with revcrence, as wellks
gratitude ; at Miss Grandison with delight; and at
me with eyes lifted up : and, after a little struggle
for speech; ITow shall I bear this goodness! said
she—This, indeed, is bringing good out of evil ! Did
1 not say, cousin, that I was fallen into the company
of angels ?

I was afraid she would have fainted.

‘We must endeavour, Mr. Reeves, said Sir Charles
to me, to lessen the sensc our Miss Byron has of
her past danger, in order to bring down to reason-
able limits, the notion she has of her obligation for
a common relicf. '

Miss Grandison ordered a few drops on sugar—
You must be orderly, my sister Harriet, said she.
Am I not your elder sister? My elder sister makes
me do what she pleases. x

Oh ! madam! said my cousin—

Call'me not madam ; call me your Charlotte. My
brother has given me and himselt a sister—Will you
not own me ? - .
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How can a heart bowed down by obligation, sand
goodness never to be returned, risc to that lovely [a-
miliarity, by which the obligers so generously dis-
ypguish themsclves ? My lips and my heart, I will
be so bold as to 333', ever went together: but how
—And yet so sweetly invited. My—my—my Char-
lotte (withdrawing her hand from Sir Charles, and
clasping both her arms round Miss Giandison’s
necE, the two worthiest bosoms of the sex joining
as onc) take your Harriet, person and mind-—
May 1 be found worthy, on proof, of all this gogd-
ness !

* %

Lady Betty has just left us. 1 rcad to her what
T have written since my visit to Colnebrook.  She
shall not; she says, recover her eyes for a week to
come.

The women, Mr. Selby, are ever looking forward
on certain occasions. Lady Betty and my wife ex-
tended their wishes so far, as that they might be
able to call Miss Grandison and our Miss Byron
sisters; but by a claim that should exclude Sir
Charles as a brother to one of them.

Should Sir Charles—But no more on this subject
—Yet one word more: When the ladies had men-
tioned it, I could not help thinking that this grace.
ful and truly fine gentleman seems to be the only

man, whom our cousin has yét seen,.that would

weet with no great ditficulty from her on such an
application. :
ut Sir Charles has a groat estate, and still greater
expectations from wy Lord W, His sistor says,
he would break half a score hearts, werg he to mar-
ry—>So for that matter would our Miss Byron. But
once more—Not another word, howeder, on this
subject. -
I staid to dine with this amiable brother and
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"sister. My cousin exerted herself to go down,
and sat at table for one half-hour: but changing
countenance, once or twice, as she sat, Miss Gran-
dison would attend her up, and make her lie duw“
I took leave of her, at her quitting the table.

On Monday I hope to sec her once more among
us. ,

If our dear Miss Byron cannot write, you will
perhaps have one letter more, my dear Mr. Selby,
from

Your ever affectionate,
+ ARCHIBALD REEVES.

My servant is this moment returned with your let-

. ter. Indeed, my decar Mr. Selby, there are
two or three passages in it, that would have cut.
me to the heart, * had not the dear creatuyg
been so happily restored to our hopes.

LETTER XXVIIL

MR. REEVES. IN CONTINUATION.

Monday night, l':ebrunry 20,
[ wiLL write one more letter, my dear Mr. Selby,
and then I will give up my pen to our beloved cou-
sin,

I got to Colnebrook by nine this morning. I had
the pleasure to find’ our Miss Byron recovered be-
yond my hopes. She had a very good night on Sa.
turday ; and all Sunday, she said, was a cordial day
to her from morning till night; and her night was
quiét and happy.

- "Miss Grandison staid at home yesterday to keep
my cousin company. Sir Charles passed the great-

* S.e Letter xxiv. o
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est part of the day in the library. The two ladies
were hatdly ever separated. My cousin expresses
herself in raptures, whenever she speaks of this
brother and sister. Miss Grandison, she says ('?ml
indeed every one must see it) is one of the frankest
and most communicative of wemen, Sir Charles
appears to be one of the most unreserved of men,
as well as onc of the most polite. He makes not
his guests uneasy with his civilities: but you see
freedom and ease in his whole deportment; and the
stranger cannot doubt but Sir Charles will be equally
pleased with freedom and ease, in return. I had an
encouraging proof of the justness of this observation
this morning from him, as we sat at breakfast. I had
cxpressed mysclf, occasionally, in such & manner as
shewed more respect than freedom : My dear Mr.
Reeves, said he, kindred minds will be mtimate at,
first sight. Receive me early into the list of your
friends ; I have already nombered you among mine,
I should think amiss of myself, if so good a man as
I am assured Mr. Reeves is, should, by his distance,
shew a diffidence of me, that would not permit his
mind to mingle with mine.

Miss Grandison, my cousin says, put her on re-
lating to her, her whole history ; and the histories of
the several persons and families to whom she is re-
lﬁtm‘- . X
Miss Byron concluding, as well as /I, that Sir
(harles would rather take his place i the coach,
than go on horseback to town ; and being so happily
recovered, as not to give us apprchensign about her
bearing tolerably the little journey ; 1 ket my horse
in our return, and Sir Charles went iff the coach.
This motion coming from Miss Byron, F raillied her
upon it when I got hér home : but she won’t forgive
me, if she knows that I told you whodé the' metion

YoL. IX. v
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was. And yet the dear creature’s eyes sparkled
with pleasure when she had carried her point.
I was at home near half an hour before the coach
arrived ; and was a welcome guest. .
My dear Mrs. Reeves told me, she had expected
our arrival before dinner, and hoped Sir Charles and
his sister would dine with us. I hoped so too, I told

her.

I found there Lady Betty and Miss Clements, a
favourite of us all, both impatiently waiting to see
my cousin.

Don’t be jealous, Mr. Reeves, said my wife, if
after what I have heard of Sir Charles Grandison,
and what he has done for us, I run to him with open
arms.

1 give you leave, my dear, to love him, replied I
and to express your love in what manner you please®

I have no doybt, said Lady Betty, that I shall .
break my heart, if* Sir Charles takes not very parti-
cular notice of me.

He shall have my prayers, as well as my praises,
said Miss Clements.

She is acquainted with the whole shocking affair.

When the coach stopt, and the bell rung, the ser-
vants contended who should first run to the door. 1
welcomed them at the coach. Sir Charles handed
out Miss Byron, I Miss Grandison: Sally, said my
cousin, to her raptured maid, take care of Mrs.
Jenny.

.Sir Charles was received, by Mrs. Reeves, as I
cxpected. She was almost speechless with joy. He
saluted her: but I think, as I tell her, the first mo-
tion was hers, He was then obliged to dgo round ;
and my cousin, I do assure you, looked as if she
would not wish to have been neglected.

As soon as the ladies could speak, they poured out
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Their blessings and thanks to him, and to Miss Gran-
dison ; whom, with a most engaging air, he present-
ed to each lady; and she, as engagingly, saluted
her sister Harriet by that tender relation, and con-
gratulated them, and Miss Byron, and herself upon
it; kindly bespeaking a family relation for herself
through her dear Miss Byron, were her words. i

When we were seated, my wife and Lady Betty
wanted to enter into the particulars of the hapry
dcliverance, in praise of the deliverer; but Sir Charles
interrupting them, My dear Mrs. Reeves, said he,
you cannot be too careful of this jewel. Every thing
may be trusted to her own discretion ; but how can
we well blame the man who would turn thief’ for so
rich a treasure ? 1 do assure you, my sister Harriet
%Do you know, Mrs. Reeves, that I have found my
third sister? Was she not stolen from us in her
cradle ?} that if Sir Hargrave will repent, I will
forgive him for the sake ot the temptation. )

Mrs. Reeves was pleased with this address, and has
talked of it since, .

I never can forgive him, Sir, said Miss Byron,
were it but—

That he has laid you under such an obligation,
said Miss Grandison, patting her hand with her
tan, as she sat over against her: But hush, child!
You said that before !—And then turning to Mrs.
Reeves, Has not our new-found sister a very proud
heart, Mrs. Recves? "

And, dcarest Miss Grandison, repligd my smiling,
?elighted cousin, did you not ask thag question be-

ore ?
1 did, child, Idid; but not of Mri Reeves.—A
compromsise however-~Do you talk naimore of oblz-
gation, and 1’1l talk no more of pride. '

Charlotte justly chidesher Harriet, said Sir Charles.
What wmust the man have been that hall declined hiv
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aid in a distress so alarming? Not ope word wore
therefore upon this subject.

We were all disappointed, that this amiable bro-
ther and sister excused themselves from dining with
us. All I mean of our own family; for Lady Betty
and Miss Clements, not being able to stay, were glad
they did not.

hey took leave, umidst a thousand grateful bless-
ings and acknowledgments: Miss Grandison promis-
ing to see her sister Harriet very soon again; and
kindly fenewing her wishes of intimacy.

When they went away, There goes your heart,
Miss Byron, said Mrs. Reeves,

True, answered Miss Byron, if my heart have no
place in it for any-thing but gratitude, as I believe
it has not.

Miss (irandison, added she, is the most agreeable

.of women—

And Sir Charles, rejoincd Mrs. Reeves, archly,
is the most dis-agreeable of men.

Forbear, cousin, replied Miss Byron, and blushed.
+ Well, well, said Lady Betty, you need not, my
dear, be ashanied, if it be so.

Indeed you need not, joincd in Miss Clements: I
never saw a finer man in my life. Such a lover, if
one might have him—

If, if—replied Miss Byron—But till if is out of
the question, should there not be such a thing gs dis-
cretion, Miss Clements ? :

No doubt of it, returned that young lady; and if
it be to be shewn by any woman on earth, where
there is such a man as this in the question, and in
such circumstances, it must be by Miss Byron.

Miss Byron was not so thorgughly recovered, but
that her spirits began to flag. We made her retire,
and, at her request, excused her coming down to
dinner. >
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1 told you I had accepted of the offer made by
Lady Betty, when we were in dreadful uncertainty,
that her steward should make further enquiries about
.the people at Paddington. Nothing worth mention-
ing gax occurred from those enquiries ; except con-
firming, that the widow and her daughters are not
people of bad characters. In all likelihood they
thought they should intitle themselves to the thanks
of all Miss Byron’s friends, when the marriage was
completed with a man of Sir Hargrave’s fortune.

The messenger that I sent to enquire after that
Bagenhall’s character, has informed us, that it is a
very profligate one; and that he is an intimate of Sir
Hargrave: but no more is necessary now, God be
praised, to be said of him.

The vile wretch himself, T hear, keeps his room ;
and it is whispered, that he is more than half-crazed;
insomuch that his very attendants are afraid to go
near him. We know not the nature of his hurt ; but
hurt he is, though in a fair way of recovery. He
threatens, it scems, destruction to Sir Charles, the
moment he is able to go abroad. God preserve onc
of the worthiest and best of men!

Sir Hargrave has turned off all the servants, we
are told, that attended him on his shocking, but
happily-disappointed, ‘enterprizc. . '

iss Byron intends to write,to her Lucy by to-
morrow’s post (if shé continue meud‘mg‘} an ample
account of all that she suffered from the date of her
last letter, to the hour of her happy ‘de!iveranoe. I
am to give hér minutes, to the best of my recollec-
tion, of what 1 have written to you ; thjtso the ac-
count may be as complete as possible, gnd that she
gy write no morc thatyis consistent with the serics,
which she is required to preserve. She begins this
evening, she bi&s me tell you, that you may be as
little a while in suspense about her as. possible: but

v
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if she cannot finish by to-morrow night, she will have

an opportunity to dispatch her letter on Wednesday

by a servant of Mr. Greville’s, whom he left in town

with some commissions, and who promises to call for
* any-thing we may have to send to Sclby-house.

%ir Rowland—DBut let my cousin write to yon upon
that and other matters. She knows what to say on
that subject better than 1 do.

Mean time I heartily congratulate every one of the
dear family upon the return and safety of the darling
of s0 many hearts ; and remain, dear Mr. Sclby,

Your most faithful and obedicnt servant,

ARCHIBALD REEVES.

LETTER XXIX. .
MISS BYRON TO MISS SELBY.

Monday, February 20.
Is it again given me to writc to you, my Lucy! and
in you, to all my revered friends! To write with
cheerfulness! To call upon you all to rejoice with
me !'—God be praised !

What dangers have 1 escaped! How have my head
and ny heart -been affected! I dare not, as yet,
think of the anguish you all endured for me.

With what wretched levity did I conclude my last
letter ! Giddy creature, that I was,wain and foolish!

But let me begin mg3ad story. gour impatience
all this while must be too painfz. nly let me pre-
mise, that gaily as I boasted, when I wrote to you so
conceitedly, as it might seem, of my dress, and of
conquests, and I know not what nonscnse, I took no
pleasure at the place, in the shoals of foals that swam
after me. I despised myself and them. Despised!
was shocked at%loth.
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Two Lucifers were among them ; but the worst,
the very worst Lucifer of all, appeared in a harlequin
dress. He hopped and skipt, and played the fool
about me; and at last told me, He knew Miss Byron;
and that he was, as he called himself, the despised,
the rejected, Sir Hargrave Pollexfen.

He behaved, however, with complaisance ; and I
had no apprehension of what I was to suffer from his
villany.

MgRecves has told you, that he saw me into the
chair, provided for mg by my vile new servant.- ()
my Lucy! One branch of my vanity is entirely lopt
off. I must pretend to some sort of skill in phy-
siognomy! Never more will I, for this fellow’s sake,
ﬁresume to depend on my judgment of people’s

earts framed from their countenances.

Mr. Reeves has told you every thing about the
chair, and the chairmen. How can I describe the .
misgivings of my heart when I first began to suspect
treachery! But when I undrew the curtains, and
found myself farther deluded by another false heart,
whose help I implored, and in the midst of fields,
and soon after the lights put out, I pierced the night
air with my screams, till I could scream no more. I
was taken out in fits; and when I came a little to my
senses, 1 found myself on a hed, three women about
me ; one at my head, holding a bottle to my nose,
my nostrils sore with hartshorh, and a strong smell

burnt feathers; but no man negr me.

Where am I? Who are you, madagh? And who
are you? Where am I? were the questions I first
asked. i
The womén werc a mother and two daughters.
The mother answered, You are not in bad hands.

God grant you say trath! said .

No hatrm is intended you; only to make you one
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of the happiest of women. We would not be con:
cerned in a hm} action, ,

I hope not: I hope not: let me engage your pity,
nmdamlr You seelln' to be a mothef ?nthg,se ytl;un’g'
gentlewomen, I presume, are your daughters. Save
me from ruin, I beseech you, madam: save me from
ruin, as you would your daughters.

These young women are my daughters. They are
sober and modest women. No ruin is intended you.
One of the richest and noblest men in England is
iour admirer: he dics for you. He assures me, that

¢ intends honourable marriage to you. You are not
engaged, he says: and you must, and you shall, be
his. You may save murder, madam, if you consent.
He resolves to be the death of any lover whom you
encourage. .
This must be the vile contrivance of Sir Hargrave
- Pollexfen, immediately cried I out: Is it not ? Is it
not? Tell me; I beg of you to tell me,

I arose, and sat on the bed-side ; and at that mo-
ment in came the vile, vile Sir Hargrave.

I screamed out. He threw himself at my feet. I
reclined my head on the bosom of the elderly person,
and by hartshorn and water they had much ado to
keep me out of a fit. Had he not withdrawn; had *
he kept in my sight; I sRould certainly have fainted.
But holding up my head, and secing only the wo-
men, I revived: and began to pray, te beg, to offer
rewards, if they would facilitate my escape, or pro-
curc my safety: but then came in again the hated
man.

I beg of you, Miss Byron, said he, with an air of
greater haughtiness than before, to make yourself
easy, and hear what I have to say. It is in your own
choice, in your own power, to be what you please,
and to make me what you please. Do not-therefore
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needlessly terrify yourself. You see I am a deter-
mined man, Ladies, you may withdraw—

Not and leave me here!—And as they went out,
I pushed by the mother, and between the daugh-
ters, and followed the foremost into the parlour;
and then sunk down on my knees, wrapping my
arms about her: O save me! save me! said L.

The vile wretch entered. Tleft her, and knecled-
to him. I knew not what I did. I remecmber, I said,
wringing my hands, If you have mercy; if you have
compassion ; let me now, now, I bescech you, Sir,
this moment, experience your mercy.

He gave them some motion, I suppose, to with-
draw ({?’or by that time the widow and the other
daughter were in the parlour); and they all three
retired.

I have besought you, madam, and on my knecs tao,
to shew me mercy; but nonc would you shew me,
inexorable Miss Byron! Kneel, if you will; in your
turn knecl, supplicate, pray; you cannot be more in
carnest, than { was. Now are the tables turned.

Barbarous man! said 1, rising froiq my knees. My
spirit was raised ; but it as instantly subsided. Ebe-
seech you, Sir Hargrave, in a quite frantic way,
wringing my hands, and coming near him, and thcn
running to the window, and then to the door (with-
out meaning to go out at either, had they been open;
for whither could I go?) and ther' again $o him: Be
not, I besecch you, Sir. Hargrave, cruel to me.
never was crucl to any-body. You know I was civil
to you ; I was wery civil— ; .

es, yes, and very determined. You gplled me no
names. I call you none, Miss Byron. Ygu were very
civil. Hitherto I have not been uncivil, But remem--
ber, madam-—But, sweet and ever-adorable creature,
and he clasped his arms about me, your very terror
is beautiful! I can eajoy your terror, mpdam—And
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the savage would have kissed me. My averted head
frustrated his intention; and at his feet I besought
him not to treat the poor creature, whom he had so
vilely betrayed, with indignity.

I don’t kit your fancy, madam !

'Can you be a malicious man, Sir Hargrave?

You don't like my morals, madam !

And is this the way, Sir Hargrave, arc these the
means you take, to convince me that I ought to like
them ?

Well, madam, you shall provce the mercy in me,
you would not shew. You shall see that I cannot be
a malicious man; a revengeful man: and yet you
have raised my pride. You shall tind me a moral
man.

Then, Sir Hargrave, will I bless you from the bot-
tom of my heart! .

But you know what will justify me, in every eye,
for the steps I have taken. Be mine, madam. Be
legally mine. Ioffer you my honest hand. Conscnt
to be Lady Pollexfen—No punishment, I hope—Or,
take the consequence. ,

What, Sir! justify by so poor, sovery poor, a com-
pliance, steps that you have so basely taken!—Take
my life, Sir: but my hand and my heart are my own:
they never shall be separated.

Iarose from my knees, trembling, and threw my-
self upon the window-seat, and wept bitterly.

He came to me. Ilooked on this side, and on
that, wishing to avoid him.

You cannot fiy, madam. You are securely mine:
and mine still more securely you shall be. Don’t
provoke me: don’t make me desperate. By all that’s
good and holy—

He cast his eyes at my feet; then at my face; then
threw himself at my feet, and embraced my knees
with his odious arms.
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I was terrified. Iscreamed. In ran one of the
daughters—Good Sir! Pray Sir!—Did you not say
you would be honourable ?

Her mother followed her in—S8ir, Sir! In my
house— :

Thank God, thought I, the people here are better
than I had reason to apprchend they were. But, O
my Lucy, they seemed to belicve, that marriage
would make amends for every outrage.

Here let me conclude this letter. I have a great
deal more to say. :

LETTER XXX.
MISS BYRON., IN CONTINUATION.

WHAT a plague, said the wretch to the women, do
ou come in for? I thought you knew your own sex
tter than to mind a woman’s squalling. They are
always ready, said the odious fellow, to put us in
mind of the occasion we ought to give them for cry-
ing out. Ihave not offered the least rudeness—

I hope not, Sir. I hope my house—So sweet a
creature— :

Dear blessed, blessed woman (‘frantic with terror,
and mingled joy, to find myself in better hands than
I expected— Standing up, and then sittfg down, I
believe at every sentence ) Protect me ! Sjive me ! Be
my advocate! Indced I have not descrveyl this trea-
cherous treatment. Indeed I am a good gprt of crea-
ture (I scarce knew what I said): all myfriends love
me: they will break their hearts, if any misfortune
befal me: they are all good people : you would love
them dearly if you knew them: Sir Hargrave may
have better and richer wives than 1: pray prevail
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upon him to spare me to my friends, for their sake.
I'will forgive him for all he has done.

Nay, dear lady, it’ Sir Hargrave will makeé you his
lawful and true wite, there can be no harm done,
surely. ‘

I will, I will, Mrs. Awberry, said he. [have pro-
niised, and I will perform. But if she stand in her
own light—She expects nothing from iy morals—If
she stand in her own light; and looked fiercely —

God protect me! said I; God protect me!

The gentleman is without, Sir, said theé woman.
O how my heart, at that moment, seemed to be at
my throat! What gentleman? thought I Some one
come to save me !—O no !—

And instantly entered the most horrible-looking
clergyman that I ever beheld. . .

This, a8 near as I can recollect, is his description
—A vast tall, big-boned, splay-footed man. A shabby
gown ; as shabby a wig ; a huge red pimply face; and
a nose that hid half of it, when he lodked on one
side, and he seldom looked fore-right when I saw
him. " He had a dog’s-eared common-prayer book in
his hand, which once had been gilt; opened, horrid
sight! at the page of matrimo:‘{l! )

Yet I was so intent upon making a friend, when a
man, a clergyman, a‘;:peared, that I heeded not, at
his entraice, his frightful visage, as I did afterwards.
I FUShed by Sir Hargrave, turning him half round
with iy véhemence, und made Mrs, Awberry totter;
and throwing myself at the clergyman’s feet, Man
of God, said [i', my hands clasped; ahd held up; Man
of Giod! Gentleman! Worthy i !—A good cler-
gyman must be all this !—If ever you had children!
save a poor creature! bascly tricked away from all
het fiiends! innocent! thinking vo harm to any-
body! 1 would not hurt a worm! I'love every-body!
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«—Save: me from violence! Give not your aid te
sanctify a basé gction.

Fhe man snuffted his answer through his nose.
When he opened his pouclied mouth, the tobacco
hung about his great yellow teeth. He squinted upon
me, and took my clasped hands, which were buried
in his huge hand: Rise, madam! Kneel not to me!
No harin is intended you. One question only: Who.
is that gentleman before me, m the silver-laced
clothes? What is his hame ?>—

He is Sir Hargrave Pollexfen, Sir: a wicked, a very
wicked man, for all he looks so! ) .

The vile wretch stood smiling, and enjoying my
distress.

O madam! A very lion-our-able man! bowing, like
a sycophant, to Sir Hargrave.

~ And who pray, madani, aré you? What is your
name?

ITirriet Byron, Sir: a poot innocent creature
(looking at my dress) though I make such a vilé ap-
pearance—Good Sir, your pity! And-I sunk down

in at his feet. - ‘

Of Northamptonshire; mnadam? You are a single
woman! Your uncle’s mame—

Is Selby, 8ir. A vety good man—I Will reward
you, Sir, as the most grateful heart—

All is fair! Al is above-hoardc all is #s it was re-
presented. I amr above bribes, madam: . You will be
the happiest of women before day-lteak—Good
pcoigvi;'—’l‘he threc women advanced.

Then I saw what an ugly wretch he Was!

Sir Hargrave advanced. The two hortld creatures
raited me between them. Sir Hargrafe took my
struggling hand ; and then I saw anothet ill-looking
man enter the room, who-I suppose wag to give me
to the hated man. :

Dearly beloved, begem toread the snuffling monster—
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O my Lucy! Does not your heart ake for your
Harriet? Mine has seemed to turn over and over,
round and round, I don’t know how, at the recital.—
1t was ready to choak me at the time.

I must break off, for a few minutes.

LETTER XXXI.
MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.

I was again like one frantic. Read no more! said I;
and, in my frenzy, dashed the book out of the mi-
nister’s hand, if a minister he was. Ibeg your par-
don, Sir, said I; but you must read no further. Iam,
basely betrayed hither. I cannot, Iwill not, be his.

Proceed, proceed, said Sir Hargrave, taking my
hand by force ; vimﬁo as she is, I will own her for
my wife—Are you the gentle, the civil, Miss Byron,
madam ? looking sneeringly in my face.

Alas! my Lucy, I was no virago: I was in a perfect
{frenzy: but it was not an unha PY frenzy; since in all
probability it kept me from falling into fits; and fits,
the villain had said, should not save me.

Dearly beloved, again snuffled the wretch. O my
Lucy! I shall never love these words. How may
odious circumstances invert the force of the kindest
words! Sir Hargrave still detained my struggling
hand.

I stamped, and threw myself to the length of m
aim, as he held my hand. No dearly beloved’s, said 1.
I was just beside myself. What to say, what to do, 1
knew not. o

The cruel wretch laughed at me; No dearly be-
loved's ! repeated he,Very comical, ’faith, and laughed
agsin: but procced, proceed, doctor.
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We are gathered together here in the sight of God,
read he on.

This affected me still more. I adjure you, Sir, to
the minister, by that God in whose sight you read we
are gatheret together, that you proceed no further.
I adjure you, Sir Hargrave, in the same tremendous
name, that you stop further proceedings. My life
take: with all my heart, take my life : but my hand
never, never, will I join with yours,

Proceed, doctor: doctor, pray proceed, said the
vile Sir Hargrave. When the day dawns, she will be
glad to own her marriage.

Proceed at your peril, Sir, said I. If you are really
and truly a minister of that God whose presence what
you have read suppouses, do not proceed: do not
make me desperate.—Madam, turning to the widow,
you are a mother, and have given me room to hope
you are a good woman; look upon me as if I were
one of those daughters, whom I see before me: could
you see one of them thus treated? Dear young wo-
men, turning to each, can you unconcernedly look
on, and see a poor creature, tricked, betrayed, and
thus violentl ,Easely, treated, and not make my case
your own? gpeak for me! Plead for me! Be my ad-
vocates! Each of you, if ye are women, plead for
me, as you would yourselves wish to bg ‘Eleaded for,
in my circumstances, and wert thus ‘barbarously
used ! T .

The young women wept. The mother was moved.

Iwonder I kept my head. My brain was on fire.

Still, still, the unmoved Sir Hargrav§ cried out,
Proceed, proceed, doctor: to-morrow hefore noon,
all will be as it should be. 3

The man who stood aloof (the sliest, spdden-faced
creature I ever saw) came nearer—To the question,
doctor, and to my part, if you plcase }—-An not I
hér father 2—To t[‘l'e question, doctor, if you please!
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—The gentlewaman will preparce her for what is to
follow. :

O thou man! of heart the most obdurate and wile!
And will ye, looking at every person, one hand held
up (for still the vile man griped the other quite be-
numbed hand in his iron paw) and adjuring each,
Will ye see this violence done to a poor young crea-
ture !— A soul, gentlewomen, you may have to an-
swer for. I can die. Never, never, will 1 be his.

Let us women talk to the lady by ourselves, Sir
Hargrave. Pray your honour, let us talk to her by
ourselves.

Ay, ay, ay, said the parson, by all means: lct the
ladics talk to onc another, Sir. Nhe may be brought
to consider.

He let go my hand. The widow took it. And wag,
leading me out of the room—Not up-stairs, I hope,
madam, said 1.

You shan’t then, said she. Come, Sally; come,
Deb; let us women go out together.

They led me into a little room adjoining to the
parlour: and then, my spirits subsiding, I thought I
should have fainted away. I had more hartshorn and
water poured down iy throat.

When they had brought me 3 little to myself, they
pleaded with me Sir Hargrave’s great estate.—What
are riches to" me? Dirt, dirt, dirt! I hate them.
They cannot purchase peace of mind: I want not
riches. .

They pleadéd his hononrable love—I my invinci-
ble avcrsion. . )

He was 2 handsome man—The ‘most odious in
my eyes of the human species. Never, never, should
my consent be had to sanctify such a baseness.

My danger! And that they should not be able to
save me from worse treatment— “

How!—Not able !—Ladies, madam, is not this
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your own house? Cannot you raise a neighbourhood?
ITave you no neighbours? A thousand pounds will [
order to be paid into your hands for a present before
the week is out; I pledge my honour for the pay-
ment ; if you will but save me from a violence, that
no worthy woman can see offered to a distressed
young creature!—A thousand pounds!—Dear ladies!
Only to save me, and see me safe to my friends !

he wretches in the next room, no doubt, heard
all that passed. In at that moment came Sir Har-
grave: Mrs. Awberry, said he, with a visage swell-,
ed with malice, young ladies, we keep you up; we
disturb you. Pray retire to your own rest : lcave me
to talk with this perversc woman. She is mine.

Pray, Sir Hargrave, said Mrs. Awberry—

Leave her to me, I say:—Miss Byron, you shall
be mine. Your Grevilles, madam, your Fenwicks,
vour Ormes, when they know the pains and the ex-
pence I have been at, to sccure you, shall confess
me their superior—Shall confess— ‘

In wickedncss, in cruelty, Sir, you arc every man’s
superior.

ou talk of cruelty, Miss Byron! triumphing over
scores of prostrate lovers, madam! You remember
your treatment of me, madam! kneeling, like an
abject wretch, at your feet! Kneeling forpity! But
no pity could touch your heart, madam :+=Ungrate-
ful, proud girl!—Yet am I not humbling'you: take
notice of that: I am not humbling you: I am pro-
posing to exalt you, madam. :

Vile, vile debasement, said I. 3 -

To exalt-Miss Byron into Lady Pollexfen. And
yet if you hold not out your hand to me~

He would have snatched my hand. I put it behind
me. He would have snatched the other: I put that
behind me too: and the vile wretch would then have
kissed my undefended neck: but, with both my hands,_

x3
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I pushed his audacious forehead from me, Charming
creature! he called me, with passion in his look and
accent : then, Cruel, proud, ungrateful: and swore
by his Maker, that if' I would not give my hand in-
stantly, instcad of exalting me, he would humble rc.
Ladies, pray -withdraw, said he. Leayve her to me:
cither Lady Pollexfen, or what 1 please; rearing
himself proudly up! She may be happy if she will,
Leave her to me.

Pray, Sir, said the youngest of the two daughters;
and wept for me.

Greatly hurt, indeed, to be the wife of a man of
my fortune and copsequence! But lcave her to me,
I say.—I will soon bring dovm her pride: What a
devil, am I to creep, beg, pray, entreat, and only for
a wife? But, madam, said the insolent wretch, yoy
will be mine upon easier terms, perhaps.

Madam, pray madam, said the widow to me, con-
sider what you are about, and whom you refuse.
Can you have a handsomer man? Can you have a
man of a greater fortune? Sir Hargrave means
nothing but what is honourable. You are in his
power—

In kis power, madam! returped I: Iam in yours.
You are mistress of this house. I claim the protec-
tion of it. Have you not neighbours? Your protec-
tion I put myseliyunder. Then clasping my arms
about her, Lock me from him till you can have help
to sccure to you the privilege of your own house ;
and deliver me safe to my friends, and 1 will share
my fortune with your two daughters.

The wicked man tqok the mother and youngest
daughter each by her hand, after he had disengaged
the former from my clasping arms, and led them to
the door. The elder followed them of her own ac-
cord. They none of them struggled ggainst going.
I begged, prayed, besought them not to go, and
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when they did, would have thrust myself ‘out with
them: but the wretch, in shutting them out, squeezed
me dreadfully, as I was half in, half out; and my nose
gushed out with blood. :

I'scrcamed : he scemed frighted : but instantly re-
covering mysclf—So, so, you have done your worst!
—7You have killed me, Thope. I was out of breath;
my stomach was very much pressed, and one of my
arms was bruised. @have the marks still; for he clapt
to the door with violence, not knowing, to do him
Justice, that T was so forward in the door-way. :

I'was in dreadful pain, I talked half wildly, I re-
member. T threw myself in a chair—So, so, you
have killed me, I hope—Well, now I hope, now 1
hope, you are satistied. Now may you moan over
the poor creature you have destroyed: for he ex-
pressed great tenderness and consternation ; and I,
tor wmy part, felt such pains in my bosom, that havin
never felt such hefore, I really thought I was bruise
to death : repeating my foolish So, so—But I forgive
you, said I—Only, Sir, cell to the gentlewomen, Sir
—Retire, Sir. Let me have my own sex only about
me. My head swam: myeycs failed me ; and 1 fainted
quite avay. "

————

LETTER XXXIIL
MISS BYRON. 1N CONTINUATIPN.
£

I uNDERSTOOD afterwards that he was in the most
dreadful consternation.. He had fastened the door
upon me and himsclf; and for a few moments was
not enough present to himself to open it. Yet cry-
ing out upon his God to have mercy upon him, and
running about the room, the women hastily rapped
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at the door, Then he ran to it, opened it, cursed
hinlxself, and besought them to recover me, if pos-
sible.

They said I had death in my face : they lamented
over me: my nose had done bleeding: but, careful of
his own safety in the midst of his terror, he took my
bloady handkerchief; if I did not recover, he said,
thut should not appcar against him; and he hasted
into the next room, and thrust it into the fire; b
which were sitting, it seemns, the minister' and his
helper, over some burnt brandy.

O gentlemen! cried the wretch, nothing can he
done to-night. Take this; and gave them money.
The lady is in a fit. Iwish you well home,

The younger daughter reported this to me after-
wards, and what follows: They had desired the maid,
it seems, to pring them more firing, and a jug of ale;
and they would sit in the chimney-corner, they said,
till peep of day: but the same young woman who
was tahen off from her errand, to assist me, finding
me, as they all thought, not likel{ to recover, ran in ,
to them, and declared, that the lady was dcad, cer-
tainly dead; and what, said she, will become of us
all? This terrified the two men. They said, It was
then time for them to be gone. Accordingly, taking
cach of them another dram, they snatched up their
hats and sticks, and away they hurried ; hoping, the
doctor said, that, as they were innocent, and only
meant to serve the gentleman, their names, whatever
happened, would not be culled in question,

hen I came a little to myself, I found the three
women only withme. I was in a cold sweat, all
over shivering. There was no firc in that room:
they led me into the parlour, which the two men
had quitted; and sat me down in an elbow-chair ;
for I could hardly stand, or support myself; and
chafed my temples with Hungary-water.
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Wretched creatures, men of this cast, my Lucy,
thus to sport with the healths and happiness of poor
creaturcs whom they pretend to love ! T am afraid 1
never shall be what 1 was. At times I am very sen-
sible at my stomnach of' this violent squeeze.

The mother and elder sister left me soon after,
and went to Sir Iargrave. I can only guess at the
result of their dcliberations by what followed.

The younger sister, with compassionate frankness,
answered all my questions, and Jet me know all the
above particulars.  Yet she wondered that I could
refuse so handsome and so rich a man as Sir Har-

rave.

She boasted much of their reputation.  Her mo-
ther would not do an ill thing, she said, for the
world: and she had a brother who had a place in
the (‘ustom-house, and was as honest a man, though
she said it, as any in it. She owned that she knew
my vile servant; and praised his fidelity to the ma-
sters he had served, in such high terms, as if she
thought all duties were comprised in that one, of
obeying his principals, right or wrong. Mr. Wil-
liam, she sai({: was a pretty man, g genteel man, and
she believed he was worthmoney ; and she was sure
would make an excellent husband. I soon found
that the simple girl was in love with thi vile, this
specioud fellow.  She could not*bear to hear me
hint any-thing in his disfavour, as, by way of warn-
ing to her, 1 would-have done. But she¢ was sufe
Mr. William was a-downright honest ; and that
if he were guilty of any bad thm(ﬁ; it wds by com-
mand of those to whom he owed duty : agd they are
to be answerable for that, you know, 1 .

We were hroke in upon, as I was intending 1o
ask more questions (for I find this Wilsen was the
prime agent in all this mischief) when the elder
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sister called out the younger : and instantly came in
Sir Hargrave,

He took a chair, and sat down by mc, one leg
thrown over the knee of the other; his elbow upon
that knee, and his hand supporting his bowed down
head ; biting his lips ; looking at me, then from me,
then at me again, five or six times, as in malice.

Ill-natured, spiteful, moody wretch! thought I
(trembling at his strange silence, after such hurt as
he had done me, and what I had ¢ndured, and still
felt in my stomach and arm) what an odious crea-
ture thou art!

At last 1 broke silence. I thought I would be as
mild as I could, and not provoke him to do me far-
ther mischief. Well have you done, Sir Hargrave,
(have you not?) to commit such a violence upon ay
pmir young creature that never did nor thought you
evil!

I paused. He was silent.

What distraction have you given to my poor cou-
sin Reeves’s! How my heart bleeds for them!

I stopt. Ile was still silent.

I hope, Sir, you are sorry for the mischicf you
have done me; and for the pain you have given to
my friends !—I hope, Sir—

Cursed ! said he.

1 stopt, thinking he would go on: but he said no
more; only changing his posture; and then resum-
ing it.

gl’hese people, Sir, seem to be honest people. T
hope you designed only to terrify me. Your bring-
ing me into no worsc company is an assurance to
me that you meant better, than—

Devils all! interrupted he— |

I thought he was going on ; but he grinned, shook
his head, and then again reclined it upon his hand.
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" Iforgive you, Sir, the pain you have given me.—
But my friends—As soon as day breaks (and I hope
that is not far off ) I will get the women to let my
cousin Recves—

Then up he started—Miss Byron, said he, you
are a woman; a truc woman—And held up his
hand, clenched. T knew not what to think of his
intention.

Miss Byron, proceeded he, after a pause, you are
the most consummate hypocrite that I ever knew in
my life: and yet 1 thought that the best of you all
could fall into fits and swoonings whenever you
pleased. _

I was now silent. T trembled.

Damn’d fool! ass! bleckhead! woman's fool !—
I ought to he d—n’d for my credulous folly !—I tcll
you, Miss Byron—Then he looked at me as if he
were crazy ; and walked two or three times about
the room.

To be dying onc half-hour, and the next to look
80 provoking— .

1 was still silent.

I could curse myself for sending away the parson.
I thought I had known something of women’s tricks
—But yet your arts, your hypocrisy, shall not serve
you, madam. What [ failed in kere, shall be done
clsewhere,, By the great God of heaven, it shall.

I wept. 1 could not then speak.

Can’t you go into fits again? Can’t you ? said the
barbarian ; with an air of a piece with his words;
and using other words of the lowest reprbach.

God deliver me, prayed I to myselfy from the
hands of this madman ! T

I arose, and as the candle stood near fhe glass, 1
saw in it my "vile figure, in this abominable habit,
to which, till then, 1 had paid little attention, Q
how I scorned myself!
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Pray, Sir Hargrave, said I, let me heg that you
will not terrify me farther. I will forgive you for
all you have hitherto done, and place it to my own
account, as a proper punishment for consenting to
be thus marked for a vain and foolish creature,
Your abuse, Sir, give mc leave to say, is Iow and
tmmanly : but in the light of a punishinent I will own
it to be all deserved: and let here my puanishment
end, and I will thank you; and forgive you with my
whole leart.

Your fate is determined, Miss Byron.

Just then came in a servant-maid with a capu-
chin, who whispered something to him: to which he
answered, That's well—

He took the capuchin; the maid withdrew ; and
approached me withi it. I started, trembled, and wass
ready to faint. I caught hold of the back of the
elbow-chair,

Your fute is determined, madam, repcated the su-
vaqf—Here, put this on—Now fall o fits again
—Put this on! s,

Pra({, Sir Hargrave— ~ *

And pray, Miss Byron: what has not been com-
pleted here, shall be completed in a safer place;
and that in my own way—Put this on, I tell you.
Your compliance may yet befriend you.

Where are the gentlewomen 2 Where are—

Gone to rest, madam—John, Frank, called he
out,

In came two men-servants.

Pray, Sir Hargrave—Lord protect me —Pray, Sir
Hargrave—Where are the gentlewomen ?—Lord
protect me ! .

Then running to the door, againstwhich one of
the men stood—Man, stand out of the way, said I
But he did not: he only bowed. %

Icried out, Mrs. —— [ forget your name: Miss ——
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And t'other Miss ——1I forget your names — If
you are good creatures, as I hoped you wére—

I called as loud as my fears would let me.

At last came in the elder sister—O madam ! good
young gentlewoman ! Iam glad you are come, said I.

And so am I, said the wicked man—Pray, Miss
Sally, gut on this lady’s capuchin,

Lord bless me! for why? for what? I have no
capuchin !

would not permit her to put it on, as she would
have done.

The savage then wrapt his arms about inine, and
made me so very sensible, by his force, of the pain I
had had by the squeeze of the door, that I could not
help crying out. The young woman put on the ca-
puchin, whether I would or not.

Now, Miss Byron, said he, make yourself easy ;
or command a fit, it is all one: my end will be bet-
ter served by the latter—Miss Sally, give orders.

She ran out with the candle, Frank, give me the
cloak, said Sir Hargrave.

The fellow had a red cloak on his arm, His bar-
barous master took it from him. To your posts,
said he.

The two men withdrew in haste. Now, my dear-
cst life, said he, with dn air of insult, as 1 thought,
you command your fate, if you are easy. -

He threw the cloak about me. ,

1 begged, prayed, would have kneeldd to him ;
but all was in vain: the gy er-hearted man, as Mr.
Greville had truly called him, muffed n§e up in it,
and I‘)?' force carried me through a lonig citry to the
fore-door, There was rcady a chariot-angl-six ; and
that Sally was at the door with a lighted ¢andle.

I called out to her. I called out for her mother;
for the other sister. I besought him to let me say
but six words to the widow. .

Y
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But no widow was to appear ; no younger sister ;
she was perhaps more tender-hearted than the elder:
and in spite of all my struggles, prayers, resistance,
he lifted me into the chariot.

Men on horscback were about it. I thought that
Wilson was one of them: and so it proved. Sir
Hargrave said to that fellow, You know what tale to
tell, if you meet with impertinents. And in he
came himself. ,

I screamed. Scream on, my dear, upbraidingly
said he ; and barbarously mocked me, imitating, low
wretch! the bleating of a shecp [Could you not
have killed him for this, my Lucy?] Then rearing
himself up, Now am I lord of Miss Byron! exulted
he.

Still I screamed for help; and hc put his hand
before my mouth, though vowing honour and sucl#
sort of stuff; and, with his unmanly roughness, made
me bite my lip. And away lashed the coachman
with your poor Harriet.

LETTER XXXIII.
MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION.

As the chariot drove by houses, I cried out for help
once or twice, at setting out, But under pretence
of preventing my taking cold, he tied a handkerchief
over my face, head, and mouth, having first muffled
me up in the cloak ; pressing against my arm with
his whole weight, so that 1 had not my hands at
liberty. And when he had done, he seized them,
and held them both in his left-hand, while his right-
arm thrown round me, kept me fust on the scat ;
and except that now and then my struggling head
gave me a little opening, I was blinded.
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But at one place on the road, just after I had
screamed, and made another effort te get my hands
free, 1 heard voices; and immediately the chariot
stopt. Then how my heart was filled with hepe!
But, alas! it was momentary. I heard one of his
men say (that Wilson 1 behieve) The best of hus-
bands, I assure you, Sir; and she is the worst of
wives.

I screamed again. Ay, scream and be d—n’d, I
heard said in a strangei’s voice, if that be the case.
Poor gentleman! I pity him with all my heart. And
immediately the coachman drove on again.

The vile wreteh laughed ; That’s you, my dear;
and hugged me round. You are the d—n’d wifc.
And agam he laughed : By my soul, I am a charm-
ing contriver! Greville, Fenwick, Orme, where are
you now }—By my soul, this will be a pretty story
to tell when all your fears are over, my Byron!

T was ready to taint scveral times, 1 begged for
air: and when we were in an open road, and I sup-
pose there was nobody in sight, he vouchsafed to
pull down the blinding handkerchief, but kept it over
my mouth; so that, cxcept now-and-then that I
struggled it aside with my head (and my neck is
still, my dear, very stiff with my efforts to free my
face) I could only muke a murmuring kind of noise.

The curtain of the fore-glass was pulled down,
and generally the canvas on both sides drawn up.
But I was sure to be made acquainted when we
came near houses, by his care again to blind and
stifle me up. , s :

A little before we were met by my deliverer, I
had, by getting one hand free, unmufiled myself so
fur as to see (as I had guessed once or twice before
by the stone pavements) that we were going through
e town; and then I again vehemently screamed.
Bat he had the cruclty to thrust a handkerchicf
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into my mouth, so that I was almost strangled ; and
my mouth was hurt, and is still sore, with that and
his former violence of the like nagure.

Indeed, he now-and-then made .apologies for the
cruelty, to which, he said, he was compelled, by my
invincible obstinacy, to have recourse. 1 was sorel
hurt, he said, to be the wife of a man of his consi-
deration! But I should be that, or worse. He was
in for it (he said more than once) and must proceed.
1 might see that all my resistance was in vain. He
had me in his net: and, d—n him, if he were not.
revenged for all the trouble I had given him. You
keep no terms with me, my Byron, said he once;
and d—n me, if I keep any with you!

I doubted not his malice : his love had no ten-
derness in it: but how could I think of being con-
senting, as I may say, to such barbarous usage, and
by a man sp truly odious to me? What a slave had
I been in spirit, could I have qualified on such
villanous treatment as I had met with! or had I
been able to desert myself'!

At one place the chariot drove out of the road,
over rough ways, and little hillocks, as 1 thought,
by its rocking; and then, it stopping, he let go
my hands, and endeaveured to sooth me. He beg-
ged 1 would be pacified, and offered, if I would for-
bear crying out for hclp, to leave my eyes un-
muffled all the rest of the way. But I would not,
I told him, give such a sanction to his barbarous
violence.

On the chariot’s stopping, one of his men came
-up, and put an handkerchiet into his master’s hands,
in which were some cakes and sweet-meats; and
gave him also a bottle of sack, with a glass. Sir
Hargrave was very urgent with me to take some
of the sweet-meats, and to drink a glasg of the wine:
but I had neither stomach nor will to touch either.
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He eat himself very cordially. God forgive ine, I
wished in my heart, there were pins and needles in
every bit he put into his mouth.

Ile drank two glasses of the wine. Again he
urged me. I said, I hoped 1 had eat and drank my
last.

You have no dependence upon my honour, ma-
dam, said the villain; so cannot be disappointed
much, do what I will. Ungrateful, proud, vain, ob-
stinate, he called me. -

What signifies, said he, shewing politeness to a
woman who has shewn none to me, though she was
civil to every other man? Ila, ha, ha, hah! What,
my sweet Byron, I don’t hit your fancy !'—You don’t
like my morals ! laughing again. My lovely fly, said
the insulting wretch, hugging me round in the
cloak, how prettily haveuf wrapt you about in my
web! ‘

Such a provoking low wretch!—I struggled to
free myself; and unhooked the curtain of the fore-
glass: but he wrapt me about the closer, and said
he would give me ﬁis garter for my girdle, if 1 would
not sit still, and be orderly. Ah, my charming
Byron! said he, your opportunit%’is over—All your
strug,gles will not avail you—Will not avail you.
That’s a word of your own, you kpow. I will,
however, ,forgive you, if you promise %o love me
now. DBut if you stay till I get you to the allotted
place; then, madam, take what follows,

1 saw that I was upon a large, wild, heath-like
> place, between two roads, as it seemed. I asked
nothing about my journey’s end. AN I had to
hope for as to an escape (ythough thengd began to
despair of it) was upon the road, or in some town.
My journey’s end, fmknew, must be the beginni
of new trials; for I was resolved to guffer dea
rather than to marry him. What I now was most

Y3



246 THE HISTORY OF

apprchensive about, was, of falling into fits: and I
answered to his barbarous.insults as little as possi-
ble, that I might not be provoked beyond the lit-
tle strength I had left me. .

Three or four tithes he offered to kiss me; and
cursed my pride for resisting lim ; making him clasp
a cloud; was his speech (aiming at wit) instead of
his Juno; calling the cloak a cloud.

And now, my dear Byron, said he, if you will
not come to a compromise with me, I must dress
you again for the journey. We will stop at a town
a little further (beckoning to one of his men, and,
on his approaching, whispering to him, his whole
body out of the chariot) and there you shall slight ;
and a very worthy woman, to whom I shall intro-
duce you, will persuade you, perhaps, to take re-
freshment, though I cannot. A

You are a very barbarous man, Sir Hargrave. I
bave the misfortune to be in your powcr. You
may dearly repent the usage f'have already re-
ceived from you. You bave made my lifc of no es-
timation with me. I will not contend.

And tears ran down my cheeks. Indeed, I thought
my heart was broke.

He wrapt me up close, and tied the handkerchief
about my mouth and head. I was quite passive.

The chariot had not many minutes got inta the
great road again, over the like rough and sometimes
plashy ground, when it stopt on a dispute between
the coachman, and the coachman of another chariot-
and-six, as it proved,

Sir Hargrave bad but just drawn my handkerchief
closer to my eyes, when this happened. Hinder not
my tears from flowing, said I; struggliog to keep
my eyes free, the cloak enough mufing me, and
the handkerchief being over my mouth; so that
my voice could be but just heard by hiin, as I ima-
g‘nec
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He looked out of his chariot, to see the occasion
of this stop; and then I found means to disengage
one hand.

I heard a gentleman’s voice directing his own
coachman to give way.

I then pushed up the bandkerchief with my disen-
gaged hand, from my mouth, aud pulled it down
from over my eyes, and cried out for help; Help,
for God’s sake !

A man’s voice (it was my deliverer’s, as it hap-
pily. proved) bid Sir Hargrave’s coachman proceed
atiis eril. :

Sir Hargrave, with terrible oaths and curses, or-
dered him to proceed, and to drive through all op-
position.

The gentleman called Sir Hargrave by his name ;
and charged him with being upon a bad design.

The vie wretch said, he had only secured a run-
away wife, cloped to, and intending to elope from,
a masqucrade, to her adulterer [Horrid!]: he put
aside the cloak, and appealed to my dress.

I cried out, No, no, no, five or six times rcpeated ;
but could say no more at that instant, holding up
then both my disengaged hands for protection.

The wicked man endeavoured to muffle me u,
again, and to force the handkerchief, which I h
then got under my chin, over my mouth §and bru-
tally cursed me. * 3

The gentleman would not be satisfied with Sir
Hargrave’s story. He would speak tor me. Sir
Hargrave called him impertinent, and othgr names ; -
and asked, Who the devil he was? with rage and
contempt.—The gentleman, however, gsked me,
and with anair that promiscd deliverance, if I were
Sir Hargrave’s wife.

No, no, no, no—I could only say.

Yor my own part, I could have no scruple, dis-. -
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tressed as I was, and ' made desperate, to throw my-
self into the protection, and even into the arms,
of my deliverer; though a very fine young gen-
tleman. It would have been very hard, had I fallen
from bad to bad ; had the sacred name of protector
been abused by another Sir Hargrave, who would
have had the additional crime of betraying a confi-
dence to answer for. But, however this had proved,
an escape from the present evil was all 1 haxf in.my
head at the time.

But you may better conceive, than I can express,
the terror I was in, when Sir Hargrave drew his
sword, and pushed at the gentleman with such words
as denoted (for I could not look that way) he had
done him mischief.. But when I found my oppressor,
my low-meaning, and saon after low-laid oppressor,
pulled out of the chariot, by the brave, the gallant '
man (which was done with such force, as made the
chariot rock) and my protector safe ; [ was as near
fuinting with joy, as before I had been with terror.
I had shaken off the cloak, and untied the hand-
kerchief.

He carried me in his arms (I could not walk) to
his own chariot.

I heard Sir Hargrave curse, swear, and threaten.
I was glad, however, he was not dead.

Mind him not, madam, fear him not, said Sir
Charles Grandison, [ You know his noble name, my
Lucy]: Coachman, drive not over your master :
take care of your master; or some such words he
‘said, as he lifted me into his own chariot. He came
not in, but shut the chariot.door, as soon as he had
seated me.

He just surveyed, as it were, the spot, and bid a
servant let Sir Hargrave know who he was; and
then came back to me.

Partly through terror, partly through' weakness,
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1 had sunk to the bottom of the chariot. He opened
the door, entered, and, with all the tenderness of a
brother, soothed me, and lifted me on the seat once
more. He ordered his coachman to drive back
to Colnebrook. In accents of kindness, he told me,
that he had there at present the most virtuous and
prudent of sisters, to whose care he would commit
me, and then proceed on his journcy to town.

How irresistibly welcome to me was his support-
ing arm, thrown round me, as we jflew back, com- -
pared to that of the vile Sir Hargrave!

Mr. Reeves has given you an account from the
angelic sister—O my Lucy, they are a pair of
angels!

1 have written a long, long letter, or rather five
letters in one, of my distresses, of my deliverance:
and, when my hcart is stronger, I will say more of,
the persons, as wcll as minds, of this excellent
brother and his sister.

But what shall I do with my gratitude? O my
dear, 1 am overwhelmed with my gratitude : I can
only express it in silence before them. Every look,
if it be honest to my heart, however, tells it: re-
verence mingles with my gratitude—Yet there is so
much ense, so much sweetness, in the behaviour of
both—O my Lucy! Did I not find that ‘my vene-
ration of both is equal; did I not, on examination,
find, that the amiable sister is as dear to me, from her
experienced tendérness, as her brother frem his re-
meibered bravery (which must needs mingle awe
with my csteem); in short, that I love $he sister,
and revere the brother; I should be afrgid of my
gratitude. ‘ 5

I have over-written myself. Iam tired. O my
grandmamma, you have never yet, while I have
been in London, sent me your ever valued blessing
under your own hand : yet, I am sure I had it ; and
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your blessings, my dear uncle and aunt Selby; and
{our prayers, my Lucy, my Nancy, and all my
oves ; else my deliverance had not perhaps followed
my presumptuous folly, in going dressed out, like
the fantastic wretch { appeared to be, at a vile, a
foolish, masquerade.—~How often, throughout the
several stages of my distress, and even in my deli-
verance, did T turn my eye to myself, and from my-
self, with the disgust that made a part, and that not
a light one, of my punishment!

And so much, my Lucy, for masquerades, and
masquerade dresses, for ever ! '

Pray let not.any-body unnecessarily be acquainted
with this shocking aftair: particularly neither Mr.
Greville nor Mr. Fenwick. It is very probable,
that they (cspecially Mr. Greville) would be fog
challenging Sir Hargrave, were it only on a suppos
sition that it would give him an interest in me in the
eye of theworld. You know that Mr. Greville watchea
for all opportunities to give himself consequence
with me.

Were any farther mischief to happen to any-body,
I should be grieved beyond measurc. Hitherto I
have rcason to think, thata transaction so shocking
is not very unhappily concluded. May the vile
man sit himself down satisfied, and I shall be will-
(ing to do so too ; provided I never more behold his
face. -

* %

Mr. Reeves will send you, with the above packet,
a letter from Sir Charles Grandison, inclosing one
from that vile Wilson. I can write no moé Just

‘now, and they will sufficiently explain the; €s.

Adieu, my dearest Lucy. I need mot sgy how

,much I am, and ever will be, A
Your faithful and affectioff§
HARRIET BYRON.
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'LETTER XXXIV.

SIR CHA. GRANDISON TO ARCH. REEVES, ESQ.
DEAR SIR, ’ Canterbury, February 22.
THE inclosed long letter is just now breught to me.
I pretend not to'judge of the writer’s ]{)enitence.
Yet his confessions scem ingenuous; and he was not

under any obligation to put them on paper.

As I presume that you, will not think it adviseable
to make the éncffectual attempt upon Miss Byron
public by a prosccution, perhaps your condescend-
ing to let the man’s sister know, that her brother,
if in earnest, may sccurely pursue the honest pur-
poses he mentions, may save the poor wretch from
taking such courses as might be fatal, not only to
himself, but to innocent persons who otherwise may
suffer by his being made desperate.

The man, as you will see by his letter, if you had
not a still stronger proof, has abilities to do mischief.
He has been in bad hands, as he tells us, from his *
youth upwards, or he might have been an useful
member of society. He is a young man ; and if yet
he could be made so, his reformation will gake from
the number of. the profligate, and add to that of the
hopeful ; and who knows how wide the circle of his
acquaintance is, and how many of them may be in-
fluenced by his example either way? Ifhe marry
the not-dishonest young woman, to whomhe seems
to be contracted, may not your lenity be axmeans of
securing a whole futurc family on the sidefof moral
honesty? k

Hie crime, as the attempt was frustiated, is not
capital : and, not to mention the service of such an
evidence as this, should-Sir Hargrave seek for a legal
redress, as he sometimes weakly threatens, my hope
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makes me see a further good that may be brought
gbout by this man’s reformation: wicked masters
cannot execute their base views upon the persons of
the innocent, without the assistance of wicked ser-
vants. ~What a nest of vipers may be crushed at
once, or, at least, renderes unhurtful, by depriving
the three monsters he names of the aid of such an
agent? Men who want to save appearances, and have
estates to forfeit, will sometimes be horest of neces-
sity, rather than put themselves into the power of
untried villains. :

You will be so geod as to make my compliments
to your lady, and to our lovely ward. You see, Sir,
that I join myself with you in the honour of that
agreeable relation.

I hope the dear lady has perfectly recovered hey
health and spirits. Iam, good Mr. Reeves,

) Your most faithful and obedient servant,
e CHARLES GRANDISON.

LETTER XXXV.

,TO SIR CHARLES GRANDISON, EART.

: Saturday, February 18,
In what an odious light must that wretch appear be-
fore the worthiest of men, who cannot but abhor
himself. .

T'am the unhappy man who was hired into the ser-
vice of the best of young ladies: whom I was the
means of betraying into the power of Sir Hargrave
Pollexfen, from the ball in the Hay-market on
Thursday night last. -

Your honour has made yourself ansinterest in Miss

i?yron’s fate, as I may say, by your powertul protec-
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tion. Pardon me if I give you some account of my-
self, and of transactions which perhaps will atherwise
never be known ; and this in justice to all round.

My parentage was honest. My education was
above my parentage. Isct out with good principles:
but I fell into a bad scrvice. Iwas young, and of a
good natural disposition ; but had not virtue ensugh
to resist a temptation : I could not say No, to an un-
lawful thing, when my principals commanded my
assent.

I was, at first setting out, by favour of friends,
taken as clerk to'a merchant. In process of time I
transacted his business at the Custom-house. He
taught me to make light of caths of office ; and this
by degrees made me think light of all moral obliga-
tions, und laid the foundation of my ruin.

My mastet’s name was Bagenhall. He died; and
I was to seek employ. His brother succeeded to his
fortune, which was very large : he was brought up to
no busincss: he was a gentlernau : his seat is near
Reading. I was recommended by him to the service
of a gentleman who was nominated to go abroad on
a forcign embassy. Iwill name his name, lest your
honour would imagine I have any design to evade
the strictest truth; Sir Christopher Lucas; I was to
be this gentleman’s master of the horse abroad.

The first service my new masters employed me in,
was to try to get for ¥:im the pretty daughter of an
honest farmer, .

I had been out of place for a twelvemonth. Had
‘T had twenty shillings aforehand in the}world, I
would, I think, have said No. Nevertheless I con-
sulted, in confidence, my late master’s brother upon
it. The advice he gave me, was, not to boggle at it:
But if, he said, I could manage the mgtter so, as to
cheat Sir Christopher, and get the girl for him, and
keep the secret, he would give me 501 1 abhorred

VOL. IX. z
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the double treachery of young Mz, Bagenball : buz.
undertook to serve Sir Christopher; déid carried on a
treaty with the farmer for his daughter; as if she
were to be the wife of Sir Christopher; but not o be
owned +till he returned from abtoad ; 1o, not even if
she should prove with child. .

I fo%d, in the course of my visits at the farmer’s,
so much honesty both in father and mother, and so
much innocence in the daughter, that my heart re-
lented; and I took an oppartunity to reveal Sir Chris-
topher’s base design to them; for the girl was de-

signed to be ruined the very first moment that Sir
Christopher could be alone with her. Your honéur
may believe, that I injoined all thrée strict secrecy.
ﬁevertheless this contriving devil of a master
found a way to get the young woman by other
means ; and, in amoreus dalliance, she told him tg
whom he was obfiged for not succeeding before.
~ In rage he turned me out of his service, in the
most disgraceful manner; but without giving any
‘other reasons, than that he knew me to be a villain;
‘2nd that I knew myself'to be one ; nor Wtuld he give
me a character: so I was quite reduced; and but
Yor the kindness of a sister, who keeps an inn in
Smithfield, I should have starved, or been obliged to
do worse.
I should have told your honour, that the poor
rmier and his wife boti: died of grief in half a year.,
honest young man, who dearly loved the yoting
‘woman, was found drowned soon after: it is feared
e was his own executioner. Sir Christopher went
not orfhis embﬁs:?' His preparations for it, and his
expensive way of life, before and after, rédaced him:
and hé has been long a beggar, as I may say. The

oor young woman is now, if living, on the town. I
“hiw her about half a g'ear ago in 8t. Martin’s Round-

use, taken up as a common prostitute, and charged
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with picking a pocket. She was a pretty creature,
and had a very pious turn, when-IYmew her first.
Her father hut{ gone beyond himself in her educa-
tion : and this was the fruit. What has such a man as
Sir Christopher to answer for!e~But it is come home
to him. I rejoice that this wickedness was pot added
to my score.

But heavy scenesIhad enough afterwards. Being
utterly destitute, except what my sister did for me,
and not enduring to be g burden tp her, I threw iny-
self upon my master Bagenhall. He employcd me
mean offices, till his pander died (he is a very profli-
gate man, Sir!): and then he promated me t6 a still.
meaner. R

In this way, I grew a shameless contriver. He in-
troduced me to Sir Hargrave Pollexfen, and to Mr.
Merceda, a Portuguese }:;. In the service of these
three masters, good heaven forgive me! what villa-
nies was I not the means of perpetrating! Yet I ne-
ver was so hardened, but I had temporary remorses.
But these three gentlemen would never let me rest
from wickedness: {et they kept me poor and neces-
sitous; as the only means to keep mc what they
called /onest; for they had often rexon to think,
that had I had any other means of subsistence, I
would have been really honest. .

I was now Mr. Bagenhall’s constant segvant. Sir
Hargrave and Mr. Merceda used to borraw me: but
I must say Sir Hargrave is an innocent man to the
other two. They caressed me, I speak it to my
shame, as a man fit far their turn. Ihad coptrivance;
temper : I knew something of every-bod? ut my
sister knows my frequent compunctions ; gnd that [
bated the vile course I was in.  She used fo lecture
me enough. She is a good woman. ’

Will your honour have patience with me a little
legger? :
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Sir Hargrave on the seventh of this month came
to my master Bagenhall at Reading, with whom he
had double business: one was to take a bond aud
judgment of him (Sir Hargrave is no better than an
usurer ) : Mr. Bagenhall has lived a most extravagant
life : the other was to borrow me. Mr. Merceda had
a scheme on foot at the same time, which he was
carnest to engage me in; but it was tvo shocking;
and Mr. Bagenhall came into Sir Hargrave’s.

Sir Hargrave told them, he designed nothing more
than a violation, if he could get my assistance, of the
most beautiful woman in the world. And, Sir, to
sec the villany of the other two; they both, unknown
to each other, made proposals to me, to trick Sir
Hargave, and to get the lady, each for himself.

But to me, Sir Hargrave swore, that he was fully
resolved to leave this wicked course of life. Bage
hall and Merceda, he said, were devils; and he woul
marry, and have no more to say to them. All that
was in his view was honcest marriage. Ile said he
had never heen in the lady’s company but once, and
that was the day before at Lady Betty Williams’s.
He said he went thither, knowing she was to be
there: for having for some time had it in his head
to marry, this was the lady he had pitched upon in
his mind, from the character he had of her from
every mouth at the Northampton races.

Now, said he, I shall have some difficulty to obtain
her, notwithstanding my fortune is so great; for
every one who sees her is in love with her; and he
named several gentlemen who laid close siege to
her. '

She brought a servant up with her, said he, who
pines aftér the country, and is actually gone, or soon
will. Her cousin cnquires of every one after a pro-
per servant for her. You, Wilson, said he, are hand-
some and gentecl: he was pleased to say so. You
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‘have a modest humble look : you know all the duties
of a servant : get yourself entertained, and your for-
tune is made for life, if by your means 1 obtain the
lady. I have already tendered myself, said he. Per-
haps she will have me in a few dgys. I don’t expect
to be denied, if she be disengaged, as it is said she
is. If you can get into her service, you will find out
every-thing. This is all that is to he done: but you
must never mention my name, nor’ever know any-
thing of me, as ] go and come. |

Sir Hargrave dedured, that his heart was buynt up
with the love of the lady: and if he succeeded (s,
he had little doybt, even without my help, 1 been
actually in Merccda’s service) you will, said he, as
my lady’s scrvant, be mine of course ; you shall ne-
ver wear a livery; and you shall be my gentleman,
till I can get a place for you in the customs. This,
may it ‘please your hounour, he knew 1 had long
aimed at; and it had been often promised by him-
self, and my, other two masters: and was their first
promise when they wanted to cngage me in any of
their schemes, though they never thought more of
it when the service was over. If I.got but myself ¢n-
gaged, I was, on ‘the day I entered into my lady’s
service, to have as an earnest ten guineas,

Encouraged by such promuses (and the project
being an honester onc than ever Sir Hgrgrave, or '
cither of the other two, had sought to engage me
in) I offered my service to my lady; and, on Mr.
Bagenhall’s writing a good character of me, was ag~

cepted. mz

{ could have been happy in the servitesof this
lady, all the days of my life. She is all foodness:
all the servants, every-body, "gentle angl simple,
adored her: but she, unexpectedly, refusifg to have
Sir Hargrave, and he being afraid that one of her
thyee or four lovers wowld cut &im out, he reselved

73
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“to take more violent measures than he had at first
intended. ,
» If any man was ever mad in love, it was Sir Har-
grave. {}ut then he was as mad with anger to be res
fused. Sir Hargrave was ever thought to bc one of
the proudest men in England: and he complained
that iny lady used him worse than she did any-body
else, ﬁut it was not ler way to usec any-bogy ill, I
saw that, . T
" Nevertheless e was resolved to strike a bold stroke
Jor a wife, as were his words from the title of a play:
and between us we settled the matter in one mght:
for I had found means to get out unknown to the
family.

It gvill be trespassing too much upon your honour’s
Yaticncc, to be very particular in our contrivancesy

will be as brief as possible.

My lady was to go to a masquerade. I got into
the knowledge of every-thing about it. The maids
were as full of the matter as their master and mis-
tresses.

1t was agreed to make the chairmen fuddled. Two
of Mr. Merceda’s footmen were to undertake the task.
Brandy was put into their liquor, to hasten them.

They were soon overcome. The weather was
cold: they drank briskly, and were laid up safe. 1

“then hired'two chance chairmen, and gave them
orders, as hud been contrived.

1 had twenty guineas given me in hand for my en-
couragement ; in which were included the promised
ten.

T had, when T was my first master Bagenhall’s
clerk, made acquaintancc with several cleﬁs of the
Custom-house, particularly with one Awberry, a so-
ber ‘modest man ; who has two sisters: to one of

Avhom T am contracted, and always,~{or two years
past, intended to make my wife, as soon us I shonld
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be in any way to maintain her’ THE mother is a |
widow. All of then are very honest people.

Mr. Awberry the brother being assured by me
Sand T was well assured of it myself, and had ne
doubt about it) that marriage was intended; and
knowing Sir Ilurgrave’s great estatc (and having
indeced seen Sir Hargrave on the oceasion, and re-
ceived his protestations of honour% engaged his mo-
ther and sisters in it ; and the result, as to them and
me, was, that I was to receive, as soon as the knot
was tied, n hundred guineas besides the twenty ; and
moreover an gbsolute promise of a place ; and twenty
pounds a year till 1 gotit; and then my marriage
with young Mrs. Awberry was to follow.

The widow has an annuity of thirty pounds, w hich,
with her son’s salary, keeps them above want. ;

She lives at Paddington. There is a back door and
garden, as it happens, convenient o bring any-body
i, or carry any-body out, sccretly; and hither it
was resolved, if posible, that the lady should be
brought, und a Fleet parson and his clerk ready sta-
tioned, to perform the ceremony ; and then all that
the bridegroom wished was to follow of course.

Sir Hargrave doubted not (though he was fruitful
in contrivances, and put many others in practice)
but he should be detected if he carried the lady to
his own house. And as he was afraid that the chair-
men (notwithstanding several other artful contriv-
zmcess would ‘be able to find out the place they
carricd her to, he had ordered his chariot-and-six to
be at the widow Awberry’s by six in the morning,
with three servants on horseback, armed, and a
horse and pistols besides.  After marriage and con-
summation, he was resolved to go to his house on
the forest, but not to stay there ; but to go to Mr.
Merceda’s house near Newbury, where he doubted
npt but he should be secrc‘t‘ till he thought fit to pro-
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duce the Jady as Lady Pollexfen: and often, very
often, did he triumph on the victory he should obtain
over her other lovers, and over her own proud heart,
as he would have it to be,

The parson, Sir, came : the clerk was there: but
what with fits, prayers, tears, and one thing or other
(at oné€ time the lady being thought irrecoverable,
having reccived some unintended hurt in her strug-
gling to get out of a door, as I heard it was) Sir
Hargrave in terror dismissed the parson; and re-
golved to carry the lady (who by that time was re-
covered) in the chariot to his seat at Windsor ; and
then, staying there only to marry, go to Newbury:
and from thence break out by degrees, as the matter
should be taken. '

My lady screamed, resisted, and did all that wo-
man could do, to get free: and more than ance, peo-
ple who heard her cry out for help were put on a
wrong scent ; avd had we not met with your honour
{who would sec with your own eyes, and hecar
with your own ears) the aftair had been all over in
the way Sir Hargrave wished, and was at so much
pains and expence to effect. For, Sir, the chariot
,lgenemlly drove so fast, that before passengers could
1ave resolved whether to interfere or not, we should
have been out of sight or reach. .

Sir Hargrave is in the greatest rage with us all,
because we stood not better by him. He refuscs
any favour to me, and threatens to pistol me the
moment he sees me.  That’s to be my reward.

We were four atsctting out from Paddington : but
one of the scrvants was dispasched to prepossess an
old servant of Sir Hargrave’s mother, at Colne-
brook, who keeps there 2 kind of haberdashery shop:
and wherc he propesed to get some refreshment for
the lady, if he could make her take any. For mny
gm't, I wonder how she ke?t out of fits oh the road.

She had enow of them at Paddington.
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The two servants who staid about Sir Hargrave,
are discharged with all the marks of indignation
that a master incensed by such a disappointment
could express; and, as I said before, he is resolved
to pistol me the moment he sees me. Yet I too
well served him for the peace of my conscience.

A coach-and-four was ordered to carry the widow
and her two daughters to Reading, to the New Inn
there, where they were to reside for a week or so,
till all was blown over ; and that they might be out
of the way of answering questions: and my brother
Awberry, as I call him, and hope to make him (for
he is a very honest man) was to go to them there.

And there, in all probability, had Sir Hargrave
succeeded, and been as good as his word, should
I have been the husband of as tender-hcarted a
young woman as any in the parish she lives in.

Here is a very long letter, may it please you, Sir.
T have shortened it, however, as much as I could:
but in hatred to myself, and the vile ways 1 have,
by excess of good-nature, and by wecting with
wicked masters, been drawn into—Xer the clearing
of my sister’s character, who lives in credit among
her ncighbours, and of every other person: who
might otherwise have been suspected—In justice to
Mrs. Awberry’s and her two daughters, and her son’s
characters—And in justice so far to Sir Hargrave’s,
as that he intended marriage (and had he not, he
would have found no friends in his designs at Pad-
dington) and so far as to clear him of having not
offcred the least incivility to my lady—{Had he
intended, or been provoked so to do, he: was too
well watched -by the widow, and her daughters, to
have becn permitted ; and that by my own request,
which was, that they should be rcady to run in
whenever they heard her cry out, and that they
wquld not leave Sir Hargrave alone with my lady
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for six minutes, till their hands were joined in wed-
lack]—1In justice I say to all these persons, I thought
-proper thus to give you, Sir, all that I knew relat-
mg to this wicked transaction. And if, may it
pleasc your honour, 1 were to be taken up, I could
say no more before a magistrate ; cxcept this, which
I had like to have forgot ; which is, that had it not
been for me, sgome mischicf might have been done,
between Sir Hargrave’s servants and yours, if not
to your honour’s person.

All that 1 most humbly beg, is the pardon of so
sweet a lady. I have chosen, ever-to-be-honoured
Sir, to write to you, whose goodness is so gencrally
talked of, and whe have so nobly redecmed and
protected her. Mr. Reeves, | know, has suffered
too much in his mind to forgive me. He is a worthy
gentleman. I am sorry for the disturbance I have
given him. I have hopes given me, that I shall gt
employment on the keys, or as a tide-waiter ex-
traordinary. .

Please the Lord, I will never, never more, he the
tool of wicked masters. All 1 wish for is, to be
able to do justice to the love of an bonest young
woman; and I am resolved, whether so cnabled
or not, to starve, rather than to go any more, no,
not for a single hour, into the service of the ini-
quitous gentlemen I have so0 often named in this
long letter.

If I might be assured, that I may pursuc un-
molested any honest calling, so as that T may not
be tempted or driven into unhappy courses, my
hcart would be at rest.

" There might have becn murder in this affair : that
shacks me to think of. O Sir, good, cxcellent,
,bg_tWe, and the most worthy of gentlemen, you have
men to me as great a deliverance, as you have to

é indy : yeu, greater ; for mine may be a deliver-
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ance, it 1 make a proper use of it, of soul as well
as body. Which God grant, as also your honour’s
‘health and pr.osgerity, to the prayers of
Your honour’s ever-devoted
Humble servant,
WILLIAM WILSON.

I thought I' had somcthing else to say : something
it is of Io:‘fh importance . your life 1s threatened,
Sir : Ged preserve your precious life. Amen !

LETTER XXXVL
M55 BYRON TO MISS SELBY. '

Friduy, February 24.
My cousin Reeves has given assurance to the sister
of that Wilson, that he mnay, unmolested by any of
us, pursue the best means he can fall upon for the
obtaining of an honest livelihood. .
_ In every-thing it is determined to follow the ad-
vice of my deliverer.

What a letter is that fellow’s! What men are
there in the world ! ‘

Of such we have read : but I hoped, that I might
have escaped suffering by any such.

We are extremely disturbed at the fellow’s post-
script : and the more, as we are told by several peo-
ple, that Sir Hargrave will not sit down-quietly ; but
threatens vengeance upon Sir Charles. -1 wish I had
not come to London. :

I hope my grandmamma’s spirits aré not affected
by what she knows of the matter. It was very good
of my aunt Selby to,take the measures she did, in
softening every circumstance, and net to let her
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know any-thing till the danger was over. But in-
deed it was but the natural efiect of that prudence
which regulates all the actions of my honoured aunt.

My grandmamma has such strength of mind, that
now she knows.I am safe, und not unhappy, I dare
say she will by degrees bear to.hear my narrations
rcad. She will be more uneasy if she thinks any-
thing is kept from her. .

Yet 1 know that her tenderness and her love for
her Harriet will coat her some anguish, some sighs,
some tears, us she reads;: or hears read, the cruclty
her girl has been treated with: who, so tenderly
brought up, so greatly indulged, never before knew
what harshness was.  But then she will lave more
joy, I'hope, in my deliverance, than she will have
¥am in my sufferings. And pray let her know, that

am every day less and less sensible of the pain in

*my stomach, of which I was so apprehensive, gs
really, at the time, to think it a mortal blow. My
grandmanmna has told us girls, you know, my Lucy,
twenty and twenty frightful stories of the vile en-
terprizes of men, against innocent creatures; and
will therefore call to mind stories ‘which have con-
cluded much worse than, blessed be God, mine has
done. :
) * e ox

Just now I have received a congratulatory pacquet
of letters :

One from my aunt Selby, such a sweetly kind,
such a truly maternal letter! .

One from my gléarest grandmamma. I will put it
next my hcart, ‘whienever I feel there any of that
pain, of which she’is so kindly apprehensive.

One from Nancy—Dear girl !—She is very gene-
rous to forget her own malady to cordole and con-
gratulate me. Your brother James, my Lucy, has
written me a very kind letter. e is a good young
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man : God keep him so! What a mischievous crea-
ture is a bad man ! '

I have a charming letter, by the post, from my
godfather Deane : he has heard nothing of what has
happened ; and I am sure is too s#licitous for my
welfare, to take it well, if I do not let him know
something about it: I will therefore soon write to
him.

But your letter, my Lucy!-——What, I warrant,
you thought I had forgot your letter in the enumera-
tion of the contents of the precious pacquet! If T
had, your goodness, your love, might have made you
forgive me: but I never would have forgiven my-
self.

But you and I, my dear, write for all to sce
what we write: and so I reserved yours to be last-
mentioned. Ouly I slid in my godfather Deane’s
betweedi ; not because I love him better than 1 do
my Lucy-—-No, that is impossible !—But becanse 1
had a mind to shew you, that I was hastening to be
quite well, and so assumed my little saucy tricks,
and surprises, as if it were possible for me to be
heedless, wherc my love .-to my Lucy was in the
question. '

And so you expect the particular character and
description of the persons of this more than amiable
brother and sister. Need you to have told me that
youdo? And could you think that after having
wasted so many quires of paper in giving you the
characters of people, many of whom deserved not
to be drawn out from the common crowdl of mortals,
I would forbear to give you those of persons who
adorn the age in which they live, and g¢ven human
nature ? 3

You don’t question, you say, if I begin in their
praises, but my gratitude will make me write in a
subfime siyle ; so you phrase it ; and are ready, you

AN
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promise me, to take with allowance, all the fine
things from me, which Mr. Rceves has already
taught you to cxpect. .

You may be tight in your expectations, as far as
I know; for iy E;:ndﬁtther (so many ycars ago)
used to say, that his kittle Byron was un enthusiast
in her gratitude. But, however, when I say any-
thing of the exalted minds, of the expanded hearts,
of the amiable menhers, of this happy brother and
sister, which seems to excecd, in my praiscs, the
bounds you will all be willing to set me, then lct the
-overflowings be carricd to account 'of the grateful
enthusiasm, and only to that. ;

Which shall I begin with? You will have a sharp
Jook-out upon me, you say: Ah, my Lucy! I know
what you mean. But 1 am safc from cvery-thing
but my gratitude, I will assurc you.

Aud so, if I begin with the character of the Bro-
ther, then will you join with my uncle, shake your
‘hcad, and cry, Ah! my Harrict! If I begin with the
sister, will you not gay, that I save my cheicest sub<s
jectfor the last ? How difficult is it to avoid censure,
when there is a resolution taken to beucensorious.

Well, but keep a look-out, if you please, my Lucy :
not: the least shadew of reserve shall it give to m
heart : my pen shall be ‘honest to that heurt; and
shall be benctited, I am sure, by the fuithful wounds
-of such anectionate, and equally-beloved as revered
Jricnds— And so, pen, take thy course.

Miss Grundison—Yes, my volant, my self-con-
ducted quill, begin with the sister, say my Lucy
what she pleases— .

Miss Grandison is about twenty-four; of a fine
stature: she has dignity in her aspect; and a very
jpenetrating black eye, with which she does what she

+-pleuses : her huir is black, very fine, and naturally
curls : sh is not fair; but her complexion'is delicate



SIR CHARLES GRANDISON. 267

and clear, and promises a long duration to her love-
liness : her features arc generally regular : her nose
is a little aquiline ; but that is so far from being a
blemish, that it gives a kind of majesty to her other
features: her teeth are white and eyen : her mouth
is perfectly lovely ; and a modest archness appears in
her smiles, that makes one both love and fear her,
when she begins to speak. She is finely shaped ;
am}, in her air and whole appearance, pcerctly gen-
teel.

She herself says, that before her brother came to
England, she was thought to be proud, pert, and
lotty : but I hardly believe her; for the man lives
not, it is my helief, who in fourteen months time
(and Sir Charles has not been longer arrived } could
so totally eradicate those qualities iv a mind of which
they had taken possession, as that they should not
occasionally shew themselves.

She has charming spirits. I dare say she sings
well, from the airs she now-and-then warbles in
the gaiety of her heart, as she goes up and down
stairs : she is very polite ; yet has a veip of raillery,
that, were ﬁiu no¢ polite, would give one too much
apprehension” for one’s ease: but I am sure she is
frank, easy, and good humoured : and, by turning
over all the just and handsome things which are at-
tributed to herself, to her brother’s credit, she must
be cqually humble and generpus. 5

She says, she has but latel} taken o very great
liking to reading: but I am ready to question what
she says, when she speaks any-thing theg some would
construe to her disadvantage. She pgetends, that
she was too volatile, too gay, too airy, be confin-
cd to sedentary amusements. Her fatRer, however,
according to the genteelest and most: udable mo-
dern education for women, had givegdyer a master,
who taught her bistory and geogr in bath
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which she acknowledges she made some progress. In
music, she owns she has skill: but I am tofd by her
niaid who attended me by her young lady’s (fircc-
tion, and who delights to praise her mistress, that
she reads and spcaks French and Italian ; that she
writes finely; and is greatly admired for her wit,
prudence, and obligingness. Nobody, said Jenny
Swho is a sensible young woman, a clergyman’s
aughter, well educated, and very obliging) can
stand against her good-natured raillery : her brother,
she says, is not spared: but he takes delight in her
, Vivacity, and gives way to it; when it is easy to sce,
that be couls take her down, if he pleased. And
then, added this good young woman, she is an ex-
cellent manager in afamily, finely as she is educated
[I rejoiced to hear that, for the honour of our
reading ladies, as in Miss Clements’s case]: she
knows every-thing, and how to direct what should
be done, from the private family-dinner, to a sump-
tuous entertainment: and every day inspects, and
approves, or alters, the bill of farc : by the way, my
Lucy, she is an early riser—Do you mind that? And
o can do every-thing with case, pleasige, and with-
out hurry and confusion: for all her servants are
carly risers of course. What servants can for shame
be in bed, at a reasonable hour to be up, when they
have a master or mistress’s example for carly rising ?
Yet this fine lady loves to go to the public places,
and often goes, and makes a brilliant figure therc.
She has time for them, and carns her pféasurcs by
her carly rising. -
Miss Grandison, Jenny tells me, has two humble
scrvants [I wonder she has not two-and-twenty] :
. onc is Sir Walter Watkyns, a man of a large estate
in Somersetshire ; the other is Lord G. son of the
Carl of G. ; hut neither of them highly approved ky
her: yet JOilty says, they are both of them hand-
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wome nen, and admired by the ladies: this makes
e afraid, that they are modern men ; and pay their
court by the exterior appearance, rather than by
interior worth. Who, my Lucy, that has heard what
my late grandfather has said, and my grandmemma
still says, of the men in their youthful days, will not
say, that we have our lots cast in an age of petits
maitres, and insignificants ?

Such an amiable woman is Miss Charlotte Gran-
dison—May I be found, on further acquaintance,
but half as amiable in her cyes, as she is in mine!—
Don’t be jealous, Lucy ! I hope I have alarge heart.
I hope there is room in it for half a dozen swect
female friends !-—Yes, although another love were
to intcrvenc. I could not bear, that even the aflec-
tion due to the man of my choice, were I to marry,
ahould, like Aaron’s rod, swallow up all the rest.

But now for her brother—my deliverer !—

But pray now, Lucy, don’t you comc with your
sharp look-ou¢: I warrant you will expect on this
occasion to read the tumults of the poor girl’s heart
in her character and description of a man, to whom
she is 50 muoch abliged!—But what if she disappoint
you, and yet do justice to his manifold excellencies?
What if she find some faults in him, that his sister
has not ? ' .

Parading Harriet, methinks you spy! Teazing
girl! Go on, go on; leave it '? us to find you out :
and take care that the very faults {ou pretend to
discover, do not’pass for a colour only, and lead to
your detection. i

Thank you, Lucy, for your cautiog: but I will
not be obliged to it. My pen shall f%ow the dic-
tates of my heart ; and if it be as heneit to mé.as I
think it is to every-bhody e¢lse, I hope I Bave nothing
to fear either from your look-out, or, which is still 2
sharper, my uncle Selby’s. .

J A A \3
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Sir Charles Grandison, in his person, is really :
very fine man. Hc is tall ; rather slender than full :
his face in shape is a fine oval : he seems to have
florid health ; health confirmed by exercise.

His complexion seems to have been naturally too
fine for a man: but as if he were above being re-
gardful of i1, his face is overspread with a manly
sunnincss [I want a word] that shews he has been
in warmer climates than England : and so it seems
he has; since the tour of Europe has not contented
hini. He has visited some parts of Asia, and even
of Afric, Egypt particularly.

I wonder what business a man has' for such fine
teeth, and so fine a mouth, as Sir Charles Grandison
niight hoast of, were he vain.

n his aspect there is somcthing great and noble,
that shews him to be of rank. Were kings to Pe
chosen for beauty and majesty of person, Sir Charfes
Grandison would have few competitors. His cye—
Indced, my Lucy, his eyc shews, if possible, mor¢
of sparkling intelligence than that of his sister—

Now pray be quict, my dear uncle Selby ! What
is beauty in a man to me? You all know, that 1
never thought beauty a qualification in a man.

And yet, this grandeur in his person and air is
accompanied with so much ease and freedom of
manners, as englages our love with our reverence.
His good breeding renders him very accessible.
His sister says, he is always the first to break
through the restraints, and to banish the diffidences,
that will generally attend persons on a quite new
acquaintance. He may; for he is sure of being
acceptable in whatever he does or says. )

Very true, Lucy : shake your he:uIy,Y if you please.

In a word, he has such an easy, yet manly polite-
ness, as well in his dress, as in his address (no singu-
larity appearing in either) that werc he not a fine

2 :
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figure of a man, but were cven plain and hard-
featured, he would be thought (what is far more
i;lligible in a man, than mere beauty) very agreca-
e
Sir Charles Grandison, my dear, has travclled, we
may say, to some purpose. .
Well might his sisterygell Mr. Reeves, that when-
ever he married, he would break half a score hearts.
Upon my word, Lucy, he has too many personal
advantages for a woman, who loved him with peculi-
arity, to be casy with, whatever may be his virtue,
irom the foible our sex in general love to indulge
for handsome men, ForfO my dear, women’s eyes
are sad giddy things ; and will run away with their
sense, with their understandings, beyond the power
of being overtaken either by stop thict, or hue-and-
cry. :
)I know that here you will bid me take care not to
increase the number of the giddy : and so 1 will, my

JAUC D

Tie good sense of this real fine gentleman is not,
as I can find, rusted over by sourness, by moroseness ;
he is ahove quarrelling with the world for trifles:
but he is still more above making such compliances
with it, as would impeach either his honour or con-
science.  Once Miss Grandison, spegking of her
brother, said, My brether is valued by those who
know him best, not so much {or being a handsome
man; not so much for his birth and fortune ; nor
for this or that single worthiness; as for being, in
the great and yct comprehensive sengg of the word, |
a good man. And at another time gfig said, that he
lived to himself, and to his own-heart; and that
though he had the happiness to p&aﬁ) every-body,
yet he made the judgment or approbation of the
world matter but of second consideration. In a
word, added she, Sir Charles Grandison, my brother
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(and when she looks proud, it is when she says, my
brother) is not to be misled cither by false glory, or
fulse shamepwhich he calls, The great snares ot vir-
tuc. .

What a iman is this, so to act ' —What a woman is
this, so to distinguish her brother’s excellencies !

‘What a poor creature nrrﬁ, compared to either of
them! And yet I have had my admirers. So per-
haps may still more faulty ereatures among their
inf{;riors. H, my Lucy, we have so much good sense
as to make fair comparisons, what have we to do but
to look up, rather than downward, in order to ob-
tain the grace of humilityi*

But let me tell you, my dear, that Sir Charles does
not look to be so great a self-denier, as his sister
seems to think him, when she says, he lives to him-
self, and to his own heart, rather than to the opinion
of the world. ¢

He dresses to the fashion, rather.richly, ’tis true,
than gaudily ; but still richly : so that he gives his
finc person its full consideration. He has a grcat
deal of vivacity in his whole aspect ; as well as in his
eye. Mrs. Jenny says, that he is a great admirer of
handsome women. His equipage is perfectly in
taste, though not so much to tl;le glare of taste, as
if he aimed either to inspire or shew emulation. He
seldoms travels without a set, and suitable attgnd-
ants ; and, what I think seems 2 little to savougfol
singularity, his horses are not docked : their tails
are only tied up when they are on the road. This
I took notice 'of when we came to town. I want,
methinks, my dear, to find some fault in his outward
appearance, were it but to make you think me irm-

al; my gratitude to him, and my veneration for
ptwithstanding.

ﬁ?‘hf he be of opinion that the tails of these no-

‘animals are not only a natural ornament, but are
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of real usc to defend them from the vexatious in-
sects that in summer are so apt to annoy them S‘as
JentHr once told mc was thought to be hi#'eason or
not depriving his cattle of a defence, which nature
gave them) how far from a dispraise is this humane
consideration! And how, in the morc minutc as
well as we may suppose in the greater instances,
does he deserve the character of the man of mercy,
who will be merciful to his beast!

I have met with persons, who call those men good,
that yet allow theruselves in liberties which no good
man can take. But 1 dare say, that Miss Grandison
means by good, when she calls her brother, with so
much pride, « good man, what I, and what you, my
Lucy, would understand by the word.

With so much spirit, life, and gallantry, in the
first appearance of Sir Charles Grandison, you may
suppose, that had I not been so drcadfully terrified
and ill-used, and so justly apprehensive of worse
treatment; and had I been oftered another protec-
tion; I should hardly have acted the frighted bird
flying from the hawk, to which, as Mr. Reeves tells
e, Sir Charles (though politely, and kindly cnough,
yet too sensibly for my recollection) compared me.

Do you wonder, Lucy, that I cannot hold up my
head, when I recollect the figure I must make in
that odious masqucrade-habit, hanging by my clasp-
ing arms about the neck of such a young gentleman ?
Can 1 be more effectually humbled than by such a
recollection ? And yet is not this an instance of that
fulse shame in e, to which Sir Charles Grandison
is so greatly superior ? !

Surely, surcly, 1 have kad my puniskiment for my
compliances with this foolish world. “False glory,
and false shame, the poor Harriet has never been
totally above, Why was I so much indulged? Why
was [ allowed to stop so many miles 'short ‘of my
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journey’s end, and then complimented, asif’ I had
no farther to go ?—But surely, I was past all shame,
when I ga* my consent to make such an appear-
ance as I made, among a thousand strangers, at a
masquerade !

But now, I think, something offers of blame in the
character of :his almost faultless man, as his sister,
and her Jenny, represent him to be.

I cannot think, from a hint given by Miss Gran-
dison, that he is quite so frank, and so unreserved,
as his sister is. Nay, it was more than a hint : 1
will repeat her very words: she had been mention-
ing her owa openness of heart, and yet confessing
that she would have kept one or two things from
him, that aflccted him not. ¢ But as for my brother,
said she, he winds one about, and about, yet scems
not to have more curiosity than one would wish him
to have. Led on by his smiling benignity, and foisd:
of his attention to my prattle, I have caught myself
in the midst of a tale of which I intended not to tell
him one syllable.

¢ O Sir Charles! where am T got? have I said ;
and suddenly stopt.

¢ Proceed, my Charlotte! No reserves to your
ncarest friend.

¢ Yet he has kis, and I have winded and winded
about him, as he had done about me ; but all to no
purpose. &

¢ Nevertheless, he has found means, insensibly, to
sct me on again with my own story, till I had told
him all I knew of the matter ; and all the time I was
intending only that my frankness should be an ex-

le to him; when he, instead of answering my
ms, double-locked the door of his heart, and left
nat “go-much as the key-hole uncovered by which I
ight have pecped into it ; and this in one or two
points, that I thought it imported mg to know. And
then have I been ready to scold”
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Now this reserve to such a sister, and in points
that she thinks it imports her to know, is what 1 do
not like in Sir Charles. A friend as well‘as a sister !
ought there to be a secret on ong side, ‘when there
is none on the other? Very likely, he would be as
reserved to a wife : and is not marriage the highest
state of friendship that mortals can know ? And
g]an friendship and reserve be compétible 2 Surely,

o. .
His sister, who cannot think he has one fault, ex-
cuses him, and says, that her brother has no other
view in drawing her on to reveal her own heart, but
the better to know how to serve and oblige her.

But then, might not the same thing be said in
behalf of the curiosity of so generous a sister? Or,
48 Sir Charles so conscious of his own superierity,
as to think he ‘can give advice to her, but wants not
hers to him 2 Or, thinks he meanly of our sex, and
highly of his own-? Yet there arc but two years dif-
ference in their age: and from sixtecn to twenty-
four, T believe, women are gencrally more than two
years aforchand with the men in ripeness of under-
standing ; though, after that time, the men may
ripen infto a superiority.

This observation is not 'my own; for I heard a
very wise man once say, That the intellects of wo-
men usuelly ripen sooner than those of men; but.
‘that those of men, when ripened, like trees of slow
growth, gencrally holdlenger, arc capable of higher
perfection, and serve to nobler purposes.

-Sir ‘Charles has seen more of the wrld, it may be
said, than his sister has: e has tradelled. But is
not humun nature the same in every country, al-
lowing only for different custorns ?—Do net jove,
hatred, anger, malice, -all the passions in short, good
or bild, shew themselves by like effects in the faces,
hearts, and actions of the pcople of every country ?
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And let men make ever such strong pretensions te
knowledge, from their far-fetched and dear-bought
experience, cannot a Fenetrating spirit learn as much
from the pagsions of a Sir Hargrave Pollexfen in
kngland, as it could from a man of the same or the
like ill qualities, in Spain, in France, or in Italy ?
And why is the Grecian Homer, to this day, so
much admiredggas he is in all these nations, and in
every other nation where he has been read, and will
be, to the world’s erd, but because he writes
from nature? And is not the language of nature
one language throughout the world, though there
are different modes of speech to express it by ?

But I shall go out of my depth. All I mean (and,
from the frankness of my own heart, you will expect

. from me such a declaration) is, that I do not love that
a man so nearly perfect, be his motives what the
will, should have reserves to such a sister, Don
you think, Lucy, that this seems to be a kind of
Juault in Sir Charles Grandison? Don’t you think,
that it would mingle some fear in a sister’s love of
him ? And'should one’s love of so amiable a brother
be dashed or allayed with fear # He is said to be a
good man : and a good man I dare say he 7s: What
sccrets can a good man have, that such a sister,
living with him in the same house, and disdaining
not, but, on the contrary, priding herself in, the
title of her' brother’s housekeeper, should not be made
acquainted with ? Will aman so generous loalgupon
her as he would upon a mere housckeeper 2—Does
not confidence engage confidence ?—And are they
not by nature, as well as inclination, fricnds ?

But I fancy I am acting the world, in its male-
volence, as well as impertinence : that world, which
thinks itself, affronted by great and superior merit ;
and O%: delight to bring down exalted worth to
its owlf level. But, at least, you will collect from
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what I have written, an instance of my impartiality ;
and sec, that, though bound to Sir Charles by a tie
of gratitude which never can be dissolved, I cannot
excuse him, if he be guilty of distance and reserve
to his gencrous sister, which she is above shewing
to him. .

If T am allowed to be so happy, as to cultivate
this desiruble acquaintance [and I hope it is not
their way to leave those whom they have relieved
and raised, in order to shine upon, and bless, only
new objects of compassion] then will I closely watch
vvery step of this excellent man ; in hope, however, .
to find him as perfect as report declares him, that I
may fearlessly make him my theme, as I shall de-
light to make his sister my cxample. And if I were
to find any considerable faults-in him, never fear, my
dear, but my gratitude will enlarge my charity in
his favour. But I shall, at the same time, arm my
heart with those remembered failings, lest my gra-
:_itude should endanger it, and make me a hopcless

ool.

Now, my uncle, do not be very hard on your
niece. I am sure, very sure, that 1 amn not in dan-
ger as yet : and indeed I will tell you, by my Lucy,
whenever 1 find out that I am. Spare, therefore,
my dear uncle Sclby, all your conjectural construc-
tions,

And indecd you should in pity spare me, my dear
Sir, at present ; for my spirits are still weak : I have
not yet forgiven myself for the masquerade affair;
especially since Mr, Reeves has hinted to me, that
Sir Charles .Grandison (as he judges from what he
dropt about that foolish amusemcent) approves not
of masquerades. And yet self-partiality bas sug-
gested scveral strong pleas in my favour ; indeed by
way of extenuation only. How my judge, cox-
SCIEXCE, will determine upon those pleas, when

. . BB
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counsel has been heard on both sides, I cannot say :
yet I think, that an acquittal from this brother and
sister would go a great way to make my conscicnce

easy.

1y have not said onc half of what I intended to say
of this extraordinary man. But having imagined,
from the equal love I have to his admirable sistcr,
that I had found something to blame him for, my
impartialiti)" has carried me out of my path; and |

.know not how to recover it, without going a great
way back. Let therefore what 1 have further to say,
mingle in with my future narratives, as new occa-
sions call it forth.

But yet 1 will not suffer any other subject io in-
terfere with that which fills my heart with the praises,
the due praises, of this worthy brother bnd sister ;
to which 1 intended to consecrate this rambling gnd

.very imperfect letter: and which here I will con-
clude, with assurances (however needless 1 hope
they are) of duty, love, and gratitude, where so much
due from your

HARRIET BYRON.

.m
LETTER XXXVIL -

MISS BYRON. IN CONTINUATION,

February 24, and 25.

Now have I near a week to go back, my Lucy, with

current narrative, having been thrown behind-
hand by the long letters I have been obliged to
write, to give you an acceunt of my distress, of my
deliverance, of the characters of this noble brother
and sister, and a multitude of coincidences and re-
flestions, which all my deor friends expect, as they
fall in, from the pen of sheir Hardet. And.this let~
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ter shall therefore be a kind of diary of that week;
only that I will not repeat what my cousin Reeves
has told me he has written.

On Monday 1 was conducted home in safety, by
my kind protector, and his amiable sister.

Mrs. Reeves, Lady Betty, and Miss Clements, are.
in love with them both.

My cousin has told you, how much they disap-
pointed us, in declining to stay dinner. 'What shail,
we do, if they arc net as fond of our company as we
are of theirs? We are not used to be slighted, you
know: and to be slighted by those we love, there can
be no bearing of that: but I hope this will not be the
case. .

At ted,‘the name of Sir Rowland Meredijth car-
ried me instantly down. E 3

Mr. Recves had told the good knight, on his
calling on the Friday, Saturday, Sunday, and on
this day, before we returned from Colnebrook, that
I had been over-fatigued at the masquerade on
Thursday night [and so I was]}; and.was gone a lit-
tle way out of town. Carried he should have said :
I was carried, with a witness!

Sir Rowland took notice, thet I must have had 2
smart illness for the time, by my altcred éountenance.
You are, and must be, ever lovely, Miss Byron: but
I think you loak not quite so sérene, you don’t look
80 composed, as you used to do. But I was afraid
you were denied to my longing sight. T was afraid
you would let your papa ge down to Cacrmarthen,
without giving him an opportunity to biess his cross
girl. 1t is in vain, I fear, to urge you—He stopt,
-and looked full in my face—Pray, Sir Rowland, said
T, how does my brot/er Fowler? :

Why, ay, that’s the deuce of it! Your brother
Fowler. But as the honest man says, so say 1; I
wilknot teaze you.  But never, never, will you have
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—But no more of that—I come to take my leave of
ou. I should have sct out this very morning, could
have seen you on Saturday, or yesterday: but I

shall go to-morrow morning early.  You are glad of

‘that, madam, I am sure.

- Indeed, Sir Rowland, I shall always respect and va-
lueyou: andIThope Ishallhave yourgood wishes, Sir—

s, yes, m , you need not doubt it. And

I will humble all the proud women in Wales, by

telling them of Miss Byron.

You tell me, my Lucy, that you were all moved
at one of the convcrsations 1 gave you between the
knight, Mr. Fowler, and myself.

. ‘%’cre I to be as particular in my account of what
passed on Sir Rowland’s taking Jeave of m?as I was
on ther occasion, and were you to judge by the
effect:¥§ honest tenderness had on me, as I craved
his blessing, and as he blessed me (the big tears,
unheeded by himself, straying down his reverend
cheeks) I think you would have been in like manner
affected.

Mr. Fowler is to go down after him—If—if—if,
said the knight, looking fervently in my face—

I should be -glad, I said, to see, and to wish my
brother a good journey.

Tuesday morning early I had a kind enquiry, after
my rest, from Miss Grandison, in her brother’s name,
as well as in her own. And about eleven o’clock
came the dear Jady herself. She would run up stairs
to me, following Sally—In her dressing-room, say

ou?— She shall not come down.

She entered with the maid—Writing, my dear! said
she. I onc day hope, my Harriet, you will shew me
all you write—Thcre, there (sitting down by me)
no bustle. And how does my fair friend?— W ell—1
see very well—To a lover—or of a lo¥er—that’s the
same thing—
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'Thus, sweetly familiar, ran she on.

Mrs. Reeves entered: Excuse me, madam, said
Miss Grandison; this is but one of my flying visits,
as I call them: my pext shall be to you. But per-
haps 1 may not make it in form ncither: we are
relations, you know. How does Mr. Reeves? He is.
a good man. At home ?—

He is, madam, and will be rejoiced —

I know he will—Why, madam, this our Byron,
our Harriet, I should say, looks charmingly!—You
had best lock her up. There are many more Sir
Hargraves in the wgrld, than there are Miss Byrons.

She told me, that Sir Charles had set out that
morning carly for Canterbury. He will be absent
two or three days, said she. He charged me with
his compliments. He did nothing but talk of his
new-found sister, from the time he parted with you.
1 shall promote your interest with him, in order to
strengthen my own. I want to find him out.

Some lovc-engagements, 1 suppose, madam ? said
Mrs. Reeves—It is impossible but the ladies—

The ladies! Ay, that’s the thing! The deuce is in
them! They will not stay to be asked. These men,
the best of them, love nothing but what is attended
with difficulty. But all his love-matters he keeps to
himself; yet knows all mine—except one little entan-
glement—Mr. Reeves hears not what we say (looking
about ber): but you, my dear, shall reveal to me your
sncaking passion, if you have one, and I will discover
mine—But not to yow, Mra. Reeves.* No married
women shall I trust with what lies in the inncrmost
fold of my heart. Your husbands afe always the
wiser for what you know; though tkey can keep their
own counsel: and then, Harriet, Satag-like, the un-
generous wretches, becoming both tempters and
accusers, laugh at us, and make it wonderful for a
woman to keep a secret. .

- BB 3
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The ladies will not stay to be ashed, Lucy!—An
odd hint!—Thkesc men, the hest of them, love nothing
but what comes to them with difficulty :—he keeps all his
love-matters to himself—ALL! my Ludy!—But in-
deed she had said before, that if' Sir Charles married,
Mlf a dozen hearts would be broken !

This is nothing tp me, indeed. But, once more, I
wonder why a man of a turn so laudable, should have
any secrets? 'The more a good man permits anyone
ta know of his heart, the more good he might do,
by way of example.—And has he, can he have, so
many love-secrets, and yet will he not let them.tran-
spire to such a sister’— Whom (and so she once
hinted) it imported to know something of them.
But, ke knows best. I am very impertinent to be
amore concerncd for his sister, than she is for herself.
But I do love her. And one can no more bear
have those slighted whom we love, than one’s self.

It is very difficult, Lucy, to know onc’s self. I
am afraid I have a little spice of censoriousness in
my temper, which I knew nothing of till now: but,
10, it is not censoriousness neither. I cannot be so
mean, as to be censorioust and yet T can now, me-
thinks, (for the first time) a little account for those
dark spirits who may be too much obliged ; and who,
despairing to be able ever to return the obligation,
are ready to quarrel with the obliger.

Spiteful men say, that we women know not*our-
selves ; know not our own hearts. I believe there is
something of truth in the aspersion: but as men and
women are brothers and sisters, as 1 may say, are not
the men equally censurable? And should not we wo-
men say 8o, were we to be as spiteful as they ? Must
it needs be, that a daughter of the saume father and
mothér must be more silly, more unsteady, more ab-
surd, more impertinent, than her brother? I hope not.

Mrs. Reeves, not knowing, as she said afterwards,
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but Miss Grandison might have something to say to
me, withdrew. :

I belicve T told you last Sunday, said Miss Gran-
dison, of a cousin that we have: a good-natured
young fellow: he supped with us last night. Sir
Charles was so full of your praises, yet not letting
him into your history, that he is half-wild to see you.

God forbid, thought 1, when she had gone only
thus far, that this cousin should Le proposed!—What
an casy thing is it, my Lucy, to alarm a woman on
the side of her vanity ! .

He breakfasted with me this morning, continued
she, after Sir Charles had set out; and knowing that
I intended to make you a flying visit, he besought me
to take him with me: but 1 would not, my deur,
bring an inundation of new admirers upon you: he
has a great acquaintance ; and is very bold, though
not indecent: he is thought to be a modern wit, you
must know ; ang, to speak after an admirable writer,
aminute philosopher ; and thinks he has something to
say for himsclf when his cousin is not present. ile-
fore Sir Charles arrived, and when we were: in ex~".
pectation of his coming, being apprised that Sir
Charles had a serious turn, he threatened to play
upon him, and, as he phrased it, to bamboozle him;
for these wits and witlings have a Janguage peculiar .
to themselves. But on Sir Charles’s arnival, in two -
conversations, he drew in his Jhorns, as we say; and
now reverences those good qualitics .which he has
not, however, the grace to imitate, Now I wifl not
answer, but you may have a visit from him to sec the
loveliest woman in England. If he cqmes, see him,
or not, as you please: and think not yourselt under
any civil obligation to my brother, orame, to go out
of your own way : but I hope he will not be so im-
pertinent. I don’t wish you to see him out of my
brother’s company; because you will see him then
tQ_his own advantage. And yet he has such a no-
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tion that we women love to be admired, and to have
handsome things said to us, that he imagines, the
visit of a man, made for that purpose, will give him
as free a welcome to the finest woman in the world,
as painters give to those who come to see their pic-
tures,d and fﬁr the like reason. But ne more of Mr.
Grandison. Yet I thought proper to prepare you,
if he should take so coné;dentp a lIi):rerty.P parey

I thanked her.

‘Well but, my dear, you seem to have a long parcel
of writing before you; one, two, three, four—Eight
leaves—Upon my word '—But Mr. Reeves told me

ou are a writer; and that you gave an account of
all that befel you, to our grandmother Shirley, to our
uncle and aunt Selby, to our cousins Lucy and Nancy
—You see I remember every name: and will you
one day let me see what you write? s

Most willingly, madam—

Madum! interrupted she. So formgl! Charlotte say.

With all my heart, my ever-amiable, myever-kind,

+ Charlotte.

So, so—Well may the men say, we love flattery,
when rather than want it, we will flatter onc another.

Iwas going to disclaim flattery: Hush, hush, hush,
my dear! I doubt not your sincerity. You are a
grateful and good girl: but dare you, will you, shew
me all and every-thing about that Greville, that
Orme, that Fowler, that Fenwick?—You see, I*for-
get none of the names that your cousin Reeves told
me of on Saturday last, which I made you talk
of last Sunday.

Alland every-thing, Miss Grandison : But will you
tell me of your gentleman?

Will I! No doubt of it: How can young women
be together one quarter of an hour, and not lead one

" another into talk of their lovers? Lord, my dear,
those secrets, Sir Charles once said, are the cement
of young women’s friendships.
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And could Sir Charles—

Could Sir Charles!—Yes, yes, yes. Do you think
a man can be a judge of human nature, and leave
women out of the question? Why, my dear, he finds
us out in a minute. Take care of yourself, Harriet
—Jf—

I shall be afraid of him—

What if you have a good conscience, my dear !—

She then looked very archly. She made mc blush.

She looked more archly. I blushed, I believe, a
deeper dye.

id 1 not tell you, Lucy, that she could do what
she pleased with her eyes 7—But what did she mcan
by this ?

In my conscicnce, my Harriet, little or much, I.
believe we women are all rogues in our hearts.

And does Miss Grandison say that from her own
conscience ?

I belicve I do: but I must fly: I have ten more
visits to pay before I go home to dress. You will
tell me all about your fellows, yéu say?

And you will tell me, about your catanglement, as
vou called it.

Why that’s a difficulty upon mc: but you must
encourage me by your frecdom, and we will take up
our wretches, and lay them down again, one by one,
as we run them over, and bid thewm lig still and be
quiet till we recal them to our Yuemory.

But I have not onc lover, my Charlotte, to tcll
you of': I always gave them their dismjssion—

And I'have but two, that at present care to own;
and they won’t be dismissed : but therggl 'M“é' half a
dozen, 1 believe, that have said extray
me; and we must look upon the
you know, who only want to be cog

Miss Grandison, I hope, cannot tl
ting? '

of coquet-
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Not much: only a little now-and-then, to pay tlie
men in their own coin,

Charming vivacity! said I. 1 shall be undone, if
you don’t love me.

No fear, no fear of that '—I am a whimsical crea-
ture : but the sun is not more constant in his course
than I am steady in my friendships. And these com-
munications on both sides will rivet us to each other,
if you treat me not with reserve.

She arose to ‘go in a hurry. Abate, my dear
Gharlotte, of half your other visits, and favour me
with yeur company a little fonger.

if¢ me some chocolate then; and let me see your
cousin Reeves’s: I like them. Of the ten visits, six
of the ladies will be gone to sales, or to plague trades-
men, and buy nothmfx:) any-where vather than at
home : The devil’s at home,is a phrase: and our mo¥
dern ladies live as if they thought so. Two of the
other four called upen me, and hardly alighted : 1
shall do so by them. The other two I shall have
paid my compliments to in one quarter of an hour.

I rang for chocolate; and to beg my cousins com-

any.
P They wanted but the word: in they came. My
apartment (which she was pleased to admire) then
became the subject of a few moments’ conversation:
and then a much better took place: Sir Charles,

I mean. ““‘*’ -
I asked, If her brother had any relations at Can-
terbury? )

I protest T don’t knaw, said she: but ¢his I know,
that I have, there. Did I not hint to you, that
Sir Chaxles; 4
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1 know him to be steady in his purposes: but he is
l’)‘gsides so good, that I give up any-thing to oblige
T )

Your entanglement, Charlotte? asked I, smiling. '
Mr. Reeves knows nothing from that word.

Why, yes, my entunglement; and yet 1 hate to
think of it : so no more of that. It is the only secret.
1 have kept from himn; and that is, because he has
no suspicion of the matter: if he had, though my life
were to be the forfeit, I believe he would have it.

She told us, that she expected us soon to dine
with her in St. James’s Square: but that she must
fix Sir Charles. I hope, said she, you will .eften
drop in upon mc; as I will upon you. From this
time, we will have nothing but conversation visits
between us; and we will leave the modern world to
themselves; and be queen Elizabeth’s women. 1
am sorry to tell you—Let me whisper it— .

And she did; but loud enough for every ene to
hear: Altheugh I follow the-fashion, arid make one
fool the more for it, I despisc above one half.of the
women [ know. '

Miss Grandison, affectedly whispered I again,
should not do so; because her example is of weight -
enough to amend them.

I’ll be hanged if Miss Byron thinks 8o, re-whisper-
ed she. The age is teo far gone. Nothing but a8
national calamity can do it. «But let me tell you,
thut, at the same time, I despise more than one half .
of the men. But, speaking out, You and I will try
to think ourselves wiser than any-body else; and we
shall ‘have this comfort, we shall not easilyfind any
of our sex, who by their superior wisdom will give
us reason to think ourselves mistai

But adicu, adieu, and adieu, my azrecable friends:
let me see you, and you, and you, surning .to each
of the three, as often as s convenient, without cere-
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mony: and remember we have been acquainted these
hundred years.

Away she hurried, forbidding me to go out of my
apartment. Mrs. Reeves could not overtake her.
Mr. Reeves had much ado to be in time to make his
compliment. She was in her chariot before he could
offer his hand.

How pretty it was, my Lucy, in Miss Grandison,
to remember the names of ull my dear friends! She
told me indeed, on Sunday, that she should.

If travelling into foreign countries gives ease and
Eoliteness, would not one think that Miss Grandison

ias visited every European court, as well as her bro-
ther? If she has not, was it necessary for Sir Charles
to go abroad to acquire that frecdom and case which
his sister has so happily attained without stirring out
of the kingdom ?

_ These men had not best despise us, Lucy. Thef
is not, I hope, so much difference in the genius of
the two sexes as the proud ones among theirs are apt
to imagine; especially when you draw comparisons
from equal degrees in both.

O Mr. Walden, take care of yourself, if ever again
you and I meet at Lady Betty’s!~—But this abomi-
nable Sir Hargrave! Not one word more of meeting
at Lady Betty’s! There saw I first the wretch that
still, on recollection, strikes terror into my heart.

Wednesday, a visit from Miss Clements and Lady
Betty took me off my writing about two hours; yet
I over-writ myself, and was obliged to lie down for
about two more. At night we had Sir John Allestrec, *
and his nephew, Miss Allestree, Miss (lements, and
Lady Betty, at supper, and cards. But my stomach
paining me, about eleven I was permitted to retire.
to bed. .

On Thursday 1 finished my letters, rclating my
distresses, and deliverance. It was a .drcadfuf' sub-
ject. I rejoiced when 1 had concluded it.
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The same day Mr. Reeves reccived Sir Charles’s
letter, inclosing that of the wretched Wilson. I have
often heard my grandfather observe, that men of
truly great and brave.spirits are most tender and
merciful ; and that, gqn the contrary, men of base and
low minds are cruel, tyrannical, insolent, wherever
they have power. What this short letter, so full of
lenity, of mercy, of gendfous and humane care for
the future good of a criminal, and extended to un.
horn families, as well as to all his acquaintance and
friends in being, enables one to judge of the truly
heroic 8ir Charles Grandison ; and what I have ex-
perienced of the low, grovelling, unmanly insults of
Sir 1Iargrave Pollexfen (I a poor defenceless silly
girl, tricked into his power) ; are flagrant proofs of
the justice of the observation. '

I wish with all my heart, that the best woman in
the world were queen of a great nation : and that it
were in my power, for the sake of enlarging Sir
Charles’s ability to do good, to make him her consort:
then am I morally sure, that I should be the humble
means of making a whole people happy! -

But as we had all been iniormed from other hands,
of Sir Hargrave’s threatenings of Sir Charles’s life,
Wilson’s postscript has fastened a weight on my
heart, that will not be remeved till the dgnger is over~
blown. S

This day I had. Miss Grandison’s @ommpliments,
with tender cnquiries, brought me; and @ desirc, that
as she uspposed my firstvisit would be oxe of thankful
duty, meaning to church (for se I hag told her it
should) my next might be to her. % .

Yesterday I received the welcome psgket from so
many kind friends: and I prosecuted with the more
vigour, for it, my writing-task. Hov:’f‘fanily do we
glide into subjects that please us!'—How swiltly flies
the pen l—The characters of Sir Charles and of Miss

VOL. IX, cc "
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Grarfison were the sul@pcﬁ}%&nd 1 was amazed to
find how much I had written $xtiso short a time.

Miss Grandison sent e in the evening of this day

- her compliments joined wjth those of her brother,
who was but just returned ffom:Canterbury.

I wonder what Sir Charlés could do at Canterbury
so many days, and to lm)? nobody there whom his
sister knows, o '

She would have made me a visit, she sent meword;
but that as she expected her brother in the morning,
she had intended to have brought him with her. She
added, that this morning (Saturday) they should both
_set out for Colnebrooke, in hopes of the Earl and
Countess of L. arriving there as this night from
Scotland. ) i

" Do you think, Lucy, it would not have been ge-
nerous in Sir Charles to have made one visit, befgre
he set out for so many days, to thet Canterbury, to
the creature on whom he had laid such an obligation?
I can only mean as to the civility of the thing, you
must think ; since he was so good as to join in, nay, to
Ppropose, the further intimacy, as a brother,andfriend,
and so-forth—1I wishi that Sir Charles be as sincere in
his professions as his sister. He may in his travels

-{possibly he may) have mistaken some gay wceds
or fine flowers, and picked them up, and brought

. them with him to England: and yet, if he has done
80, he will, even then, be superior to thousands, who
travel, and bring home nothing but the weeds of fo-
reign climates. . '

‘ ile once said, as Miss Grandison told me, that
the Countess of L. is still a more excellent woman
han, py Charlotte.  Ah!} Sir Charles! You can tell
sfibs, I believe. 1 will not forgive in you, those

’ r deviations, which we are too apt to pass by
in other, even tolerable, men.

I wish you may be in earnest, mygood Sir, in pro-
posing to cultivate an intiinate friendship with me, as
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vhat of a brother te a sister [Shake your heall, my
Lucy, if' you will, I mean no more] that I may be
intitled to tell you your faults, as 1 see them. In
your sister Harriet you shall find, though a respects
ful, yet an oll)’en-eyed monitor. Our Charlotte thinks
you cannot be wrong in any-thing. .

All I fear is, that Sir Charles’s tenderness was de-
signed to be excited enly while my spirits were weak. *
Yet he bespoke a brotherly relation to me, before
Mr. Reeves, when he brought me home, and sup- °
poscd me stolen from his family in my infancy. That
was going farther than was necessary, if he thought
to drop the fraternal character soon. .

But might not my own behaviour alarm him? The
kind, the considerate man, is perhaps compassionate
in his intention. Not distinguishing aright my bash-
ful gratitude, and down-cast cye, he might be afraid,
lest I should add one to the half-score, that his sister
says will die if he marry.

If this be so, what, my dear, will your Harriet de-
serve, if kis caution does not teach her some?

After all, I believe, these men in general think our
hearts are made of strange combustible materials.
A spark struck, a match thrown in—But the best of
men, this admirable man, will, I hope; find himself
mistaken, if he think so of your Ilarriet.

What ails me, that 1 am grown such a boaster!
Surely, this horrid attempt of Sir Hargrave has not
affocted my brain. Methinks I am not, some how
or other, as I used to be in my heaf, or heart, I
know not which. back ¢ b

Do you, Lucy, bring me back again, our re-
mindinyg love, if you l:ﬁink there isganl;{nl{ezntion in
your Harriet, for the worse: and the rather, 3s it may
prevent my uncle— < KL

But what makes. me 50 much more aftaid of my
nncle, than I used to be?—=Yet men in their ruillery,
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[don’t, however, rcad this paragraph to him] ure
so—I don’t know how—so un-tender—But let me
fall into the hands of my indulgent grandmamma,
and ‘aunt Selby, and into your gentle bands, and all
will be as it should be.

But what was my subject, before this last seized,
and ran away with, my pen? I did not use to wan-
‘der thus, when I had a beaten path before me. O
this vile, vile Sir Hargrave! If I have a fault in my
head that did not use to be there, it is entirely owing
to him. I am sure my heart is not wrong.

But I can write nothing now but of Miss Grandi-
son and her brother. What entircly new scenes are
opened to me by my distress 2—Muy 1 have cause,
as 8ir Charles wished, to reap good from the evil!

1 will endeavour to bring Miss Clements into an
acquaintance with these worthies; that is to say, ikl
have myself' the interest to preserve my footing in
their fuvour.

Lady Betty resolves to rccommend kerself.  She
will be acquainted with then, she says, whether they
will or not. And yet I could not bear for Lady Betty
that she should be slighted by those whom she dotes
upon. That, surcly, is one of the heaviest of evils.
And yet self-love, where it is evidently inherent, will
enable one to get over it, I believe, pretty soon ;
though nothing but thet and pride can, in such.” OF

me use, therefore, you'll be apt to ‘gay, are pride
and self-love. 'Why, yes, and so they are, wherc
they are a part of a person’s habit. But, O my
Lucy, will not a native humility render this pride,
whose genuine offspring are resentment and itl-will,
absolutely unnecessary, and procure for us, un-
mipgled with mortification, the esteem we wish for

ighe hearts of the worthy ?
.30 the rest of my new acquaintance in town,
till I knew this admirable sistér and brother,
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took up so much of my paper, though some of them
are doubtless very worthy ; Adicu—That is to say,
as chosen subjects — Adieu -says your .

HARRIET BYRON.

LETTER XXXVIIL
MISS BYRON TO MISS SELBY.

Saturday night.
Lorp have mercy upon me, my dear {—What shall
1 do?—The vile Sir Hargrave has sent a challenge
to Sir Charles '—What may be the event—Q that I
had not come to London!—This is a copy of the
letter, that communicates it. It is from that Bagen«
hall. But this is the copy of-the letter—I will en-
deavour to transcribe it—But, no, 'I cannot—My
‘?ally shall write it over. Lord bless me! What shall
do2 ' .

0 MISS BYRON.

MADAM, Cavendish.Square, February 25.
You might easily believe, that the affyir betwixt Sir*
-[largravcfi’ollexfen and Sir CHarles Grandison could
" not, after so violent an insult as the farmer received
the latter, end without consequ%:::s.
£ty all that’s sacred, Sir Hargrave
T write. %
. There is but one way that T can thipk of to pre-
vent bloodshed ; and that, madam, seems to be in
your own pO“’Cl‘. M
Sir Hargrave insists upon it, that he meant you
nothing but honour. You know the uie or abusc of
. cc3

pows not that
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“the péwer he had obtained over you. If he behaved
with indecency, be tells me not the truth.

To make a young lady, whatever were her merit,
the wife of ‘a man of near 10,0001 a year, and who
had declared herself absolutely disengaged in her af-
fections, was not doing dishonour to her, so much as
to himeelf; in the violent mcasurcs his love obliged
him to take to make her so.

Now, madam, as Sir Charles Grandison was ut-
terly a stranger to you; as Sir Hargrave intended .so
honourably by you; and as you arc not engaged in

our affections ; if you will consent to be Lady Pol-
Yexfen; and if Sir Charles Grandison will ask pardon
for his unprovoked knight-errantry ; I will not be Sir
Hargrave’s second in the affair, if he refuse to accept
of suchsatisfactionin full forthe violence he sustained.

Isoleminlyrepeat, that Sir Hargrave knows nothisg
of my writing to you. You may (but I insist upon
it, as in confidence to every-body clse) consult your
cousin Reeves on the subject. Your honour given,
that you will in 2 month’s time be Sir Hargrave’s,
will make me exert all my power with him (and I
have reason to think that is not small) to induce him
to compromise on those terms.

I went to Sir Charles’s house this afternoon, with
a letter from Sir Hargrave. Sir Charles was just
stepping into his chariot-to his sister. He opened
it; and, with a civility that became his character, told
me he was just going with his sister to Colnebrook,
to meet dear friends on their return from Scod%é
that he should return on Monday; that the pleastire
he. should have with hig Jong-absent friends, would
not permit him to think of the contents till then:
but that the writcr should not fail of such an answer
‘as & gentleman ought to give.

Now, madam, I was so much charmed with Sir
Charles Grandison’s fine person and“politeness, and
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his character is so extraordinary, that I thought this
interval between this night and Monday morning a
happy one. And I took it into my head to make the
above proposal to you; and I hope you will think it
behoves you, as much as it does me, to prevent the
fatal mischief that may otherwise happen to men of
their consideration. .

1 have not the honour of being personally known
to you, madam; but my character is too generally
established for any one to impute to me any other :
motives for this my application to you, than those
above gi®n. A line left for me at Sir Hargrave’s,
in Cavendish Square, will come to the hands of,
madam,

Your most obedient humble servant,
JAMFS BAGENLIALL

O my dear! What a letter !—MMr. Reeves, Mrs.
Reeves, are grieved to the heart.  Mr, Reeves says,
that if Sir Hurgrave iusists upon it, Sir Charles is
obli%ed, in bonour, to meet him—Murderous, vile
word howour! What, at this rate, is honour! The
very oppuosite to daty, goodness, piety, religion; and
to every thing that is or ought to be sacred among
men.

How shall 1 look Miss Grandison in the face?
Miss Grandison will hate me !—To be again the occa-
sion of endangering the life of such a brother !

But, whatdo you think ?—Lady Beicg is of opinion
—«Mr. Reeves has consulted Lad tty ‘Williams,
in confidence~Lady Betty says, t! at’ if the matter
can be prevented—Lord bless me ! she says, 1 ought
to prevent it —What ! by becoming the wife of such
a man as Sir Hargrave ! so unmanly, s malicious, so
low a wretch !—What does Lady ]g'ewy mean?—Yet
were it it my power to save the life of Sir Charles
Grandison, and I refused to do it; for selfish reasonly
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refused; for the sake of my worldly happiness; when
there are thousands of good wives, who are miserable
with bad husbands—But will not the sacrifice of my
life be accepted by this sanguinary man! That, with
all my heart, wounld I make no scruple to lay down.
If the wretch will plunge a dagger in my bosom,
and take that for satisfaction, I will not hesitate one
moment.

But my cousin said, that he was of opinion, that
Sir Charles would hardly be brought to ask pardon.
How can ] doubt, said I, that the vile man, if he may
be induced by this Bagenhall to compronflse on my
being his wife, will dispense with that punctilio, and
wreak on me, were I to be his unhappy property, his
whole unmanly vengeance? Is hé not spiteful, mean,
malicious ?—But, abhorred be the thought of my

ielding to be the wife of such a man!—Yet, what
is the alternative? Were I to die, that wretched al-
ternative would still take place: his malice to the best
of men would rather be whetted than blunted, by my
irrcvocable destiny! O my Lucy! violent as my
grief was, dreadful as my apprehensions were, and
unmanly as the treatment I met with from the base
man, I never was distressed till now!

But should Miss Grandison advise, should she
tnsist upon my compliance with the abhorred condi-
tion (and has she not a right to insist upon it, for
the sake of the safety of her innocent brother ) can °
I then refuse my compliance with it ?—Are we not;~
taught, that this world is e state of trial, and of @
mortification? And is not calamity necessary to wean
our vain hearts from it? And if my motive be a mo-

- tive of justice and gratitude, and to save a life much
more valuable to the world than my own; and which,
bt for me, had not been in danger—Ought I—And

Mﬁh! my Lucy, what can Isay ?—Howunhappy!

i cannot consult this dear lady; who has such
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aninterest in a life so precious, as I might have done,
had she becn in town!

O Lucy! What an answer, as this unwelcome,
this wicked mediator gives it, was that which the
excellent man returned to the delivered challenge
—¢ 1 am going to meet dear friends on their return
from Scotland ”” What a meeting of joy will be
here saddened over, if they know of this shocking
challenge ! And how can his noble heart overfiow
with pleasure on this joyful occasion, as it would
otherwise have done, with such an important event
in suspense, that may make it the last meeting which
this affectionate and most worthy of fumilies will
ever know! ITow ncar may be the life of this dear
brother to a period, when he congratulates the safe
arrival of his brotler and sister! And who can bear
to think of seeing, cre one week is over-past, the
now rejoicing and harmonious family, clad in mourn-
ing for the first of brothers, and first of men? And
1, my Lucy, I, the wretched Harriet Byron, to be
the cause of all!

And could the truc hero say, ¢ That the pleasure
he should have on meeting his long-absent friends
would not permit him to think of the contents of
such a letter, till Monday ; but that then the writer
should not fail of such an answer—as a gentleman -
ought to give 2”’—O my dear Sir Chatles! [on this
occasion he is, and ought to Be, very dear to me]
How I dread the answer which vile' custom, and
false honour, will oblige you, as a gentlpman, to give!
And is there no way with honour td' avoid giving
such an answer, as distracts me to be told (as Mr..
Reeves tells me) must be given, if I, ‘your Harriet,
interpose not, to the sacrifice of all my happiness in
this life ? ]

But Mr. Reeves asks, May not tHis Bagenhall,
though he suys Sir Hargrave knows nothing of his
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writing, have written in concert with him ?—~What
if he has, does not the condition remain? And will
not the resentment, on the refusal,take place ?>—And
is not the challenge delivered into Nir Charles’s
hands? And has he not declared, that he will send an
answer to it on Monday ? This is carrying the mat-
ter beyond contrivance or stratagem. Sir Charles,
so challenged, will not let the challenger come off so
eagily. He cannot, in real honour, now, make pro-

osals for qualifying ; or dccept of them, if made to

im. And is not Monday the next day but one ?
—Only ¢that day between, for which I have becn
preparing my grateful heart to return my silent
graiscs to the Almighty, in the place dedicated to

is honour, for so signal a deliverance! And now
is my safety to be owmg, as it may happen, to a
much better person’s destruction ! L]

* %

I was obliged to lay down my pen.—See how the
blistered paper—It is too late to send away this let-
ter : if' it were not, it would be barbarous to torment
you with it, while the dreadful suspense holds.

. Sunday morning.

I am unable to write on in the manner I used to

do. Not 2 moment all the night past did I close my
eyes: how they are swelled with weeping ! I arg pre-
paring, however, to go to chufch: there will I re-
new my fervent prayers, that my grateful thanksgiv-
ing for the past deliverance may be blessed to mein
the future event! . :
- Mr. Recves thinks, that no step ought to be, or
can be taken in this shocking affair, tifl Sir Charles
returns, or Miss Grandison can be consulted. He
$as taken measures to know every motion of the vile
Sig Harﬁrave.

Lord bless'me, my dear ! the man Has lost three of
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his fore-tceth ! A man so vain of his. pgrson ! @ how
must he be exasperated ! -

Mr. Reeves also will be informed of Sir Charles’s
arrival the moment he comes to town. He has Il)‘ri-
vate information that the furious Sir Hargrave has
with him a man skilled in the science of offence,
with whom he is practising—O my dear, how this
distracts me !

For Mr. Reeves or me to answer this Bagenhall,
Mr. Reeves says, is not to be thought of, as he is a
wicked man, and was not likely to have written the -
alarming letter from good principles. I once indeed
proposed to write-—f knew not what to do, what te
propose—Can you write, said Mr. Recves, and pro-
mise or give hopé™o Sir Hargrave ?

O no, no ! answered I.

If you could, it is my opinion, that Sir Charles
and his sister would both despise you, however self~
denying and laudable your motive might be.

memm———
LETTER XXXIX.

\IIS$ BYRON, IN CONTINUATION.
' 3

.Monday worgding¥February 27. ©

Waar a dreadful day was yeste to me; and
what a still worse night had 1, if le, than the
former! My prayers, I doubt, canfot’ be heard,
since thiey have not that affiance with them that they
used to be attended with. 'How happ§ was 1 before
I came to London! I canpot writek I cannot do
any-thing. Mnr. Reeves is just inforfped, that Sir
Charles and Lord L. and the two sistdrs, arrived in.
town late last night. O my Lacy, t¢ return such’
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an answer, I doubt, as SirCharles thinks a gentleman
ought to send. Good heaven ! how will this end ?

. Eight o’clock.
I have received this moment the following billet.

MY DEAR HARRIET,

Prepare yourself for a new admirer : my sister L.
and I are resolved to breakfust with you, unless
you forbid us by the bearer. If we find you to have
made an attempt to alter your usual morning ap-
pearance, we shall suspect you of a desire to triumph
over us in the consciousness of your superior graces.
It is a sudden resolution. You should otherwisc
have had notice last night; yet it was Jate
before we came to town.—Hav#you been good?
Are you quite recovered ! But in half an hour 1 hope
to ask you an hundred thousand questions. .

Compliments to our cousins.
CH. GR.

Ilere is a sweet sprightly billet. Miss Grandison
cannot know, the countess cannot know, any-thing
of the dreadful affair, that bas given to my coun-
tenance, and 1 am -sure will’ continue on it, an
appearance, , that, did  not always dress when I
arosc for the morning, would nrake me regardless of
that Miss Grandison’ hints at.

What joy, g another time, would the honéur of
this, visit have*en us! But even now, we have a
melancholy pléasure-in #: just such a one, as the
sarrowing {riends of the desperate sick experience,
on the coming-in of a lemg-gxpected physician, al-
though they are in a mannés.Jpeless of his success.
But a coach stops— -~ .

% ran to the dining-room window. O my dear!
It is a coach! but only the two ladies ! Good God!

j.Charles ‘at this inoment, at this moment, my
- bodigg heart tells me—
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Tuelve o’clock.

My heart is alittle lighter: yet not unapprehen-
sive—Take my narrative in course, as I shall en-
deavour to give you the particulars of every-thing
that passed m the last more than agrceable three
hours.

I had just got down into the great parlour, before
the ladies entered. Mr. Reeves waited on them at
their coach. He handed in the countess. Misg
Grandison in a charming humour entered with them.
There, Lady L. first know our cousin Reeves, said
she—

The countess, after saluting Mrs. Reeves, turned
to me—There, Lady L. said Miss Grandison, That"s
the girl! That’s our Harriet ! [Her ladyship salut-
ed me] But how now! said Missx Grandison, look-
ing carnestly in my face. How now, Harriet!—
Excuse me, Lady L. &mking my hand) I must rec-
kon with this girl ; leading me to the window—How
now, Harrict !—Those eyes !'—Mr. Reeves, cousin,
Mrs. Reeves! What’s to do here!

Lively and ever amiable Miss Grandison, thought
I, how will, by-and-by, all this sweet sun-shinc in
your countenance be shut in!

Come, come, I will know, procecded she, making
me sit down, and teking my hand as she sat by me;
I will know the whole of the mattara—That’s my
dear, for I tried to smile—An April eye—Would to
heaven the month was come which my Harrict’s eye
anticipates. i .

1sighed. Well, but why that heayy sigh? said
she.—Our grandmother Shirley—

I hepe, madam, is very well.

Our aunt Sclby ! Our uncle Selby * Our Lucy?

All well I hope.

What a deucc ails the girls then? Take care I
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don’t have cause to beat you !—Have any of your
fellows hanged themselves ?—And are you concern-
ed they did not sooner find the rope ?—But come,
-we will know all by-and-by.

Charlotte, said lady L. approaching me [I stood
.up] you oporess our new sister: I wish, my dear,
Kon .would borrow a few of our younger sister’s

lugshes. Let me take you out of this lively girl’s
hands: I have much ado to keep her down, though
I am her elder sister. Nobody but my brother can
foanage her. . )

" Miss Grandison, madam, is all goodness.

‘We have been all disturbed, said Mrs. Reeves [I
was glad to be helped out] in the fear that Sir Har-
grave Pollexfen—

O madam! He dare not ; he will not :—he’ll be
glad to be quiet, if you’ll let him, said the countdbs.

It was plain they knew nothing of the challenge.

You have not heard any-thing particular, asked
Miss Grandison, of Sir Hargrave?

I hope your brother, madam, has not, answered I.

Not a word, I dare say.

You {:;‘mt’ I:ielieve, lav:lie:},u sauli lf’ that I must be

atl ected, were any-thing likely to happen to
g; d}e’liverer; as Ishoul,:l ha;se beeg the ul:nphippy
cdause. Sucha fann'ly harmony to be interrupted—

Come, said Miss Grandison, this is very geod of
you: this is like a sister: but I hope my brother
will be here by-and-by.

And Lord L. added the obliging countess, wants
to see you, my dear. Come, Miss Byron, if Char-
lotte is naught, we ‘will make a party against her ;
and she shall be but my second-best sister. I hope,
my lord and Sir Charles will come together, if they
can but shake off wicked Everard, as we call a

i , whom Sir Charles has no_mind to intro-
you, without your leave. =
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But we’ll not stay breakfast for them, said Miss
Grandison: they werc not certain: and desired we
would not.—Come, come, get us some breakfast ;
Lady L. has been up before her hour; and I have
told you, Harriet, that I am an early riser. 1 don’t
choose to eat my gloves.—But I must do something
to divert my hunger: and stepping to the harpsi-
chord, she touched the keys in such a manner, as
shewed she could make them speak what language
she pleased. '

I attended to her charming finger: so did every
one. But breakfast coming in—No but I won’t,
said she, anticipating our requests ; and continuing
the air by her voice, ran tothe table: Ilang cere-
mony, said she, sitting down first ; let slower souls
compliment : and taking some muffin, I’ll havebreak-
fasted before these Pray madams, and Pray my dears,
arc scated.

Mad girl! Lady L. called her. These, Mrs.
Rceves, are always her airs with us: but I thought
she would have l))’cen restrained by the example of
her sister Harriet. We have utterly spoiled the girl
by our fond indulgence. But, Charlotte, is a good
heart to be every where pleaded for a whimsical head ?

Who sces not the clder sister in that speech ? re-
plied Miss Grandison : but I am the most generous
creature breathing ; yet nobody findd it out. For
why do I assume thesc silly airs, but to make you,
Lady L. shine at my expence? -

Ktill, Lucy, the contents of that Bagenhall’s let-
ter hung heavy at my heart. But a§ 1 could not
be sure but Sir Charles had his reasors for conceal-
ing the matter from his sisters, I knéw not how to
enter directly into the subject: but, thought I, can~
not I fish something out for the quiét of my own
heart ; and leave to Sir Charles’s discretion the man-
uer of his revealing "the matter te his sisters, or
otherwise?
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Did your ladyship, said I to Lady L. arrive on
Saturday [I knew not how to begin] at the hospit-
able. house at Colnebrook, my asylum?

. I did: and shall have a greater value for thathouse
than ever I had before, for its having afforded a
sheltér to so valued a Jady.

You have been told, ladies, I suppose, of that
Wilson’s letter to Sir Charles ?

We have : and rcjoice to find that so deep a plot
was s0 happily fristrated.

His postscript giyes me concern.

" . What were the contents of it ?

That Sir Hargrave breathed nothing but revenge.

Sir Charles told us nothing of that: but it is not
unlikely that a man so greatly disappointed should
rave and threaten. I am told that he is still, cither
by shame, or illness, confined to his chamber. .

At that moment, a chariot stopt at the door: and
instantly, It is Lord L. and Sir Charles with him,
said Miss Grandison.

I dared not to trust myself with my joy. I hur-
ried out at one of the doors, as if I had forgot
something, as-they entered at the other. T rushed
into the back parlour—Thank God! thank God!
said I—My gratitude was too strong for my heart :
I thought I should have fainted. .

Do you wonder, Lucy, at my being so much af-
fected, when I had been in such a dreadful suspénse,
and had formed such terrible ideas of the danger of
one of the best of men, all owing to his serving and
saving me? ’

Surprises from joy, I fancy, and where gratitude
is the principal spring, are sooner recovered from
than surprises which raise the more stormy passions.
Mrs, Reeves came in to me: My dear! your with-

wing will be noticed. I was just coming in, said

s, and so I was. [ went in. “
Sir Charles bowed low to me: so did my lord.
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Permit me, madam, said Sir Charles, to present Lord
L. to you: he is our brother—Our late-found sister
Harriet, my lord. . o

Sir Charles, said Miss Grandison, Miss Byron,
and Mr. and Mrs. Reeves, have been tormenting .
themselves about a postscript to that footman’s let- ©
ter. You told not us of that. postscript. - .

Who minds postscripts, Charlotte ? Except indeed
to a lady’s lctter. One word with you, good Miss
(li"ymn ; taking my hand, and leading me to the win-

ow. .

How the fool coloured ! I could feel :;yface glow.

O Tucy! What a consciousness of inferiority fills
a mind not ungenerous, when it labours under the
sense of obligations it cannot return!

My sister Charlotte, madam, was impatient to,
present to you her beloved sister. Lady L. was as
impatient to attend you. My Lord L. was equally
desirous to claim the honour of your acquaintance.
They insisted upon my introducing my lord. I
thought it was too precipitate a visit, and might hurt
your delicacy, ahg ma.Ee Charlotte and me appear,
as if we had been ostentatiously boasting .of the op-:

ortunitics that had been thrown into our hands, to
do a very common service. I think ¥ see that you:
arc hurt. Forgive me, madam, I will follow me own
judgment another time. Only be aspured of this,
that your merits, and not the'servicej have drawn-
this visit upon you. - p :

I could not be displeased at this polite address, as”
it helped me to an excuse for behavingio like a fool,
as he might think, since he knew not ¢he cause.

You are very obliging, Sir. My Ldrd and Lady
L. do me great honour. Miss Grandidon cannot do
any-thing but whet is agreeable to me. In such
company, I amn but-g¥emmon’ person :; but my gra-
titude will never - lgb3gs ook upon your seasonable -
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. protection 8s & common service. 1 am only anxious
for the consequences to yourself. 1 should have no
Jpretence to the gratitude I speak of, it I did not
own, that the reported threatenings, and what Wilsen
writes by way of postscript, have given me disturb-
- ancey lest your sifety should, on my account, be
. brought inte hazard.
Miss Byron speaks likc herself: but whatever
were to bo the consequences, can you think, madam,
. that a man of any spirit could have acted otherwise
« than I did? Wo’ulgl I not have been glad, that any
" man would have done just the same thing, in favour
of my sister Charlotte g Could [ behave with greater
moderation ? I am pleased with myself on loeking
back ; and thit I am not always: there shall no
consequences follow, " that I am not forced upon in
my own necessary defence. .

We spoke loud enough to be heard: and Miss
Grandison, joining us, said, But pray, brothes, tell
us, if there be grounds to apprehend any-thing trom
what the footman writes ?

You cannot imagine but Sir Hargrave would blus.
ter and threaten: to lose such a prize, so ncar as he
thought himself to carrying his point, must affect a
man of -his cast: but are ladics to be troubled with
words ? Men of true courage do not threaten.

Shall I beg one word with you, Sir Charles ? said
Mr. Reeves. W

They withdrew to the back parlour: and there
Mr. Reeves, who had the letter of that Bagenhall,
shewed it to him.

He read it—A very extraordinary letter ! said he;
and gave it back to him—But pray, what says Miss
Byron to it?—Is she willing to take this step in
consideration of my safety ?

ﬂii:'yo“ may believe, Sir Charles, she is greatly

ed.

¢
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As a tender-hearted woman, and as oné “who
thinks already much too highly of what was dene,
she may be distressed : but does she liesitate a mo~
ment upon the part she ought to take? -Ddes she
pot despise the writer and the writing 2=l thought.
Miss Byron— _ I

He stopt, it scems, and spoke and looked warm ;
the first time, said Mr. Reeves, that I thought Sir
Charles, on occasion, passionate. e T

I wish, Lucy, that he had not stopt, I wish he-
had said what he thought Miss Byron. I awn-to
you, that it would go to my heart, if I knew that
Sir Charles Grandison thought mc-a mean creature, -

You must think, Sir Charles, that Miss Byron—

Pray, Mr. Reeves, forgive me for interrupting
you ; What steps have been taken upon this letter 2,

None, Sir. )

It has not been honoured with notice ; not with *
the least notice? )

It has not.

And could it he supposed by these mean men
(all men are mean, Mr. Reeves, who can be premedi-
tatedly guilty of a baseness) that I would be brought
to ask pardon for my part in this affair? No man,
Mr. Recves, would be more rcady than myself tg .
ask pardon, even of my inferior, had Idone a Q'
thing: but never should a prince make me stoop ta
disavow a right one. S Ty

But, Sir Charles, let me ask ; Has Sir Hﬁl&
grave challenged you? Did this%agenhall brm‘
you a letter? ‘ 3 - R

Sir Hargrave has: Bagenhall + but whas of
that, Mr. Reeves? I promised angnswer on Mon. .
day. I would not so much as thig of setting pen
to paper on such an account, to interrupt for a mo-
went the happiness I had hoped fo receive it the'

“
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meeting of a sister and her lord, so dear to me: an
answer I have accordingly sent him' this day.
You have sent him an answer, Sir!—I am in great
apprehensions— _
‘ouhave no reason, Mr. Reeves, I do assure you.
But let not my sisters, nor Lord L. know of this
matter. Why should I, who cannot have a moment’s
 uncasiness upon it, for my oton sake, have the nced-
less fears and apprehensions of persons to whom 1
wish to give nothing but pleasure, to contend with?
_ An imaginary distress, to those who think it more
© than imaginary, is s real one: and I cannot bear to
see my friends unhappy.
Have you accepted, Sir—Iave you— |
1 have been too much engaged, Mr.-Reeves, in
guch causes as this: Inever drew my sword but in
" miy own defence, and when no other means coulds
defend me. [ never could bear a designed insult.
‘T am naturally passionate. You know not the pains
it has cost me, to keép my passion under: but I
+have suffered too much in my after-regret, when I
have been hurried away by it, not to endeavour to
pestrain its first sallies. ’
I hope, Sir, you will not meet— .
. I will not meet any man, Mr. Reeves, as a duel-
‘“list: I am not so much a coward, as to be afraid of
being branded for one. I hope my apirit is in ge-
+neral too well known for any one to insult meon
- such. an imputation. Forgive the seeming vanity,
Mr. Reeves: but I live not to the world: I live to
" myself; to the monitor within me.
*Mt. Reeves applauded him with his hands and
-€eyes; but could not in words. The heart spoke
last words, said my good cousin. How did his
face seem to shine in my eyes !
"THere are many bad customs, Mr. Reeves, that 1

-
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ﬁrieve for : but for none so much as this of premc-
itated duelling, Where is the magnanimity of the
man that cannot get above the vulgar breath ! How
many fatherless, brotherless, sonless families have
mourned all their lives the unhappy resort to this
dread{ul practice! A man who defies his fellow-
creature into the field, in a private quarrel, must first
defy his God ; and what are his hopes, but to be a
murderer ; to do an irreparable injury to the inno-
cent family and dependents of the murdered *—But
since you have been let into the matter so far, by the
unaccountable letter you let me see, I will shew you
Sir Hargrave’s to me.—This is it, taking it out of
his pochet-book.

You did well, Sir Charles Grandison, to leave your
name. My scoundrels were too far off their master
to inform themselves, who the person was that in-
sulted an innocent man (as to Aim, innocent, how-
ever) on the highway. You expected to hear from
me, it i~ evident; and you should have heard before
now, had I been able from the effects of the unmanly
surprise you took advantage of; to leave my cham-
ber. 1 demand from you the satisfaction due to a
gentleman.  The time your own ; provided it exceed
not next Wednesday ; which will givé you opportu-
nity, 1 suppose, to scttle your affairs ; but the sooner
the better.  The place, if you have no objection,
Kensington Gravel-pite. Iwill bringfpisto}s or your
choice ; or you may for mine, which you will. The
1est may be left to my worthy friend Mr. Bagenhall,
who is so kind as to carry you this, oh my part; and
to some one whom you shall pitch gpor, on yours.

‘ill when, I am
Your humble gervant,
Satwday HARGRAVE POLLFXEEN.
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I have a copy of my answer somewhere—Ilere it
is. You will wonder, perhaps, Mr. Reeves, on such
a subject as this, to find it a long one. Had Sir Har-
sgrave. known me better than he does, six lines
might have been sufficient.

SIR,
Mr. Bagenhall gave me yours on Saturdaylast, just
. a8 I was stepping into my chariot to go out of town.
+ Neither the general contents, nor the time mentioned
in it, made it necessary for me to alter my measures.
My sister was already in the chariot. I had not
done well to make a woman uneasy. I have many
friends ; and I have great pleasure in promoting theirs.
. I.promised an answer on Manday.
My aanswer is this—I have ever refused (and the
occasion has ha‘()pened too often) to draw my swolkl
.upon a set and formal challenge, Yet I have reason
to think, from the skill 1 pretend to have in the
weapons, that in declining to do so, I consult my
conscience rather than my safety,
Have you any friends, Sir Hargrave? Do they
love you? Do you love them ? Are you desirous of
. life for their saZe's? for your own ?—Have you ene-
‘mies to whom your untimely end would give plea-
sure 2—Let these considerations weigh with you ;
* they do, and always did, with me. I am cool: you
, ‘cannot be so. The cool person, on such an occasion
-as this, should put the warm onc on thinking : this
however as you please. .
But one more question let me ask you—If you
think I have injured you, i3 it prudent to give me a
: qhsggs were it but a chance, to do you a still greater

-, -&ou were engaged in an unlawful cnterprise. If
*You would not have done by me in the same situa-
“tidhy what Idid by you, you are nbt, let me tell
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you, Sir Hargrave, the man of honour, that a man
of honour should be solicitous to put .upon a foot
with himself. : .

I took not an unmanly advantage of you, Sir Har-
grave : you drew upon me: I drew not in return. .
You lmdy a disadvantage in not quitting your chariot; .
after the lunge you made at me, you may be thank-
ful that I made not use of it. . ’ b

I should not have heen sorry, had I been able to
give the lady the protection she claimed, with less:
hurt to yourself': for.1 ceuld have no malice in what
I did: although I had,  and have still, a just abhor-
rence of the violence you were guilty of to a helpless.
woman ; and who I have found since meritéd better
treatment from you; and indeed merits the best
from all the world ; and whose life was endangered
by the violence. . '

I write a long letter, because I propose only to
write. Pardon me for repcating, that the men who
have acted as you and I have acted, as well with re- "
gard to the lady, as to eack other, carmot, were their
principles such as would permit them to meet, meet. :
upon a foot. ) . - g

Let any man insult me upof my refusal, and put .
me upon my defence, and he shall fing that numbers -
to my single arm shall not intimidate gne. Yet, evep
in that case, I would much rather choose to clear:
myself of them as 2 men of *honour hould wish to"
do, than either to kill or maim any an. My lifex..
is not my own : much less is ano! man’s mine.
Him who thinks differently from me,3I ean despise -
as heartily as he can despise me. And if such a
one imagines, that he has a title to 8y life, let him
take it: but it must be in my own way, het in his.

In a word, If any man has aught against me, and ;
will not apply for redress to the lawsdf his country, -
my goings out, and comings in, are always known ;
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and T am any hour of the day to be found, or met
with, wherever I have a gro r call. My sword is
‘a sword of defence, not of offence. A pisto] I only
carry on the road, to terrify robbers: and I have
“found a less dangerous weapon sometimes sufficient
to repel a sudden insult.  And now, if Sir Hargrave
Pollexfen be wise, he will think himself obliged for
this not unfriendly expostulation, or whatever he
pleases to eall it, to
" " His most humble servant, .
Monday. S CHARLES GRANDISON.

Mir. Reeves besaught Sir Charles to let him shew
me theseletters.: 'You may, Mr. Reeves, said he;
since I intéhd not ty meet Sir Hargrave in the way
he prescribes. 3

As I asked not leave, my Lucy, to take copies of
them, 1 beg.théy may not be seen out of the venera-
ble cirelé. ™ Co

1 know I need not say how much I am pleased
with the conténts of the latter: I doubt not but you

.all will be equally so: yet, as Sir Charles himsclf
expects npt’ that git,ljlnrgravc will rest the matter
here ; and indeed says he cannot, consistently with
the vulgar notions of honour; do you think I can
be easy, as all this igtobe placed to my account? .
~ But it is evident, ‘that Sgr Charlesgs. He is go-

‘¥erned by another set of principles, than thdse of

se honour; and shews, what his sister says to be
true, that he regards first his duty, and then what is
called honour. How does the knowledge of thesc
hié excellencies raise him i 'my mind! Indeed,

Lucy, ¥'seem sometimes to feel, as if my gratitude

had raised a throne for him in my heart ; but yet as’
for a ncar friend, ag'a beloved brother only. My
reverence for him is too great—Assure yourself,
myhdear, that this reverence will always keep me
right. ‘ '
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Sir Charles and Mr. Reeves returning into com-
pany, the conversation took a general turn. But,
oppressed with obligations as I am, I could not he
lively. My heart, as Miss Grandison says, is, I be-
lieve, a proud one. And when I thought of what
might still happen (who knows, but from assassina~
tion, in resentment of some. very spirited strokes in
Sir Charles’s letter, as well as from the disgrace the
wretch must carry in his face to the grave ) I.could
not but leok upon this fine man who seemed to pos-
sess his own soul in peace, sometimes with congern, °
and even with tender grief, on suppuosing, that now,
lively and haPPK as he seemed to be, and the joy of
all his friends, he might possibly, and perhaps in a
tew hours—How can% put down my horrid thoughts!

At other times, indeed, 1 cast an eye of some
pleasure on him (when he looked another way) on
thinking him the only man on earth, to whom, in
such distress, I could have wished to owe the obli.
gations I am under to him. His modest merit,
thought I, will not make one uneasy : he thinks the
protection afforded but a.common protection. He
1s accustomed to do great and generous things. I
might have been obliged to a man whose fortune
might have made it convenient for him to hope such
advantages from the risque he run fog. me, as pru-
dence would have made ‘objections to;comply with,
not a little embarrassing to my gratitude.

But here, nty heart is left free. Anrd O, thought
I, row-and-then, as I looked upon hiny,: Sir Charles
Grandison is a man with whom I woulll not wish to
be in love. I, to have so many rivals liHe, to be so
much admired ! Women not to stay #ill they are
asked, as Miss Grandison once said ; Kis heart must
be proof against those tender sensations, which grow
into ardour, and glow, in the bosom of a man pur:
suing a firs¢ and only love. %

EE )
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I warrant, my Lucy, if the truth were known, al-
though Sir Charles has at Canterbury, or at one
glnce or other, his half-score ladies, who would

reak their hearts if he were.to marry, yet he
knows not any one of them whom he loves better than
another. And all but right! All but justice, if they
will not stay till they are asked ! ’

Miss Grandison invited Mr. and Mrs. Reeves, and
me, to dinner, on Wednesday, and for the rest of
the day and evening. 1t was a welcome invitation.

The countess expressed herself pleased with me.
Poor and spiritless as was the figure which I made
in this whole visit, 'her prepossession in my favour
from Miss Grandison must have been very great and
_generous. . _

" And will you not, beforc now, have expected that
Ushould have brought you acquainted with the per- *
sons of Lord and Iiady L. as 1 am accustomed%o
give you descriptions of every onc to whom I am
introduced ? v

To be sure we have, say you.

- 'Well, butmy mind has not always been in tune to
. gratify you. And, upon my word, I am so much
humbled with one thing, and another, that I have
lost all that pertness, I think, which used to give
such a livcliness to my heart, and alcrtness to my
pen, as made the writing task pleasant to e, because
1 knew that you all condescended to like the flippant
aigs of your Harriet.
~ Lady L. is a year older than Sir Charles: but has
that true female softness and delicacy in her features,
which make her perfectly lovely: and she looks to
be two or three years younger than she is. She is
toll and slender ; and enjoys the blessings of health
. and spirits in a high degree. There is something of
*more dignity and sprightliness in the air and features
- of Miss Grandison, lﬂmn in those of Lady L.: but



SIR CHARLES GRANQISON. 315

there is in those of the latter, so much sweetness and

complacency, that youarenot so much afraid of her as

you are of her sister. The one you are sure to love

at first sight : the other you will be ready to ask leave .
to let youlove her; and to be ready to promise that

you will, if she will spare you: and yet, whether she

will or not, you cannot help it.

Lady L. is such a wife, 1 imagine, as a good wo-
man should wish to be thought. The behaviour of’
my lord to her, and of her to my lord, is free, yet
respectful; and affectionate, but not apishly fond.
One sees their love for each other in their eyes. All
love-matches are not happy : this was a match of
love ; and does honour to it. Every-body speaks of
Lady L. with equal affection and respect, as a dis-
creet and prudent woman. Miss Grandison, by her
livelier manner, is not so well understood in those
lights as shc ought to be; and, satisfied with the
worthiness of her own heart, is above giving herself’
concern about what the world thinks of it.

Lord L. is not handsome; but he'is very agree-
able. He has the look of an honest good man ; and
of a man df understanding. And he 18 what he looks
to be. Hec is gentecl, and has the air of a true Bri-
tish nobleman ; onc of those, I imagine, who would
have been respected by his appearanée and manners;
in the purest times, a hundred or twd years (or haw
long ?) ago. . . .

Tam to have the family-history of this lofd and
lady, on both sides, and of their. fpves, their dif-
ficulties, and of the obligations the¥ talk of bein
under to their brother, to whom nyy lord and.
lady behave with Jove that carries ti heart in every
word, in every look. . -

What, my dear, shall we say bi this brothex.?
Does he lay every-body that knows him under obli-
gation? Xnd is there no way to be even with him
m any one thing? T long to have some intimate con-
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versation ‘with Miss Grandison, ‘by which I shall
perhaps find out the art he has ot making every-body
proud of acknowledging an inferiority to him.

I almost wish I could, while I stay in town, de-
vote half my time to this amiable family ; without

. breaking in upon them s0 much as o be thought
impertinent. The other half ought to be with my
‘kind cousin Rceves’s. 1 never shall make them
amends for the trouble I have given them,

How I long for Wednesday, to see all the family
of the Grandisons—They are all to be there—On
several accounts 1 long for that day: yet this Sir
"Hargrave—

1 have written, my dear, as usual, very unreserv-
edly. I know that { lic more open than ever to my
uncle’s observations. But if he will not allow for
wenkness of heart, of head, and for having beg
frighted out of my wits and cruelly used; and for
further apprehensions ; and for the scnse I have of
obligations that never can be returned ; why then I
must lie wholly at his mercy—But if he should find
me to be ever so silly a creature, I'hope he will not
make his particular conclusions general in disfavour
of the sex. )

Adieu, my.dear Lucy !—And in you, adieu all the
,slear and revered fricnds, benefactors, lovers, of
your ‘

- HARRIET BYROX.
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LETTER XL.
MRS, SELBY TO MISS HARRIET BYRON.

MY DEAREST HARRILT, Selby-house, Fehuary 25,
Avrrnoucu we have long ago taken a resolution, .
never to dictate to your choice; yet we could not
excusc oursclves, il we did not acquaint you with
any proposal that is made to us, on your account,
that you might encourage it, or otherwise, as yomt
thought fit. -t

The dowager Lady D. wrote me a letter some-
time ago (as you will see by the date): but insisted,”
that 1 should keep the contents a secret ip my own
bosom, till she iave me lcave to reveal it.~ She has
now given me that leave, and requested that I will
proposc the matter to you. 1 have since shewn
what has passed between her ladyship and me, to
your grandmamma, Mr. Selby, and I[:ucy. They
are all silent upon it ; for the samc reasons, that I
give you not my opinion ; that is to say, till yeu ask
it. * N

But do we not sce, my dearest child, that some-
thing has happencd, within a very few days past,
that must distance the hope of every one of your ad-*
wiirers, as they come to be acquainted with the cir-
cumstances and situation you are now in? My dear,
love, you will never be able to resist the impulses
of that gratitude which always opengdl and expanded
your worthy heart.

Your uncle’s tenderness for you, on such a pro-
spect, has made him suppress his inchination to railly
you. He professes to pity you, my dear. While,
says he, the sweet girl was vaun herself, and
refusing this man ; and dismissing that ; and imagin-
ing hers#f out of the reach of the deity, to which,

EX3
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sooner or later, all women bow ; 1 spared her not*”
but now, that J sec she s likely to bc over head and
ears in the passion, and has so much to be said for
« her excuse if she is ceught; and as our side must
perhaps be the hoping side, the gentleman’s the
triumphant ; I pity her too much for what may be
the case, to teazt her with iny animadversions; es-
cially after what she has sufiered from the vile Sir
{argrave.
By several hints in your letters, it is impossible,
my dear, that we can be aforehand with your ineli-
nations. Young women in a beginning love are al-
" ways willing to conceal themselves from themselves ;
they are desirous to smother the fire, before they
will call out for help, till it blazcs, and frequently
becomes¥oo powerful to be extinguished by any help.
They will cn.m:hc passion by another namc; as, gr¢-
titude, suppese : but, my Iarriet, gratitude so pro-
- perly foupded as yours is can be but another name
or love. The object so worthy, your own heart so
worthy, consent of minds must bring it tolove on one
side ; perhaps on both, if the half-score of ladies you
have heard of are all ofthem but mere moderns. But
that, my dear, is not to be supposed ; since worthy
Rigrts find out, and assimilate with, each other. In-
" deed, those ladies may be such as are captivated with
outward figure. A handsome man neet not to have
the great qualities of a Sir Charles Grandisor, to
engage the hearts of the gencrality of our sex. But
# good man and a handsome man, if he has the viva-
city that distinguishés Sir Charles, may marry whom
he pleases, If we women love a handsome man, for
Jfhe sake of our eye, we must be poor creatures in-
¢ if we love not good men, for the sake of our

) What makes us apprehensive for you, my Harriet,
is thisz that we every one of us aré in lgve®urselves
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with this finc young gentleman. Your uncle has
fallen in with Mr. Dawson, an attorney of Notting-
ham, who acts for Sir Cherles in some of his affairs ;
and gives him such a character, respecting his good-
ness tohis tenants and dependents only, as will render
credible all that even the fondest love, and warmest
gratitude, can say in his praise.

We can hardly tell sometimes how to regret
(though your accounts of your sufferings and danger
cut us to the heart as we read them) the base attempt
of Sir Hargrave: were all to end as we wish, we
should not regret it : but that, my Harriet, is owr
fear. What will hecome of me, said your grand-
mamma, if, at last, the darling of my heart should
be entangled m a hopeless passion?

If this is likely to be the case, while the fire I
spoke of is but smothering, and while but here and
there a spark cscapes y our stroggling cfforts to keep
it down, rcsolve, my dear, to throw cold water on
it, and quench it quite. And how is this to be done,
but by changing your personal friendship with the
amiab{e family, into a cortcspondence by pen and
ink, and returning to our longing arms, before the
flame gets a-head ?

W lien you are with us, you may cither give ho
to the worthy Orme, or encourage the pro 1
inclose, as you please.

As you are not capable of the mean pride of sce-
ing a number of men in your train, asd have always
been uneasy at the perseverance of My, Fenwick and
Mr. Greville—As you have suffered go much from
the natural goodness of your heart, o the urgen
of that honcst man 8ir Rowland Meredith i his
nephew’s favour ; and still more from the baseness
of that wicked Sir Hargrave—As your goed ché-
racter, and lovely E:rson, engage you thore and more
cdinirers—Aud, lastly, as it would be the highest
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comfort that your grandmamma and your uncle, and
1, and all your friends and well-wishers, could know,
to see you happily married—We cannot but wish for
this pleasure and satisfaction : the sooner you give it
to us, the better. )

But could there be any hope—You know what I
mean—A royal diadem, my dear, would be a de-
spicable thing in the comparison.

Adicu, my best love. You are called upon, in my
opinion, to a greater trial than ever yet you knew,
of that prudence for which you have hitherto becn
80 mucl‘: applauded by every one, and particularly
b,

. v Your truly maternal
MARIANNA SELBY.

LETTER XLI -

‘FROM THE COUNTESS DOWAGER OF D. TO MRs.
SELBY. )
[Inclosed in the preceding.}
) . © January 23,
Give me leave, madam, tp address mysclf to you,
thqugh personally unknown, on a very particular
occasion ; and,.at the same time, to beg of ysu to
keep #édtet, even from Mr. Selby, aud the party to
n?ed as still moreimmediately concerned in the
iibject, till I give my consent ; as no one creature of
family, not even my son, does, or shall know
from me till you approve of it.

My lord has just- entered into his twenty-fifth
year. There are not many better young men among
‘the nobility. IHis minority gave an opportunity to
me, and his other trustees, to.put him n possession,
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when he came of age, of a very noble and clear es-
tate ; which he has not impaired. 1lis person is not
to be found fault with. He has learning, and is al-
lowed to have good sense, which every leerned man
has not. His conduct, his discretion, in his travels,
procured him respect and reputation abroad. You
may make enquiry privately of all these matters.

We are, you must believe, very salicitous to have
him happily married. He is far from being an un«
dutiful son. Indeed he was ahways dutiful. A dutiful
son gives very promising hopes of making a good
husband. He assures me that his affections are dis-
engaged, and that he will pay the most particular
regard to my recommendation.

I have cast about for a suitable wife for him, 1
look farther than to the person of a woman; though
my lord will by no means have beauty left out in
the qualifications of a wife. 1 look to the family to
whom a lady owes her education and training up.
Quality, however, 1 stand not upon. A man of qua-
lity, you know, confers quality on his wife. An
ancicent and good gentleman’s family is all 1 am so-
licitous about in this respect. In this light, yours,
madam, on all sides, and for many descents, is une
exceptionable. T have a desire, if all ¥hings shall be
found to be mutually agrceable, to bejrelated g it:
and your character, as the young lady has been
brought up under your eye, is a grest inductment
with me. . ag

Your niece Byron’s beauty, and wmerits, as wéll
as sweetness of temper, are talked o‘f"g every-body,
Not a day passes, but we hear of hef to her great
advantage. Now, madain, will you bejpleased to an-
swer me one guestion, with that exp}ieitness which
the importance of the case, and my pwn intended
explicitness to you, may require from woman to wo-
man?  Especially, as I ask it ofwggm in canfidence.
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Are then Miss Byron’s affections absolutely disen-
‘gaged ! We are very nice, and must uot doubt in
this matter.

This is the only question I will ask at present. If
.this can be answered as I wish, others, in a treaty of
this important nature, will come into consideration
on both sides. . '

The favour of a line, as soon as it will suit your
convenience, will oblige, madam,

Your most faithful and obedient servant,
M. D.

LETTER XLIL
MRS. SELBY TO TILE COUNTESS DOWAGER OF Dg

MADAM, January 27.

1 am greatly obliged to your ladyship for your good
opinion of me, and for the honour you do me, and
-all our family, in the proposed alliance.

I will answer your ladyship’s question with the

requisite explicitness.
* Mr. Greville, Mr. Orme, and Mr. Fenwick, all
.of this county, have respectively made application to
.us for our interest, and to Miss %yron for her favour:
but hitherto without effcct; though the termsveach
‘proposes might intitle him to consideration.

Miss Byron professcs to honour the married state,
and one day proposes to make some man happy init,
if.it be not his own fault: but declares, that she has

)t yet seen the man to whom with her hand she can
“give her heart.

" In truth, madam, we are all neutral on this occa-
sion. We have the highest opinion of her discre-
‘tion. She has reag, ghe has conversed ; and yct there
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1s not in the county onc who would make a more
rudent manager in a family. We are all fond of
Ker even to doting.  Were she not our child, we
should love her for her good qualities, and sweet-
ness of manners, and a frankncess that has few ex-
amgles among young women.
ermit me, madam, to add one thing; about which
Miss Byron, in her turn, will be very nice. Your
ladyship is pleased to say, that my lord’s affections
are disengaged. Were his lordship a prince, and
hoped to succeed with her, they must not be so,
after he had seen and conversed with her.  Yet the
future happine:s, and not pride, would be the con-
sideration with her ; for she has that diffidence in her
own merits, from which the worthy of both scxes
cannot be totally free. This difidence would in-
crease too much for her happiness, were she to be
thought of with indifference by any man on carth,
who hoped to be more than indifferent to ker.

As to other questions, which, as this is answered,
your ladyship thinks may come to be asked. I
choose un-asked (having mo reserves) to acquaint
your ladyship that Miss Byron has not, in her own
power, quite 15,000l She has, it is true, reversion-
ary eapectations: but we none of us wish that they
should for many years take place ; since that must,
be by the death of Mrs. Shirley, her grandmother,
who is equally revered and beloved by all that know
her ; and whose life is bound up in the happiness of
her grand-daughter.

T will strictly obey your ladyship ‘in the sccrecy
enjoined ; and am, madam, » o

Yourladyship’s obligedand faithfulhumble sexvant,

MARIANNA SELBY,
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LETTER XLIIL

FROM TIIE COUNTESY DOWAGRR OF D. 10 MRS,
SELBY.

Fcbhivary 23,
I smotrLw sooner have answered yours, had I not
waited for the rcturn of my son, who had taken a
little journey into Wales, to look into the condition
of a small estate he has there, which he finds capable
of great improvement ; and about which he has given
proper orders.

T took the first opportunity to question him in re-
lation to his inclinations to marriage, and whether he
had a regard to any particular woman: dnd having
received an answer to my wishes, I mentioned Mis
Byron to him, as a young lady that 1 should think,
from the general good character she bore, would
make him an cxcellent wife.

He said, he had heard her much talked of, and
always to her advantage. T then shewed him, as in
confidence, my letter, and your answer.  There can
be, said 1, (on purpose to try him) but one objection
on your part; and that is fortune: 15,000l to a noble-
man, who is possessed of 12,000l a ycar, and has
been offered four times the portion, may be thought
very inadequate. The Icss to be stood upon, replied
he, where the fortung on my side is so considerable.
The very answer, my dear Mrs. Selby, that I wished

im to make,
% ashed him, if T should begin a formal treaty with
ou, upon what he said. He answered, that he had
ieard from every mouth, so much said in praisc of
Miss Byron’s mind, as well as person, that he desired
I would; and that I would directly endeavour to
obtain leave for him to visit the young dady.
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1 propose it accoi¥aagly.” I understand, that she

is at present in London. T leave it to your choice,
madam, and Mrs. Shirley’s, and Mr. Selby’s (to
whom now, as also to Miss Byron, you will be so
good as to communicate the affair) ivi:ether you will
send for her down to rcceive my lord’s visit und
mine; or whether we shall wait on her in town,

1 propose very high satistaction to myself, if the
young people approve of each other, in an alliunce so
much to my wishes in every respect. I shall love
the Countess of D. as well as any of you can do
Miss Byron : and as she has not at present a mother,
I shall with pleasure supply that tender relation to
her, for the sake of so many engaging qualities, as
conmuon fame, as well as good Mrs. Selby, says she
is mistress of.

You will dispatch an answer as to the interview.
I am impatient for it. 1 depend much upon the
frankness of the young lady, which you make a part
of her agreeable character.  And am, madam,

Your affectionate and faithful humble servant,
M. D.

]

LETTER XLIV.
M18§ BYRON TO MRS. SELBY. -

London, February 28,
INpEED, my dear and ever indulgent #unt Selby,
you have given me pain; and yet I am very unﬁvratc-
tul, I believe, to say so: but if I fecl the pain (though
perhaps 1 ought not) should I not own it?

What circumstances, what situation, am 1 in, ma-
dam, that I cannot be mistress of myself? That shall
turn my uncle’s hal{-feared, though always agreea-
ble raillery into pity for me ? '

VOL. IX. b ] .
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¢ Over head and ears in the passion”— I to be-
on the hoping side; the gentleman on the trium-
phant?—¢ It is impossible for you, my friends, to be
aforchand with my inclinations”—¢ A beginning
love to be mentioned, in which one is willing to
conceal one’s self from one’s self! Fires, flumes,
blazes, to follow !—Gratitude and love to be spoken of
as synonymous terms—Ah! my dear aunt, how could

you let my uncle write such a letter, and then copy
it, and send it to me as yours?

Aud yet some very tender strokes ave in it, that
no man, that hardly any-body but you among women,
could write.

But what do you do, madam, when you tell your
Harriet of your own prepossessions in favour of a
man who, as you thought, had before in my eye too
many advantages? Indced you should have tak
care not to let me know, that his great qualities
impressed you all so deeply: and my grandmamma
to be so very apprehensive too for the entangled girl!

Hopeless passion, said she? Entangled in a hopeless
possion ! O let me dic before this shall be deserved
to be suid of your Harriet !

Then again rises to your pen, smothering and
escaped sparks; and L am desired to hurrymyself to get
cold water to quench the flame—Dear, dear madam,
what images are here? And applied—To whom ?—
And by whom !—Have I written any-thing so®very
blazing ?—Surely T have not. But you should not
say you will all forgive me, if this be my sad situa-
tion. You should not say, how much yau are your-
sedves, oll of you, in love with this excellent man; and
talk of Mr. Dawson, and of what he says of him:
but you should have told me, that if ] suffer my gra-
titude to grow into love, you will never forgive me;
then should 1 have had a call of duty to check or
controul a passion, that you were afraid could not he
gratiﬁed. '
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Well, and there is no way left for me, it seems,
but to fly for it! To hurry away to Northampton-
shire, and either to begin a new treaty with Lord D.
or to-give hope to an old lover. ~Poor Harrict
Byron! And is it indeed so bad with thee? And docs
thy aunt Selby think it is?

But is there no hope, that the man will take pit
of thee? When he sces thee so sadly entangled, wiﬁ
he not vouchsafe to lend an extricating hand ?

Oh, no—Too much obliged, as thou already art,
how canst thou expect to be farther obliged? Oblig-
ed in the highest degree?

But let me try if | cannot play round this bright,
this beamy taper, without singeing my wings! 1 fancy
it is not yet quite so bad with me! At least, let me
stand this onc visit of to-morrow: and then if' I find
reason to think I cannot stand it, I will take the kind
advice, and fly for it; rather than add another hope-
less girl to the half-scorc that perhaps lhave beep
long sighing for this best of men.

But even then, my aunt, that is to sxy, were [ to
fly, and take shelter under your protecting wings, ¥
s]z,all not, I'hope, think it absolutely nccessary to light
up one flame, in order to extinguish another. 1 shall
always value Mr. Orme as a friend; but indeed [ am
lessthan ever inclined to think of hini inancarer light.

As to Lady D.’s proposal, it admits not with me
of half a thought. gou know,my dearest aunt, that
I am not yet rgjccted by one with whom you are all
in love—gut this seriously 1 will own (and yct I hope
nothing but my gratitude is engaged, and thatindeed
is a very powertul tie) that since I have seen and
known lglir Charles Grandison, I have. not only (as
before) an indijference, but a dislike, to gll other men._
And I think, if I know my owa heart, I had rather
converse but an hour in a week with him, and with
Miss Grandison, than. be the wife of any man 1 have
ever secn or known,
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If this sheuld end at last in love, and if I should
be entangled in a hopcless passion, the object of it
would be Sir Charles Grandison : he could not insult
me; and mean, as the word pify in some cases
sounds, I had rather have his pity, than the love of
any other man.

ou will, upon the strength of what I have said,
be so good, dcar madam, as to let the Countess of
D. know, that I think myself highly obliged to her,
for her favourable opinion of me: that she has by it
interested all my good wishes in her son’s happi-
ness ; and that I was always of opinion, that equality
of fortune and degree, though not absolutely neces-
sary to matrimonial felicity, was however a circum-
stance not to be slighted : but you, madam, can put
my meaning in better, in fitter words, when you are
assured, that it is my meaning. to give an absolute
though grateful, negative to this proposal. And I
do assure you that such 4 my meaning; and that 1
should despise myself, were I capable of keeping onc
man in suspense, even had I hope of your hope,
while I was balancing in favour of another.

I believe, madam, I have been a little petulant,
and very saucy, in what I have written: but my heart
is not at ease: and I am vexed with these men, one
after another, when Sir Hargrave has given me a
surfeit of them;and only that the bad has brought
me into the knowledge of the best, or I could refolve
never more to hear a man talk to me, no not for one
moment, upon a subject, that is become so justly
painful to ene who never took pleasure in their airy
adulation.

I know you will, with your usual goodness, and so
will my ‘ﬁnudmmnma, and so will my uncle Selby,
pardon all the imperfections of, dearest madam,

* Your and their ever dutiful
’ - HARRYET BYRON.
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LETTER XLV.

MISS BYRON TO MISS SELBY.

Tuesday evening, February 28.

Mg. Reeves, my dear, is just returned from a visit
he made in St. James’s Square. I transcribe a paper

iving an account of what passed between Mr.
Bagenhall and Sir Charles in relation to the shock-
ing affair which has filled me with so much appre-
hension ; and which Sir Charles, at my cousin’s rc-
quest, allowed him to put in his pocket.

Mr. Bagenhall came to Sir Charles yesterda
evening with a message from Sir Hargrave, demand-
ing a mecting with him, the next morning, at a par-
ticular hour, at Kensiagton Giravel-pits.  Sir Charles
took Mr. Bagenhall with him into his study; and,
asking him to sit down, Mr. Bagenhall said, That he
was once concerned in an affuir of this nature, which
had been very much misrepresentod afterwards; and
that he had been advised to take a step which Sir
Charles might think extraordinary ; which was, that
he had brought with him a young gentlemaun, whom
he hoped, for Sir Hargrave’s satistaction, as well as
to do justice to what sﬁould pass between them, Si¢
Charles would permit to take minutesof their con-
versation : and that he was in the hall.

Let not a gentleman be left in the hall, said Sit
Charles; and, ringing, directed him to be shewn into
the study to them. Yet, Mr. Bagenhall, =i he, I
see no occasion for this. Our convergation on the
subject you come to talk of, can be: bug short.

Were it to hold but two minutes, Si¢ Charles—

‘What you please, Mr. Bagenhall,

The young gentleman entered; and: pen ahd ink
were set before him. He wrote in short hand i and

FF3 :



330 THE HISTORY OF

read it to the gentlemen; and Sir Charles, as it was
to be transcribed for Sir Hargrave, desiring a copy
of it, it was sent him the same night.

A:CONFERENCE BETWEEN SIR CHARLES GRANDISON, BART.
AND JAMES BAGENHALL, E¥Q.

Sir Ck. You have told me, Mr. Bagenhall, Sir
Hargrave’s demand. Have you seen, Sir, the an-
swer I returned to his letter ?

Mr. Bagenhall. 1 have, Sir.

Sir Ch. -And do you think, there needs any other,
or further? -

Mpr. B. 1t is not, Sir Charles, such an answer as
a gentleman can sit down with.

Sir Ch. Do you give that as your own opinion, Mr.
Bﬁ;ﬂh&“? Or, as Sir Hargrave’s?

r. B. As Sir Hargrave’s, Sir.  And I belicve it
would be the opinion of every man of honour.

Sir Ch. Man of honour! Mr. Bagenhall. A man
of honour would not have given the occasion which
has brought you and me, Sir, into a personal know-
ledge of each other. 1asked the question, supposing
there could be but one principal in this debate.

b Mpr.B. 1 beg pardon: I mcant not that there should
e two.

Sir Ch. Pray, Sir, let me ask you, Do you know
the particulars of Sir Hargrave’s attempt, and of his
violence to the lady? :

Mr. B. Sir Hargrave, I believe, has given me a
very exact account of every-thing. He meant not
dishonour to the lady.

Sir Ch. He must have a very high opinion of him-
self, if he thought the best he could do for her, would
be to do her honour—Sir, pray put that down.—
Repeating what he said to the writer, that he might
not mistake. -
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- 8ir Ch. But do you, Mr. Bagenhall, think Sir
Hargrave was justifiable, as a man of honour, in
what he did?

Mr. B. I mean not, ag I told you, Sir Charles, to
make myself a principal in this affair. I pretend not
to justify what Sir Hargrave did to the lady.

Sir Ch. T hope then you will allow me to refer to
my answer to Sir Hargrave’s letter. I shall send
him no other. I beg your pardon, Mr. Bagenhall, I
mean not a disrespect to you.

Mr. B. No other, Sir Charles? .

§ir Ch. Since he is to see what this gentleman
writes, pray put down, Sir, that I say, The answer
I have written, is such & onc as he ought to be satis-
fied with : such a one as becomes a man of honour
to send, if he thought fit to send any: and such a one
as a man who has acted as Sir Hargrave acted by a
woman of virtue and honour, ought to be thankful
for—Have you written that, Sir?

Writer. 1 have, Sir.

Sir Ch. Write further, if you pleasc; That I say,
Sir Hargrave may be very glad, if he hear no
more of this affair from the lady’s natural friends:
that, however, I shall rid him of all apprehensions
of that nature ; for that I still consider the lady as
under my protection, with regard to .any conse-
quences that may naturally follow what hai)pened
on Hounslow-heath; That I say, I shall neglect no
proper call to protect her farther ; but that his call
upon me to meet him, must be such a ong as my own
heart can justify;%nd that it is not my #ay to shey
the inselent summons of any man breat§ing.—And
yet, what is this, Mr. Bagenhall, but repgating what
I wrote ? s

Mr. B. You are warm, Sir Charles. .

Sir Ch. Indeed I am not: I am only earnest. As



382 THE HISTORY OF .

Sir Hargrave is to be shewn what passes, I say
morc than otherwise I should choose to say.

Mr. B. Will you name your own time and place,
Sir Charles ?

Sin Ch. To do what?

Mr. B. To meet Sir Hargrave.

Sir Ch. To do him good—To do good to my bit-
terest cnemy, I would meet him. Let him know,
that I wrote a very long letter, because I would dis-
charge my mind of all that I thought necessary to
say on the occasion.

Mr. B. And you have no other answer to return ?

Sir Ch. Only this—Let Sir Hargrave engage him-
self in a like unworthy enterprize ; and let the lady,
as this did, claim my protection; and I will endea-
vour to give it to her, although Sir Hargrave were
surrounded by as many men armed, as he has in his
service ; that is to say, if a legal redress were not at
hand: if it were, I hold it not to be a point of bravery
to insult magistracy, and to take upon myself to be
my own judge; and, as it might happen, another
man’s executioner. i

Mr. B. This is nobly said, Sir Charles: but still
Sir Hargrave had not injured you, he says. And as
I had heard you were a man of an excellent charac-
ter, and know Sir Hargrave to be 2 man of courage,
I took it into my head, for the prevention of mis-
chief, to make a proposal’in writing to the lady,
whom Sir Hargrave loves as his own soul; and if she
had come into it—

Sir Ch. A strange proposal, Mr.Bagenhall. Could
you ex%ect any-thing from it?

Mr. B. Why not, Sir Charles? She is disengaged,
it seems. I presume, Sir, you do not intend to make
cogrt t&k her yourself? a .

- Sir.Qh We are insensibly got into a parley, upon
& sybjéct that will not bear }i,t,ng. Bagenhal]’: Fe)ll
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Sir Hargrave—or, write it down from my lips, Sir
(speaking to the writer){that I wish him to take
time to enquire after my character, and after my
motives in refusing to meet him on the terms he ex-
pects me to see him. Tell him, that I have, before
now, shewn an insolent man, that I may be provoked:
but that, when I have been so, I have had the hap-
piness to chastise such a one without murdering
him, and without giving any advantage over my own
life, to his single arm.

Mr. B. This is great talking, Sir Charles.

Sir Ch. 1t is, ]\fr. Bagenhall. And I should be
sorry to have been put upon it, were I not in hope,
that it may lead Sir Hargrave to such enquiries as
may be for Ais service as much as for mine.

Mr. B. 1 wish, that two such spirits were better
acquainted with each other, or that Sir Hargrave
had not suffered so much as he has done, both in
person and mind.

Sir Ch. What does all this tend to, Mr, Bagenhall?
T look upon you as a gentleman ; and the more, for
having said, you were solicitous to prevent further
mischief, or I should not. have said go much to solittle
purpose. And once more, I must refer to my letter.

Myr.B. I own I admire you for your spirit, Sir.
But it is amazing to me, that a man of ‘such spirit
can refuse to a gentleman the satisfaction which is
demanded of him. g

Sir Ck. It is owing to my having some: spirit, that
1 can, fearless of consequences, refuse what you call
satisfaction to Sir Hargrave, and yet bg fearless of
insult upon my refusal. 1 consider myself as a mor-
tal man: T can die but once: once I mubt die: and
if the cause be such as will justify mefto my own
heart, 1, for my own sake, care not whether my life
be demanded of me to-morrow, or forty ye
hence: but, Sir (speaking to the writer) let n
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this, that T have now said, be transcribed from youv
notes : it may to Sir Hargrave sound ostentatiously.
I want not, that any-thing should be read or shewn
to him, that would appear like giving consequence
to myself, except for Sir Hargrave’s own sake.

Mr. B. 1 beg, that it may not be spared. If you
are capable of acting as you speak ; by what I have
heard of you in the affair on Hounslow-heath ; and
by what I have heard from you in this conversation ;
and see of you ; I think you a wonder of a man, and
should be glad it were in my power to reconcile you
to each other.

Sir Ch. 1 could not hold friendship, Mr. Bagen-
hall, with a man that has been capable of acting as
Sir Hargrave has acted, by an innocent and helpless
young lady. But I will name the tcrms on which 1
can take by the hand, wherever I mcet him, a man!
to whom 1 can have no malice : these are they, That
he lay at the door of mad and violent passion the il-
legal attempt he made on the best of women : that
he express his sorrow for it; and, on his knees, if he

eases (it is no disgrace ‘to the proudest man to
eel to an injured lady) beg her pardon ; and con-
fess her clemency to be greater than he deserves, if
she give it.
“ Mr, B. Good God!—Shall that be transcribed,
. 8ir Charles ? .
* 8ir Ch. By all means: and if Sir Hargrave is a
'man that has in his heart the least spark of truc
“magnanimity, he will glady cmbrace the opportunity
‘of aeting accordingly: and put down, Sir, that sor-
row, that contrition, is all the atonement that can
be made for a perpetrated evil.
A faithtul narrative. HENRY COTES.
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Does not your heart glow, my Lucy, now you
have read (as I suppose you have) this paper? And
do not the countenances of every one of my revered
friends round you [pray look!] shine with admira-.
tion of this excellent man? And yet you all loved
him before: and so you think I did. Well, I can’t
help your thoughts '—But T hope I shall not be un-
dene by a govd man!

You will imagine, that my heart was a little agi-
tated, when I came to read Mr. Bagenhall’s question,
Whether Sir Charles intended to make court to me
himself? I am sorry to tell you, Lucy, that [ was a
little more affected than 1 wished to be. Indeed, I
shall keep a look-out, as you call it, upon myself.
To say truth, I laid down the paper at that place,
and was afraid to rcad the answer made to it. 'When
I took it up, and rcad what followed, T might have
spared, 1 saw, my foolish little tremors. See how
frank I continue to be : but if you come not to this
paragraph before you are aware, you need not read
it to my uncle.

Mr. Bagenhall went away so much pleased with, .
Sir Charles (as he owned) that Mr. Reeves en-
courages me to hope, some way may be . found ta
srevent further mischief.  Yet the condition, which

ir Charles has proposcd for my forgiving the
wretch—Upon my word, my dear, I destte not to.
sec Sir Hargrave either upon his knees, of upon his,
feet: I am sure I could not see him without ve!
violent emotions. His barbarity, his ndalice, his:
cruelty, have impressed me strongly : nof can Ibe
f,lad to see the wretch with his disf?gured outh and.
ip. His lip, it sccms, has been sewed up, and he
wears a great black-silk patch uﬁon the .1y

I can’t find that Sir c;harles as heard: from M
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exasperated man, since Mr. Bagenhall left him yes-
1 hoge nothmg will happen to overcloud to.mor-
propose to myself as happy a day, as, in the

present mtuatlon of things, can be given to your
HARRIET BYRON.

END OF VOL. IX.
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