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INTRODUCTION. 

My dog had made a point on a piece 
of lee-ground, and led the curate and me 
two or three hundred yards over that and 
fome ftubble adjoining, in a breathlefs 
flate of expediation, on a burning firfl: 
ef September* 

It was a falfe point, and our labour 
was in vain : yet, to do Rover juftice, 
(for he is an excellent dog, though 1 have 
loft his pedigree) the fault was none of 
his, the birds were gone» for the curate 
fhewcd me the fpot where they had lain 
balking* at the root of an old hedge. 

I flopped and cried Hem! The curate 
is fatter than me j he wiped the. fweat 
from his brow. 

A z There 



]v INTRODUCTION: 
There is no flate where one is apter to 

paufe and look round them, than after 
fnch a difappointment. Nay, it is even 
fo in life. When we have been hurrying 
0t), led by feme warm wifh or other, look- 
ing neither to the right hand or to the 
left—we fhall find of a fudden that all our 
gay hopes are flown ; and the only flcnder 
confolation that fome friend can give us> 
is to .point where they were once to be 
found. And lo ! if we are not of that 
combuftible race, who will rather beat 
their heads in fpite, than wipe their brows 
with the curate, we look round and fay/, 
with the hfllefsnaufeaof thekingoflfraek 

All is vanity and vexation of fpirit.” 

I looked round with fome fuch grave 
apothegm in my mind, when I difeovered, 
for the firft time, a venerable-looking 
pile, to which the inclofure belonged. 
An air of melancholy hung about it. 
There was a languid ftillnefs in the day, 

and 
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and a Tingle crow, that Tat on an old tree 
at the fide of the gate, Teemed to delight 
in the echo which its croaking caufed. 

I leaned on my gun and looked ; but I 
had not breath enough to a Ik the curate a. 
queftion. I obferved carving on the. bark, 
of fome of the trees: it was indeed the 
only mark of human art about the place, 
except that fome branches appeared to 
have been lopped, to give a view of the 
cafcade, which was formed by a little rill 
at fome diftance. 

Juft at that inftant I faw pafs betwee^ 
the trees, a young lady with a book in her 
hand. I ftood upon a ftone to obferve 
her ; but the curate fat himfelf down on 
the grafs, and leaning his back where I 
ftood, told me, “ That was the daughter' 
of a neighbouring gentleman of the name 
of Waltow, whom he had fsen walking 
there more than once, 

“'Some 



vi INTRODUCTION. 
“ Some time ago, faiJ lie, one Harley 

lived there, a whimfical fort of man I am 
told, but I was not then in the cure ; 
though, if I had a turn for them things I 
might know a good deal of his hiftory for 
the greateft part of it isftill in my pofflf- 
fion.” 

“ His hiftory 1” faid I. “ Nay you 
may call it what you pleafe, faid the cu- 
rate;, for indeed it is no more a hiftory 
than it is a fermom The way I came by 
it was this : Some time ago, a grave, od- 
difti kind of man, lived at board in a far- 
mer’s houfe in this parifh : The country 
people called him the Ghoft ; and he was 
known by the flouch in his gait, and the 
length of his ftride. I was but little ac- 
quainted with him, for he never frequent- 
ed any of the clubs hereabouts. Yet for 
all he ufcd to walk a-nights, he was as 
gentle as a lamb at times; for I have feen 
him playing a te-to'tum with the chil- 

dren, 
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dren, on the great (lone at the door of 
our church-yard. 

“ Soon after I was made curate, he left 
the parifh, and went no body knows 
where; and in his room was found a 
bundle of papers, which w as brought to 
me by his landlord. I began to read them, 
but I foon grew weary of the talk; for, 
befides that the hand is intolerably bad, I 
could never find the author in one ftrain 
for two chapters together : and I do not 
believe there is afingle fyllogifm from be- 
ginning to end.” 

4‘ I fhould be glad to fee this medley,” 
faid I. “ You (hall fee it now, anfwered 
the curate, for 1 always take it along with 
me a-fhopting.” “ How came it fo 
torn r” “ It is excellent wadding,” laid 
the curate.—It was a plea of expediency 
I was not in condition to anfwer ; for I 
had adually in my pocket great part of 
an edition of one of the German Illuftriflr 

mi. 
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rni, for the rery fame purpofe. We ex- 
changed books ; and by that means (for 
the curate was a ftrenuous logician) we 
probably faved both. 

When I returned to town, I had leifure 
to perufe the acquifition I had made: I 
found it a bundle of little epifodes, put 
together without art, and of no importance 
on the whole, with fomething of nature, 
»nd little elfe in them. I was a good deal 
affedted with fome very trifling paflages in 
it ; and had the name of Marmontel, a 
Roufleau, or a Richardfon, been on the 
titlerpagc it is odds that I fhoukl have 
wept : But 

One is afliamed to be pleafed with the 
works of one does not know who. 

J H S 



THE 

MAN OF FEELING. 

CHAP XI*. 
0/ bafljfuhiefs.—A charadtr.—His opinion 

on that fubjeft. 

H E R E is Tome rufl about 
every man at the begin- 
ning—it is fo every where; 
though in fotlie nations 
(among the French, for 

^ inftance) the ideas of the 
inhabitants, from climate, or what other 

B caufe 
* The Reader will remember, that the Editor is 

accountable only for feattered chapters, and frag- 
ments of chapters: the curate mult anfwer for the reft- 
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caufe you will, are fo vivacious, fo eter- 
nally on the wing, that they rnuft, even 
in fmall focieties, have a frequent collifion * 
the rud therefore will wear offfooner :.but 
in Britain, it often goes with a man to his 
grave; nay, he dares not even pen a hie 
jacet to fpeak out for him after liis death. 

“ Let them rub it off by travel,” faid 
the baronet’fr brother, who was a ftriking 
inftance of excellent metal, fhamefully 
rufted. I had drawn my chair near his. 
Let me paint the honed old man: ’tis 
but one palling fentence to preferve his 
memory in my mind. 

•He fat in his ufual attitude, with his 
elbow reded on his knee, and his fingers 
preffed on his cheek. His face was 
fhaded by his hand; yet, ’twas a face 
that might once have been well account- 
ed hardfome; ns features were manly 
and firiking, and a certain dignity re- 

fided 
reft:. The number at the top, when the chapter 
was entire, he has given as it originally ftood, with 
the title which its author had affixed to it. 
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Tided on his eye-brows, which were the 
Iswgeft I remember 10 have Teen. His 
perfon was tail and well made ; but the 
indolence of his nature had now made 
it incline to corpulency. 

His remarks were tew, and made only 
to his familiar friends j but they were 
{Tich as the world might have heard 
with veneration : and his honeft heart, 
uncorrupted by its way s, was ever warm 
in the caufe of virtue and his friends. 

He is now forgotten and gone! The latt 
time I was at Silton Hall, I faw his chair 
ftand in its corner-by thefireTide; there waS 
an additional cufhion on it, and it was 
occupied by my young lady’s favourite 
lap-dog. I drew near unperceived, and 
pinched its ear in the bitternefs of 
my foul- the creature howled, and ran 
to its miftrefs. She did not fufpett the 
author of its misfortune, but (be bewailed 
it in the moil pathetic termes; and kifling 
its lips, laid it gently on her lap, and 
covered it with a cambric handker- 

B 2 cheif 
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chief. I fat in my old friend’s feat; ^ 
heard the roar of mirth and gaiety around 
me : poor Ben Silton 11 gave thee a tear 
'hen : accept of one cordial drop that 
falls to thy memory now. 

“ They fhould wear it off by travel.”— 
‘Why, it is true, faid 1, that will go far ; 
but then it will often happen, that in the 
velocity of a modern tour, and amidft the 
materials through which it is commonly 
made, the fridtion is fo violent, that not 
only the ruft, but the metal too is loft in 
the progrefs. 

Give me leave to corred the expreffion 
gf yOur metaphor, faid Mr. Silton : It is 
pot always ruft which is acquired by the 
inadfivity of the body on which it preys; 
fueh, perha ps, is the cafe with me, though 
indeed I was never cleared from my 
youth ; but (taking it in its firft ftage) it 
is rather an encruftation, which nature 
has given for purpofes of the greateft 
wifdorn, 

You 
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You are right, I returned ; and (ome- 

times, like fome precious foffils, there may- 
be hid under it gems of the pureft bril- 
liancy. 

Nay, further, continued Mr. Silton-, 
there are two dirtindl forts of what we 
call bafhfullnefs; this, the aukvvardnefs 
of a booby, which a few fteps into the 
world will convert into the pertnefs of a 
coxcomb; that, a confcioufnefs, which 
the moft delicate feelings produce, and 
the moft extenfive knowledge cannot al- 
ways remove. 

From the incidents I have already re- 
lated, I imagine it will be concluded, 
that Harley was of this laft fpecies of 
bafhful animals ; at leaft, if Mr. Silton’s 
principle is juft, it may be argued on this 
fide: for the fecond gradation of the firft 
mentioned fort, it is certain, he never 
attained. Some part of his external ap* 
pearance was modelled from the company 
of thofe gentlemen, whom the antiquity 
of a family, now poffefled of bare 250 /. 

a year> 
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a year, entitled its reprefentative to ap- 
proach ; thefe indeed were not many j 
great part of the property in his neigh- 
bourhood being in the hands of mer- 
chants, who had made rich by their law- 
ful calling abroad, and the Tons of 
Rewards, who had made rich by their 
lawful calling at home : perfons fo per- 
fectly verfant in the etiquette ofthoufands, 
tens of thoufands, and hundreds of thou 
fands (whofe degrees of precedency are 
plainly demonftrable from the firft page 
of the ccfnpleat Aecomptant, or Young 
Man’s beft Pocket Companion) that a 
bow at church from them to fuch a man 
as Harley, would have made the par- 
fon look back into his fermon for fome 
precept of Chriftian humility. 

CHAP. 
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CHAP. XH. 

Of ‘worldly interefls. 

THERE are certain interefts which the 
world fuppofes every man to have, 

and which therefore .are properly enough 
t rmed worldly •, but the world is apt to 
make an erroneous cftimate: ignorant of 
the difpofitions which conftitute our hap- 
pinefs or mifery, they bring to an undif- 
tingiiifhed fcale the means of 'the one, 
as connedted with power, wealth,or gran' 
deur, and of the other with their contra- 
rier. Phdofophers and poets have often 
protefted againft this decifion: but their 
arguments have been defpifed as decUr 
matory, or ridiculed as romantic. 

There are never wanting to a young 
man fome grave and prudent friends to 
fet him right in this, particular, if he 
need it: to watch his ideas as they rife, 
and point them to thofe objedfs which a 
wife man ftiould never forget. 

Harley 
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Harley did not want for Tome monitors 

of this fort. He was frequently told of 
men, whofe fortunes enabled them to 
command all the luxuries of life, whofe 
fortunes were of their own acquirement; 
his envy was endeavoured to be excited 
by a defcription of their happinefe, and 
his emulation by a recital of the means 
which had procured it 

Harley was too apt to hear thefe lec- 
tures with indifference ; nay fometimes 
they got the better of his temper; and 
asthe inflances were not always amiable, 
provoked, on his part, fome reflexions 
which I am perfuaded his good nature 
would elfe have avoided. 

Indeed I have obferved one ingredient, 
fomewhat neceffary in a man’s compofl- 
tion towards happinefs, which people of 
feeling would do well to learn ; a certain 
refped for the follies of mankind: for 
there are fo many fools whom the opi- 
nion of the world entitles to regard, 

whom 
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whom accident has placed in heights of 
which they are unworthy, that he who 
cannot reftrain his contempt or indigna- 
tion at the fight, will be too often quar- 
relling w ith the difpofal of things, to re- 
lifh that (hare which is allotted to himfelf. 
I do not mean, however, to iafinuate this 
to have been the cafe with Harley ; on 
the contrary, if we might rely on his 
own teftimony, the conceptions he had 
of pomp and grandeur, ferved to en- 
dear the hate which Providence had 
aifigned him. 

Jde loft his father, the laft furviving 
of his parents, as 1 have already related, 
when he was a boy. The good man, 
from a fear of offending, as well as a re- 
gard to his fort, named him a variety of 
tutors; one confequence of which was, 
that they feldom met to confider of their 
pupil’s affairs at all ; and that when they 
did meet, their opinions were foopofite, 
that the only method of conciliation pof- 
fible, was the mediatory power of a din- 
ner and a bottle, which commonly inter- 
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rupted,. not ended, the difpute; and 
after that interruption ceafed, left the 
confulting parties in a condition not very 
proper for a'djufting it. His education 
therefore had been but indifferently at- 
tended to; and after being taken from a 
country fchoo!, at which he had been 
boarded , the young'gentleman wasfuf- 
fered to be his own matter in the fubfe- 
quent brandies of literature, with feme' 
affittance from the parfonof the parifh in 
languages and philofophy, and from the' 
excifeman in arithmetic and book-keep' 
ing. One of his tutors indeed, who, in 
his youth, had been an inhabitant of the 
Temple, fet him to read Coke upon 
Lyttleton i a book which is very pro- 
perly put into the hands of beginners in 
that fcience, as its fimplicity is accom- 
modated to their under ft antlings, and its 
fize to their inclination. He profited 
but little by the perufal • but it was not' 
without its ufe in the family : for his 
maiden aunt applied it commonly to the 
kudable purpofe of prefling her rebel- 

lious 
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lious linens to the folds (he had allotted 
them. 

There were particullary two means of 
increafing his fortune, which might have 
occurred to people of lefs forcfrght than 
thofe counfellors we have mentioned 
One of thefe was the expedtation o( fuc- 
ceedingto an old lady, a diftant relation 
of Harley’s, who was known to be pof- 
fefled of^ very large (um in the ftockst 
but in this their hopes were difappoint- 
ed; for the young man was fo untoward 
in his difpofition, that, notwithftanding 
the inftrudtions he daily received, his 
vifits rathet tended to alienate than gain 
the good-will of his kinfwoman. He 
fometimes looked grave when the old 
lady told the jokes of her youth; he 
often refufed to eat when (he preffed him, 
and was feldom or never provided with 
candy or liquorice when (he was feized 
with a fit of coughing: nay, he had 
once the rudenefs to fall afleep, while 
fhe was defcribing the compofnion and 
virtues of her favourite cholic water. 

In 
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In (hort, he accommodated himfelf fo ill 
to her humour, that (be died, and did not 
leave him a farthing. 

The other method pointed out to him 
was, an endeavonr to get a leafe of fome 
crown-lands, which lay contiguous to 
his little paternal eftate. This, it was 
imagined, might be eafily enough pro- 
cured, as the crown did not draw fo 
much rent as Harley could afford to give, 
with very confiderable profit to himfelf 
and the then leflee had rendered himfelf 
fo obnoxious to the miniftry, by the dif- 
pofal of his vote at an election, that he 
could not expedt a renewal. This, how- 
ever needed fome intereft with the great, 
which" Harley or his father never pof- 
fefled. 

His neighbour, Mr. Walton , having 
heard of this affair, generoufly offered 
him, his afliftance to accompiifh it. He 
told him, that though he had long been 
a ftranger to courriers, yet, he believed, 
there were fome of them who might pay 

regard 
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regard to his recommendation; and that* 
if he thought it worth the while to take 
a London journey upon the bufinefs, he 
would furnifh him with a letter of intro- 
duttion to a baronet of his acquaintance, 
who had a great deal to fay with the full 
lord of the treafury. 

When his friends heard of this offer, 
they prefled him with the utmofl earnefl- 
nefs to accept of it . They did not fail to 
enumerate the many advantages which a 
certain degree of fpirit an 1 aflurance gives 
a man who would make a figure in the 
world: they repeated their inflances of 
good fortune in others, afcribed them all 
to a happy forwardnefs of difpofuion j 
and made fo copious a recital of the dii- 
advantages which attend the oppofite 
weaknefs, that a ftranger, who had heard 
them, would have been led to imagine, 
that in the Britifh code there was forne 
disqualifying flatute againft any citizen 
y/ho Ihould be convidledof modefty. 

C Harley? 
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Harley, though he had no great re- 

lifli for the attempt, yet could not refill 
the torrent of motives that alfaulted him; 
and as he needed but little preparation for 
bisjourney, a day, not very diftant; was 
fixed for his departure. 

CHAP, 
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CHAP. XIII. 
The Man of Feeling in love'. 

'’■£"'H E day before that on which he 
fet out, he went to take leave of 

Mr. Walton.  We would conceal no- 
thing ; —there was another perfon of the 
family to whom alfo the vifit was intend- 
ed, on whofe account, perhaps, there 
were fome tenderer feelings in the bolom 
of Harley, than his gratitude for the 
friendly notice of that gentleman (though 
he was feldom deficient in that virtue) 
could infpirc. Mr. Walton had a daugh- 
ter •, and fuch a daughter! we will at- 
tempt fome defeription of her by and by. 

Harley’s notions of tire haxov, or beauti- 
ful, were not always to be defined, nor in- 
deed fuch as the world would always a(- 
fent to, though we could define them. A 
blufii, a phrafe of affability to an inferior, 
a tear at a moving tale, were to him hke 
the Ceflus of Cytherea, unequal!; i in 

C 2 conferring 
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conferring beauty. For all thefe Mifs 
Walton was remarkable; but as tbefe,. 
like the above-mentioned Ceftus, are per- 
haps dill more powerful, when the fe- 
male, wearing them, is poffeffed of fome 
degree of beauty, commonly fo called ; 
fo it happened, that, from this caufe, 
they had more than ufual power in the 
perfpn of that young lady. 

She was now arrived at that period of 
life which takes, or is fuppofed to take, 
from the flippancy of girlhood, thofe 
fprightlinefles which fome good natured 
old maids oblige the world with at three- 
fcore. She had been ufhered into life 
(as that word is ufed in the dialed of St. 
James’s) at feventeen, her father being 
then in parliament, and living in London : 
at feyenteen, therefore, fhe had been an 
univerfal toaft; her health, now fhe was 
four and twenty, was only drank by thofe 
who knew her face at lead. Her com- 
plexion was mellowed into a palenefs, 
which certainly took from her beauty, 
but agreed, at lead Harley ufed to fay 



THE MAN OF FEELING. 17 
fo, with the penfive foftnefs of her mirid. 
Her eyes were of that gentle hazel-co- 
lour which is rather mild than piercing; 
and, except when they were lighted up by 
good-humour which was frequently the 
cafe, were fuppofed by the fine gentle- 
men to want fire. Her air and manner 
were elegant in the higheft degree, and 
were as fure of comm anding refpedl, as 
their miftrefs was far from demanding it. 
Her voice was inexprefiibly foft ; it was, 
according to that incomparable fimile of 
Otway’s,, 

 “ Like the fhepherd’s pipe upon 
the mountains, 

“ When all his little flock’s at feed be- 
fore him.” 

The effed it had upon Harley he him- 
felf ufed to talk of ridiculoufly enough, 
and afcribed powers to it, which few be- 
lieved, and nobody cared for. 

Her converfation was always chearful, 
but rarely witty ; and without the fmalleft 

C 3 affedatio 
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affe&ation of learning, had as much fen» 
timent in it as would have puzzled a 
Turk, upon his principles of female ma- 
terialifm, to have accounted for. Her 
beneficence was unbounded ; indeed the 
natural tendernefs of her heart might have 
been argued, by the frigidity of a ca- 
fuift, as detracting from her virtue in 
this refpeCtj for her humanity was a 
feeling, not a principle : but minds like 
Harley’s are not very apt to make this 
diftinaion, and generally give our virtue 
credit for all that benevolence which is 
inftinaive in our nature. 

As her father had for fome years re- 
tired to the country, Harley had frequent 
opportunities of feeing her. He looked 
on her for fome time merely with that 
refpea and admiration which her appear- 
ance feemed to demand, and the opinion 
of others conferred upon her : from this 
caufe perhaps,. and from that extreme 
fenfibility which we have taken frequent 
notice of, Harley was remarkably filent 
in her prefence. He heard her fentiments 

~ ' with 
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with peculiar attention, fometimes with 
looks very expreflive of approbation. 
but feklom declared his opinion on the 
fubjeft, much lefs made compliments 
to the lady on the juilnefs of her re- 
marks. 

From this very reafonit was, thatMifs 
Walton frequently took more particular 
notice of him than of other vifitors, 
who, by the laws of precedency, were 
better entitled to it : it was a mode 
of politenefs (he had. pecuhary . (ludi- 
ed, to bring to the hue of that equa- 
lity, which is ever necetfary for the eafe 
of our guefts, thofe whole fenfibility had : 
placed them below it, 

Harley faw this; for though he was a 
child in the drama of the world, yet was 
it not altogether owing to a want of 
knowledge in his part; on the contrary, 
the mod delicate confcioufnels of pro- 
priety often raifed that blufh which mar- 
red the performance of it : this raif d 
his efteem fomethipg above what the mod 

fanguine, 
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fangume defcriptions of her goodnefs had 
been able to do; for certain it is, that 
notwithftanding the laboured definitions 
which very wife men have given us of the 
inherent beauty of virtue, we are al* 
ways inclined to think her handlomefi: 
when fhe condefcends to fmile upon 
ourfelves. 

It would be trite to obferve the eafy 
gradation from efteem to love: in the 
bofom of Harley, there fcarce needed a 
tranfition ; for there were certain feafons' 
when his ideas were flulhed to a degree 
much above their common complexionr 
In times not. credulous of. infpiration,. we 
fhould account for this from fome natu- 
ral caufe ; but we do not mean to account 
for it at all ; it were fufficient to defcribe 
its rffeds ; but they were fometimes fo 
ludicrous, as might derogate from the 
dignity ot the fenfations wdiich produced 
them to defcribe. They were treated, in- 
deed, as fuch by mo ft of Harley’s ibber 
friends, who often laughed very heartily 

at 
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at the aukward blunders of the real H tr- 
ley, when the different faculties, which 
Ihould have pirevented them, were en- 
tirely occupied by the ideal. In fome of 
thefe paroxifms of fancy, Mifs Walton 
did not fail to be introduced; and the 
pifture which had been drawn amidft the 
furrour.ding objects of unnoticed levity, 
was now ftngled out to be viewed through 
the medium of romantic imagination : it 
was improved of courfe, and efteem was 
a word inexpreffive of the feelings it ex» 
cited. 

CHAP. 
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C H A P. XIV. 

He fets out on his journey.—The beggar 
and bis dog. 

HE had taken leave of his aunt on 
the eve of his intended departure ; 

but the good lady’s affe&ion for her ne- 
phew interrupted her fleep, and early as 
it was next morning when Harley oame 
down flairs to fet out, he found her in 
the parlour with a tear on her cheek, 
and her caudle-cup in her hand.' She 
knew enough of phyfic to prefcribe 
againft going abroad of a morning with 
an empty ftomach. She gave her blefling 
with the draught ; her inftruftions fhe 
had delivered the night before. They 
confided moftly of negatives; for Lon- 
don, in her idea, was fo replete with 
temptations, that it needed the whole 
armour of her friendly cautions to repel 
their attacks. 

LPeter 
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Peter ftood at the door. We have 

mentioned this faithful fellow formerly: 
Harley’s father had taken him up an or- 
phan, and faved him from being cafl on 
the parifli, and he had ever fince remain- 
ed in the fervice of him and of his fon. 
Harley fhook him by the hand as he paf- 
fed, fmiling, as if he had faid, “ I will 
“ not weep.” “ He fprung haftily into the 
chaife that waited for him : Peter folded 
tip theilep. “ My dear mafter, faid he, 
((baking the folitary lock that hung on 
either fide of his head) I have been told 
as how London is a fad place.”   
He was choaked with the thought, and 
his benediction could not be heard : — 
but it fhall be heard, honeft Peter! — 
where thefe tears will add to its 
energy. 

In a few Fours Harley reached the inn 
where he propofed breakfafting ; but the 
fullnefs of his heart would not fuffer him 
to eat a morfel. He walked out on the 
road, and gaining a little height, ftood 

gazing 
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gazing on that quarter he had left. He 
looked for his wonted profpedt, his fields, 
his woods, and his hills: they were loft 
in the diftant clouds! He penciled them 
on the clouds, and bade them farewel 
with a figh ! 

He fat down on a large ftone to take 
out a little pebble from his fhoe, when 
he faw, at fome diftance, a beggar ap- 
proaching him. He had on a loofe fort 
of coat, mended with different-coloured 
rags, amongft which the blue and the ruf- 
fet were predominant. He had a fhort 
knotty flick in his hand, and on the top 
of it was ftuck a ram’s horn ; his knees 
^though he was no pilgrim) had worn the 
fluff of his breeches ; he wore no fhoes, 
and his ftockings had entirely loft that 
part of them which fhould have covered 
his feet and ancles : in his face, however, 
was the plump appearance of good-hu- 
mour ; he walked at a good round pace, 
and a crook-legg d dog trotted at his • 
heels. 

« Our 
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“ Our delicacies* faid Harley to him 

felf, are fantaftic : they are not in na- 
ture ! that beggar walks over the fharpcft 
of thefe flones barefooted, while I have 
loft the moft delightful dream in the 
world, froni the fmalleft of them happen- 
ing to get into my fhoe.”—The beggar 
had by this time come up, and pulling 
off a piece of hat, alked charity of Har- 
ley ; the dog began to beg too ‘-it was 
impoflible to refift both ; and, in truth, 
the want of fhoes and ftockings had made 
both unneceflary, for Harley had deftined 
Sixpence Tor him before. The beggar, 
on receiving it, poured forth bleffings 
without number, and, with a fort of 
fmile on his countenance faid to Harley, 
^ that if he wanted to have his fortune 
told”—Harley turned his eye brifkly on 
the beggar : it was an unpromifing look 
for the fubjeft of a predi&ion, filenced 
the prophet imediately. “ I would 
much rather learn, faid Harley, what it 

D is 
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is in your power to tell me: your trade 
muft be an entertaining one : fit down on 
this ftone and let me know fomething 
of ) our profeifion ; I have often thought 
of turning fortune-teller for a week or 
two rnyfelf.'’ 

“ Mafter, replied the beggar, I like 
your franknefs much j God knows I had 
the humour of plain-dealing in me from 
a child ; but there is no doing with it in 
this world; we mult live as we can, and 
lying is, as you call it, my p oftflion ; 
but I was in fome (ort forced to the trade, 
for I dealt cnce in telling truth. 

I was a labourer, Sir, and gained as 
much as to make me live : 1 never laid 
by indeed ; for I was reckoned a piece of 
a w ag, and your wags, 1 take it, arefel- 
dom rich, Mr. Harley.” “ So, faid 
Hailey, you feem to know me.” ** Ay, 
there are few folks in the country that I 
don’t know fomething of: how fhould I 

tell 
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tell fortunes elfe ?” “ True, but to go 
on with your ftory : you were a labourer, 
you lay, and a wag; your induftry, I 
fuppofe, you left with your old trade, 
but your humour you preferve to beo^; 
ufe to you in your new.” 

“ What fignifies fadnefs, Sir ? a man 
grows lean on’t : but I was brought to 
my idlenefs by degrees ; firft I could not 
work, and then it wentagainft my ftomacli 
to work ever after. I was feized with a- 
gaol-fever at the time of the ailizes being in 
the county where I lived; fori was ai- 

rways curious to get acquainted with the 
felons, becaufe they are commonly feL 
lows of much mirth and little thought,: 
qualities I had ever an efteem for. In the 
height of this fever Mr. Harley, the 
houfe where I lay took fire, and burnt to 
the ground : I was carried out in that 
condition, and lay all the reft of my ill- 
nefs in a barn. I got the better of my 
difeafe however, but I was fa weak 

D 2 that 
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that I fpit blood whenever I attempted 
to work. I had no relation living that I 
knew of, and I never kept a friend above, 
a week, when I was able to joke j I fel- 
dom remained above fix months in a pa- 
rifh, fo that 1 might have died before I 
had found a fettlement in any : fo I was 
forced to beg for my bread, and a forry 
trade 1 found it, Mr Harley. I told all* 
IDy misfortunes truly, but they were fel- 
dom believed; and the few who gave 
me a halfpenny as they pafied, did it 
with a (hake of the head, and an injuno 
tion not to trouble them with a long 
(lory. In (hort, I found that people don’t 
care to give almswithout feme fecurity 
for their money; a wooden leg or a wi- 
thered arm is a fort of draught upon 
heaven for thofe who choofe to have their 
money placed to account there, fo I 
changed my plan, and, inftead of telling 
my own misfortunes, began to prophefy 
happinefs to others. This I found by 
much the better way: folks will always 

liften 
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liften when the tale is their awn* and 
many who fay they do not believe in for- 
tune-telling, 1 have known few on whom 
it had not a v ry fe,thole efr'ecf. I pick 
up the names ot their acquaintance; 
amours and little fquabbles are eafiiy 
gleaned amongft the fervants of great fa- 
milies •, and indeed people themfelves are- 
the beft intelligencers in the world for our 
purpofe : they dare not puzzle us for the 
own fakes, for every, one is anxious to heir 
fomething which they would wifh to be- 
lieve ; and they who repeat it to laugh at 
it when they have done, are generally 
more ferious than their hearers are apt to 
imagine. With a tolerable good memory, 
and fome (hare of cunning,1 with the help 
of walking fometimes a nights over heaths 
and church-yards, with this, and fhewing 
the tricks of that there dog, whom I dole 
from the ferjeantof a marching regiment 
(and by the way he can Heal too upon 
occafion,) I make fhift to pick up. a live- 

D 3 lihood. 
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lihood. My trade, indeed, is none of 
the honefteft ; yet people are not much 
cheated neither, who give a few half- 
pence for being made to expedt happinefs, 
which I ha^e heard fome per Tons fay is all 
a man can arrive at in this world.—But 
I muft bid you good day, Sir ; for I have 
three tniles to walk before noon, to in- 
form fome board!ng-fchool young ladies, 
whether their hufbands are to be peers of 
the realm, or captains in the army: a 
queftion I promifed to anfwer them by 
that time.” 

Harley had drawn a fhilling from his 
pocket; but virtue bade him confider on 
whom he was going to beftow it,—-Vir- 
tue held back his arm : —but a milder 
form, a younger filler of virtue’s, not fo 
fevere as virtue, nor fo ferious as pity, 
I'miled on him : His fingers loft their com- 
preflion ;—nor did virtue offer to catch 
the money as it fell. It had no fooner 

reached 
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reached the ground than the watchful 
cur (a trick he had been taught) fnapped 
it up in his mouth; and, contrary to 
the moft approved method of fteward- 
ftiip, delivered it immediately into the 
hands of his mafter. 

* * * * * *. <t> 

CHAP, 
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C H A P. XIX. 
Be makes ajecond expedition to the Baro- 

net's. ‘The laudable ambition op a young, 
man to be thought, foitiething by thi 
uoorld.. 

E Have related, in a former chap- 
ter, the little fuccefs of his iirft 

vifit to the great man, for whom he had 
the introductory letter from Mr. Walton. 
To people of equal fenfibility, the influ- 
ence of thofe trifles we mentioned on his 
deportment will not appear furpriftngj 
but to his friends in the country, they 
eould not be flated, nor would they have 
allowed them any place in the account. 
In fome of their letters, therefore, which 
be received foon after, they exprefled 
their furprife at his not having been 
more urgent in his application, and again 

recommended 
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recommended the biufhlefs alliduity of: 
fuccef&ful merit. 

He refolved to make another attempt 
at the baronet’s ; fortified with higher no» 
tions of his own dignity, and with lefs 
apprehension of a repulfe. In his way to 
Grofvenor-fquare he begun to ruminate 
on the folly of mankind, who affixed 
thofe ideas of Superiority to riches, which 
reduced the minds of men, by nature 
equal with the more fortunate, to that 
fort of fervility which he felt in his own. 
By the time he had reached the Square, 
and was walking along the pavement 
which led to the baronet’s, he had brought 
his reafoning on the fubjedt to fuch a 
point, that the conclulion, by every rule 
of logic, Ihould have led him to a tho- 
rough indifference in his approaches to 
a fellow-mortal, whether that fellow-mor. 
tal was pofTefled of fix or fix thoufand 
pounds a year. It is probable, however, 
that the preraifes had been improperly 

foimed i 
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formed; for it is certain, that when he 
approached the great man’s door, he 
felt his heart agitated by an unufual 
puliation. 

He had almoft reached it, when he ob- 
ferved a young gentleman coming out, 
drefied in a white frock, and a red-laced 
waiftcoat, with a fmall fwitch in his hand, 
which he feemed to manage with a par- 
ticular good grace. As he pafled him on 
the Heps, the lirang r very politely made 
him a bow, which Harley returned, 
though he could not remember ever hav- 
ing feen him before. He aflced him, in 
the fame civil manner, if he was going 
to wait on his friend the Baronet ? “ For 
I was juft calling, faid he, and am forty 
to find that he is gone for fome days into 
the country.” Harley thanked him for 
his information ; and was turning from 
the door, when the other obferved, that 
it would be proper to leave his name, 
and very obligingly knocked for that 

purpofe, 
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purpofe. “ Here is a gentleman, Tom, 
Who meant to have waited on your maf_ 
ter.” “ Your name, if you pleafe, Sir ?” 
u Harley.—You’ll remember, Tom, Har- 
ley.” The door was fhut. “ Since 
we are here, (aid he, we (hall not lofe 
our walk, if we add a little to it by a 
turn or two in H> de-Park.” He ac- 
companied this propofal with a fecond 
bow, and Harley accepted of it by ano^ 
ther in return. 

The converfation, as they walked, was 
brilliant on the fide of his companion. 
The playhoufe, the opera, with every 
occurrence in high-life, he feemed per* 
fe<ftly mailer of; and talked of fome 
reigning beauties of quality, in a man_ 
ner the mod feeling in the world. Har- 
ley admired the happinefs of his viva- 
city ; and, though it was oppofite to 
the refervednefs of his own nature, be- 
gan to be much pleafed with its ef- 
fedls. 

Though 
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Though I am not of opinion with fome 
’Wife men, that the exiftence of obje&S 
depends on fidea ; 'yet, I am convinced, 
that their appearance is not a little influ- 
enced by it. The optics of fortie minds 
are in fo unlucky a perfpedtive, as to 
throw a certain (hade on every picture that 
is prefented to them ; while thofe of others 
(of which number was Harley) like the 
mirrors of the ladies, have a wonderful 
eflfedt in bettering their complexions. 
Through fuch a medium perhaps he was 
looking on his prefent companion. 

When they had finifhed their walk, 
and were returning by the corner of the 
Park, they obferved a board hung out 
of d window, flgnifying, An excellent 
ordinary Saturdays and Sundays.” It 
happened to be Saturday, and the table 
was covered for the purpofe. “ What 
if we fhould go in and dine here, if you 
happen not to be engaged, Sir ? faid the 

young 
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young gentleman. It is not impoflible 
but we (laall meet with Tome original 
or other-, it is a fort of humour I luce 
hugely.” Harley made no objection ; 
and the ftranger the wed him the way iuto 
the parlour. 

He was placed, by the eurtefy of his 
JMTodudtor, in ah armed chair that ftood 
at one fide of the fire. Over againft him 
was feared a man of a grave coniidering 
afpedt, with that look of fober prudence 
which indicates what is commonly called 
a warm man. He .wore a pretty large 
wig, which had once been white, but was 
now of a browniih yellow * his coat was 
one of thofe modeft-coloured drabs which 
mock the injuries of dud and dirt; two 
jack boots concealed, in part, the well- 
mended knees).of an old pair of bucklkin- 
breeches, while the fpotted handkerchief 
round his neck, preferved at once its 
owner from catching cold, and his neck- 
cloth from being dirtied. Next him fat 

E another 
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another man, with a tankard in his hand, 
and a quid of tobacco in his cheek, whofe 
eye was rather more vivacious, and whofe 
drefswas fomething fmarter. 

The firft mentioned gentleman took 
notice, that the room had been fo lately 
wafhed, as not to have had time to dry ; 
and remarked, that wet lodging wasun- 
wholefome for man or beaft* He looked 
round at the fame time for a poker to ftir 
the fire with, which, he at latl obferved 
to the company, the people of the houfe 
had removed, in order to fave their coals. 
This difficulty, however, he overcame, 
by the help of Harley’s flick, faying, 
“ that as they fliould no doubt, pay 
for their fire in fome fhaps or other, he 
faw no reafon why they fhould not have 
the ufeof it while they fat.” 

The door was now opened for tire ad- 
miffion of dinner. “ I don’t know how 
it is with you, gentlemen, faid Harley’s 

new 
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new acquaintance, but I am afraid I Hial^ 
not be able to get down a morfel at this 
horrid mechanical hour of dining.” Hs 
fat down, however, and did not fliewany 
want of appetite by his eating. 
took on him the carving of the meat* 
and criticifing on the goodnefe of the, 
jpudding. 

When the table-cloth was removed, he 
propofed calling for fome punch, which 
was readily agreed to ; he feemed at firfl: 
inclined ta make it himfelf, but after-' 
wards changed his mind, and left that 
province to the waiter, telling him to 
have it pure Welt-Indian, or he could 
not tafte a drop of it. 

When the punch was brought, he un- 
dertook to fill the glalTes and call the 
toafts,—“ The king.”—That toaft natu- 
rally produced politics. It is the privi- 
lege of Engliihmen to drink the king’* 
health and to talk, of his eondudt. The 

E Z ntan 
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man who fat oppofite to Harley (who by 
this time, partly from himfelf, and partly 
from his acquaintance on his left hand, 
was difcovered to be a grazier) obferved^ 
“ That it vras a fhame for fo many pen- 
fioners to be allowed to take the bread 
out of the mouth of the poor.” “ Ay» 
and provifions, faid his friend, were ne- 
ver fo dear in the memory of man ; I 
wifh the king, and his counfellors, would 
look to that.” w As for the matter 
of provifions; neighbour Wrightfon, he 
replied, I am fure the prices of cattle— 
A difpute would have probably enfued* 
but it was prevented by the fpruce toaft- 
mafter, who gave a Sentiment j and turn- 
ing to the two politicians, “ Come, gen- 
tlemen, faid he, let us have done with 
thefe mufly politics, pray now : I w'ould 
always leave them to the beer-fuckers 
in Eutcher-Row. Come, let us have 
fomething of the fine arts. That was- 
a damn’d hard match betwixt the Nailor 
and Tim Bucket. The knowing ones 

were 
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were curfedly taken in there ! I loll a coo] 
hundred myfelf, faith.” 

At mention of the cool hundred, the 
grazier threw his eyes aflant, with a 
mingled look of doubt and furprife; 
while the man at his elbow looked arch, 
and gave a fhort emphatical fort of 
cough. 

Both feemed to be fdenced, however 
by this intelligence, and, while the re, 
mainder- of the punch laded, the conver- 
fation was wholly engrofled by the gentle_ 
man with the fine waidcoat, who told a 
great many “ immenfe comical dories,’^ 
and confounded fmart things,” as he 
termed them, aided arid fpoken by lordsr 
ladies, and young bucks of quality, of 
his acquaintance. At lad, the grazier, 
pulling out a watch, of a very unufual- 
fize, and telling the hour, faid, that he 
had an appointment. “ Is it fo late ? faid 
the young gentleman j then 1 am afraid- 

£ X £ 
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I have miffed an appointment already: 
but the truth is, I am curfedly given to 
miffing of appointments.” 

When the grazier and he were gone,. 
Harley turned to the remaining man of 
the company, and aflted him, if he knew 
that young gentleman ? “ A gentleman !. 
laid he ; ay, he is one of your gentlemen 
at the top of an affidavit. I knew him, 
feme years ago, in the quality of a foot- 
man ; and, I believe, he had fometimes 
the honour to be a pimp. At laffi, fome 
©f the great folks, to whom he had been 
ierviceable in both capacities, had him 
made a ganger; in which ftation he flilf 
remains, and has the affurance to pretend 
an acquaintance with men of quality. 
The impudent dog! with a few (hillings 
in his pocket, he will talk you three 
times as much as my friend Mundy 
there, who is worth nine thou fond, if 
he’s worth a farthing, But I know the 
rafeal, and defpife him, as he deferves.” 

Harley 
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Harley began to defpife him too, and 
to. conceive fome indignation at having fat 
with patience to hear fuch a fellow fpeak 
non fen fe. But he corrected himfelf, by 
reflecting, that he was perhaps as well 
entertained, and intruded too* by this 
fame modefl: gauger, as he fliould have 
been by fuch a man as he had thought 
proper to perfonate. And furely the 
fault may more properly be imputed to 
that rank where the futility is real, than 
where it is feigned ; to that rank, whofe 
opportunities for nobler accomplifhments 
have only ferved to rear a fabric of folly, 
which the untutored hand of afFedion, 
even among the meaneftof mankind^ caft; 
imitate with fuccefs. 

CHAP* 
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CHAP. XX. 

Hi vifits Bedlam-.- The diflrejjes of q ■ 
daughter. 

F thofe things called Sights, in 
London, which it is fuppofed 

every (hanger is defirous, to fee, Bedlam 
is one. To that place, therefore, an ac- 
quaintance of Harley’s, after having ac- 
companied him to feveral other (hews, 
prc.pofed a vrfit; Harley objeded to it 
“ becaufe, faid he, I think it an inhuman 
pradice to expofe the greateft mifery our. 
nature is afHided with to every idle vifi- 
tant who can afford a trifling perquifite 
to the keeperefpecially as it is a dif- 
trefs which the humane mud fee with 
the painful refledion, that it is not in 
their power to alleviate it.” He wa$ 
overpowered, however, by the folicita- 

tton§ 
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tions of his friend, and the other perfons 
of the party, (againft whom were feve- 
ral ladies’) and they went in a body to 
Moorfields. 

Their conductor led them firft to tho 
difmal manfions of thofe who are in the 
moft horrid ftate of incurable madnefsf 
The clanking of chains, the wildnefs of 
their cries, and the imprecations which 
fomeof them uttered,, formed a fcene in- 
exprelfibly fliocking. Harley and his 
companions, efpecially the female part 
of them, begged their guide to return 
he feemed furprifed at their uneafinefs, 
and was with difficulty prevailed on to 
leave that part of the houfe without {hew- 
ing them fome others who, as he expref- 
fed it in the phrafe of thofe who keep 
wild beafts for a fhew, were much more 
worth feeing than any they had paffied* 
being ten times more fierce and unma- 
nageable. 

He 
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He led them next to the quarter where* 

thofe refide, who, as they are not danger- 
ous to themfelves or others, enjoy a cer- 
tain degree of freedom, according to the- 
ftate of. their diftemper.. 

Harley had fallen behind his compa- 
nions, looking at a man, who was mak- 
ing pendulums with bits of thread, and 
little balls of clay. He had delineated 
a fegment of a circle on the wall with 
chalk, and marked their different vibrati- 
ons, by interfering it with crofs lines. A 
decent-looking man came up, and fmiling 
at the maniac, turned to Harley, and 
told him, that gentleman had once been 
a very celebrated mathematician. “He 
fell a facrifice, faid he, to the theory of 
comets; for, after having, with infinite 
labour, formed a table on the conjeftures 
of Sir Ifaac Newton, he was difappointed 
ifl the return of one of thofe luminaries, 
and was very foot! after obliged to be 

placed 
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placed here by his friends. If you pleafe 
to follow me, Sir, continued the ftranger, 
I believe I (hall be able to give you a 
fnore fatisfa&ory account of the unfortu- 
nate people you fee here, than the man 
Who attends your companions/’ Harley 
bowed, and accepted of his offer. 

The next perfon they came up to had 
fcrawled a variety t>f figures on a piece 
of flate. Harley had the curiofity to take 
a nearer view of them. They confided 
of different colums, a-top of which were 
marked South Sea annuites, India dock, 
and Three per cent, annuities confol. 
“ This, faid Harley’s inftruftor, was a 
gentleman well knovvn in Change-Alley* 
He was once worth fifty thoufand pounds, 
and had actually agreed for the purchafe 
of an edate inthe wed, in order to realize 
his money ; but he quarrelled with the 
proprietor about the repairs of the gar- 
den-wall, and fo returned to town to fol- 
low his old trade of dock-jobbing a little 

longer $ 
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longer *, when an unlucky fluctuation of 
flock, in which he was engaged to an 
iinnaenfe extent, reduced him at once 
to poverty and to madnefs. Poor wretch I 
he told me t’other day, that agaiaft the 
next payment of differences, he fhould 
be fume hundreds above a plum.” —- 

“ It is a fpondee, and I will maintain 
it,” interrupted a voice on his left hand. 
This afleftion was followed by a very ra- 
pid recital of forne' verfes from Homer. 
“ That figure, faid the gentleman, whofe 
tlothes are fo bedaubed with friuff* was a 
fehoolmatler of fame reputation : he came 
here to be refolved of fome doubts he 
entertained concerning the genuine pro- 
nunciation of /the Greek vowels. In his 
highefi: fits, he makes frequent mention 
of one Mr. Bently. 

But delufive ideas, Sir, are the mo- 
tives of thegreatefi: part of mankind, ar.d 
a heated imagination the power by which 

their 
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their adtions are recited : the world, in 
^he eye of a philofopher, may be faid to 
be a large madhoufe.” “ It is true, an> 
fwered Harley, the paffions of men are 
temporary madneflts; and fometimes very 
fatal in their effedts* 

From Macedonia’s madman to the 
Swede.” 

“ It was indeed, faid the ftranger, a 
Very mad thing in Charles, to think of 
adding fo vaft a country a& Ruffia to 
his dominions ^ that would have been fa- 
tal indeed ; thb balance of the North 
would then have been loft ; but the Sul- 
tan and I would never have allowed 
it.” “ Sir!” faid Harley, with no 
fmall furpriz? on his countenance, “ Why 
yes, anfwered the other, the Sultan and 
I; do you know me ? I am the Chan jof 
Tartary.’* 

P Harley 
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-Harley was a good deal ftruck by this 
difcovery; he had prudence enough, 
however, to conceal his amazement, and 
bowing as low to the monarch, as his 
dignity required, left him immediately, 
and joined his companions. 

He found them in a quarter of the 
houfe fet apart for the infane of the other 
fex, feveral of whom had gathered about 
the female part of the company, and were 
examining, with rather more accuracy 
than might have been expedted, the par- 
ticulars of their drefs. 

Separate from the reft flood one, whofe 
appearance had fofnething of fuperior 
dignity. Her face, though pale and 
wafted, was lefs fqualid than thofe of 
the others, and (hewed a dejedtion of 
that decent kind, which moves our pity 
unmixed with horror • upon her, there- 
fore, the eyes of all were immediately 

turned. 
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turned. The keeper, who accompanied 
them, obferved it: “ This, faid he, is a 
young lady, who was born to ride in her 
coach and fix. She was beloved, if the 
ftory I have heard is true, by a young 
gentleman, her equal in birth, but by 
no means her match as to fortune : but 
Love, they fay, is blind, and fo file fancied 
him as much as he did her. Her father* 
it feems, would not hear of their mar* 
riage, and threatened to turn her out of 
doors, if ever (Tie faw him again. Upon 
this the young gentleman took a voyage 
to the Weft-Indies, in hopes of bettering 
his fortune, and obtaining, his miftrefa ; 
but he was fearedy landed, when he was 
ftized with one of the fevers which are 
common in thofe iflands, and died in a 
few days, lamented by every one that 
knew him. This news foon reached his 
miftrefs who was at the fame time pref- 
fed by her father to marry a rich miferly 
fellow, who was old enough to be her 
grandfather. The death of her lover had 

F 2 no 
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no effefton her inhuman parent; he was 
only the more earneft for her marriage 
with the man he had provided for her; 
and what between her defpair at the 
death of the one, and her averiion to 
the other, the poor young lady was re- 
duced to the condition you fee her in. 
But God would not profper fuch cruel- 
ty; and foon after her father’s affairs 
went to wreck* and he died almoft 
a beggar.” 

Though this ftory was told in very plain 
language, it had particularly attracted 
Harley’s notice : he had given it the tri- 
bute of fome tears. The unfortunate 
young lady had till now feemed intranced 
in thought, with her eyes fixed on a little 
garnet ring fhe wore on her finger ; fhe 
turned them now upon Harley. “ My 
Billy is no more! faid fhe, do you weep 
for my Billy ? Bleffings on your tears ! 
I would weep too, but my brain is dry ; 
and it burns, it burns, it burns!”—She 

drew 



THE MAN OF FEELING. 53 
drew nearer to Harley.—“ Be comforted, 
young Lady, faid he, your Billy is id 
heaven.” “ Is he indeed ? and fhall we 
meet again ? And fhall that frightful 
man (pointing to the keeper) not be 
there ?—Alas ! I am grown naughty of 
late; I have almoft forgotten to think 
of heaven : yet 1 pray fometimes-, when 
I can 1 pray •, and fometimes I fingi 
when I am faddeft 1 fing :—You fhall 
hear me, hufh ! 

“ Light be the earth on Billy’s breafl 
And green the fod that wraps his grave !” 

There was a plaintive wildnefs in the air 
not to be withftood; and, except the 
keeper’s, there was not an unmoiflened 
eye around her. 

“ Do you weep again ? faid fhe ; I 
would not have you weep: you are like 
my Billy ; you are, believe me ; juft fo 
he looked when he gave me this ring ; 

F 3 poor 
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poor Billy 1 it was the laft time ever we 
met !—• 

“ It was when the Teas were roaring—. 
j love you for refembling my Billy ; but 
] fhall never love any man like him.”— 
She ftretched out her hand to Harley ; he 
prefled it between both of his, and bathed 
It with his tears.—“ Nay, that is Billy’s 
ring, faid fhe, you cannot have it, indeed; 
but here is another, look here, which I 
plaited to day of fome gold thread from 
this bit of fluff; will you keep it for my 
fake? I am a flrange girl ;—but my 
heart is harmlefs: my poor heart! It will 
burft fome day ; feel how it beats.”-— 
She preffed his hand to her bofom, then 
holding her head in the attitude of liften" 
ing Hark ! one, two, three ! be 
quiet, thou little trembler ; my Billy is 
cold !—but 1 had forgotten the ring.”— 
She put it on his finger.—“ Farewell! I 
mufl leave you now ’’—She would have 
withdrawn her hand > Harley held it to 

his 
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his lips—“ I dare not flay longer ; my 
head throbs fadly: Farewell !” She 
walked witji a.hurried ftep to a little 
apartment at fomediftance. Harley flood 
fixed in aftonil]in\ent and pity ! his friend 
gave money to the keeper.  Harley 
looked on his ring.—He put a couple of 
guineas into the man’s hand : “Be kind 
to that unfortunate”——-He burft into 
tears, and left them, - 

CHAP. 
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CHAP XXI. 

The Mifanthrcpe* 

H E friend, who had conduced 
'him to Moorfields, called pn him 

again the next evening. After fome talk 
on the adventufe of the preceding day ; 
“ I carried you yefterday, faid he to 
Harley, to vifit the mad; let me intro- 
duce you to-night, at flipper, to one of 
the wife: but you-muft not look for any 
thing of the Socratic pleafantry about 
him ; on the contrary, I warn you, to 
expedt the fpirit of a Diogenes. That 
you may be fomewhat prepared for his 
extraordinary manner, I will let you in- 
to fome particulars of his hiftory. 

“ He is the elded of two fons of a 
gentleman of confiderable eftate in the 

country. 
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country. Their father died when they 
w'ere young : both were remarkable at 
fehool for quicknefs of parts, and extent 
of genius; this one had been bred to no 
profeflion, becaufe his father’s fortune, 
which defeended to him, was thought fuf- 
ficient to fet him above it; the other was 
put apprentice to an eminent attorney. 
In this the expectations of his friends 
were more confulted than his own incli- 
nation ; for both his brother and he had 
feelings of that warm kind, that coula ill 
brook a ftudy fo. dry as the law, efpeci-, 
ally in that department of. it which v/ag 
allotted to him. But the difference of 
their tempers made the charaCteriftical 
diftinCtion between them. The younger^ 
from the gentlenefs of his nature, bore 
with patience a fuuation entirely dii'cordant 
to: his genius and difpofition. At times, 
indeed, his pride would fuggeft, of how. 
little importance,thofe talents were which 
the partiality of his friends had often ex- 
tolled : they were now incumbrances in a 

walk 
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walk of life where the dull and the ig- 
norant palled him at every turn; his 
fancy and his feeling, were invincible 
obllacles to eminence in a fituation, 
where his fancy had no room for exer- 
tion, and liis feeling experienced perpe- 
tual difguft. But thefe murmurings he 
never fulFered to be heard j and that he 
might not offend the prudence of thofe 
who had been concerned in the choice 
of his profeflion,. be continued to labour 
i,n it for feveral years, till, by the death 
of a relation, he fell into an eftate of 
little better than too/, a year, with 
which, and the fmall patrimony left 
him by his father, he retired into the 
country and made a love-match with 
a young lady of ^ temper fimilar to 
his own. 

w But his elder brother, whom you are 
to fee at fupper, if you will do us the fa- 
vour of your company, was naturally 
impetuous, decifive, and overbearing. 

He 
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He entered into life with thofe ardent ex- 
pe&ations which young men are com- 
monly deluded by : in his friendfhips, 
Warm to excefs ; and equally violent in 
his diflikes. He was on the brink of mar- 
riage with a young lady, when one of 
thofe friends, for whofe honour he 
would have pawned his life, made 
an eloperrient with this very goddefs, 
and left him befides deeply engaged 
for fums which his extravagance had 
fquandered. 

“ The dreams he had formerly enjoyed 
were now changed for ideas of a very 
different nature. He abjured all confi- 
dence in any thing of human form ; fold 
his lands in the country, which ftill pro- 
duced him a very large reVerfion, came 
to town, and immured himfelf with a 
woman who had been his nurfe, in lit- 
tle better than a garret; and has ever 
fince applied his talents to the perpetual 
vilifying of his fpecies. One thing I muft 

take 
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take the liberty to inftrudl you in ; how.; 
ever different your fentiments may be» 
(and different they muff be) you will 
fuffer him to go on without contradic- 
tion ; otherwife he will be Filent imme- 
diately, and we (hall not be able to get 
a word frbm him all the night after.” 
Harley promifed to remember this in-, 
jun&ion, and accepted the invitation of 
his friend. 

When they arrived at the houfe, they 
were informed that the gentleman was 
already c6me, and had been (hewn into 
the parlour. They found him fitting with 
a daughter of his friend's, about three 
years old, on his knee, whom he was 
teaching the alphabet from a horn-book : 
at a little diftance flood a fifter of hers, 
fome years older. “ Get you away, Miffr, 
faid he to this lafr, you are a pert goflip, 
and I will have nothing to do with you.’1 

“ Nay, anfwered file, Nancy is your fa- 
vourite 5 you are quite in love with 

Nancy.’* 



THE MA N OFFFELING. 61 
Nancy.” “ Take away 'that girl, faid he 
to her father, whom he npw observed to 
have entered the room, (he has woman 
about her already.” The children were 
accordingly difmiiled. 

Betwixt that and fupper-time he did 
rot utter a fyllable. When fupper came, 
he quarrelled with every difli at table, 
but eat of them all; only exempting 
from his cenfures a fa!lad, which you 
have not fpoiled, faid he, becaufe you 
have not attempted to cook it. 

When the wine was fet upon the table 
he took from his pocket a particular 
fmoking apparatus, and filled up his 
pipe, without taking any more notice of 
Harley, or his friend, than if no fuch 
people had been in the room. 

Harley could not help dealing a look 
of furprize at him ; but his friend, who 
knew his humour, returned it, by anni- 

G hilating 
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hilating his prefence in the like manner,’ 
and, leaving him to his own meditations, 
addrefled himfelf entirely to Harley. 

In their difcourfe fome mention hap- 
pened to be made of an amiable charac- 
ter, and the words honour and polite* 
ne/s were applied to it. Upon this the 
gentleman, laying down his pipe, and 
changing the tone of his countenance* 
from an ironical grin to fomething more 
intently contemptuous : “ Honour, faid 
be, Honour and Politenefs! this is the 
coin of the world, and pafies current 
with the fools of it. You have fubfti- 
tuted the fhadow Honour, inftead of the 
fubftance Virtue; and have banifhed the 
reality of friendfhip for the fictitious 
femblance of what you have termed Po- 
litei efs .: politenefs, which conlifts in a 
•ertain ceremonious jargon, more ridicu- 
lous to the ear of reafon than the voice of 
a puppet. You have inverted founds, 
which youworfhip, though they tyrannize 

over 
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over your peace j and are furrounded with 
empty forms, which take from the ho- 
neft emotions ofjoy, and add to the poign- 
ancy of misfortune.” —“ Sir,”—faid Har- 
ley His friend winked to him2 to re- 
mind him of the caution he had received. 
He was filenced by the thought.—The 
philofopher turned his eye upon him: he 
examined him from top to toe, with a 
fort of triumphant contempt. Harley’s 
coat happened to be a new one ; the 
other’s was as fhabby as could pofttbly be 
fuppofed to be on the back of a gentle- 
man : there was much fignificancy in his 
look with regard to this coat: k fpoke of 
the fleeknefs of folly, and the thread- 
burenefs of wifdom: 

“Truth, continued he, the mod ami- 
able as well as the mod natural of vir- 
tues, you are at pains to eradicate. Your 
very nurferies are feminaries of falfehood ; 
and what is called Fafhion in manhood 
completes the fydem of avowed infince- 

G 2 rity 
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rity. Mankind, in the grofs, is a gaping 
monfler, that loves to be deceived, and 
has feldom been difappointed: nor is 
their vanity lefs fallacious to your philo- 
fophers, who adopt modes of truth to 
follow them through the paths of error, 
and defend parodoxes merely to be fin- 
gular in defending them. Thefe are they 
whom ye term Ingenious; it is a phrale 
of commendation I deleft ; it implies an 
attempt to impofe on my judgment, by 
flattering my imagination : yet thefe are 
they whofe works are read by the old 
with delight, which the young are taught 
to look on as'the codes of knowledge and 
pRnotopny. 

“ Indeed, the education of your youth 
is every way prepoflerous: you wafteat 
fchool years in improving talents, without 
having ever fpcnt an hour in difccvering 
them ; one promifcuous line of inftrudtion 
is’followed, without regard to genius, 
capacity, or probable fituation in the 

common- 
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commonweakh. From this menagerie of 
the pedagogue, a raw unprincipled boy is 
turned loofe upon the world to travel; 
without any ideas but thofe of improving 
His drefs at Paris, or ftarting into tafte by 
gazing on fome paintings at Rome. Alii 
him of the manners of the people, and 
he will tell you, That the fkirt is worn 
much Ihorter in France, and that eve- 
ry body eats- macaroni in Italy. When 
he returns home he buys a feat in par- 
liament, and ftudies. the conflitution at 
Arthur’s.. 

«e Nor are your females trained to any 
more ufeful purpofe : they are taught, by 
the my rewards which their nurfes pro.- 
pofe for good behaviour, by the firfl: 
thing like a jell which they hear from 
every male vifitor of the family, that a 
young woman is a creature to be mar- 
ried and when they are grown fomewhat 
older, are inftru&ed, that it is the -pur- 
fofe of marriage to have the enjoyment 

P 3 ©f 



66 THE MAN OF FEELING. 
nf pin-money, and the expectation of a 
jointure.” 

* “ Thefe, indepd, are the effeCts of 
luxury, which is perhaps infeparable from 
a certain degree of power and grandeur 
in a nation. But it is not fimply theprp- 
grefs of luxury we ha,ve to complain of; 
did its votaries keep in their own fpheret 
of thoughtlefs diflipation, we might de- 
fpife them without emotion ; but the fri- 
volous purfuits of pleafure are mingled 
with the moft important concerns of. the. 

* Though the Curate could not remember having 
iliewn this chapter to ai y body, yeti ttionglyfui- 
pcft that the!e political obfervations are the work 
of a later pen than the reft of this performance. 
There feems to have been, by fome accident, a 
hiatus in the manufcript, from thefe words, “ Ex- 
pectation of a jointure,” to thefe, In Ihort, man. 
\s a felfifti animal,’j whe^e the prefent blank ends; 
and fome ether perfon (for the hand is different, and 
the ink whiter) ha< filled up part rf r with fome 
f'entimems of his own. Whoever he was, hefeems 
to have catched fome portion of the fnarlirgfpirit of 
the man he *perfonates. 

s ftate ? 
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ftatev a!^ public enterprise (hall fleep 
till he who Ihould guide its operation has 
decided his beets at Newmarket, or ful- 
filled his engagement with a favourite 
miftrefs in the country. We want fotne 
man of acknowledged eminence to puint 
our councils with that firmnefs which the 
councils of a great people require. We 
have hundreds of minifters, who prefs for- 
ward into office, without having ever 
learned that art which is neceffary for eve- 
ry buftnefs, the art of thinking; and mif- 
take the petulance, which could give infpi- 
ration to fome fmart larcatms on an ob- 
noxious meafure in a popular affembly, 
for the ability which is to balance the in- 
tereft of, kingdoms, and inveftigate the 
latent fources of national fupenority. 
With the adminiftration of fuch men the 
people can never be fatisfied; for be- 
fides that their confidence is gained only 
by the view of fuperior talents, it needs 
that depth of knowledge, which is not 
only acquainted with the juft extent of 

po\r«r* 
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power, but can a!fo trace its-connexion 
with the expedient, to preferve its pof- 
feffors from the contempt which attends 
irrefolation, or the refentment which fob 
lows temerity.’’ 

* • * * * * * * * 

(Here a confiderable part is wanting) 

* * “ In (hort, man is an animal 
equally felfifh and vain. Vanity, indeed, 
is but a modification of felfifhnefs. From 
tire laft, there are fome who pretend to be 
free : they are generally fuch as declaim 
againft the luft of wealth and power, be- 
caufe they have never been able to attain 
any high degree in either: they boat! of 
generofity and feeling. They tell us 
fperhaps they tell us in rhime) that the 
fenfationsof an honeft heart, of a mind 
univerfally benevolent, is the quiet blifs 
which they enjoy •, but they will not, by 

be exempted from the charge of feF 
fifhnefs 
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fiflwefs. Whence the luxurious happinefs 
they defcribe in their little famil) circles? 
Whence the plea.fure which they feel, 
when they trim their evening fires, and 
liften to the howling of the winter’s wind ? 
whence, but from the fecret refk&ion of 
what houfelefs wretches feel from it ? Or 
do you adminifter comfort in affli&ion— 
the motive is at hand; I have had it 
preached to me in nineteen out of twen- 
ty of your confolatory difcourfes—the 
comparative littlenefs of our own mif; 
fortunes. 

“ With vanity, your belt virtues are 
grofsly tainted : your benevolence, which 
ye deduce immediately from the natural 
impulfe of the heart, fquints to it for its 
reward. There are fome, indeed, who 
tell us of the fatisfa&ion which flows 
from a fecret confcioufnefs- of good ac- 
tions : this fecret fatisfadlion is indeed 
excellent when we have fome friend 
to whom we may difeover its excellence.” 

He 
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He now paufed a moment to relight 

his pipe, when a clock, that flood at his 
back, {truck eleven.; he flatted up at the 
found, took his hat and his cane, and 
nodding good-night with his head, walk- 
ed out of the room. The gentleman of 
the houfe called a fervant to bring him his 
furtout. “ What fort of a night is it, 
fellow ?” faid he. “ It rains, Sir, anfwer- 
ed the fervant, with an eaflerly wind.” 

“ Eaflerly for ever!—He made no 
other reply ; but fhrugging up his fhoul- 
ders till they almofl touched his ear;, 
wrapped himfelf tight in his great-coat, 
and difappeared. 

** This is a flrange creature,” faid his 
friend to Harley, “ I cannot fay, an- 
fwered he, that his remarks are of the 
pleafant kind : it is curious to obferve 
how the nature of truth may be changed 
by the garb it wears ; foftened to the ad- 
monition of friendfliip, or foured into the 

fe verity 
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feverity of reproof: yet this feverity may 
be ufeful to fome tempers; it fomewhat 
refembles a file ; difagreeable in its ope- 
fation, but hard rtietals may be the 
brighter for it. 
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C H A P. XXV. - 

His Jkill tn pbyfiognomy. 

TH E company at the baronet’s tt- 
moved to the playhoufe accord- 

ingly, and Harley took his ulual route 
into the Park. He obferved, as he en~ 
tered, a frefli looking elderly gentlemaa 
in converfation with a beggar, who 
leaning on his crutch, was recounting the 
hard Chips he had undergone, and ex- 
plaining the wretchednefs of his prefent 
condition. This was a very interefting 
tete-a-tete to Harley ; he was rude enough 
therefore to flacken his pace as he ap- 
proached, and at laft to make a full flop 
at the gentleman’s back, who was juft 
then expreffing his companion for the 
beggar, and regretting that he had not a 
farthing of change about him. At faying 
this he looked piteoufly on the fellow : 

there 



THE M AN OF FEELING. 73 
there was fomething in his phyfiognomy 
which catched Harley’s notice : indeed 
phyfiognomy was one of Harley’s foibles, 
for which he had been often rebuked by 
his aunt in the country ; who ufed to teli 
him, that when he was come to her years 
and experience, he would know that all’s 
not gold that glifters: and it muft be 
owned, that his aunt was a very fenfi- 
ble, harfh-looking, maiden lady of three- 
fcore and upwards. But he was too apt 
to forget this caution ; and now, it feems, 
it had not occurred to him : flopping up, 
therefore, to the gentleman, who was la- 
menting the want of filver, “ Your in- 
tentions, Sir, faid he, are fo good, that 
I cannot help lending you my afliflance to 
carry them into execution,” and gave the 
beggar a (hilling. The other returned a 
fuitable compliment, and extolled the be- 
nevolence of Harley. They kept walk- 
ing together, and benevolence grew the 
topic of dtfcourfe. 

H The 
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*' The ftranger was fluent on the fubjedl. tl There is no vife of money, faid he, 
equal to that of beneficence: with the 
profufe, it is loft ; and even with thofe 
who lay it out according to the prudence 
of the world, the obje&s acquired by it 
pall on the fenfe, and have fcarce become 
our own till they lofe their value with 
the power of pleafing ; but here the en- 
joyment grows on refle&ion, and our mo- 
ney is mofl: truly ours, when it ceafes be- 
ing in our^0^6^100.” 

“ Yet I agree in fome meafure, art- 
fwered Harley, with thofe who think, 
that charity to our common beggars 
is often mifplaced: there are obje&s 
hfs ^btruflve whofe title is a better 
one.’* 

“ We cannot eafily diftinguifh, faid 
the ftranger; and even of the worth- 
Jefs, are there not many whofe impu- 

dencej 
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dence, or whofe vice, may have been 
one dreadful confequence of misfor- 
tune ?” 

Harley looked again in his face, and 
blefled himfeif for his fkill in phyfiog- 
nomy. 

By this time they had reached the end 
of the walk: the old gentleman leaned 
on the rails to take breath, and in the 
mean time they were joined by a younger, 
man, whofe figure was much above the 
appearance of his drefs, which was poor 
and (habby: Harley’s former compa- 
nion addrefled him as an acquaintance, 
and they turned on the walk together. 

The oldefi: of the ftrangers conjplained 
ofthe clofenefs of the evening, and afked 
the other, if he would go with him into 
a houfe hard by, and take one draught of 
excellent cider. “ The man who keeps 
this houfe, faid he to Harley, was once a 

H a fervant 
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fervant of mine : I could not think of 
turning loofe upon the world a faithful 
old fellow, for no other reafon but that 
his age had incapacitated him ; fo I give 
him an annuity of ten pounds, tfith the 
help of which he has fet up this little 
place here, and his daughter goes and 
fells milk in the city, while her father 
manages his tap-room, as he calls it, at 
home. I can’t well afk a gentleman of 
your appearance to accompany me to fo 

■ paltry a place.”—“ Sir, replied Harley, 
interrupting him, I would much rather 
enter it than the mofl celebrated tavern in 
town : to give to the neceflitous, may 
fometimes be a weaknefs in the man ; to 
encourage induftry, is a duty in the 
citizen.” They entered the houfe ac- 
cordingly. 

On a table, at the corner of the room* 
lay a pack of cards, loofely thrown to- 
gether. The old gentleman reproved the 
man of the houfe for encouraging fo idle 

an 
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an amufement: Harley attempted to de- 
fend him from the neceflity of accommo- 
dating himfelf to the humour of his guefts, 
and talcing up the cards, began to fhuffle 
them backwards and forwards in his hand, 
“Nay, I don’t think cards fo unpardon- 
able an amufement as fome do, replied 
the other ; and fometimes, about this time 
of the evening,, when my eyes begin to 
fail me for my book, I divert myfelf with 

game at piquet, without finding my 
morals a bit relaxed by it. Do you play 
piquet, Sir ?” (to Harley) Harley an- 
fwered in the affirmative; and the other 
propofed playing a pool at a fhilling 
the game, doubling the flakes: ad- 
ding, that he never played higher with 
any body. 

Harley’s good-nature could not refufe 
this to the benevolent old man ; and the 
younger ftranger, though he at firft plead- 
ed a prior engagement,, yet being ear- 

H 3 . neflly 



78 THEMANOF FEELING, 
neftly folicited by his friend, at lafl 
agreed to it. 

When they began to play, the old gen- 
tleman, fomewhat to the furprife of Har- 
ley, produced ten (hillings to ferve for 
markers of his fcore. “ He had no change 
for the beggar, faid Harley to himfelf; 
but I can eafily account for it : it is cu- 
rious to obferve the affedtion that inani- 
mate things will acquire from us by a 
long acquaintance: if I may judge from 
my own feelings, the old man would not 
part with one of thefe counters for tea 
times itsintrinfic value; it even got the 
better of his benevolence! I myfelf have 
a pair of old brafs fleeve-buttons—Here 
he was interrupted by being told, that the 
old gentleman had beat the younger, and 
that it was his turn to take up the con- 
queror. “ Your game has been fhort,’* 
faid Harley. “ I repiqued him,” anfwer- 
ed the old man, with joy fparkling in hia 
countenance.” Harley Wi(hed to be re- 

pipued 
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piqued too, but he v.as difappointed ; for 
he had the fame good fortune againft his 
opponent. Indeed, never did fortune, 
mutable as fhe is, delight in mutability fo 
much as at that moment; the victory was 
fb quick, anH foconftantly alternate, that 
the ftake, in alhort time, amounted to 
no lefs a fum than 12/. Harley’s propor- 
tion of which w'as within half a guinea of 
the money he had in his pocket. He had 
before propofed a divifion, but the old 
gentleman oppofed it with fuch a pleafant 
warmth in his manner, that it was always 
over-ruled. Now, however, he told them, 
that he had an appointment with fome 
gentlemen, and it was within a few mi- 
nutes of hts hour. The young ftranger 
had gained one game, and was engaged 
in the fecond with the other : they agreed 
therefore that the ftake (hould be divided, 
if the old gentleman won that * which 
was more than probable, as his fcore was 
90 to 35, and he waseldeft hand; but a 
momentous repique decided it in favour 

or 
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of his adverfary, who feems to enjoy his 
vidory mingled with regret, for having 
won too much, while his friend, with 
great ebullience of pafiion, many praifes 
of his own good play, and many male- 
didions on the power of chance, took 

up the cards, and threw them into the 
fire. 

CHAP. 
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CHAP. XXVI. 

<The man of Feeling in a brothel, 

HE company lie was engaged to 
meet were aflembled in Fleet-ftreet. 

He bad walked for fome time along the 
Strand, amidfl the crowd of thole wretches 
who wait the uncertain wages of proftitu- 
tion, with ideas of pity fuitable to the 
fcene around him, and the feelings he 
poffefled, and had got as far as Somerfet- 
houfe, when one of them laid hold of his 
arm, and, with a voice tremulous and 
faint, alked him for a pint of wine, in a 
manner more fupplicatory than is ufual 
with thofe whom the infamy of their 
profeflion has deprived of fhame: he 
turned round at the demand, and looked 
ftedfaftly on the perfon who made it. 

She 
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She was taller than the common fize, 
and elegantly formed ; her face was thin 
and hollow, and (hewed the remains of 
tarnirtied beauty. Her eyes'were black, 
but had little of their luftre left : her 
cheeks hadffome paint on them, laid on 
without art, and produ&ive of no advan- 
tage to her complexion, which exhibited 
on the other parts of her face a deadly 
palenefs. 

Harley ftood in the attitude of hefita- 
tion ; which (he interpreting to her ad- 
vantage, again repeated her rtqueft, and 
endeavoured to force a leer of invita" 
tion into her countenance. He took her 
arm, and they walked on to one of thefe 
obfequious taverns in the neighbourhood, 
where the dearnefs of the wine is a dif- 
charge in full for the character of the 

houfe. From what impulfe he did this' 
we do not mean to inquire; as it has ever 
beenagainft our nature to fearch for mo- 

tives 
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tives where bad ones are to be found.— 
They entered, and a waiter (hewed them 
a room, and placed a bottle of clarrct on 
the table. 

Harley filled the lady’s glafs; which 
(he had no fooner tailed, than dropping 
it on the floor, and eagerly catching his 
arm, her eye grew fixed, her lip affumed 
a clayey whitenefs, and (he fell back life- 
lefs in her chair. 

Harley darted from his feat, and, catch-1 

ing her in his arms, fupported her from 
falling to the ground, looking wildly at 
the door, as if he wanted to run for aflid- 
ance, but durd not leave the miferable 
creature alone. It was not till fome mi- 
nutes after, that it occurred to him to ring 
the bell, which at lad however he thought 
of, and rung with repeated violence even 
after the waiter appeared. Luckily the 
waiter had his fenfes fomewhat more about 
him i and fnatching up a bottle of water, 

which 
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which flood on a beaufet at the end of 
the room-, he (prinkled it on the hands 
and face of the d}ing figure before him. 
She began to revive, and with the aflifl- 
ance of fome hartfhorn drops, which 
Harley now for the firfl time drew from 
his pocket, was able to defire the waiter, 
to bring her a cruft of bread ; and when 
it was brought, fhe fw'aillowed fome mouth- 
fuls of it with the appearance of the keen- 
eft hunger. The waiter withdrew : when 
turning to Harley, fobbing at the fame 
time, and .fhedding tears, “ I am forry, 
Sir, faid fhe, that I fhould have given 
you fo much trouble ; but you will pity 
me when I tell you, that till now I have 
not tafted a morfel thefe two days pafL”—• 
He fixed his eyes on her’s—every ^ircum- 
ftance but the laft was forgotten ; and he 
took her hand with as much refpedl as if 
ftie had been a dutchefs. It was ever the 
privilege of misfortune to be revered by 
him.—“ Two days !—faid he; and I have 
fared fumptuoufly every day !”—-He was 
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reaching to the bell ; (he underftood his 
meaning, and prevented him. “ I b.g. 
Sir, (aid (he, that you would give your- 
(elf no.more trouble about a wretch who 
does not with to live ; but, at pretent, I 
could not eat a bit : my ftomach even 
rofe at the laft mouthful of that cruft.” 
He offered to call a chair, faying, that he 
hoped a little reft would relieve her.— 
He had one half-guinea left: “ I am forry, 
he faid, that at prefent I ftaould be able 
to make you an offer of no more than this 
paltry funi.” She burft into tears ! “ Your 
generofity, Sir, is abufed ; to beftow it 
on me is to take it from the virtuous: I 
have no title but rhifery to plead > mife- 
ry of my own procuring.” “ No more of 
that, anfwered Harley ; there is virtue in 
thefe tears ; let the fruit of them be vir- 
tue.”—He rung, and ordered a chain— 
** Though I am the vileft of beings, faid 
(he, I have not forgotten every virtue 5 

gratitude, I hope, I (hall dill have left, 
did 1 but know who this benefa&or is.”—• 

I “ My 
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“ My name is Harley’5—“ Could I ever 
haVe an Opportunity’—“ You (hall, and a 
glorious one too ! your future conduct— 
but I do not mean to reproach you*— if, I 
fay—it will be the nobleft reward—I will 
do myfelf the pleafure of feeing you 
again.”—Here the waiter entered, and 
^Id them the chair was at the door; the 
■^ady informed Harley of her lodgings, 
and he promifed to wait on her at ten 
r.-ext morning. 

He led her to the chair, and returned 
to clear with the waiter, without ever 
once refle&ing that he had no money in 
Ins pocket. He was afhamed to make an 
ekcufe ; yet .an excufe muff be made : he 
was beginning to frame one, when the 
waiter cut him fhort, by telling him, that 
he could not run fcores; but that, if he 
would leave his watch, or any other 
pledge, it would be as fafe as if it lay in 
his pocket. Harley jumped at the propo- 
fal, and pulling but his watch, delivered 
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it into his hands immediately; and hav" 
ing, for once, had the precaution to take 
a note of the lodging he intended to vifit 
next morning, fallied forth with a flufh of 
triumph on his face, without taking no- 
tice of the fneer of the waiter,, who, 
twirling the watch in his hand, made him 
a profound bow at the door, and whifper- 
ed to a girl, who flood in the paflage, 
fomething, in which the word cully was 
honoured with a particular emphalis. 

I 2 chap: 
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CHAP XXVII. 

His /kill in phyfiognomy is doubted. 

F T E R he had been ibme time 
amongft the company with whom 

he had appointed to meet, and the lad 
bottle was called for, he firft reeolle&ed 
that he, fhould be again at a lofs how to 
difcharge his fhare of the reckoning. He 
applied therefore to one of them, with 
whom he was mod intimate, acknow- 
ledging that he had not a farthing of mo- 
ney about him ; and, upon being jocu- 
larly alked the reafon, acquainted them 
with the two adventures we have jud now 
related. One of the company afked him. 
If the old man in Hyde-park did not wear 
a brownifh coat, with a narrow gold, 
edging, and his companion an old green 
frcck, with a buff-coloured waidcoat. 

Upon 
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Upon Harley’s recolleaing that they did ; 
“ Then, laid he, you may be thankful 
you have come off lo well; they are 
two as noted (harpers, in their way, as 
any in town, and but t’other night took 
me in for a much larger fum : I had 
fome thoughts of applying to a juftice, 
but one does not like to be feen in thefe 
matters * 

Harley anfvvered, “ That he could 
not but fancy the gentleman was mif- 
taken, as he never law a lace promife 
more honefty than the old man’s he 
had met with.” “ His face!” faid 
a grave-looking man, who fat • r>ppo« 
fne to him, fquirting the juice of his 
tobacco obliquely into the grate. There 
was 1'omething very emphatical in the 
action ; fbr it was followed by a burft 
of laughter round the table. “ Gentle- 
men, faid Harley, you are difpofed to 
be merry j it may be as you imagine, 

13 fo? 
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for I confefs myfelf ignorant of the 
town: but there is one thing which 
makes me bear the lofs of my money 
with temper ; the young fellow who 
won it was certainly miferably poor. 
I obferved him borrow money for the 
flake from his friend ; he had diftrefs 
and hunger in his countenance^ be his 
charadler what it may, his neceffities 
at leaft may plead for him,” At this 
there was a louder laugh than before. 
“ Gentlemen, faid the lawyer, one of 
whole converfations with Harley we have 
already recorded, here’s a very pretty 
fellow for you : to have heard him 
talk fome nights ago, as I did, you 
might have fworn he was a faint; yet 
now he games with fharpers, and lofes 
his money ; and is bubbled by a fine 
flofy invented by a whore, and pawns 
his watch ; here are fandlified doings with 
a witnefs !’* 

« Youn< 
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“ Young gentleman, faid his friend on 
the other fide of the table, let me advife 
you to be a little more cautious for the fu- 
ture ; and as for faces—you may look in- 
to them to kno w, whether a man’s nofQ 
be a long or a fhort one.’’ 

CHAP. 
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CHAP. XXVIII. 

He keeps bis appointment. 

TH E lafl night’s raillery of his com- 
panions was recalled to his remem- 

brance when he awoke, and the colder 
homilies of prudence began to fuggeft 
fome things winch were nowife favourable 
for a performance of his prornife to the 
unfortunate female he had met with be- 
fore. He rofe uncertain of his purpofe j 
but the torpor of fuch confiderations was 
feldom prevalent over the warmth of his 
nature. He walked fome turns back- 
wards and forwards in his room ; he re- 
called the languid form of the fainting 
wretch to his mind ; he wept at the re- 
collection of her tears. “ Though I am 
the vileft of beings, I have not forgotten 
every virtue 3 gratitude, I hope, I fhall 

(till 
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ftill have left.”—He took a large ftride 
—“ Powers of mercy that firrround me! 
cry’d he, do ye not fmileupon deeds like 
thefe ? to calculate the chances of decep- 
tion is too tedious a bufmefs for the life 
of man !” The clock ftruck ten !   
When he was got down (lairs, he found 
that he he had forgot the note of her lodg- 
ings ; he gnawed his lips at the delay: 
he was fairly on the pavement, when 
he recolledted having left his purfe j he 
did but juft prevent himfelf from ar- 
ticulating an imprecation. He rufhed 
a fecond time up into his chamber*- 

“ What a wretch I am, faid he; ere 
this time perhaps  —” It was a per 
haps not to be borne : two vibrations 
of a pendulum would have ferved him 
to lock his bureau ^ but they could 
not be fpared. 

When he reached the houfe, and in- 
quired for Mifs Atkins, for that was the 
lady’s name, he was (hewn up three pair 

of 
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of ftairs into a tmall room lighted by one 
narrow lattice,and patched round with 
fhreds of different coloured paper. 
the darkeft corner flood fomething like a 
bed, before which a tattered coverlet 
hung by way of curtain. He had npt 
waited long when fhe appeared. Her 

face had the glider of new-wafhed leaf 
on it. “ I am afhamed, Sir, faid die 
that you diould have taken this frefh 
piece of trouble about one fo little wor- 
thy of it; but, to the humane, I know 
there is a pleafure in goodnefs for its 
own fake: if you have patience for the 
recital of my dory, it may palliate, though 
it cannot excufe, my faults.” Harley 
bowed, as a fign of affent; and (he be" 
gan as follows: 

“ I am the daughter of an officer, 
whom a fervice of forty years had ad- 
vanced no higher than to the rank of cap- 
tain. I have had hints from himfelf, and 
been informed by others, that it was in 

fome 
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fo’me meafure owing to thofe principles of 
rigid honour, 'which it was his boaft to 
pbfiefs, and which he early inculcated on 
rhe, that he had been able to arrive at no 
better flation. My mother died when ! 
was a child ; old enough to grieve for her 
death, but incapable of remembering her 
precepts of advice. Though my father 
was doatingly fond of her, yet there 
werefome fentiments in which they ma“ 
terially differed : She had been bred from 
her infancy in the flridleft principles o^ 
religion, and took the morality of her 
cbndudtfrom the motives which an adhe- 
rence to thefe principles fuggefted. My 
father, who had been in the army from his 
youth, affixed an idea of pufillanimity to 
^hat virtue, which was formed by the doc- 
trines excited by the rewards, or guarded 
by the terrors of revelation ; his darling 
idol was the honour of a foldier; a term 
which he held in fuch reverence, that he 
commonly ufed it for his moft facred 
afieveration. When my mother died, i 
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was Tor fome time fufFered to continue in 
thofe fentiments which her inftru&ions 
had produced; but foon after, though 
from refpeft to her memory, my father 
did not abfolutely ridicule them, yet he 
(hewed, in hisdifeourfe to others, fo little 
regard to them, and at times, fuggefled 
to me motives of a&ion fo different, that 
I was focn weaned from opinions, which 
I began to look on as the dreams of fu- 
perflition, or the artful inventions of de- 
figning hypocrify. My mother’s books 
were left behind at the different quar- 
ters we removed to* and my reading 
was principally confined to plays, no- 
vels, and thofe poetical defcriptions of 
the beauty of virtue and honour, which 
the cWlating libraries eafily afforded, 

“ As I was generally reckoned hand- 
fome, and the quicknefs of my parts 
extolled by all our vifitors, my father 
had a pride in (hewing me to the 
world. I was young, giddy, open to 

adulation. 
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adulation, and vain of thofe talents which 
acquired it. 

<c After the laft war, my father was re*’ 
duced to half-pay ; with which we reti ed 
to a village in the country, which the ac- 
quaintance of fome genteel families who 
refined in it, and the cheapnefsor living, 
particularly recommended. My father 
rented a fmall houfe, with a piece of 
ground fufficient to keep a horfe for him, 
and a cow for the benefit of his family. 
An old man-fervant managed his ground . 
while a maid, who had formerly been my 
mother’s, and had iince been mine, un- 
dertook the care of our little dairy : the 
were affifted in each of their provinces by 
my father and me, and w-e paiT d our 
time in a ftate of tranquillitj', which he 
had always talked of with delight, and 
my train of reading had taught me to 
admire. 

K “ Though 
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“ Though I had never feen the polite 
circles of the metropolis, the company 
my father had introduced me into had 
given me a degree of good-breeding, 
which foon difcovered a fuperiority over 
the young ladies of our village. I was 
quoted as an example of politenefs, and 
my company courted by moft of the 
co fiderable families in the neighbour- 
hood. 

“ Amongft the houfes where I was 
frequently invited, was Sir George Win- 
brooke’s. He had two daughters nearly 
of my age, with whom, though they 
they had been bred up in thofe maxims of 
vulgar dodtrine, which my fuperior un- 
derftanding could not but defpife, yet 
as their good nature led them to an 
imitation of my manners in every thing 
dfe, I cultivated a particular friend- 
fhip. 

“ Seme 
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“ Some months after our firft acquaint- 
ance, Sir George’s eldeft fon came home 
from his travels. His figure, his addrefs, 
and converfation, were not unlike thofe 
warm ideas of an accomplifired man which 
my favourite novels had taught me to 
form ; and his fentiments, on the article 
of religion, were as liberal as my own: 
when any of thofe happened to be the 
topic of our difcourfe, I, who before had 
been filent, from a fear of being fingle in 
cppofition, now kindled at the fire he 
raifed, and defended our mutual opinions 
with all the eloquence I was miftrefs of. 
He was commonly refptdfully attentive 
all the while; and when I had ended, 
would raife his eyes from the ground, 
look at me with a gaze of admiration, 
and exprefs his applaufe in the hightft 
ftrain of encomium. This was an incenie 
the more pleafing, as I feldom or never 
had met with it before; for the young 
gentlemen who vifned Sir George were 

K i for 
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for the mofl part of that athletic order, 
the pleafure of whofe lives is derived from 
foX-hunting i thefe ate feldom folicitous 
to pleafe the women at all; or if they 
were, would never think of applying their 
flattery to the mind. 

“ Mr, Winbrooke obferved the weak- 
refs of my foul, and took every occafion 
of improving the eftcem he had gained, 
Healked my opinion of every author, of 
every fentiment, with that fubmiflive dif- 
fidence, which fliewcd an unlimited con- 
fidence in my underflanding. I faw my- 
felf revered, as a fupcrior fort of being, 
by one whofe judgment my vanity told me 
was not likely to err; preferred by him 
to all the other vifltors of my fex, whofe 
fuperior fortunes and rank fhould have 
entitled them to a much higher degree of 
notice, I faw their little j:a!oufles at the 
diftinguiflied attention he paid me ; it was 
gratitude, it was pride, it was love ! Love 
which had made too fatal a progrefs in 

my 
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my heart, before any declaration on his 
part fhould have warranted a return : but 
I interpreted every look of attention, 
every exprefton of compliment, to the 
paflion l imagined Mm ioipired with, and 
imputed to iiis fenfibility that iilence 
which was the effect of art and defigu. 
At length, however, he took an oppor- 
tunity of declaring his love : he now ex- 
preffed himfelf in fuch ardent terms, that 
prudence might have fufpedted their fin- 
cerity j but prudence is rarely found in 
the fttuation I had been unguardedly led 
into; befides, that the courfe of reading 
to which I had been accuftomed, did not 
lead me to conclude, that his expreflions 
could be too warm to be fncere : nor was 
I ever alarmed at the manner in which he 
taitced of marriage, a fubje&ion he often 
hinted, to which genuine love Ihould 
fcorn to be confined. The woman, he 
would often fay, who had merit like 
mine to fix his affection, could eafily 
command it for ever. That honour too 

K 3 which 
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which I revered, was often called in to 
enforce his fentiments, 1 did not, howt 
ever, abfolutely affent to them ; but I 
found my regard from the oppofite ones, 
diminifhed by degrees. If it is dangerous 
to be convinced, it is ever dangerous 
to liften ; f°r our reafon is fo much of 
a. machine, that it will not always be 
able to refill, when the ear is perpetu- 
ally aflailed-. 

“ In Ihort, Mr. Harley, (for I tire you 
with a relation, the cataftrophe of which 
you will already have imagined) I fell a 
vrey to his artifices. He had not been 
able fo thoroughly to. convert me, that 
my confcience was filent on the fubjefl j 
but he was fo ailiduous to fhew repeated 
proofs of unabated afFedion, that I 
hufhed its fuggeftions astheyrofe. The 
world, however, I knew, was not to be 
filenced; and therefore I took feme oc- 
cafion to exprefs my uneafinefs to my 
feducer, and intreat him, as he valued 

the 
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the peace of one to whom he profeued 
fuch an attachment, to remove it by a 
marriage. He made an excufe from 
the dependance he was under on the 
will of his father, but quieted my fcar^ 
by the promife of endeavouring to \via 
his afient. 

“ My father had been feme days abfent 
on a journey, to fee a relation, who was 
thought to be dying, from whom he had 
eonfiderable expectations. I was left at 
borne with no other company than my 
books : my boons 1 found were not now 
fuch companions as they uf-d to be ; I 
was " reftlefs, melancholy, unfatisfied with 
myfelf. But judge my fituation when 
I received a bulet from Mr. Winhrocke, 
informing me, that he bed founded ; >ir 
G' orge on the fubjecl. we !ud talked of, 
and found him fo averfe to any match 
fo unequal to his own rank and fortune, 
that he waa obu ed, with whatever re- 
)uttance, to bid adieu to a place, the 

remem- 
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remembrance of which fhould ever be 
dear to him. 

“ I read this letter a hundred times 
over. Alone, helplefs, confcious of guilt, 
and abandoned by every better thought, 
my mind was one dreadful fceneof terror, 
confufion, and remorfe. A thoufand ex- 
pedients fuggeft^d themfelves, and a thou- 
fand fears told me they would be vain : 
at lafl, in an agony of defpair, I packed 
up a few clothes, took what money and 
trinkets were in the houfe, and fet out 
for London where I underftood he was 
gone, pretending to my maid, that I had 
received letters from my father requiring 
my immediate attendance. I had no 
other companion than a boy, a fervant to 
the man from whom I hired my horfes. 
I arrived in London within an hour of 
Mr. Winbrooke, and accidentally alight- 
ed at the very inn where he was. 
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<£ He flarted and turned pale when he 
faw me.; but recovered himfelf iniime 
enough to make many new. proteftauons 
of regard, and beg me to make myfcif 
eafy under a difappointment which was 
equally afflt&ing to liim. He procured 
me lodgings, where 1 Hept, or rather en- 
deavoured to deep, for that night. Next 
morning I faw him again ; he then mildr 
]y obferved on the imprudence of my pre- 
cipitate flight from the countr y, and pro, 
pofed my removing to lodgings at another 
end of the town, to elude the fearc'h of 
my father, till hefhould fall on fome me- 
thod ofexcufingmy condud to him, and 
reconciling him to my return. We took 
a hackney coach, and drove to the houfe 
he mentioned. 

It was fituated in a dirty lane, fur, 
niflied with a raudry affedation of finery, 
with fome old family pidures hanging on 
\yalip which their own cobwebs would 

have 
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have better fuited. I was ftruck with a 
fecret dread at entering; nor vvas it lef- 
fened by the appearance of the landlady, 
who had that look of felfifh Ihnewdnefs, 
which, of all others, is the moft hateful 
to thofe whofe feelings are untin&ured 
with the world. A girl, who fhe told us 
was her niece, fat bcfide her, playing on 
a guitar, and (he herfelf was fewing, with 
the afiiftance of fpe&aoles, and had a 
prayer-book, with the leaves folded down 
in feveral places, lying on the table be- 
fore her. Perhaps, Sir, I tire you with 
my minutenefs but the place, and every 
circumftance about it, is fo impreffed on 
my mind, that I ihall never forget it. 

“ I dined that day with Mr. Winbrooke 
alone. He loft by degrees that reftraint 
which I perceived too well to hang about 
him before, and, with his former gaiety 
and good-humour, repeated the flattering 
things, which, though they had once 

been 



THE MAN OF FEELING. 107 
been fatal, I durft not now diftruft. At 
lift, taking my hand and killing it, “ It 
is thus, faid he, that love will laft, while 
freedom is preferved ; thus let us ever be 
bleft, without the galling thought that 
we are tied to a condition where we may 
ceafe to be fo.” I anfwered, “ That the 
World thought other wife; that it had cer- 
tain ideas of good fame, which it was 
impoflible not to wifh to maintain.” 
“ The world, faid he, is a tyrant ; they 
are flaves who obey it: let us be happy 
without the pale of the world. To-mor- 
row I ftiall leave this quarter of it, for 
one, where the talkers of the world (ball 
be foiled, and lofe us. Could not my 
Emily accompany me ? my friend, my 
companion, the mifttefs of my foul ! 
Nay, do not look fo, Emily ! your fa- 
ther may grieve for a while, but your 
father fhall be taken care of j this bank- 
bill I intend as the comfort for his 
daughter.” 

« I could 
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“ I could contain rayfelf no longer. 
Wretch, I exclaimed, doit thou imagine 
that my father’s heart could brook de-, 
pendance on the deitroyer of his child? 
and tamely accept of a bafe equivalent 
for her honour and his own!” “ Honour, 
my Emily, faid he, is the word of fools 
or of thofe wffer men who cheat them 
It is a fantaflic bauble that does not fui^ 
the gravity of your father’s age ; but^ 
whatever it is, I am afraid it can never 
be perfedly restored to you : exchange 
the word then, and let pleafure be your 
objed now.” At thefe words he clafped 
fne in his arms, and preffed his lips rude- 
ly to my bofom. I flatted from my feat, 
“ Perfidious villain! faid 1, who dareft in_ 
fult the weaknefs thou haft undone ; were 
that father here, thy coward foul would 
fhrink from the vengeance of his honour! 
Curd be that wretch who has deprived 
him of it! oh! doubly curd, who has 
dragged on his hoary head the infamy 

which 
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which fhould have crufhed her own !” I 
fnatched a knife that lay befide me, and 
would have plunged it in my breaft •, but 
•the monfter prevented my purpofe, and 
fmiling with the grin of barbarous infulr» 
“ Madam, faid he, I confefs you are 
rather too much in heroics for me : I am 
forry we fliould differ about trifles ; but 
as I feem fomehow to have offended you> 
I would willingly remedy it by taking my 
leave. You have been put to fome foolifh 
expence in his journey on my account > 
allow me to reimburfe you.” So fay- 
ing, he laid a bank-bill, of what amount 
I had no patience to fee, upon the table. 
Shame, grief, and indignation, choaked 
my utterance ; unable to fpeak my wrongs 
and una ble to bear them in filence* I fell 
in a fwoon at his feet. 

“ What happened in the interval I can- 
not tell; but when I came to mylelf, 1 
was in the arms of the landlady-, with her 
rdece chaffing my temples, and doing all 

L in 
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in her power for my recovery. She had 
much COmpaflion in her countenance : the 
old woman aflfumed the fofteft look fhc 
was capable of, and both endeavoured 
to bring me comfort. They continued 
to (hew me many civilities, and even the 
aunt began to feem agreeable in my 
fight. To the wretched, to the forlorn, 
as 1 was, fmall offices of kinddefs are en- 
dearing. 

“ Mean time my money was fad fpent, 
-hor did I attempt to conceal my wants 
from their knowledge. 1 had frequent 
thoughts of returning to my father,*, but 
the dread of a life of fcorn is infurmount- 
able. I avoided therefore going abroad 
when I had a chance of being feen by any 
former acquaintance, nor indeed did my 
health for a great while permit it; and dif- 
fered the old woman, at her own fuggef- 
tion, to call me niece at home, where wre 
now and then faw (when they could pre- 
vail on me to leave my room) one or two 

other 
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other elderly women, and fometimes a 
grave bufmefs-like man, who (hewed 
great compadion for my indifpofition, and 
made me very obligingly an offer of a 
room at his country-houfe for the reco- 
very of my health. This offer I did not 
choofe to accept j but told my landlady, 
“ that I fhould be glad to- be employed 
in any way of bufinefs which my (kill in 
needle-work could recommend me to j 
confefling at the fame time, that I was 
afraid I fhould fcarce be able to pay 
her what I already owed for board 
and lodging, and that for her other good 
offices, 1 had nothing but thanks to 
give her.” 

“ My dear child, faid (he, do not talk 
of payings fincel loft my own fweet girl 
(here Ihe wept) your very picture (lie was, 
Mifs Emily, 1 have no body, except my 
niece, to whom I fhould leave any little 
thing I have been able to fave: you (hall 
live with me, my dear, and 1 have fome- 

L 2, times 
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times a little millinery work, which, when 
you are inclined to it, you may affift us 
jn. By the way, here are a pair of ruffles 
we have juft finiftied for that gentleman 
you faw here at tea ; he is a diftant re-, 
lation of mine, and a worthy man he is. 
It was pity you refufed his offer of a room 
at his country-houfe ; my niece, you know, 
was to have accompanied you, and you 
might have fancied yourfelf at home : a 
moft fweet place it is, and but a fhort 
mile beyond Hampftead. Who knows, 
Mifs Emily, what effefts fuch a vifit 
might have bad : if I had half your beau-; 
ty, I ftiould not wafte it pining after e’er 
a worthlefs fellow of them all.” I felt 
my heart fwell at her words ; I would 
have been angry if I could ; but I was in 
that ftupid ftate which is not cafily awak- 
ened to anger: when I would have chid 
her, the reproof ftuck in my throat ; I 
could only weep! 

Her 



THEM/VN OF FEELING. 113 
“ Her want of refp :): increaled, as I 

had not fpirit to aflfertit; my work was 
now rather impofed than o!T;red, and I 
became a drudge for tiie bread I eat ; 
but my dependance and fervility grew i:i 
proportion, and I was now in a fituation 
which could not make any extraordinary 
exertions to difengage itfelf fromcitner; 
1 found myfelf wi h cniid. 

u At laft the wretch, who had= thus: 
trained me to deftru&ioo, hinted the pur. 
pofe for which thefe means had been fol- 
lowed. 1 difcovered her to be an artful 
procurefs for the pleafures of tbofe, who 
are men of dccenfy to the world in the 
midlt of debauchery.. 

“ I roufed every fpark of courage with- 
in me at rue hurrid propofal. Sue treated 
my paflion at firfl fomewhat mildly ; but 
when 1 continued to exert it, fhe relented 
it with infult, and told me plainly, That 

L 3 
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if I did not foon comply with her defires, 
I fhoud pay her every farthing I owed, or 
rot in a gaol for life. I trembled at the 
thought; ftill, however, I refined her im-. 
portunities, and die put her threats in 
execution. I was conveyed to prifon, 
weak from my condition, weaker from 
that ftruggle of grief and mifery which 
for fome time! had fuffered. A mifcar-« 
riage was the confequence, 

u Amidft all the horrors of fnch a date, 
furrounded with wretches callous to feel- 
ing, lod alike to humanity and to fhame, 
think, Mr. Harley, think what I endured: 
nor wonder that I at lad yielded to the 
folicitations of that mifcreant I had feen 
at herboufe, and funk to the proftitution 
which he offered. But that was happi- 
nefs compared to what I have fuffered 
fince. He foon abandoned me to the 
common ufe of the town, and I was cafl 
among thofe miferable beings in whofe fo- 
ciety I have fince remained. 
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“ Oli ! did tlie daughters of virtue know 

our fufferings! did they fee our hearts 
torn with anguilh amidft the affe&adon 
of gaiety which our faces are obliged r0 
aiTumel our bodies tortured by tiifeafe, 
our minds with that confcioufnels which 
they cannot lofe ! Did thev know', did 
they think of this, Mr. Harley !—their 
cenfures are juft ^ but their pity perhaps, 
might fpare the wretches whom their juf- 
tice fhould condemn* 

“ Laft right, but for an exertion of 
benevolence which the infe&ion of our 
infamy prevents even in the humane, had 
I beenthruft out from this nuterable place 
which misfortune has yet left me j. ^x- 
pofed to the brutal infultsof drunkennrfs, 
or dragged by thatjnftice winch i C‘add 
not bribe, to the punifhme ,t wh.ch mcy 
corredt, but, alas ! can nev r amend the 
abandoned objcds of its terrors. From 
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that, Mr. Harley, your goodnefs has re- 
lieved me,” 

He beckoned wkh his hand : he would 
have flopped the mention of his favours *, 
but he could not fpeak, had.it been to 
hav e begged a diadem. 

She faw his tears* her fortitude began 
to fail at the fight, when the voice of 
fome ft ranger on the {lairs awakened her 
attention. She liftened for a moment* 
then {larting up,, exclaimed, “ Merciful 
God.! my father’s voice t” 

She had fcarce uttered the word, when 
the door bmft open, and a man entered 
in the gaib of an officer. When he dif- 
covered his daughter and Hailey, he 
flat d back a few paces; his look aflum- 
ed a furious wildnefs ! he laid his hand 
on his {word. The two objeifls of his 
wrath did not utter a. fyllable. “ Villain, 
he cried, thou feeft a father who had 

once 
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once a daughter’s honour to preferve; 
blafted as it now is, behold hinv ready to 
avenge its lofs!” 

Harley had by this time fome power of 
utterance. “ Sir, faid he, if you will be 
a moment calm” u Infamous coward! 
interrupted the other, doft thou preach 
calmnefs to wrongs like mine ?” He drew 
his fword. “ Sir, faid Harley, let me. 
tell you” The blood ran quicker to 
his cheek his pulfe beat one no 
more and regained the temperament 
of humanity!  “ You are deceived* 
Sir, faid he, you are much deceived; but 
I forgive fufpicions which your misfortunes 
have juftified: I would not wrong you, up- 
on my foul I would not, for the deareft 
gratification of a thoufand worlds; my 
heart bleeds for you!” 

His daughter was now proftrate at his 
feet. “ Strike, faid (lie, ftrike here a 
wretch, whofe mifery cannot end but 

with 
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with that death Hie deferves.” Her hair 
had fallen, on her flioulders! her look 
had the horrid calmnefsof out-breathed 
derpair! Her father would have fpoken 
his lip quivered, his cheek grew pale r 
his eyes loft the lightning of their fury ! 
there was a reproach in them, but with a 
mingling of pity ! He turned them up to 
heaven,—then on his daughter.—He laid 
his left handon his heart—the fword drop* 
ped from his right—he burft into tears. 

C H A F. 
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CHAP. XXIX. 
The dijlrejjes of a father 

A R L E Y kneeled alfo at the fide 
of his unfortunate daughter: “ Al- 

low me, Sir, faid he, to intreat your par- 
don for one whofe offences have been al- 
ready fo fignally punifhed. I know, I 
feel, that thefe tears, wrung from the 
heart of a father, are more dreadful to 
her than all the punifhments your fword 
could have inflidted: accept the contri- 
tion df a child whom heaven has fefto'red 
to you.” “ Is (Tie not loft, anfwered he, 
irrecoverab’y loft ? Damnation ! a com- 
mon proftitute to the meaneft ruffian !f’ 

“ Calmly, my dear Sir, fald Harley, 
did you know by what complicated mif- 
fortunes fhe has falleh to that miferable 
ftate .in which you now behold her, I 

Ihould 
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fhould have no need of words to excite 
^our companion. Thiv)k, Sir^ of what 
once fhe was f Would you abandon her to 
the infults of an unfeeling world, deny her 
opportunity for penitence, and , cut off 
the little comfort that dill remains for 
your^affli&ions and her own !” “ Speak* 
faid he, addrefling himfelf to his daugh- 
ter ; fpeak, I will hear thee.”—The def- 
peration that fupported her was loft ; fhe 
fell to the ground, and bathed his feet 
with her tears! 

Harley undertook her caufe: he re- 
lated the treacheries to which Hie had 
fallen a Sacrifice, and again folicited the 
forgivenefs of her father. He looked on 
her for fome time in Lienee ; the pride of 
a foldier’s honour checked for a while the 
yearnings of his heart: but nature at laft 
prevailed, he fell on her neck, and ming- 
led his tears with hers. 

Harley, 
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Harley, who difcovered from the drefs 
of the ftranger that he was juft arrived 
from a journey, begged that they would 
both remove to his "lodgings, till he could 
procure others for them. Atkins looked 
at him with fome marks of furprtfe. His 
daughter now firft recovered the power of 
Ipeech : “ Wretch as I am, faid (he, 
yet there is fome gratithde due to the 
preferver of your child. See him now 
before you. To him I owe my life, or 
at lead the comfort x>f imploring your 
forgivetiefs before I die.” “Pardon me, 
young gentleman, faid Atkins, I fear my 
paflion wronged you.” 

“ Never, never, Sir, faid Harley ; if 
k had, your reconciliation to your daugh- 
ter were an attonement a thoufand fold.”, 
He then repeated his requeft that he 
might be allowed to eon dud them to his 
lodgings, to which Mr. Atkins at laft 
conleiited. He took his daughter’s arm, 

M “ Comcjj 
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“ Come, my Emily, faid he, we can ne- 
ver, never, recover that happinefs we have 
loft ; but time may teach ua to remember 
our misfortunes with patience/’ 

When they arrived at the houfe where 
Harley lodged, he was informed, that 
the firft floor was then vacant, and that 
the gentleman and his daughter might be 
accommodated there. While he was upon 
this inquiry, Mifs Atkins informtd her 
father more particularly what fhe owed to 
his benevolence. When he returned in* 
to the room where they were, Atkins ran 
and embraced him ; begged him again to 
forgive the offence he had given him, and 
made the warmeft proteftations of grati- 
tude for his favours. We would attempt 
to defcrtbe the joy which Harley felt on 
this occaliohj did it not occur to us, that 
one half of the world could; not under- 
ftand it though we did ; and the other 
half will, by this time, have underftood 
-it W'ithout any defcription at all. 
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Mifs Atkins now retired to her cham- 

ber, to take forrte reft from the violence 
of thefe emotions (he had faffered. When 
ihe was gone, her father, addrefiing him- 
felf to Harley, faid, “ You have a right. 
Sir, to be informed of the prefent flota- 
tion of One who owes fo much to your 
companion for his misfortunes. My 
daughter I find has informed you what 
that was at the fatal period when they be- 
gan, f-j^r diftreftes you have heard, yoil 
have pitied as they deferved ; mine per- 
haps 1 Cannot fo eafily make you acquaint- 
ed with. You have a feeling heart, Mr. 
Harley ; I blefs it that it has faved my 
child ; but you never were a father ; a 
father, torn by that moft dreadful of ca- 
lamities, the difhonour of a child he 
doated on ! You have been already in- 
formed of fome of the circumft'ances of 
her elopement. I was then from home, 
called by the death of a relation, who, 
though he would never advance me a 

M a (hilling 
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fhiiling on the utmoft exigency ia his life- 
time, left me all the gleanings of his friw 
gality at his death, I would not write 
this intelligence to my daughter, becaufe 
I intended to be the hearer of the news 
myfelf; and as foon my bufinefs would 
allow me, I fet out on my return, winged 
with all the hafte of psaternal affedlion. 
I fondly built thofe fchemes of future 
happinefs, which the flattery of prefent 
profperity is ever bufy.to fuggeft : my 
Emily w'as concerned in them all. As I 
approached our little dwelling, my heart 
throbbed with the anticipation of joy and 
welcome. I imagined the cheering fire, 
the blifsful contentment of a frugal meal, 
made luxurious by a daughter’s fmiles; 
I painted to myfelf her furprize at the 
tidings of our new acquired riches, our 
fond difputes about the difpofalpf them. 

The road was fhortened by the 
dreams of happinefs 1 enjoyed, and it be- 
gan to be dark as I reached the houfe : I 

alighted 
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alighted from my horfe, and walked foftly 
up ftairs to the room we commonly fat in. 
I was fomewhat difappointed at not find- 
ihg my daughter there. 1 rung the bcli ; 
her maid appeared, and (hewed tw fmall 
flgns of wonder at the fummons. She 
bleffed herfelf as (he entered the room ‘ 
I fmiled at her furprize. “ Where is 
Mifs Emily, Sir r” faid (he, “ Emily !” 
“ Yes, Sir; (he has been gone from hence 
feme dstys,' upon receipt of thefe letters 
you fent her.” “ Letters!” laid 1. “ Yes$ 
Sir; fo (he told, me, and went off-in all 
hafte that very night.” 

** I ftoodaghait as (he fpoke; but was 
able fo far to recoilect' myielf, as to put 
bn the affectation of cilunels, and telling 
her there was certainly tome rmitake in 
the affair, dehred her to leave. me. 

When (he was gone, I threw myfelf 
into a ciuir in that date of uncertainty 
which is of ali others the moft dreadful. 

M 3 The 
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The gay vifions I had delighted myfelf 
with, vanirtied in an inflant : I was tor* 
tured with tracing back the fame circle 
of doubt and difappointment. My head 
grew dizzy, as I thought : I called the 
Servant again, and alked her a hundred 
queftions to no purpofe ; there was not 
room even for conjedure, 

“ Something at laft arofe in my mind, 
which we call Hope, without knowing 
what it was> I wifhed myfelf deluded by 
it; but it could not prevail over my re- 
turning fears. I rofe and walked through 
the room. My Emily’s fpinet flood at 
the end of it, open, with a book of mu- 
fic folded down at fome of my favourite 
LlTons. 1 touched the keys; there was 
a vibration in the found that froze my 
blood : I locked round, and methought 
the family-pidures on the walls gazed on 
me with companion in their faces. I fat 
down again with an attempt at more com- 
pofure j I darted at every creaking of the 

door, 
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4qor, and my ears rung with imaginary 
noifes! 

“ I had,not remained long in this fitu- 
ation, when the arrival of a friend, who 
had accidentally heard of nay return, put 
an end to my doubts, by the recital of my 
daughter’s . di(honour. He told me he 
had his information from a young gentle, 
man, to whom Winbrooke had boafted 
of his having feduced her.. 

“ I ftarted from my feat, with broken 
curfes on my lips, and without knowing 
whither I fhould purfue them,, ordered- 
my fervant to load my pidols, and laddie 
my horfes. My friend, however,, with 
great difficulty, perfuaded me to compofe 
myfelf for that night, promifing to ac- 
company me on the morrow to Sir George 
Winbrooke’s in queft of his fon. 

“ The morrow came, after a night 
fpent in a date little diftant from madnefs. 

We 
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We went as ear'y as decency would allow 
to Sir George’s : he received me with po- 
liteneis, and indeed companion ; proteft- 
ed his abhorrence of his Ton’s condudt,, 
and told me that he had let out feme 
da} s before for. London, on which place 
he had procured a draught for a large 
fum, on pretence of finifhing his travels j 
but that he bad not heard.from him fince 
his departure,, 

“I did not wait for anymore, either 
of information or comfort; but againfl 
the united remonftrances ot Sir George 
and my friend, letout inftantly for Lon- 
don with a frantic uncertainty of purpofe ; 
but there all manner of fearch was in vain* 
I could ;race neither of them any farther 
than the inn they fir ft put up at on their 
arrival ; and after fome days fruit Id's in- 
quiry, returned home deftitirte of every 
little hope that had hitherto iupported 
me. The journies I had made, the reft- 
leis nights 1 had lpent; aoove all the per- 

turbation 
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turbation of my min:!, bad the tffe& 
which might naturally be expedledi a 
very dangerous fever was,the qonfequence. 
From this, however, contrary to the ejtr 
pedfation of my pbyficjans, I recovered; 
It wasnow that I firft felt fomething like 
calmnefs of mind ; probably from being 
reduced to a date which could not prop 
duce the exertions of anguifh or defpair* 
A ftupid melancholy fettled on my foul; 
I could endure to live with an apathy of 
life ; at times I forgot my refentment, and 
wept at the remembrance of my child, 

“ Such has been the tenor of my days 
frnce that fatal period when thefe misfor~ 
tunes.began, till yeftercfay, that I received 
a letter from a friend iit town, acquaint- 
ing me of her prefent fituation. Could 
fuch tales, as mine, Mr, Harley, be fome- 
times fuggefted to the daughters of levity^ 
did they but know with what anxitey 
the heart of a parent flutters round the 
child he loves, they would be. lefs apt to 

conftrue 
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ronflrue 1'nto har(hnefs that delicate eon^ 
cern for their condud, which they often 
complain of as laying reftraint upon 
things, to the young, the gay, fend the 
thoughtlefs, feemingly hatmteft and in- 
different. Alas! I fondly imagined that 
I needed not even thefe common cautions’! 
tny Emily was the joy of my age, and the 
pride of my foul!—Thefe things are now 
no more! they ate loft for ever! He* 
death I could have borne t but the death 
of her honour has added obloquy and 
fhame to that forrow which bends my grey 
hairs to the dull! 

As he fpoke thefe laft words, his 
voice trembled itj his throat; it was noW 
loft in his tears ! He fat with his fact 
half turned from Harley, as if he would 
have hid the forrow which he felt. Har- 
ley was in the fame attitude himfelf; he 
durft not meet his eye with a tear; but 
gathering his ftifted breath, “ Let me 
intreat you, Sir, faid he, to hope better 

things. 



THE MAN OF FEELING. 13? 
things. The world is ever tyrannical ; 
it warps our forfows to edge them with 
keener affll&ion : let us not be flaves to 
the names it affixes to motive or to a&ion. 
I know an ingenious mind cannot help 
feeling when they fting : but thefe are 
corfiderations by which it may be over- 
come ; its fantaftic ideas vanifh as they 
rife } they teach us—to look beyond it.” 

******** 

CHAP. 
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A FRAGMENT. 

'Shewing bis ftictefs whb the baronet. 

in the politefl ftile in which difappoint- 
ment could be communicated : the baro- 
net “ was under a neeeffity oT giving up 
his application for Mr. Harley, as he was 
informed, that the leafe was engaged for 
a gentleman who had long ferved his ma. 
jefty in another capacity, and whofe merit 
had intitled him to the firft lucrative 
thing that fttould be vacant.’* Eve_n Har- 
ley himfelf could not murmur at fuch a 
difpofal.—“ Perhaps, faid he to himfelf, 
fome war-worn officer, who like poor 
Atkins, had been negle&ed from reafons 
which merited the higheft advancement; 
Vvhofe honour could not ftoop to folicit 
the preferment he deferved ; perhaps, 

* * 
H E card he feceived was 

with 
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with a family, taught the principles of 
delicacy, without the means of fupport- 
ing it;a wife and children gracious 
heaven ? whom my withes would have 
deprived of bread.”— 

He was interrupted in his reverie by 
feme one tapping him on the fhoulder, 
and, on turning round, he difcovered it 
to be the very man who had explained to 
him the condition of his gay companion 
at Hyde-Fark Corner. I am glad to 
fee you, Sir, faid he ; I believe we are 
fellow's in difappoint!inent.,, Harley flar- 
ed, and faid, that he was at a lofs to 
under fland him. “ Poh! you need not 
be fo fhy,.anfwered the other', everyone 
for himfelf is but fair, and I had much 
rather you had got it than the rafcally 
gauger.” Harley ftill prottiled his igno 
ranee of what he meant. “Why the 
Ifcafe of Bancroft Manor, had not you 
been applying for it F’ “ I confefs 1 was, 
r'eplied Harley * but Ijcanhot conceive 

N how 
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how you fhtmld be intcrefled in the mat- 
ter.”—^ Why, T was making in ter eft for 
it'myfeif, fa id he, and I think I had-Tome 
title : I voted For this Fame baronet at the 
laft election, and made fofne of my friends 
do fo too ; though I would not have you 
imagine that I fold my vote ; no, I feorn 
it, let me tell you, I fcorn it; but I 
thought us how this man was ftaunch and 
true, and 1 find he is but a double-faced 
fellow after all, and fpeechifies in the 
houfe for any fide he hopes to make moft 
by. Oh 1 how many fine fpeeches and 
fqueezings of the hand we had of him on 
the canvafs ! “ And if 1 fhall ever be fo 
happy as to have an opportunity of ferv- 
ing you* A murrain on the frr coth- 
tongued knave ! and after all to get it for 
this pimp of a gauger.”—“ The gauger! 
there muft be feme miftake, faid Harley j 
he writes me, that it was engaged for one 
whofe.long fervices”—“ Services ! inter- 
rupted the other', you fhall hear: Services! 
Yes, his fifier arrived in town a few days 
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ago, and is now fempftrefs to the baronet. 
A plague on all rogues! fays honeft Sam 
Wrightfon ; I (hall butjud drink damna- 
tion to them to-night, in a crown’s-worth 
of Afhley’s, and leave London to-morrow 
by fun-rife.”—“ I (hall leave it too,” faid 
Harley; and he did fo accordingly. 

In pa fling through Piccadily, he had 
obferved on the window of an inn a noti- 
fication of the departure of a ftage-coacli 
for a place in his road homewards; in the 
way back to his lodgings he took a feat in. 
it for his return? 
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CHAP. XXXI1L 

He leaves London.—Char afters in a ftage~. 
coach. 

TH E company in the ftage- coach con« 
fitted of a grocer and his wife, who 

were going to pay a viftt to fome of thctt 
country friends \ a young officer, who 
took this way of marching to quarters j 
a middle-aged gentlewoman, who had 
been hired as a houfekeeper to fome fa- 
nvly in the country ; and an elderly welK 
looking man, with a remarkably old-fa- 
Ihioned periwig.; 

Harley, upon entering, difcovered but 
one vacant fear, next the grocer’s wife, 
which, from his natural fhynefs of tern- 
pen he made no fcruple to occupy* 
hough he knew that being driven back- 
wards difagreed with him. 

TJxrgb 
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Though his inclination to phyfiogno- 

my had met with Tome rubs in the me- 
tropolis, he had not yet loft his attach- 
ment to that fcience : he fet himfdf there- 
fore to examine the countenances, of his 
companions, as ufual. In this indeed he. 
was net long in doubt as to the preference; 
for befides that the elderly gentleman, who • 
fat oppofue to him, had features by na- 
ture. more exprellive of good difpofitioas,.. 
there was fomething in that periwig., we 
mentioned peculiarly attradfive of E-Jar- 
ley’s regard- • 

He had not been 16rg employed in 
thefe fpeculations, when he found himfelf- 
attacked with that faintifh ficknefs, which 
was the natural confequence of his fitua*- 
tion in the coach. The palenefs of his 
countenance was. firft obferved by the" 
houfekeeper, who immediately made of- 
fer of her fmelling bottle, which Harley 
however declined, telling at the fame' 

N 3 time 
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time the caufe of his uneafinefs. The 
gentleman on the oppofite ftde of the 
coach now firft turned his eye from the 
fide-diredion in which it had been fixed, 
and begged Harley to exchange places 
with him, exprefling his regret that he 
had not made the propofal before. Har- 
ley thanked him ; and upon being allured 
that both feats were alike to him, was 
about to accept of his offer, when the 
young gentleman of the fword, putting 
on an arch look, laid hold of the other’s 
arm, “ So, my old, boy, faid he, I find 
ygu have (fill fome youthful blood about 
you, but, with your leave, I will do my- 
felf the honour of fitting by this lady 
and took his place accordingly. The gro“ 
cer flared him as full in the face as his 
own fliort neck would allow of ; and his 
wife, who was a litde round-faced wo- 
man, with a great deal of colour in her 
cheeks,drew up at the compliment that 
was paid her, looking firft at the officer, 
and then at thehoufe-keeper. 
~ " This 
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This incident was produ&ive of fome 

difcourfe ; for before, though there was 
fometimes a cough or a hem from the gro- 
cer, and the officer now and then humme d 
a few notes of a fong, there had not a 
Angle word pa fled the lips, of any. of the 
company^ 

Mrs. Grocer oblerved, how ill-conve- 
nient it was for people, who could not be 
drove backwards, to travel in ftage- 
coach. This brought on a diflertation on 
ftage-coaches in general, and the pleafure 
of keeping a chay of one’s own j which 
led to another, on the great riches of 
Mr. Deputy Bearlkin, who, according 
to her, had once been of that induftrious 
order of youths who fweep the croffings 
of the ftreets for the conveniency of paf- 
fengers, but, by various fortunate acci- 
dents, had now acquired an immenfe for- 
tune, and kept his coach and a dozen 
livery-fervants. All this afforded ample 

v .. fund 
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fund for converfation, if converfation it 
might be called, that was carried on foldy. 
by the before-mentioned lady, nobody 
offering to interrupt her,, except-that the 
officer fometimes fignified his approbation- 
by a variety of oaths, a fort of phrafeo- 
logy he feemed extremely converfant in. 
She appealed indeed frequently to her 
hufband as to the authenticity of certain 
fads, which the good man as often pro- 
ttfled his entire, ignorance of; but as he 
was always called fool, or fomethirg very 
like it, for his pains,- he at laft contrived- 
to ailift the credit of his wife without pre- 

judice to his confcience, and fignifted his 
affient by a noite nct unlike the grunting 
of that animal which in fhape and fatnefs 
he fomewhat refembled.. 

The hbufekeeper, and the-old gentle- 
man who fat next to Harley, were now 
obferved to be faff alleep; at which the 
lady, who had been at fuch pains to en- 
tertain them, muttered feme words of 

difpleafure, 
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difpleafure, and, upon the officer’s whif- 
pering to fmoak the old put, both flic 
and her hufband purfed up their mouths 
into a contemptuous fmile. Harley look* 
ed fternly on the grocer: “ You are come* 
Sir, faid he, to thofe years when you 
might have learned^ Tome reverence for 
age : as for this young man, who has fo 
lately efcaped from the nurfery, he may 
be allowed to divert himfelf.” “ Damhne, 
Sir, faid the officer, do you call me 
young ?” ftriking up the front of his hat, 
and ftretehing forward on his feat, till his 
face almoft touched Harley’s. It is pro- 
bable, however, that he difeovered fome- 
thir.g there which tended to pacify him ; 
for, on the lady's intreating them not to 
quarrel, he very foon refumed his pofture 
and calmnefs together, and was rather 
lefs profufe of his oaths during the reft of 
the journey. 

It is poffible the old gentleman had 
waked time enpugh tp hear thg laft part 

of 
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of this difcemrfe ; at leaft (whether from 
that caufe, or that he too was a phyfiog- 
nomift) he wore a look, remarkably conv 
placent to Harley, who, on his part,, 
fhewed a particular obfervance of him : 
indeed they hadfoon a better opportunity 
of making their acquaintance, as the coach 
arrived that night at the town where the 
officer’s regiment lay, and the places of 
deftination of their other fellow-travellers, 
it feems, were at no great diftance ; for 
next morning the old gentleman and 
ley were the only paffengers remaining. 

When they left the inn in the morning, 
Harley, pulling out a little pocket-book, 
began to examine the contents, and make 
fome corredions with a pencil. “ This, 
faid he, turning to his companion, is an 
amufement 1 fometimes pafs idle hours at 
an inn with : thefe are quotations from 
thofe humble poets, who truft their fame 
to the brittle tenureof windows and drink- 
ing glades.” “ From our inns, returned 

the. 
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the gentleman, a flranger might imaging 
that we were a nation of poets ; machines 
at leaft which contained, which the mo- 
tif n of a journey emptied of their cort- 
terrrs: is it from the vanity of being 
thought men of genius, or a mere mecha- 
nical imitation of the cuftom of others', 
that we are led to fcrawl rhime upon fuch 
places ?” 

“ Whether vanity is the caufe of our 
becoming rhimefters or not, anfwered' 
Harley, it is a pretty certain effedl of it. 
An old man of my acquaintance, wh0 
deals in apophthegms, uftd to fay, That he 
had known few men without envy, few 
wits without ill-nature, and no poet with- 
out Vanity ; and I believe- bis remark is 
a pretty.juft one : vanity has been irnme- 
morially the charter of poets. In this the 
ancients were more honeft than we are ; the 
old peels frequently make boaltful pre- 
dictions of the immortality their works 
Shall acquire them j ours? in their dedi- 

cations 
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Cations and prefatory difcourfes, employ- 
much eloquence to praife their patrons, 
with much feeming modefty to condemn 
themfelves, or at lead to apologize for 
their produ&ions to the world : but this, 
iriftvy opinion, is the mod afTuming man- 
ner of the two^ for of all the garbs I 
ever faw pride put on, that of her humi- 
lity is to me the mod difguding." 

“ It is natural enough for a poet to be 
vain, faid the dranger : the little worlds 
which he raifes, the infpiration which he 
claims, may eafily be produ&ive of felf- 
importance; though that infpiration is 
fabulous, it brings on egotifm, which ia 
always the parent of vanity.” 

“ It may be fuppofed, anfwered Harleyj 
that irrfpiration of old was an article of 
religious faith ; in modern times it may 
be tranflated a propenfity to compofe j 
and I believe it is not always mod readily 
found Where the poets have Bx'cd its refi- 

xlence, 
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dence, amidft groves and plains, and the 
fcenesof paftoral retirement. The mind 
may be there unbent from the cares of 
the world ; but it will frequently, at the 
fame time, be un-nerved from any great 
exertion: it will feel imperfedl ideas 
which it cannot exprefs, and wander 
without effort over the regions of re- 
flcdion.” 

“ There is at leaft, faid the ffranger, 
one advantage in the poetical inclination, 
that it is an incentive to philanthropy. 
There is a certain poetical ground, on 
which a man cannot tread without feel- 
ings that enlarge the heart: the caufes of 
human depravity vanifh before the roman- 
tic enthufiafm he profeffes ; and many 
who are not able to reach the Parnaffian 
heights, may yet approach fo near as to 
be bettered by the air of the climate.” 

“ I have always thought fo, replied 
Harley 5 but this is an argument with the 

O prudent 
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prudent againft it : they urge the danger 
of unfitnefs Tor the world.” 

ec I allow it, returned the other ; but 
I believe it is not always rightfully im- 
puted to the bent for poetry : this is only 
one effedt of the common caufe.—Jack, 
fays his father, is indeed no fcholar ; nor 
could all the drubbings from his maftef 
ever bring him one bit forward in his 
grammar or hrs fyntax : but I intend him 
for a merchant.—Allow the fame indul- 
gence to Tom.—Tom reads Virgil and 
Horace when he fhould be cafting ac- 
compts; and but t’other day he pawned 
his great-coat for an edition of Shake- 
fpeare.—But Tom would have been as 
he is, though Virgil and Horace had never 
been born, though Shakefpeare had died 
a link boy : for his nurfe will tell you, 
that when he was a child, he broke his. 
rattle, to difcover what it was that found- 
ed within it; and burnt the flicks of his 
go-cart, becaufe he liked to fee the 

fparkling 
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fparkling of timber in the fire.—It is a 
fad cafe; but what is to be done ?—Why 
Jack fhall grow rich, dine on venifon, 
and drink claret.—Ay, but Tom—Tom 
fhall dine with his brother, when his pride 
will let him ; at other times, he fhall 
blefs God over a half-pint of ale and 
a Welfh-rabbit •, and both fhall go to 
heaven as they may.—That’s a poor prof- 
pe£l for Tom, fays the father.—To go to 
heaven! I cannot agree with him.” 

11 Perhaps> faid Harley, we now-a-days 
difcourage the romantic turn a little too 
much. Our boys are prudent too foon. 
Miftake me not, I do not mean to blame 
them for want of levity or diiTipation i 
but their pleafures are thofe of hackneyed 
vice, blunted to every finer emotion by 
the repetition of debauch •, and their de- 
fire ©f pleafure is warped to the defire of 
wealth, as the means of procuring ir. 
The immenfe riches acquired by indivi- 
duals has eredled aftandard of ambition, 

O 2 deftru&ive 
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deftru&ive of private morals, and of pub- 
lic virtue. The weaknelfes of vice are left 
us; but the moft allowable of our failfngs 
we a re taught to defpife. Love, the pa f- 
fion moft natural to the fenfibility of 
youth, has loft the plaintive dignity he 
once poflcfted, for the unmeaning fimper 
of a dangling coxcomb ; and the only 
ferious concern, that of a dowry, is 
ftttled, even amongft the beardlefs leaders 
of the dancing-fchool. The Frivolous 
and the Interefted (might a fatyrift 
fay) are the charadteriftical features of 
the age ; they are vilible even in the ef- 
fays of bur philofophers; They laugh at 
the pedantry of our fathers, who com- 
plained of the times in which they lived; 
they are at pains to perfuade us how’ much 
thefe were deceived ; they pride them- 
fblves in defending things as they find 
them, ahd in exploding the barren founds 
which had been reared into motives for 
adlion. To this their ft ile is fuited ; and 
the manly tone of reafon is exchanged for 

perpetual 
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perpetual efforts at fneer and ridicule. 
This l hold to be an alarmingcfifis in the 
corruption of a ft at? when ripf only is 
virtue declined, and vice prey ad,mg? but 
when the praifes of virtue are forgotten, 
and the infamy of vice unfelt.” 

They foon after arrived at the next inn 
upon the route of the ftage-coach, when 
the ftranger told Harley, that his bro- 
ther’s houfe, to which he was returning^ 
lay at no great diftance, • and he muft 
therefore unwillingly, bid him adieu. 

“ iThould like, faid Harley, taking 
his hand, to have fome v/ord to remember 
Fo much feeming worth by : my name is 
Harley.”—“ 1 fhall remember it, anfwer- 
ed the old gentleman, in my prayers - 
mine is Silton.’’ ' 

And Silton indeed it was; Een Silton 
■'himfeif! Once more, my honoured friend, 

O 3 farewell! 
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farewell !—Born to be happy without the 
world, ttr that peaceful- happinefs which 
the world has not to beftow ! Envy never- 
fcowled on thy life, nor'hatred failed an 
thy grave. 

CHAP. 
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CHAP. XXXIV. 

He meets an old acquaintance. 

HEN the flage coach arrived at 
the place of its deftination, Har- 

ley began to confider how he ihould pro- 
ceed the remaining part of his journey. 
He was very civilly accofhed-by the matter 
of the inn where he alighted-, who offered 
to-accommodate him either with a poft- 
chaife or horfes, to any diftance he had a 
mind : but as he did things frequently in 
.a way different from whan.other people 
call natural, he refufed tliefe:voffers, and 
fet out immediately a foot, having firft 
put a fpare fhirtin his pockety and given 
directions for the forwarding of his port- 
manteau. This was a method of travelling 
which he was accuftomed totake; it faved 
the trouble of provifion for any animal 
but himfelf; and left him at liberty to 

choofe 
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choofe his quarters, either at an inn, or 
at thefirft cottage in which he faw a face 
he liked : najv when.'he was not peculi- 
arly attracted by the reafonable creation,. 
he would fometimes confort with aipecies 
of an inferior rank, and lay him down to 
deep by the dde of a rock, or on the banks 
of a rivulet. He did few things, without 
a motive, his motives were rather ec- 
centric ; and the ufeful and expedient 
were terms which he held to be very inde* 
finite, and which therefore he did not air 
ways apply to the fenfe they are com.- 
monly underftood in.. 

The fun was now in his decline, and 
the evening remarkably ferene, when he 
entered a-hollow part of the road, which 
winded between the furrounding banks, 
and feamed the fward in different lines, 
as the choice of travellers had diredled 
them to tread it. It Teemed to be little 
frequented now, for Tome of thefe had 
pardy recovered their former verdure. 

The 
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The fCene was fuch as induced Harley 
to Hand and enjoy it ; when, turning round, his notice was attrafted by an ob- 
je<ft, which the fixture of his eye on the 
fpot he walked had before prevented hint 
from obferving. 

An old man, who from his drefs feem- 
ed to have been a foldier, lay fall afieep 
on the ground; a knapfack was reft'ed on 
a (lone at his right hand, while his ftaff 
and brafs-hilted fword were crofled at 
his left. 

Harley looked on him with the mofl: 
earneft attention. He was one of thofe 
figures which Salvator would have drawn ; 
nor was the furrounding fcenery unlike 
the wildnefs of that painter’s back- 
grounds. The banks on each fide were 
Covered with fantaftic- flirub-wuod, and 
at a little diftance, on the top of one of 
them, flood a finger-pofl, to mark the 
directions of two roads which diverged 

from 
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from the point where it was placed. A 
rock, with fome dangling wild flower?, 
jutted.out above where the foldier lay, on 
which grew the flump of a large tree, 
white with age, and a Angle twifted 
branch fhaded his face as he flept. His 
face had the marks of manly comelinefs 
impaired by time ; his forehead was not 
altogether bald, but its hairs might have 
been numbered ; while a few white leeks 
behind crofled the brown of his neck with, 
a contraft the moft venerable to a mind 
like Harley’s. “ Thou art old, faid he 
to himfelf, but age has not brought thee 
reft for its infirmities : I fear thefe filver 
hairs have not found Ihelter from thy 
country, though that neck has |beea 
bronzed in its fervice.” The ftrangcr 
waked. He looked on Harley with the 
appearance of fome confufion : it was a 
pain which he knew too well to think of 
caufing in another; he turned and went 
pn. The old man re-adjufted his knap- 

fack, 
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fackj and followed in one of the tra&S 
cn the oppofite fide of the road. 

When Harley heard the tread of his 
feet behind him, he could not help dealing 
back a glance at his fellow-traveller. He 
feemed to bend under the weight of his 
knapfack; he halted on his walk, and 
one of his arms was fupported by a fling, 
and lay motionlefs acrofs his bread. Hg 
had that deady look of forrow which in- 
dicates that its owner has gazed upon his 
griefs till he has forgotten to lament them ; 
yet not without thofe dreaks of compla- 
cency which a good mind will fometimes 
throw into the countenance, through all 
the incumbent load of its depreflion. 

He had now advanced nearer to Har- 
ley, and, with an uncertain fort of voice, 
begged to know what it was o’clock; “J 
fear, faid he, fleep has beguiled me of 
my time, and 1 fliall hardly have light 
enough left to carry me to the end of my 

journey. 
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journey.” Father! (aid Harley, (who* 
by this time found the romantic enthufi- 
afm rifing within him) how far do you 
mean to go ?” “ But a little way, Sir, 
returned the other ; and indeed it is but 
a little way 1 can manage now : it is juft 
four miles from the height to the village 
where 1 am going.” “ 1 am going there 
too, faid Har.ey ; we may make the 
road fhorter to one another. You feem 
to have ferved y our country, Sir, to have 
ferved it hardly too ; it is a character I 
have the higheft efteem for.—I would not 
be impertinently inquifitive ; but there is 
that in your appearance which excites my 
curiofuy to know fomething more of you* 
in the mean time fuffer me to carry that 
knapfack.” 

The old man gazed on him * a tear 
flood in his eye! “ Young gentleman, 
faid he, you are too good ; may heaven 
blefs you for an old man’s fake, who has 
nothing but his blefling to give : but my 

knapfack 
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knapfack is fo familiar to my fhoulders, 
that I fhould walk the worfe for wanting 
it; and it would be troublefome to you, 
who have not been ufed to irs weight ’* 
** Far from it, anfwered Harley, I fhould 
tread the lighter ; it would be the moft 
honourable badge I ever wore.’* 

“ Sir, faid the Granger, who had look- 
ed earneftly in Harley’s face during the 
lafl part of his difcourfe, is not your name 
Harley ?” “ It is, replied he ; I am 
alhamed to fay I have forgotten your’s.’* 
“ You may well have forgotten my face* 
faid the flranger, it is a long time fince 
you faw it; but poflibly you may remem- 
ber fomething of old Edwards.”—“ Ed- 
wards ! cried Harley, Oh ! heavens! 
and fprung to embrace him ; let me clafp 
thofe knees on which I have fat fo often : 
Edwards! 1 fhall never forget that 
fire-fide, round which I have been fo hap- 
py ! But where, where have you been ? 
where is jack ? where is your daughter 2 

P How 
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How has it fared with them, when for- 
tune, I fear, has been fo unkind to you ? 
>—“ It is a long tale, replied Edwards ; 
but I will.try to tell it you as we walk* 

“ When you was at fchool in the neigh- 
bourhood, you remember meat South* 
hill: that farm had been pofTeffed by my 
father, grandfather, and great grandfa- 
ther, which laft was a younger brother of 
that very man’s anceftor who is now lord 
of the manor. I thought I managed it as 
they had done, with prudence ; I paid 
my rent regularly as it became due, and 
had always as much behind as gave bread 
to me and my-children. But my iaftleafe 
was out (bon after you left that part of 
the country ; and the (quire, who had 
lately got a London attorney for his 
(toward, would not renew it, becaufe, he 
faid, he did not choofe to have any farm 
tinder 300/. a year value on his eftate * 
but offered to give me the preference on 
the fame terms with another, if I cbofe 
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to take the one he had marked out, of 
which mine was a part, 

“ What could I do, Mr. Harley ? $ 
feared the undertaking was too great for 
me i yet to leave* at my age, the houfe. 
I had lived- in from my cradle ! I could 
not, Mr. Harley, I could not i there wa* 
not a tree about it that I did not look on. 
as my father, my brother, or my child i 
fo I even ran the rifque, and took the 
fquire’s offer of the whole. But I had 
foon reafon to repent of my bargain : the 
fteward had taken care that my former 
farm Ihould be the beft land of the divi- 
fion : I was obliged to hire more fervants, 
and I could not have my eye over them 
all ; fome unfavourable feafoas followed 
one another, and I found my affairs en- 
tangling on my hands. To add to my 
diflrefs, a confiderable corn-fadtor turned 
bankrupt with a fum of mine in his pof- 
feifion : I failed paying my rent fo punc- 
tually as I was wont to do, and the fame 

P 2 ftewacd 
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fteward had my flock taken in execution 
in a few days after. So, Mr. Harley* 
there was an end of my profperity. How- 
ever, there was as much produced from 
the fale of my effe&s. as paid my debts* 
and faved me from a goal: I thank God I 
wronged no man, and the world could 
never charge me with difhonefly. 

“ Had you feen us, Mi*. Harley, when 
we were turned out of South-hill, I am 
fure you would have wept at the fight. 
You remember old Trufty, my fhag 
houfe-dog ; I (hall never forget it while 
I live ; the poor creature was blind with 
age, and could fcarce crawl after us to 
the door; he went however as far as the 
goofberry-bufh j that you may remember 
flood on the left hand of the yard ; he 
was wont to balk in the fun there : when 
he had reached that fpot, he flopped ; we 
went on : I called to him j he wagged 
his tail, but did not flir ; I called again ; 
he lay down: I whiflled, and cried Truf- 
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ty; he gave a fhort howl, and died ! 
f could have lain down and died too ; 
but God gave me flrength to live for my 
children.” 

Theold man now paufed a moment to 
take breath. He looked on Harley’s face ; 
it was bathed in tears : it was a tale he 
had been accuHomed to think often on ; 
he dropped one tear and no more. 

“ Though I was poor, continued he, 
I was not altogether without credit. A 
gentleman in the neighbourhood, who 
had a fmall farm unoccupied at the time, 
offered to let me have it, on giving fecu- 
rity for the rent, which I made fhift tq 
procure. It wasa piece of ground which 
needed management to make any thing 
of; but it was nearly within the compafs, 
ef my fon’s labour and my own. We 
exerted all our induftry to bring it into 
fome heart. We began to fucceed tole- 
jably well, and lived contented on its pro- 

P 3 duce, 
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duce, when an unlucky accident brought 
us under the difpleafure of a neighbour- 
ing juftice of the peace, and broke all 
our family happinefs again. 

“ My fon was a remarkable good 
Ihooter; he had always kept a pointer on 
our former farm, and thought no harm 
in doing fo now ; when one day, having 
fprung a covey of birds on our own 
ground, the dog, of his own accord, fol- 
lowed them into the juftice's. My fon laid 
down his gun, and went after his dog to 
bring him back : the game-keeper who 
had marked the birds, came up, and fee- 
ing the pointer, ftiot him juft as my fon 
approached. The creature fell; my fon 
ran up to him : he died with a complain- 
ing fort of cry at his mafter’sfeet. Jack 
could bear it no longer: but flying at 
the game-keeper, wrenched his gun out 
of his hand, and with the butt-endof it 
felled him to the ground. 
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“ He had fcarce got home, when a 
conftable came with a warrant, and drag- 
ged him to prifon •, there he lay, for the 
juftices would not take bail, till he was 
tried at the quarter-feffions for the aflfault 
and battery. His fine was hard upon us 
to pay : we contrived however to live the 
worfefor it, and make up the lofs by our 
frugality : but the juftice was not content 
with that punifiiment, and foon after had 
an opportunity of' punifhing us indeed. 

“ An officer with prefs-orders came- 
down to our county, and having met with • 
the juftices, agreed that they ihould pitch 
on a certain number, who could moft. 
eaftly be (pared from the county, whom 
he would take care to make it rid of » 
my fon’s name was in the juftices’ lift. 

“ It was on a Chriftmas eve, and the 
birth-day too of my fon’s little boy. The 
right was piercing cold, and it blew a 

ftonajf 
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florm, with fhowers of hail and fnow; 
We had made up a cheering fire in an 
inner room ; 1 fat before it in my wicker- 
chair, bleffing Providence, that had dill 
left a flicker for me and my children; 
My Ton’s two little ones were holding 
their gambols around us; my heart 
warmed at the fight j. 1 brought a bottle 
of my befl ale, and all our misfortunes' 
were forgotten.. 

w It had long been our cuft’om to play 
a game at blind-man’s buff on that night, 
and it was noc omitted now ; fo to it we 
fell, I, and my Ion,, and his wife, the 
daughter of a neighbouring farmrr, wha 
happened to be with us at the time, the 
two children,, and an old maid-fervanr, 
that had lived with me from a child. 1 ha 
lot fell on my fon to be blindfolded: we 
had continued fome time in our game, 
when he groped his way into an outer- 
room in purfuit of fome of us, who, he 
imagined, had taken flicker there > we 
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kept fnug in our places, and enjoyed his 
miftake. He had not been long there, 
when he was fuddenly feized from be- 
hind ; “ 1 fhall have you now,” faid he, 
and turned about. “ Shall you fo, maf- 
ter, anfwered the ruffian who had laid 
hold of him -, we fkall make you play at 
another fort of game by. and by.”—At 
thefe words Harley flatted with a convul. 
five fort of motion, and grafping Ed_ 
wards’s fword, drew it half out of the 
fcabbard, with a look of the moft fran- 
tic wildnefs. Edwards gently replaced it 
in its fheath, and went on with his relai- 
tion. 

“ On hearing thefe words in a flrange 
voice, we all rufhed out to difcover the 
caufe v the room by this time was almoft 
full of the gang. My daughter-in-law 
fainted at the fight ; the maid and I ran 
to affifl her, while my poor fon remained 
motionlefs, gazing by turns on his chil- 
dren and their mother. We foon recover- 

ed 
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€d her to life, and begged her to retire 
and wait the ifluc of the affair * but Hie 
flew to her hufband', and clung round him 

an agonj of grief and terror. 

* Amongft the gang there was one of 
n fmoother afped, whom, by his drefs* 
We difeovered to be a ferjeant of foot : 
he came up to me, and told me, that my 
fon had his choice of the fea or land fer- 
vice, whifpering at the fame time, that 
if he ehofe the land, he might get off, on 
procuring him another man, and paying 
a certain fum for his freedom* The mo. 
ney we could juft mufterup jn the houfet 
by the affiftance of the maid, who pro- 
duced, in a green bag, all the little fav- 
ings of her fervice; but the man we could 
not exped to find. My daughter-in-law 
gazed upon her children with a look of 
the wildeft defpair : “ My poor infants! 
faid fhe, your father is forced from you ; 
who (hall now labour for your bread ? 
or muft your mother beg for herfelf and 

you Vr 
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you ?” I prayed her to be patient; but 
comfort I had none to give her* At laft* 
calling the ferjeant afide, I afked him. 
If I was too old to be accepted of in place 
of my fon?” “ Why, I don’t know, faid 
he 4 you are rather old to be fure, but 
yet the money may do much.” I put 
the money in his hand; and coming back 
to my children, “ Jack, faid I, you are 
free ; live to give your wife and thefe 
little ones bread ; I will go, my child, in 
your ftead : I have but little life to iofe, 
and if I {laid, fhould add one to the 
wretches you left behind.” “ No, re- 
p'iedmy fon, I am not that coward you 
imagine me ; heaven forbid, that my fa- 
ther’s grey hairs fhould be fo expofed, 
while I fat idle at home; I am young* 
and able to endure much, and God will 
take care of you and my family.” *• Jack, 
faid I, I will put an end to this matter; 
you have never hitherto difobeyed me ; 
I will not be contradi&ed in this ; flay 

at 



468 THE MAN OF FEELING; 
at home, ! charge you, and, for my fake, 
be kind to my children.” 

“ Our parting, Mr. Harley, I cannot 
defcribe to you ; it was the firft time we 
had ever parted : the very prefs-gang 
could fcarcely keep from tears ; but the 
feijeant, who had feemed the fofteft be- 
fore, was now the leafl moved of them 
all. He conduced me to a party of new 
raifed recruits, who lay at a village in the 
neighbourhood; and we foon after joined 
the regiment. I had not been long with 
it, when we v/ere ordered to the Eaft In- 
dies, where I was foon made a ferjeant, 
and might have picked up fome money, 
if my heart had been as hard as fome 
others were ; but my nature was never of 
that kind, that could think of making 
rich at the expence of my confcience. 

“ Amongfl our prifoners was an old 
Indian, whom fome of our officers fup- 
pofed to have a treafure hidden fome- 

where> 
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Adhere, which is not an uncommon prac- 
tice in that country. They preffed him t0 
difcover it. He declared he had none* 
but that would not fatisfy them : fo they 
ordered him to be tied to a flake, and 
Aiffer fifty lafhes every morning, till he 
fhould learn to fpeak out as they faid- 
Oh! Mr. Harley, bad you feen him, as 

I did, with his hands bound behind him* 
fuffering in filence, while the big drops 
trickled down his fhrivelled cheeks, and 
wet his grey beard which fome of the in- 
human foidiers plucked in fcorn ! I could 
not bear it, I could not for my foul; and 
one morning, when the reft of the guard 
were out of the way, I found means to 
let him efcape. I was tried by a court, 
martial for negligence of my poft, and or- 
dered, in companion of my age, and hav- 
ing got this wound in my arm, and that 
in my leg, in the fervice, only to fuf- 
fer 300 lafhes, and be turned out of the 
regiment ; but my fentencewas mitigated 
as to the . ladies, and I only had 200. 

Ct When 
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When I had fuffered thefe, I was turned 
out of the camp, and. had betwixt three 
and four hundred miles to travel before I 
could reach a fea-port, without guide to 
condudt me, or njioney to buy me provifi- 
ons by the way. I fet out however, re- 
Colved to walk as far as I could, and then 
to lay myfelf^down and die. But I had 
fcarce gone a mile, when I was met by the 
Indian whom I had delivered. He prefied 
me in his arms, and killed the maiks of 
the laflics on my back a thouland times: 
he led me to a little hut, where forre friend 
of his dwelt, and after 1 was recovered of 
my wounds, conduced me fo far on my 
journey himfelf, and fent another In- 
dian to guide me through the reft. 
When we parted, he pulled out a purfe 
with two hundred pieces of gold in it: 

Take this, faid he, my dear preferver, 
it is all I have been able to procure.’* 
‘‘ J begged him not to bring himfeif to 
poverty for my fake, who (hould probably 
have no need of it long j” but he in- 



THE MAN OF FEELING, 171 
frfled on my accepting it. He embraced 
me :—“ You are an Engliiliman, laid he, 
but the Great Spirit has given thee an 
Indian heart; may he bear up the weight 
of your old age, and blunt the arrow that 
brings it reft!” We parted; and not 
long after I made fthft to get my paflage 
to England. It is but about a week fince 
I landed, and I am going to end my days 
in the arms of my fon. This fum may 
be of ufe to him and his children ; it is 
all the value I put on it. I thank heaven 
I never was covetous of wealth; l never 
had much, but was always fo happy as to 
be contented with my little.” 

When Edwards had ended his relation, 
Harl ey flood for a while looking at hi'm in 
filence ; at laft he prefted him in his arms, 
and when he had given vent to the full- 
nefs of his heart by a ftiower of tears, 
“ Edwards, faid he, let me hold thee to 
my bofom ; let me imprint the virtue of 
thy fufferings on my foul. Come, my 

Q, z honoured 
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honoured veteran ! let me endeavour to 
Ibften the laft days of a life, worn out in 
tlie ferv.ice of humanity : call me alfo your 
fon, and let me cherifh you as a father.,, 
Edwards, from whom the recollection of 
his own fufFerings had.fcar.ee forced a tear, 
now blubbered like a boy ; he could not 
fpeak his gratitude, but by forne ftiort 
exclamations of blelllngs upon Harley. 

CHAP. 
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CHAP. XXXV. 

He m'JJes an old acquaintance.—An adven- 
ture confequcnt upon it. 

WHEN they had arrived within a 
little way of the village they 

journeyed to, Harley flopped fhort, and 
looked fledfaftly on the mouldering walls 
of a ruined houfe that flood on the 
road fide : “ Oh heavens 1 he cried, what 
do I fee! filtnt, unroofed, and defolate! 
Are all thy gay tenants gone •, do I hear 
their hum no more i Edwards, look 
there, look (here !" the fcene of my infant 
joys, my earliefl friendfhips, laid wafle 
and ruinous ! That was the very fchool 
where I was boarded when you wire at 
Southhill; it is but a twelvemonth fmce 
I faw it flanding, and its benches filled 
with little cherubims : that oppofite fide 
of the road was the green on which they 

Q, 3 fportcd j 
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fported ; fee it now ploughed up! I would 
have given fifty times its value to have 
Caved it from the facrilegeof that plough.’’ 

“ Dear Sir, replied Edwards, perhaps 
they .have left it from choice, and may 
have got another fpot as good.” “ They 
cannot, faid Harley, they cannot ; I 
fhail never fee the fward covered with its 
daifies, nor prefled by the dance of the 
dear innocents: I fhail never fee that 
flump decked with the garlands which 
their little hands had gathered. Thefe 
two long flones which now lie at the foot 
of it, were once the fupports of a hut I 
royfelf affifled to rear : I have fat on the 
fods within it, when we had fpread our 
banquet of apples before us, and been 
more blefl. Oh! Edwards! infinitely 
more bleft than ever I fha'll be again.” 

Juft then a woman pafled them on the 
road, and difcovered fome figns of won", 
der at the attitude of Harley, who flood, 

with 
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with his hajids folded together, looking 
with a moiftened eye on the fallen pillars 
of the hut. He was too much intranced 
in thought to obferve her at all •, but Ed- 
wards civilly accofting her, defired to 
know, if that had not been the fcbool- 
houfe, and how it came into that’condition 
they now faw it in ? “ Alack a-day ! faid 
fhe, it was the fchool-houfe indeed;, but 
to be fure, Sir, the fquire has pulled 
it down, becaufe it flood in the way of 
his profpe&s.”- “ What! how ! prof- 
pe&s! pulled down ! cried Harley.”— 
“ Yes, to be fure,. Sir; and the green, 
where the children ufcd to play, he has 
ploughed up, becaufe, he faid, they hurt 
his fence on the other fide of it.”-  
“ Curfes on his narrow heart, cried Har-' 
ley, that could violate a right fo facred ! 
Heaven blaft the wretch! 

“ And from his derogate body never fpring 
A tab? to.hpnour him.!”——   

But 
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But I need not, Edward^, I need not, 
(recovering himfelf a little) he is curfed 
enough already : to him the nobleft fource 
of happinefs is denied ; and the cares of 
his fordid foul fhall gnaw it, while thou 
fitted: over a brown cruft, fmilingon thefe 
mangled limbs that have faved your fon 
and his children 1” “ If you want any 
thing witli the fchool-miftrefs, Sir, faid 
the woman, I can fhew you the way to 
her houfe.” He followed her without 
knowing whither he went. 

They ftopped at the door of a fnug- 
looking houfe, where fat an elderly wo- 
man with a boy and a girl before her, 
with each a fupper of bread and milk in 
their hands. “ There, Sir, is the fchool- 
miftrefs/’  “ Madam, faid Harley, 
was not an old venerable-looking man 
fchool-mafter here fome time ago i”, 
“ Yes, Sir, he was; poor man ! the lofs 
of his former fchool-houfe, I believe, 
broke his heart, for he died fooh after it 

was 
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was taken, down ; and as another has no1 

yet been found, I have that charge in the 
mean time.”—“ And this boy and girl, I 
prefume,. are your pupils ?”—“ Ay, Sir, 
they are poor orphans, put under my 
care by the parifh j and more promifing 
children I never faw.” “ Orphans !” faid 
Harley. “ Yes, Sir, of honeft creditable 
parents as any in the 'parifh ; and it is a 
fhame for fome folks to forget their rela- 
tions, at a time when they, have moft need 
to remember them.” u Madam, faid 
Harley, let us never forget that we are 
gll relations.” He killed the children, 

<( Their father, Sir, continued (he, was 
a farmer here in the neighbourhoodj and 
a fober induftrious man he was; but no- 
body can help misfortunes; what with 
bad crops, and bad debts, which are 
worfe, his affairs went to wreck, and both, 
he and his wife died of broken hearts- 
And a fweet couple they were, Sir ; there 
was not a properer map tp look on in the 

country 
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country than John Ed wards, and fo indeed 
were all the Edwardfes.” “ What Ed- 
wardfes?” cried the old foldier haftily. 

The Edwardfes of Southill ; and a 
worthy family they were.”—“ Southill 1” 
faid he in a languid voice, and fell back 
into the arms of the aftonidied Harley. 
The fchool-miftrefs ran for fome water, 
and a fmelling-bottle, with the afliftance 
of which they foon recovered the unfor- 
tunate Edwards. He flared wildly for 
fome time, then folding his orphan grand- 
children in his arms, M Oh ! my children, 
my children ! he cried, have I found you 
thus? My poor Jack ! art thou gone? 
1 thought thou (houldft have carried thy 
father’s grey hairs to the grave! And 
thefe little ones”—his tears choaked his 
utterance, and he fell again on the necks 
of the children. 

“ My dear old man! faid Harley, Pro- 
vidence has fent thee to relieve them ; it 
will blefs tpe, if I can be the means of af- 

fifting 



THE MAN OF FEELING. rj$ 
filing you.”—“ Yes indeed, Sir, anfwer- 
ed the boy ; father, when he was a-dying, 
bade God blefs us ; and prayed, that 
grandfather lived, he might fend him to 
fupport us ”—“ Where did they lay my 
boy ?” faid Edwards: “ In the Old 
Church-Yard, replied the woman, hard 
by his mother.”—“ I will fhew it you, 
anfwered the boy ; for I have wept over 
it many a time, when firft Icameamongft 
flrange folks.” He took the old man’s 
hand, Harley laid hold of his filler’s, and 
they walked in filence to the church-yard. 

There was an old (lone, with the cor- 
ner broken off, and feme letters, half 
covered with mofs, to denote the names 
of the dead : there was a cyphered R. E. 
plainer than the reft : it was the tomb' 
they fought. “ Here it is, grandfather,” 
faid the b£>y. Edwards gazed upon it 
without littering a word : the girl, who 
had only fighed before, now wept out- 
right j her brother fobbed, but he ftifled 

his 
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his fobbing. “ J have told Tifler, Taid he, 
that (he fhould not take it fo to heart ; 
fne can knit already, and I fhall foon be 

able to dig : we ftiall not ftarve, filler, 
indeed we lhall nor, nor Hiall grandfather 

neither.”—The girl cried afrelh ; Harley 
j^ilfed off her tears as they 'flowed, and 
wept between every kifs. 

C H A P. 
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CHAP. XXXVI: 

He returns home. -—A description tf h$ 
retinue. 

IT was with fome difficulty that Harley 
prevailed on the old man to leave the 

fpot where the remains of his fon were laid. 
At laft, with the affiftance of the fchool- 
miftreft, he prevailed; and (he accommo- 
dated Edwards and him with beds in her 
houfe* there being nothing like an inn. 
nearer than the diftance of fome miles, 

r In the morning* Harley per funded Ed- 
wards to come* with the children, to his 
houfe, which was diftant but a fliort day’s 
journey. The boy walked in hts grand- 
father’s hand; and the name of Edwards 
procured him a neighbouring farmer’s 
horfe, on which a fervant mounted, with 
the girl feated on a pillow before him. 
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With this train Harley returned to the 

abode of his fathers : and we cannot but 
think, that his enjoyment was as great as 
if he had arrived from the tour of Europe, 
with a Swifs valet for his companion, and 
half a dozen fnuff-boxes, with invifible 
hinges, in his pocket. But we take our 
ideas from founds which folly has invent- 
ed ; Fartiion, Bon-ton, and Vertu, are the 
names of certain idols, to which we facri- 
fice the genuine pleafures of the foul : in 
this world of femblance, we are contented 
with perfonating happinefs.', to feel it, is 
an art beyond us* 

It was otherwife with Harley : he ran 
up flairs to his aunt, with the hiftory of 
his fellow-travellers glowing on his lips. 
His aunt was an oeconomift ; butfhe knew 
the pleafure of doing charitable things, 
and withal was fond of her nephew, and 
felicitous to oblige him, She received old 
Edwards therefore with a look of more 

v complacency 



THB MAN OF FEELING. 183 
complacency than is perhaps natural to 
maiden ladies of threefcore, and was re- 
markably attentive to his grandchildren : 
fhe roafted apples with her own hands for 
their fupper, and made up a little bed be- 
fide her own for the girl. Edwards made 
fome attempts towards an acknowledg- 
ment for thefe favours j but his young 
friend (lopped them in their beginnings. 
«* Whofoever received any of thefe chil- 
dren”—faid his aunt *, for her acquaintance 
with her bible was habitual. 

Early next morning, Harley dole into 
the room where Edwards lay : he expect- 
ed to have found him a-bedbut in this 
he was miftaken : the old man had rifen, 
and was leaning over his fleeping grand- 
fon, with the tears flowing down his cheeks.’ 
At firft he did not perceive Harley when 
he did, he endeavoured to hide his grief, 
and crofling his eyes with his hand, ex. 
prefled his furprife at feeing him fo early 
aftir. I was thinking of you, faid Har- 

R 2 ley, 
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ley, and your children : 1 learned laft night 
that a fmall farm of mine in the neigh- 
bourhood is now vacant; if you will oc- 
cupy it, I fhall gain a good neighbour, and 
be able in fome meafure to repay you the 
notice you took of me when a boy ; and as 
the furniture of the houfe is mine, it will 
be fa much trouble faved.” Edwards’s 
tears gufhed afrefh, and Harley led him to 
fee the place he intended for him, 

The houfe upon this farm was indeed 
little better than a hut i its fituation, how- 
ever, was pleafant, and Edwards, afliftcd 
by the beneficence of Harley, fet about 
improving its neatnefe and convenience. 
He flaked out a piece of the green before 
for a garden, and Peter, who adted in 
Harley’s family as valet, butler, and gar- 
dener, had orders to furnifh him with 
parcels of the different feeds he chofe to 
fow in it. I have feen his mafter at work 
jn this little fpot, with his coat off, and 
his dibble in his band : it was a fcene of 

tranquil 
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tranquil virtue to have flopped an angel 
on his errands of mercy! Harley had 
contrived to lead a little bubbling brook 
through a green walk in the middle of the 
ground, upon which he had eredted a 
mill in miniature for the diverfion of Ed- 
wards’s infant grandfon* and made fhift 
in its conflrudlion to introduce a pliant 
bit of wood, that anfwered with its fairy 
clack to the murmuring of the rill that 
turned it. I have feen him ftand, liften- 
ing to thtfe mingled founds, with his eye 
fixed on the boy, and the fmile of confci- 
ous fatisfadlion on his cheek; while the 
old man, with a look half turned to Har- 
ley, and half to heaven, breathed an eja- 
culation of gratitude and piety. 

Father of mercies ! I alfo would thank 
thee ! that not only haft thou affigned eter- 
nal rewards to virtue, but that, even in this 
bad world, the lines of our duty, and our 
happinefs, are fo frequently woven to- 
gether. 



THE MANOF FEELING 

A FRAGMENT. 

The Man, of Feeling talks of what he does 
not underfland.—An incident. 

* * * -“Edwards, raid he, 
I have a proper regard for the profperi- 
ty of my country : every native of it ap- 
propriates to himfelf feme fhare of the 

power, or the fame, which, as a nation, it 
acquires; but I cannot throw off the man 
fo much as to rejoice at bur conquefts in 
India. You tell me of immenfe territo- 
ries fubjedl to the Engiifli : T cannot 
think of their pofleflions, without being 
led to enquire, by what right they pollefs 
them. They came there as traders, bar- 
tering the commodities they brought for 
others which their pure halers could (pare ; 
and however great their profits were, they 
were then equitable. But what title have 

the 
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the fubjeds of another kingdom to efta- 
blifti an empire in India ? to give laws to 
a country where the inhabitants received 
them on the terms of friendly commerce ? 
You fay they are happier under our regu- 
lations than the tyranny of their own petty 
princes. I muft doubt it, from the con- 
duct of thofe by whom thofe regula- 
tions have been made. They have drain- 
ed the treafures of Nabobs, who mufl: 
fill them by opprefiing the induftry of 
their fubje&s. Nor is this to be wondered 
at, when we confider the motive upon 
which thefe gentlemen do not deny their 
going to India. The fame of conqueft, 
barbarous as that motive is, is but a fe- 
condary confideration : there are certain 
ftations in wealth to which the warriors 
of the Eaft afpire. It is there indeed 
where the wifhes of their friends affign 
them eminence, where the queftion of 
their country is pointed at theiereturn.' 
When (hall I fee a commander return 
Aom India in the pride of honourable po- 

verty \ 
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very?—You defcribe the victories they 
have gained ; they are fullied by the caufe 
in which they fought: you enumerate the 
fpoils of thefe vi&ories; they are covered > 
with the blood of the vanquilhed ! 
M Could you tell me of fome conqueror 

giving peace and happinefs to the con- 
quered ! did he accept the g ifts of their 
princes to ufe them for the comfort of 
thofe whofe fathers, fons, or hufbands, 
fell in battle ? did he ufe his power to 
gain fecurity and freedom to the regions 
of opprellion and flavery ? did he endear 
the Britifh name by examples of genero- 
fity^ which the moft depraved are rarely 
able to- refill ? did he return with the 
corfcioufnefs of duty difcharged to his 
country, and humanity to his fellow- 
creatures ? did he return with no lace on 
his coat, no flaves in his retinue, no cha- 
riot at his door, and no Burgundy at 
his table ?—thefe were laurels which prin- 
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ces might envy—which, an honeft man 
would not condemn!” 

“ Your maxims, Mr Harley, are cer- 
tainly right, faid Edwards. I am not 
capable of arguing with you; but I ima- 
gine there are great temptations in a great 
degree of riches, which it is noeafy mat- 
ter to rcfift: thefe a poor man like me 
cannot defcribe, becaufe he never knew 
them, and perhaps I have reafon to blefs 
God that I never; did ; for then, it is 
likely, I (hould have withftood. them no 
better than my neighbours. For you 
know, Sir, that it is not the fafhion now 
as it was in former times, that I have 
read of in books, when your great generals 
died fo poor, that they did not leave 
wherewithal to buy them a coffin; and 
people thought the better of their memo- 
ries for it : if they did fo now-a-days, I 
queftion if any body, except yourfelf, and 
fome few fugh, would thank them a whit.’' 

“ lam 
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“ I am forry, replied Harley, that there 

is fo much truth in what you fay ; but 
however the general current of opinion 
may point, the feelings are not yet loft 
that applaud benevolence, and cenfure in- 
humanity. Let us endeavour to ftrengthen 
them in ourfelves and we who live fe- 
queftered from the noife of the multitude, 
have better opportunities of liftening un- 
difturbed to their voice.” 

They now approached the little dwell- 
ing of Edwards. A maid-fervant whom 
he had hired to ailift him in caring for his 
grandchildren, met them a little way 
from the houfe : ^ There is a young lady 
within with the children,” faid (he. Ed- 
wards exprefled his furprife at the vifit: 
it was however not the lefs true j and wo 
mean to account for it. 

This young lady then was no other than 
fvfifs Walton. She had heard the old man’s 

hiftory 
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hiftory from Harley, as we have already 
related. Curiofiry, or fome other motive* 
prompted her to defire to lee his grand- 

I children : this (he had an opportunity of 
gratifying foon, the children, in fome of 

[ their walks, having ftrolled as far as her 

father’s avenue. She put feveral queftions 
to both fhe was delighted with the fim- 
plicity of their anfwers, and promifed, 
that if they continued to be good chil- 
dren, and do as their grandfather bid 
them, fhe would foon fee them again, 
and bring fome prefent or other for their 
reward. This promife fhe had performed 
now : (he came attended only- by her 
tnaid, and brought with her a complete 
fuit of green for the boy* and a chintz 
gown, a cap, and a fuit of ribbands, for 
his fifter. She had time enough, with 
her maid’s afliftance, to equip them in 
their new habiliments before Harley and 
Edwards returned. The boy heard his 
grandfather’s voice, and, with that filent 
joy which his prefent finery infpired, ran 
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to the door to meet him ; and putting one 
hand in his, with the other pointed to his 
lifter, ^ See, faid he, what Mifs Walton 
has hronght us.”-' Edwards gazed on 
them. Harlfey fixed his eye on Mifs Wal- 
ton ; her’s were turned to the 'ground ; —■ 
in Edwards there was a beamy moifture. 
■—He folded his hands together—“ I car> 
hot fpeak, young lady, faid he, to thank 
you.” Nor could Harley neither. There 
were a thoufand feniiments; — but they 
gullied fo impetuoufly on his heart, that 
he could not utter a fyllable. * * * *, 

C H A Pi 
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CHAP. XL. 

The Man of Feeling jealous! 

TH E defire of communicating know- 
ledge or intelligence, is an argument 

i with thofe who hold that man is naturally 
a focial animal. It is indeed one of the 

I earlieft propenfities we difcover •, but it 
i may be doubted whether the pleafure (for 
j pleafure there certainly is) ariftng from it 

be not often more felfifh than focial for 
we frequently obfefve the tidings of 111 
communicated as eagerly as the annunci- 

1 ation of Good. Is it that we delight in 
obferving the effe&s of the ftronger paf- 

[ fions; for we are all philof>phers in this 
refpeft •, and it is perhaps amongft the 

I fpeftators at Tyburn that the moft ge- 
I nuine are to be found. 

Was it from this motive that Peter 
came one morning into his mailer’s room 

S with 
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with a meaning face of recital ? His mas- 
ter indeed did not at firft obferve it 4 for 
he was fitting, with one fhoe buckled, 
bufied in delineating portraits in the fire. 

I have brufhed thefe clothes, Sir, as 
you ordered me.” Harley nodded his 
head; but Peter obferved that his hat 
wanted brufhing too : his mailer nodded 
again. At laft Peter bethought him, 
that the fire needed ftirring ; and, taking 
up the poker, demolifhed the turband- 
head of a Saracen, while his mailer was 
feeking out a body for it. “ The morn- 
ing is main cold, Sir,” faid Peter. “ Is 
it ?” faid Harley. “ Yes, Sir; I have 
been as far as Tom Dowfon’s to fetch 
fome barberries he had picked for Mrs. 
Matgery. There was a rare junketing 
lafl night at Thomas’s among Sir Harry 
Benfon’s fervants: He lay at Squire WaL 
t ;u’s, but he would not fuffer his fer- 
vants to trouble the family; fo, to be 
fure, they were all at Tom’s, and had a 
fiddle and a hot fupper in the big room 

where 
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where the juftices meet about the deflroy- 

[ ing of haras and partridges, and them 
things ; and Tom’s eyes loc ked fo red 
and fo bleared when I called him to get 
the barberries :—And I hear as how Sir 
Harry is going to be married to Mifs 
Walton.”—“ How! Mifs Walton mar- 
ried!” faid Harley. “ Why, it may not 
be true. Sir, for all that; but Tom’s wife 
told it me, and to be fure the fervants 
told her, and their maftef told them, as 
I guefs. Sir ; but it may not be true for 
all that, as I faid before.—“ Have done 
with your idle information, faid Harley : 
—Is my aunt come down into the parlour 
to breakfaft ?”—“ Yes, Sir,”—“ Tell her 
I’ll be with her immediately.”—— 

When Peter was gone, he flood with 
his eyes fixed on the ground, and the 
laft words of his intelligence vibrating in 
his ears. “ Mifs Walton married !” he 
fighed—and walked down flairs, with ! is 
fhoe as it was, and the buckle iu his 

S z hand. 
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hand. His aunt, however, was pretty well 
accuftomed to thefe appearances of ab- ! 
fence befides, that the natural gravity f 
of her temper, which was commonly call" i 
ed into exertion by the care of her houfe- 
hotd concerns, was fuch, as not eafily to 
be difcompofed by any circumflance of 
accidental impropriety. She too had been 
informed of the intended match between 
Sir Harry Benfon and Mifs Walton. “ 1 
have been thinking, faid fhe, that they 
.arediftant relations j for the great-grand- 
father of this Sir Harry Benfon, who was 
knight of the fhirein the reign of Charles 
the Firfl, and one of the cavaliers of 
thofe t'mes, was married to a daughter of 
the WaU°n family.” Harley anfwered 
drily, that it might be fo ; but that he 
jiever troubled himfelf about thefe mat- 
ters. “ Indeed, faid fhe, you are to 
blame, nephew, for not knowing a little 
more of them : before I was near your 
age, I had fewed the pedigree of our fa- 
mily in a fet of chair-bottoms, that we^e 

mads 
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made a prefent of to ray grandmother, 
v/ho was a very uotaoie woman, and ,.a 
a proper regard for gentility. I’ll airare 
you ; but npw a-days, it is money, not 
birth, that makes people reipecfed i the 
more itiame. for the tunes.” 

Harley was in no very good humour 
for entering into a difcuilion of this qu-d- 
tion ; but he always entertained fo much 
parental relped for his aunt, as to attend 
to her difcourfe. 

“ We blame the pride of the rich, faid 
he ; but are not we alhamed of our po- 
yetty.?” 

tf Why, one would notchoofe, replied 
his aunt, to make a much worle figure 
than one’s neighbours ; but, as 1 was 
faying before, the tunes (as my friend 
Mrs.Dorothy Walton obfervesjare thame- 
fuily degenerated in this reipect. There 
was but the other day, at Mr. Walton’s, 

S 3 - that 
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that fat fellow’s daughter, the London 
Merchant, as he calls himfelf, though I 
have heard that he was little better than 
the keeper of a chandler’s {hop:—We 
were leaving the gentlemen to go to tea. 
She had a hoop forfooth as large and as 
ftiff—apd it (hewed a pair of bandy legs 
as thick as two— 1 was nearer the 
door by an apron’s length, and the pert 
huffy brulhed by me, as who fhould fay, 
make way for your betters, and with one 
of her London bobs——but Mrs. Doro- 
thy did not let her pafs with it for all 
the time of drinking tea, (lie fpoke of the 
precedency of family, and the diiparity 
there is between people who are come 
of fomahing, and your mufhroom gen- 
try who wear their coats of arms in their 
purLs.” 

Her indignation was interrupted by the 
arrival of her maid with a da made table- 
cloth, and a fet of napkins, from the 
loom, which had been fpun by her mif- 

trefs’s 
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trefb’s own hand. There was the family 
creft in each corner, and in the middle 
a view of the battle of Worcefter, where 
one of her anceftors had been a captain 
in the king’s forces y and, with a lort of 
poetical licenfe as to perfpedive, there 
was feen the Royal Oak, with more wig 
than leaves on it. 

All this the good lady was very copL 
ous on and took up the remaining inter- 
vals of filling tea, to defer!be its excel- 
lencies to Harley y adding, that fhe intend- 
ed this as a prefent for his wife, when ha 
fiiould get one. He fighed and looked 
foolifh, and commending the ferenity of 
the day, walked out into, the garden. 

He fat down on a little feat which com- 
manded an extenfive profped round the 
houfe. He leaned on his hand, and icored 
the ground with his flick : “ Mifs Wal- 
ton married ! faid he y but what is that 
to me ? May Ihe be happy ! her virtues 

deferye 
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deferve it; to me her marriage is other- 
wife indifferent:—•! had romantic dreams ■ 
they are fled!—it is perfectly indifferent.” 

Juft at that moment he faw a fervant, r 
with a kn it of ribands in his hat, go in- 
to the huufe. His cheeks grew flufhed 
at the fight: He kept his eye fixed for 
fome time on the d->or by which he had 
entered, then flatting to his feet,: haftily 
followed him; 

When he approached the door of the 
kitchen where he fuppofed the man had 
gone, his heart - throbbed fo violently, , 
that when he would have called P-. ter, 
his voice failed in the attempt. He flood 
a moment liftening in this breathlefs ftate 
of palpitation: Peter came out by chi’ice. 
“ D-id your honour want any thing ?■”— 

VVr ier is the f rvant that came juft- 
now from Mr. Walton’s”—“ from Mr; 
Walton’s, Sir! there is none of his fer- 
v'ants here that.i know 0-.”—“ Nor of 

Sir 
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Sir Harry Bmfon’s?—He did not wait 
for an anfwer ; but having by this time 
obferved the hat with its party-coloured 
ornament hanging on a peg near the door> 
he prefled forwards into the kFchen, and 
addrefling himfelf to a ftranger whom he 
faw there, aiked him, with no fnrull tre- 
mor in his voice, If he had any commands 
for him ? The man looked, filly, artd 
faid, That he had nothing to trouble his 
honour with, “ Are not you a fervant 
of Sir Harry Benfon’s ?”—“No, Sir.”— 
“ You’ll pardon me, young man; I 
judged by the favour in your hat.”—— 

Sir, I am his majefty’s fervant, God 
blefs him ! and thele favours, we always 
wear when we are recruiting.”—“ Re- 
cruiting!” his eyes gliftened at the word: 
he feized the foldjer’s hand, and lhaking 
it violently, ordered Peter to fetch a bot- 
tle of his. aunt’s beft dram. The bottle 
was brought: “ You (hall drink the king’s 
health, faid Harley, in a bumper”   
“ The.king and your honour.”—“ Nay* 

you 
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you fhall drink the king’s health by it- 
felf; you may drink mine in another.” 
Peter looked in his mafter’s face, and 
filled with fome relu&ance. “ Now 
to your miftrefs. ” The man excufed 
himfelf—“ to your miflrcfs! you cannot 
refufe it,” It was Mrs. Margery’s beft 
dram ! Peter flood with the bottle a little 
inclined, but not fo as to difeharge *a 
drop of its contents: “ Fill it, Peter, faid 
his mailer, fill it to the brim.” Peter 
filled it ; and the foldier having named 
Sukey Simfon, difpatched it in a twink- 
ling. “ Thou art an honefl fellow, faid 
Harley, and I love thee and fhaking 
his hand again, defired Peter to make 
him his gueft at dinner, and walked up 
into his room with a pace much quicker 
and fpringy than ufual. 

This agreeable difappointment how- 
ever he was not long fuffered to felicitate 
himfelf upon. The curate happened that 
day to dine with him; his vifits indeed 

were 
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were more properly to the aunt than the 
nephew; and many of the intelligent ladies 
in the parifh, who, like fome very great 
philofophers, have the happy knack at ac- 
counting for every thing, gave out, that 
there was a particular attachment between 
them, which wanted only to be maturated 
by fome more years of courtfhip to end 
in the tendereft connexion. In this con- 
clufion indeed* fuppofmg the premifes to 
have been truej they were fome what juf. 
tified by the known opinion of the lady, 
who frequently declared herfelf a friend 
to the etiquette of former times, when a 

| lover might have fighed feven years at his 
miftrefs’s feet, before he was allowed the 
liberty of killing her hand. It is true 
Mrs. Margery was now about her grand 
clima&eric ; but that is nothing : for it 
is juft the age when we eXpeft to grow 
younger. But I verity believe there was 
nothing in the report ; the curate’s con- 
nexion was only as a genealogift ; for in 
that fcience he was no ways inferior to 

Mrs. 
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Mrs Margery herfelf. He dealt alfo in 
the prefent times ; for he was a politician 
and a news monger. 

He had hardly faid grace after dinner, 
when he told Mrs. Margery, that fhe 
might foon expe<fl a pair of white gloves, 
as Sir Harry Benfon, he was very well in- 
formed, was juft going to be married to 
Mifs Walton. Harley fpilt the wine he 
was carrying to his mouth : he had time 
however to recoiled himfelf before the 
curate had-finifhed the different minutiae 
of his intelligence, and fummoning up 
all the heroifm he was mafter of, filled a 
bumper and drank to Mifs Walton. 
“ With all my heart, faid the curate, the 
bride that is to be.” Harley would have 
faid bride too ; but the word Bride ftuck 
in his throat. His confufion indeed was 
manifeft : but -the curate began to enter 
on fume point of defcent with Mrs. Mar- 
gery, and Harley had very foon after an 
opportunity of leaving them, while they 

were 
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were deeply engaged in a queftion, whe^ 
ther the name of fome great man in the 
time of Henry the Seventh was Richard 

; or Humphrey. 

He did not fee his aunt again till flip- 
per ; the time between lie fpent in walk- 
ing, like fome troubled ghoft, round the 
place where his treafure lay. He went 
as far as a little gate, that led into a copfe 
near Mr. Walton's houfe, to which that 
gentleman had been fo obliging as to let 
him have a key. He had juft begun to 
open it, when he faw, on a terrafs below* 
Mifs Walton walking with a gentleman 

[ ' in a riding-drefs, whom he immediately 
guefled to be Sir Harry Benfon. He 
flopped of a fudden ; his hand fhook fo 
much that he could hardly turn the key ; 
he opened the gate however, and advanced 
a few paces. The lady’s lap-dog pricked 
up its ears, and barked: he flopped 
again.   

T — the 
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•   “ the little <3ogs and all, 
T^ay, Blanch, and Sweetheart, fee they 

bark at me !” 

His refolution failed^ he Hunk back, and 
locking the gate as foftly as he could, 
flood on tiptoe looking over the wall till 
they were gone. At that inftant a fhep- 
herd blew his horn : the romantic melan- 
choly of the found quite overcame him !— 
it was the very note that wanted to be 
touched—he lighed ! he dropped a tear ! 
■—and returned. 

At fupper his aunt obferved that he 
was duller than ufual ; but (lie did not 
fufpedt the caufe: indeed it may feem odd 
that fhe was the only perfon in the family 
who had no fufpicion of his attachment 
to Mifs Walton. It was frequently mat- 
ter of difcourfe amongfl the fervants : 
perhaps her maiden coldnefs—but thefe 
things need not be accounted for. 

In 
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In a day or two he was To much mafter 
of himfelf as to be able to rhime upon 
the fubjeft. The following paftoral he 
left, fome time after, on the handle of a 
tea-kettle, at a neighbouring houfe where 
we were vifiting; and as I filled the tea-- 
pot after him, 1 happened to.put it in my 
pocket by a fimilar a£t of forgetfulnefs. 
It is fuch as might be expe&ed from a 
man who makes verfes for amufement. I 
am pleated with fomewhat of good-na- 
ture that runs through it, becaufe I have 
commonly obferved the writers of thefe 
complaints beftow fome epithets on their 
loft miftr^ffes rather too harfh for the 
mere liberty of choice, which led them to 
prefer another to the poet himfelf : I do 
not doubt the vehemence of their paflion ; 
but alas ! the fenfations of love are fome 
thing more than the returns of gratitude. 

T z L A V I N I A 
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L A V I N I A. A Pastoral. 

WHY fteals from my bofom the figh ? 
Why fix’d is my gaze on the ground? 

Come, give me my pipe, and I’ll try 
To banifh my cares with the foujid. 

Ere now were its notes of accord 
With the fmile of the flow’r-footed mufe ; 

Ah ! why by its mailer implor’d 
Sbou’d it now the gay carrol refufe ? 

fTwas taught by Lavinia’s fmile 
In the mirth-loving chorus to join : 

Ah me ! how uhweeting the while ! 
Lavinia——cannot be tfiine ! 

Another, more happy, the maid 
By fortune is dellin’d to blefs—— 

Tho’ the hope has forfook that betray’d. 
Yet why fhou’d I love her the lefs ? 

Her 
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Her beautifes are bright as the morn. 
With rapture I counted them o’er 3 

Such virtues thefe beauties adorn, 
I knew her, and prais’d ’em no more. 

I term’d her no goddefs of love, 
I call’d not her beauty divine : 

Thefe far other pafiions may prove. 
But they could not be figures of mine. 

It ne’er was apparell’d with art, 
Oa words it could never rely ; 

It reign’d in the throb of my heart. 
It fpoke in the glance of my eye. 

Oh fool ! in the circle to (bine 
That falhion’s gay daughters approve. 

You muft fpeak as the taibions incline j— 
Alas 1 are there falbtons in love ? 

Yet fure they are fimple who prize 
The tongue that is fmooth to deceive ; 

Yet lure file had fenfe to defpife 
The tinfel that folly may weave. 

T 3 When 



2io THE MAN OF FEELING. 

When I talk’d, I have feen her recline 
With an afpe£l fo penfively fweet,-—— 

Tho* I fpoke what the (hepherds opine, 
A fop were afham’d to repeat. 

She is foft as the dew-drops that fall 
From the lip of the fweet-fcented pea , 

Perhaps, when fhe fmil’d upon all, 
I have thought that fhe I'mil’d upon me. 

Put why of her charms fhould I tell ? 
Ah me ! when her charms have undone ! 

Yet I love the reflexion too well. 
The painful refle&ion to fhun. 

Ye fouls of more delicate kind. 
Who feaft not on pleafure alone. 

Who wear the foft fenfe of the mind. 
To the fons of the world unknown j 

Ye know, tho’ I cannot exprefs. 
Why I fcolifhly doat on my pain j 

Nor will ye believe it the lefs 
That 1 have not the fkill to complain. 

I lean 
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I lean on my hand with a figh. 
My friends the foft fadnels condemn ; 

Yet, methinks, tho’ I cannot tell why* 
I (hould hate to be merry like them. 

When I walk’d in the pride of the dawn,. 
Methought all the region look’d bright: 

Has fweetnefs forlaken the lawn ? 
For, methinks, I grow fad at the fight. 

When I flood by the flream, I have thought 
There was mirth in the gurgling found j 

But row ’tis a ferrowful note, 
And the banks are all gloomy around! 

I have laugh’d at the jeft of a friend ; 
Now they laugh and I know not the caufe* 

Tho’ I feem with my looks to attend. 
How filly ! I alk what it was f 

They fing the fweet fong of the May, 
They fing it with mirth and with glee j 

Sure I once thought the fonnet was gay, 
But now ’tis all fadncfs to me. 
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Oh ! give me the dubious light 
That gleams thro’ the quivering {hade ; 

Oh ! give me the horrors of night 
By the gloom and by filence array’d ! 

Let me walk where the foft-rifi,ng wave 
Has pt&ur’d the_moon on its breaft : 

Let me walk where the new-cover’d grave 
Allows the pale lover, to reft! 

When ftiall I in its peaceable womb 
Be laid with my forrows afleep ! 

Should Lavinia chance on my tomb   
I could die if I thought {he would weep. 

Perhaps, if the foals of thejuft- 
Pievifit thefe manfions of care*. . 

It may be my favourite trufb 
To watch o’er the fate of the fair* 

Perhaps the foft thought of her breaft 
Wkh rapture more favour’d to warm J 

Perhaps, if with forrow opprefs’d, 
Her forrow with patience to arm, 

Then 1 
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Then ! then ! in the tendered part 
May I whifper, “ Poor Colin was true j’’ 

And mark if a heave of her heart 
The thought of her Colin purfue. 

[At this place had the gfeated depre-^ 
dations of the curate began. There 
were fo very few connected pafTages of 
the fubfequent chapters remaining, that 
even the partiality of an editor cotlld riot 
offer them to the public. I difeovered* 
from fome fcattered fentences, that they 
were of much the fame tenor with thofe 
preceding ; recitals of little advehtures, 
in which the difpofitions of a man, fenfible 
to judge, and flill more warm to feel* 
had room to unfold themfelves. Some 
inftrudion, and fome example, I make n° 
doubt, they contained ; but it is likely 
that many of thofe, whom chance hath 
led to a perufal of what I have already 

prefeme<J 
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prefented them with, may have read it 
with little pleafure, and will feel no difap- 
pointment from the want of thofe parts 
which I have been unable to procure : 
to fuch as may have expetted' the intri- 
cacies of a novel, a few incidents in a life 
undiftinguifhed, except by fome features 
of the heart, cannot have afforded much 
entertainment. 

Harley’s own {lory, from the mutilated 
paffages I have mentioned, as well as 
from fome enquiries I was ae the trouble 
of making in the country, I found to have 
been fimple to excefs. His miftrefs I 
could perceive was not married to Sir 
Harry Benfon : but it would feem, by one 
of the following chapters, which is flill 
entire, that Harley had not profited on 
the occafion by.making any declaration.of 
his own palfion, after thofe of the other 
had been unfuccefsful. The flate of his 
health for fome part of this peiiod, ap- 
pears to have been fuch as to forbid any 

thoughts 
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thoughts of that kind: he had been feized 
with a very dangerous fever, catched by 
attending old Edwards in one of an in- 
fedious kind. From this he had reco- 
vered but imperfedly, and though be 
had no formed complaint, his health was 
manifeftly on the decline. 

It appears that the fagacity of fome 
friend had at length pointed out to his 
aunt a caufe from which this might be 
fuppofed to proceed, to wit, his hopelefs 
love for Mifs Walton ; for according to 
the conceptions of the world, the love of 
a man of Harley’s fortune for the heirefs 
of 4000/. a year, is indeed defperate. 
Whether it was fo in this cafe may be ga- 
thered from the next chapter, which, with 
the two following, concluding the perfor- 
mance, have efcaped thofe accidents which 
were fatal to the reft. 

THE 
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THE PUPIL. A Fragment; 

* * * * “ RUT as to the higher 
part of education, Mr. Harley, the cul- 
ture of the mir\d ; -— let the feelings be 
awakened, let the heart be but brought 
forth to its objeft, placed in the light in 
which nature would have it ftand, and its 
decifions will ever be juft. The world 

Will fraile, and fmile, and be a villain ; 

and the youth, who does not fiifpett its 
deceit, will be content to fmile with it.— 
They will put on the moft forbidding 
afpedt in nature, and tell him of the beau- 
ty of virtue. 

I have not, under thefe grey hairs, for- 
gotten that I was once a young man* 
warm in the purfuit of pleafure, but 
meaning to be honeft as well as happy. 

1 had 
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I had ideas of virtue, of honour, of bene- 
volence, which I had never been at the 
pains to define * but 1 felt my bofom heave 
at the thoughts of them* and I made the 
moft delightful foliloquieS It is impofi- 
ftble, faid I, that there can be half fo 
many rogues as they imagine. 

*c I travelled, becaufe it is the fafhion 
for young men of my fortune to travel * 
I had a travelling tutor, which is the fa- 
fiiion too ; but my tutot was a gentle- 
man, which it is not always the fafiiiotl 
for tutors to be. His gentility indeed was 
all he had from his father, whofe prodi- 
gality had not left him a (hilling to fup*' 
port it. 

u I have a favour to afk of you, tny 
dear Mcmntford, faid my father, which 
I will not be refufed : You have travelled 
as became a man-, neither France nor 
Italy have made any thing of Mountfordj 
which Mountford before he left England 

U would 
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would have been afhamed of • my Ton Ed- 
ward goes abroad, would you take him 
under your protection He blufhed— 
•my fathers face was fcarlet—he prefied 
his band to his bofem, as if he had faid> 
—my lieart does not mean to offend you. 
Mountford fighed twice—“ lama proud 
fool, fftid he, and you will pardon it;— 
{there1 he fighed again) I can hear of 
drpendance, fince it is depeiidance on 
m) Scdley.” “ Oependance! anfwered 
my father; there can be no fuch word 
between us ; what is there in 9006/. a 
year that fhould make me unworthy of 
Mountford’s friendlhip  They em- 
braced ; and foon after I fet out on my 
travels, with Mountford for my guardian. 

“ We Were at Milan, where my father 
happened to have an Italian friend, to 
Whom he had been of fome fervice in Eng- 
land. The count, for he was of quality, 
was folicitous to return the obligation, by 

.a particular attention to his fon : We 
lived j 
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lived in'his palace, vifited with-his family, 
were careffed by his friends, and I began 
to be (o well pfeafed with my entertain- 
ment, that I thought of England as of 
feme foreign country. 

“ The count had a fon not much older 
than myfelf. At that age a friend is an 
eafy acquifition : we were friends the firfi: 
night of our acquaintance. 

“ He introduced me into the company . 
of a fet of young gentlemen, whofe for- 
tunes gave them the command of plea- 
fure, and whofe inqHuations incited them 
to thepurchafe.: After having fpent fome, 
joyous evenings m their fpciety, it became . 
a fort of habiywb^b 1 could not mifs 
without unealinefs ; and our meetings, 
which before were frequent, were now 
ftated and regular. 

“ Sometimes, in the psnfes of our 
mirth, gaming was introduced as am: 

■ U z amufe- 
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amufement: it was an art in whi<?h I was 
a novice; I received inftrudtion, as other 
novices do, by lofing pretty largely to 
my teachers, Nor was this the only evil 
which Mountford forefaw would arife 
from the connection I had formed ; but a 
ledture of four injunction* was not his 
method of reclaiming. He fometimes 
afked me queflions about the company; 
but they were fuch as the puriofity of any 
indifferent man might have prompted ; 
I told him of their wit, their eloquence, 
their warmth of friendfhip, and their fen- 
fibility of heart; ** And their honour, faid 
I, laying npy hand on my bread, is un* 
queftionable.” Mountford feemed to re-r 
joice at my good fortune, and begged 
that I would introduce hirri to their ac- 
quaintance. At the next meeting lintro- 
fluced him accordingly. 

The converfation was as animated as 
tffual; they difplayed all that fprightli- 
pefs and good humour which my praifes 

had 
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had led Mounrford to expedt; fub-* 
jedls too of featim^ht occurred, and their 
fp~eches, particularly'thbfe of o-rr friend ' 
the fort of cormt RTpin >; • • 
the warmth of bononfi and'iofteued rito1 

the tendeTnefs of feeling.1 Mxrntford 
was cTiarmed with his companions^, U'lkm- 
we parted he made the highefb ewlogiums 
in their commendation : “ Wlien fhall 
v/e fee them a-gain laid he. I was de- 
lighted with the demand, and promifed to 
recondudl him on the morrow. 

“ In going to their place of rendezvous 
he took me a little out of the road, to fee, 
as he told me, the performances of a 
young fratoary. When we were near the 
houie in which Monntford faid he lived 
a boy of about leven years old croffed is 
in tire ftr^et. At fight of Mount ford he 
flopped, ■,nd gralpmg his hand, “ My 
dearefl Sir, fai.ihe, my father is likely to 
do well; he wifi live to pray for you, and 
to b*eis» you: yes, he will bltls yo , 

U 3 though 
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though you are an Englifhman, and fume 
other hard word that the monk talked of 
this morning which I have forgot, but it 
meant that you fhould not go, to heaven j 
but he fhall go to heaven, faid I, for he 
has faved roy father: come and fee him. 
Sir, that we may be happy.”-—“ My 
dear, I am engaged at prefent with this 
gentleman,”—“ But he fhall come along 
with you v he is an Engiifhman too, I 
fancy ; he fhall come and learn how an 
Engliihmai} may go to heaven.”—Mount- 
fbrd fmiled, and we followed the boy 
together. 

“ After crofling the next flreet, we ar- 
rived at the gate of a prifon. 1 feemed 
furprized at the fight; our little condudor 
obferved it.” “ Are you afraid. Sir ? faid 
he I was afraid once too, but my fa- 
ther and mother are here, and I am never 
afraid when I am with them.” He took 
my hand, and led me through a dark 
pafiage that fronted the gate, When we 

came 
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Came to a little door at the end, he tap- 
ped ; a boy ftili younger than him, open- 
ed it to receive us. Mountford entered 
with a look in which was pi&ured the 
benign affurance of a fupcrior being. 1 
followed in filence and amazement'. 

On fomethmg- like a bed, lay a 
man, with a face feemingly emaciated 
with ficknefs, and a look of patient dejec- 
tion ; a bundle of dirty fhreds ferved him 
for a pillow j but he had a better fupport 
.—the arm of a female who kneeled be- 
fide him, beautiful as an angel, but with 
a fading languor in her countenance, the 
Fill life of melancholy, that feemed to 
borrow its (hade from the objedfc on which 
fhe gazed. 1 here was a tear in her eye ! 
the fiek man kifled it off in its bud, 
fmiling through the dimnefs of his own ! 
—when Fie faw Mountford, fhe crawled 
forward on the ground and clafped his 
knees: he raifed her from the flojr; fhe 
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bed oik afpeech o! thankfulhefs, eloquent 
beyond the power of: language.” 

“ Co.np.,fe vourfdf, my love, faid the 
man on rHe bed'; bu; he, wliofe goodnefs 
has cauf-.d that emotion, will pardon its 
effeds.” “■ How is this, Mountford ? 
laid i, what do I lee ?. what mult; I do ?”' 
~ “ You lee, replied the ftranger, a 
wretch, funk rn poverty, flarving in pri- 
son, flretched on a Tick bed ! but that is* 
little: there are his wife and children,, 
wanting the bread which he has not to 
give them ! Yet you cannot eafily ima- 
gine the coofcious-ferentty of his mind j 
in the gripe of affliction, his heart fwdfs 
with the pride of virtue! it can even look 
down with pity on the man whofe cruelty 
has wrung, it almofl: to burfting.. You 
at.-, I fancy, a friend of Mr. Mount- 
ford’s ; come nearer and I will tell you ; 
for, fhort as my ftory is,. I can hardly 
command breath enough for a recital. 
The foa of count Refpino (I flarted as if 

I had 
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I had trod on a viper) has long had a cri- 
minal pafiion for my wife : this her pm* 
dence had concealed from me ; but he 
had lately the holdnefs to declare it to my-, 
felf. He pxomifed me affluence in ex* 
change for honour -t and threatened mi- 
fery, as its attendant, if I kept it. I 
treated him with the contempt he de- 
ferved : the gonfequence was, that he 
hired a couple of bravoes. (for I am per- 
fuaded they adted under bis diredion). who 
attempted to aftafiinate me in the ftreet; 
but l made fuch a de(en.ce as obliged 
them to fly, after having given me twp or 
three ftabs, none of which however were 
mortal. But his revenge was not thus to 
be difappointed : in the little dealings of 
my trade I had cpntraded forpe debts, 
which he had. pude himfelf mafter of for 
my ruin ; I was, confined here at his fuir, 
when not yet recovered from the wounds 
1 had received : that dear woman, and 
thefe two boys, followed me, that we 
might ftarye together ; but Providence 

interpofedj 
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interpofed, and Tent Mr. Mountford to: 
our fupport : hs has relieved my family 
from the gnawingsof hunger and refcued 
me from death, to which a fever, confe- 
quent on my wounds, and increafed by. 
the want of every neceflary had nearly 
reduced me.” 

“ Inhuman villain V’ I exclaimed, lift- 
ing up my eyes to heaven. “ Inhuman 
indeed ! faidthe lovely woman who flood 
at my fide : Alas 1 Sir, what had we done 
to offend him ? what had thefe little ones 
done, that they fhould perifh in the toils 
of his vengeance ?” 1 reached a pen 
which flood in an ink-flandifh at the bed- 
fide—“ May I afk what is the amount of 
the fum for which you are imprifoned ?”—* 
“ I was able, he replied, to pay all but 
500 crowns,” -1 wrote a draught on 
the banker with whom I had a credit 
from my father for 2500, and prefenting 
it to the flranger’s wife, “ You will re- 
ceive, Madam, on prefenting this note,; 

a fum 
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a fum more than fufficiem for your huf- 
band’s difcharge \ the remainder I leave 
for his induftry to increafe.” 1 wo’ d 
have left the room : each of them laid 
hold of one of my hands ; the children 
clung to my coat: Oh ! Mr. Harley, 
methinks I feel their gentle violence at 
this moment j it beats here with delight 
inexpreflible j—“ Stay, Sir, faid he, I do 
not mean attempting to thank you ; (he 
took a pocket-book from under his pil- 
low) let me but know what name I (hall 
place here next to Mr. Mountford’s ?— 
Sedley- ■■ ■ he writ it down—an Eng- 
lifhman too, I prefume.”—“ Hefhall go 
to heaven notwithftanding,” faid the boy 
who had been our guide. It began to be 
too much for me *, 1 fqueezed his hand 
that was clafped in mine 4 his wife’s I 
prefled to my lips, and burfl: from the 
place to give vent to the feelings that la- 
boured within me. 
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“ Oh ! Mountford!” faid I, when he 

liad overtaken me at the door ; “ it i§ 
time, replied he, that we fhould think off 
our appointment; young Retpino and his 
friends are waiting us?*—“ Damn him, 
damn him ! faid I ; let us leave Milan 
in'ftantly ; but foft I will be calm ; 
Mountford, your pencil.*'* I Vvrote on a 
flip of J>aper, 

To Signor R.efpiho, 
“ When you receive thisT am at a dif* 

tance frotn Milan. Accept of my thanks 
for the civilities I have received from you 
and your family. As to the friendfhip 
with which you was pleafed to honour me* 
the prifon, 'which 1 have juft left, iiasex* 
hibited a fcene to cancel it forever. You 
may poftibly be merry with your compa- 
nions at my weaknefs, as I fuppofe you 
will term it. I give you leave for deri- 
fion : you may affedt a triumph ; J ftiall 
feel it. 

Edward Sedley.” 
“ You 
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“ You may fend this if you will, laid 

Mountford coolly ; but ftill Refpino is 
a man of honour } the world will cout'u 
nue to call him fo.”—“ It is probable, I 
anfwered, they may I envy not the ap- 
pellation. If this is the world’s honour, 
if thefe men are the guides of its man*- 
ners”—Tut! faid Mountford, do you 
eat macaroni ?”   

X CHAP. 
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CHAP. LV. 

He fees Mifs Walton, and is happy: 

HARLEY was one of thofe few 
friends whom the malevolence of 

fortune had yet left me: I could not 
therefore but be fenfibly concerned for 
his prefent indifpofition ; there feldom 
paired a day on which I did not make 
inquiry about him. 

The Phyfician who attended him in- 
formed me the evening before, that he 
thought him confiderably better than he 
had been for fome time part. I called 
next morning to be confirmed in a piece 
of intelligence fo welcome to me. 

When I entered his apartment, I found 
him fitting on a couch, leaning on his 
hand, with his eye turned upwards in the 

attitude 
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attitude of thoughtful infpiration. His 
look iiad always an op;n benignity, which 
commanded efteem i there was now fome- 
Ihing anore—a gentle triumph in it. 

He rofe, and met me with his ufual 
kindnefs- When I told him the good ac- 
counts I had from his Phyfician, “ I 
am foolifh enough, faid he, to rely but 
little, in this inftance, upon Phyfic : my 
prefentiment may be faile : but 1 think I 
feel myfelf approaching to my end, by 
fteps fo eafy, that they woo me to ap- 
proach it. 

44 There-is a certain dignity in retiring 
from life at a time, when the infirmities 
of age have not Tapped our faculties. 
This world, my dear Charles, was a 
fcene in which I never much delighted. 
I was not formed for the buftle of the 
bufy ; nor the diflipation of the gay ; a 
thoufand things occurred where 1 blulhed 
for the impropriety of my conduct when 

X 2 I thought 
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I thought on the \yorld, though my rea- 
fon told me I fhould have blufhed to have 
done otherwife.—It was a fcene of difli- 
mulation, of reftraint, of difappointment. 
I leave it to enter on that ftate, which, I 
have learned to believe, is replete with the 
genuine happinels attendant upon virtue; 
I look back on the tenor of my life, with 
the confcioufnefs of few great offences to 
account for. There are blemifhes, I coxt- 
fefs, which deform in fome degree the 
picture. But I know the benignity of 
the Supreme Being, and rejoice at the 
thoughts of its exertion in my favour.1 

My mind expands at the thought I fhall 
enter into the fociety of the bleffed, wife 
as angels, with the fimplicity of chil- 
dren.1’ He had by this time clafped my 
hand, and found it wet by a tear which 
had juft fallen on it.—His eye began to 
moiften too—we fat for fome time filent— 
At iaft, with an attempt to a look of 
more compofure, “ There are fome re- 
membrances (faid Harley) which rife invo- 

luntarily 
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luntarily on my heart, and make me al* 
moft wifh to live. I have been blefled 
with a few friends, which redeem my 
opinion of mankind. I recoiled the Icenes 
of pleafure I have pafled amongft them 
with the tenderefl emotion ; but we fhall 
meet again, my friend, never to be fepa- 
rated. There are fome feelings which 
perhaps are too tender to be fuffered by 
the world. The world, is in general 
felfifh, interefted, and unthinking, and 
throws the imputation of romance or me- 
lancholy on every temper more fufcep_ 
tible than its own. I Cannot think but 
in thefe regions which I contemplate, if 
there is any thing of mortality left about 
us that thefe feelings will fubftft ;— they 
are called,—perhaps they are—weaknelTes 
here ;—but there may be fome better mo- 
dificationsof them in heaven, which may 
deferve the name of virtues.” He fighed 
as he fpoke thefe lafl words. He had 
fcarcely finifhed them, when the door 
opened, and hia aunt appeared leading in 

X3 Mife 
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Mifs Walton. “ My clear, fays (he, here 
is Mifs Walton, who has been fo kind as 
to come and enquire for you herfelf.” I 
could obferve a tranfrent glow upon his 
lace. He rofe from his feat—“ If to 
know Mifs Walton’s goodnefs, faid he, 
be a title to defeive it, I have fome claim.’* 
She begged him to refume his feat, and 
placed herfelf on the fofa befide him. I 
took my leave. Mrs. Margery accom- 
panied me to the door. He was left 
with Mifs Walton alone. She inquired 
anxioufly about his health. “ I believe, 
faid he, from the accounts which my 
phyiicians unwillingly give me, that they 
have no great hopes of my recovery.—- 
She darted as he fpoke; but recolle&ing 
herfelf immeclately, endeavoured to dat- 
ter him into a belief that his apprehen- 
fions were groundlefs. “ I know, faid he, 
that it is ufual with perfons at my time of 
life to have thefe hopes which your kind- 
nefs fuggeds; but I would not wifh to 
be deceived. To meet death as becomes 
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a man, is a privilege bellowed on few.—« 
I would endeavour to make it mine;—nor 
do I think that I can ever be better pre- 
pared for it than now -It is that chiefly 
which determines the fltnefs of its ap- 
proach.”-—“ The/e fentiments, anfwered 
Mifs Walton^ are juft ; but your, good 
fenfe, Mr. Harley* v/ill own, that life 
has its proper value. As the province of 
virtue,, life is ennobled ; as fuch, it is to 
be defired.—To virtue has the Supreme 
Director of all things afligned rewards 
enough, even, here to fix its attachment.” 

The fubje<5l began to overpower her.—; 

Harley lifted his eyes from the ground   
There are,.faid he, in a very low voice, 

there are attachments, Mifs Walton”—His 
glance, met her’s—They both betrayed a 
a confufion, and were both inftamly with- 
drawn—He paufed fome moments—“ I 
am in fuch a ftate as calls for fmcerity, let 
that alfo excufe it—It is perhaps the lad 
time we fliall ever meet. I feel fomething 

particularly; 
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particularly folemn in the acknowledg- 
ment, yet my heart fweils to make it, 
awed as it is by a fenfe of my prefump- 
tion, by a fenfe of your perfettions”   
He paufed again “ Let it not offend 
you to know their power over one fo un- 
worthy—it will, I believe, foon ceafe to 
beat, even with that feeling which it fhall 
lofe the lateft.—I o love Mifs Walton 
could not be a crime if to declare it is 
one—the expiation will be made ”—Her 
tears were now flowing without controul* 
—Let me intreat you, laid fhe, to have 
better hopes Let not life be fo indiffe- 
rent to you ; if my wifhescan put any 
value on it—I will not pretend to mifun- 
derftand you—1 know your worth—I 
have known it long—I have efleemed it— 
What would you have me fay ?—I have 
loved it as it deferred” He feized 
her hand—a languid colour reddened his 
cheek—a fmile brightened faintly in his 
eye as he gazed on her, ir grew dim> 
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back on his feat.—Mifs Walton fqreamed 
at the fight—His aunt and the fervants 
rufiied into the room—They found them 
lying motionlefs together.—His phyfician 
happened to call at that inflant. Every 
art was tried to recover them—With 
Mifs Walton they fucgeeded—But Harley 
was gone for ever. 

C H A P. 



^8 THE MAN OF FEELING. 

CHAP. LVf. i 

The motions of the heart. 
I Entered the room where his body lay j 

I approached it with reverence, not 
fear: I looked the recollection of the paft 
crowded upon me. I faw that form, 
which, but a little before, was animated 
with a foul which did honour to humanity, 
ftretched without fenfe or feeling before 
me. It is a connection we cannot eafily 
forget; 1 took his hand in mine ; I re- 
peated his name involuntarily ;—i felt a 
pulfe in every vein at the found. 1 looked 
earnestly in his face ; his eye was clofed, 
his lip pale and motionlefs. There is an 
cnthufufm in forrow that forgets impolli- 
bility ; I wondered that it was fo. The 
fight drew a prayer from my heart ; it 
was the voice of frailty and of man ! the 
confufion of my mind began to fubfide 
into thought j I had time to weep ! 

I turned, 
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I turned, with the lad farewell upon 

my lips, when I obierved old Edwards 
ftanding behind me. I looked him full 
in the face •, but his eye was fixed on ano- 
ther object : he prefied between me and 
the bed, and flood gazing on the breath- 
lefs remains of his benefactor; I fpoke to 
him 1 know not what ; but he took no 
notice of what I raid, and remained in the 
fame attitude as before. He flood fome 
minutes in that poflure, then turned and 
walked towards the door. He paufed as 
he went ;~he returned a fecond time : I 
could obferve his lips move as he looked j 
but the voice they would have uttered 
was lofl. He attempted going again; 
and a third time he returned as before.—- 
I faw him wipe his cheek ; then covering 
his face with his hands, his breafl heaving 
with the mofl convulfive throbs, he flung 
out of the room. 

THE 
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THE CONCLUSION. 

HE had hinted that he fhould like to 
be buried in a certain fpot near the 

grave of his mother. This is a weaknefs > 
but it is univerfally incident to humanity * 
it is atleaft a memorial for thofe who fur- 
vive: for feme indeed a flender memorial 
will ferve ; and the foft affe&ions, when 
they are bufy that way, will build their 
ftrudlures, were it but on the paring of a 
nail. 

He was buried in the place he had de- 
fired. It was fhaded by an old tree, the 
only one in the church-yard, in which 
there was a cavity worn by time. I have 
fat with him in it, and counted the tombs. 
The laft time we pa'fled there, methought 
he looked willfully on that tree : there 
was a branch of it, that bent towards us, 
waving in the wind ; he waved his hand, 
as if he mimicked its motion. There wast 

fomething 
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fomething predictive in his look! perhaps 
it is foolilh to remark it; but there are 
times and places when I am a child at 
thefe things. 

I fometimes vifit his grave; l fit in the 
hollow of the tree. It is worth a thoufand 
homilies! every nobler feeling rifes within 
me ! every beat of my heart awakens, a 
virtue! but it will make you hate the 
world No : there is fuch an air of 
gentlenefs around, that I can hate nothing; 
but, as to the world 1 pity the men. 
of it. 

F I N I Sr 
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