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262 THE HISTORY OF Let 20

help thinking even the accidental emanations of it
amiable in Tomlinfon, though demonftrated in a
female cafe; and judging better of him for being
capable of fuch?

LT L ER X X%

Mr. LoveLace, To Joun BeLrorp, Efq;

THIS debate between the captain and me was
hardly over, when the three women, led by Mifs
Rawlins, entered , hoping no intrufion — But very
defirous, the maiden faid, to know if we were likely
to accommodate.

O yes, I hope fo. You know, Ladies, that
your fex muft, in thefe cafes, preferve their forms.
They muft be courted to comply with their own
happinels. A lucky expedient we have hit upon,
The uncle has his doubts of our marriage. He
cannot believe , nor will any body, that it is
poffible that a man fo much in love, the Lady fo
defirable —

They all took the hint—It was a very extraordi-
nary cafe, the two widows allowed. Women, Jack,
{as I believe I have obferved elfewhere) have a
high opinion of what they can do for us. — Mifs
Rawlins defired, if I pleafed, to let them know the
expedient; and looked as if there was no need to
proceed in the reft of my fpeech.

I begged, that they would not let the Lady know
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I had told them what this expedient was; and they
fhould hear it.

They promifed.

It was this; That to oblige and fatisfy Mr. Har-
lowe, the ceremony was to be again performed,
He was to be privately prefent, and to give his niece
to me with his own hands — And fhe was retired
to confider of it.

Thou feeft, Jack, that I have provided an ex-
cufe, to fave my veracity to the women here, in
cafe 1 fhould incline to marriage, and fhe {hould
chufe to have Mifs Rawlins’s affiltance at the cere-
mony. Nor doubted I to bring my fair one to fave
my credit on this occafion, if I could get her to
confent to be mine.

A charming expedient! cried the widow. They
were all three ready to clap their hands for joy
upon it. Women love to be married twice at leaft,
Jack ; though not, indeed, to the fame man. And
all bleffed the reconciliatory fcheme, and the pro-
pofer of it; and, ftfppo{] ng it came from the captain
they looked at him with pleafure, while his face
fhone with the applaaf® implied. He [hould think
himfelf very happy , if he could bring about a general
reconciliation ; and he flourifhed with his head like
my man Will. on his vitory over old Grimes;
bridling by turns, like Mifs Rawlins in the height
of a prudifh fit.

But now it was time for the captain to think of
returning to town, having a great deal of bufinefs
to difpatch before morning : nor was he certain that
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he fhould again be able to attend us at Hamf{tead
before he went home.

And yet, as every thing was drawing towards a
crifis, I did not intend that he fhould leave Ham{tead
this night.

A meflage to the above effe® was carried up, at
my defire, by IMrs. Moore ; with the captain’s com-
pliments, and to know if fhe had any commands
for him to her uncle.

But I hinted to the women, that it would be
proper for them to withdraw, if the Lady did
come down: left fhe fhould not care to be fo
free before them on a propofal fo particular, as
fhe would be to us, who had offered it to her
confideration. ‘

Mrs. Moore brought down word, that the
Lady was following her. They all three with-
drew ; and fhe entered at one door, as they went
out at the other,

The captain accofted her, repeating the contents
of the meflage fent up; and defired, that fhe would
give him her commands in relation to the report he
was to make to her uncle Hglowc.

I know not what to fay, Sir, nor what I would
have you to fay, to my uncle — Perhaps you may
have bufinefs in town — Perhaps you need not fee
my uncle, till I have heard from Mifs Howe; till
after Lady Betty —1I don’t know what to fay.

I implored the return of that value, which fhe
bad fo generoufly acknowledged once to have
had for me. I prefumed, I faid, to flatter myfelf

“that Lady Betty, in her own perfon, and in the
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name of all my family , would be able, on my pro-
mifed reformation and contrition, to prevail in my
favor; efpecially as our profpeds in other refpects
with regard to the general reconciliation wifhed for,
were fo happy. But let me owe to your own
generofity, my deareft creature, faid I, rather than
to the mediation of any perfon on earth, the for-
givenefs I am an humble fuitor for. How much
more agreeable to yourfelf, O beft beloved of my
foul, muft it be, as well as obliging to me, that
your firft perfonal knowledge of my relations, and
theirs of you (for they will not be denied attend-
ing you ) fhould not be begun in recriminations and
appeals! As Lady Betty will be here fo foon, it
will not, perhaps, be poflible for you to receive
her vifit with a brow abfolutely ferene. But, deareft,
deareft creature, 1 befeech you, let the mifunder-
ftanding pafs as a {light one—As a mifunderftanding
cleared up. Appeals give pride and fuperiority to
the perfons appealed to, and are apt to leflen the
appellant, not only in their eye, but in her own.
Exalt not into judges thofe who are prepared
to take leflons and inftructions from you. The in-
dividuals of my family are as prond as I am faid to
be. But they will chearfully refign to your fuperi-
ority — You will be the firlt woman of the family
in every one’s eyes.

This might have done with any other womansin
the world but this; and yet fhe is the only woman
in the® world of whom it may with truth be faid.
But thus, angrily, did fhe difclaim the compliment.

Yes, indeed! —(and there fhe ftopt a moment,
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her {fweet bofom heaving with a noble difdain ) —
Cheated out of myfelf from the very firft! A fugitive
from my own family! Renounced by my relations! :
Infulted by you!—Laying humble claim to the pro- (4.
tection of yours! —Is not this the light in which I o havio
muft appear not only to the Ladies of your family,
but to all the world >——Think you, Sir, that in thefe
circumf{tances, or even had I been in the happieft,
that I could be affected by this plea of undeferved
fuperiority ?— You are a ftranger to the mind of
Clariffa Harlowe, if you think her capable of fo
poor and fo undue a pride!

She went from us to the further end of the room.

The captain was again affeted — Excellent crea-
ture! I called her; and, reverently approaching her,
urged further the plea I had laft made.

It 1s but lately, faid I, that the opinions of my re-
lations have been more than indifferent to me, whe-
ther good or bad ; and it is for your fake, more than
for my own, that I now wifh to ftand well with my
whole family. The principal motive of Lady Betty’s
coming up, iIs, to purchafe prefents for the whole
family to make on the happy occafion.

This confideration, turning to the captain, with fo
noble-minded a dear creature, I know, cdn have
no weight; only as it will fhow their value and
refpect. But whata damp would their worthy hearts
receive, were they to find their admired new niece,
as they now think her, not only not their niece,
but capable of renouncing me for ever! ¢T'hey
love me. They all love me. I have been guilty of
careleffnefs and levity to them, indeed; but of care-
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leffnefs and levity only; and that owing to a pride
that has fet me above meannels, though it has not
done every thing for me.

My whole family will be guarantees for my good
behaviour to this dear creature, their niece, their
daughter, their coufin, their friend , their chofen
companion and directrefs, all in one. — Upon my
foul, captain, we may, we muft be happy.

But, dearelt, deareft creature, let me on my
knees (and down I dropt, her face all the time
turned half from me, as fhe ftood at the window,
her handkerchief often at her eyes) on my knees,
let me plead your promifed forgivenels; and let us
not appear to them, on their vifit, thus unhappy
with each other. Lady Betty , the next hour that
fhe fees you, will write her opinion of you, and of
the likelihood of our future happinefs, to Lady Sarah
her filter, a weak-{pirited woman, who now hopes
to fupply to herfelf, in my bride, the loft daughter
fhe ftill mourns for!

The captain then joined in, and re-urged her un-
cle’s hopes and expectations, and his refolution effec-
tually to fet about the general reconciliation ; the
mifchief that might be prevented ; and the certainty
that there was, that her uncle might be prevailed
upon to give her to me with his own hand, if {he
made it her choice to wait for his coming up. But,
for his own part, he humbly advifed, and fervently
prefled her, to make the very next day, or Monday
at fartheft, my happy day.

Permit me, dearelt Lady, faid he, and I could
kneel to you myfelf (bending his knee) though I
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have no interelt in my earneftnefs, but the pleafure
I thould have to be able to ferve you all; to befeech
you to give me an opportunity to affure your uncle,
that I myfelf faw with my own eyes the happy knot
tied |—All rnifunderf’tandings, all doubts, all diffid-
ences, will then be at an end.

And what, Madam, rejoined I, fil] kneeling,
can there be in your new meafures, be they what
they will, that can fo happily, fo reputably , T will
prefume to fay, for all around , obviate the prefent
difficulties ?

Mifs Howe herfelf, if fhe love you , and if fhe
love your fame, Madam, urged the captain, his
knee flill bent; muft congratulate you on fuch a
happy conclufion,

Then turning her face, fhe faw the captain half
kneeling — O Sir! O captain Tomlinfon! — Why
this undue condefcenfion? extending her hand to
his elbow, to raife him. I cannot bear this! —Then
cafting her eye on me, Rife, Mr. Lovelace ——
Kneel not to the poor creature whom you have in-
fulted! — How cruel the occafion for it!—And
how mean the fubmiffion!

Not mean to fuch an angel ! — Nor can I rife, byt
to be forgiven!

The captain then re- urged once more the day —
He was amazed , he faid, if fhe ever valued me —

O captain Tomlinfon , interrupted fhe, how
much are you the friend of this man! —TIf I had
never valued him, he never would have had it in
his power to infult me; nor could I, if I bad never
regarded him, have taken to heart as I do the
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infult (execrable as it was) fo undefervedly, fo
ungratefully given — But let him retire— for a
moment let him retire. '

I was more than half afraid to truft the captain by
himfelf with her. He gave me a fign that I might
depend upon him. And then I took outof my pocket
his letter to me, and Lady Betty’s, and Mifs [Mon-
tague’s, and Lord VL. .’s letters (which laft fhe had
not then feen); and giving them to him, Procure
for me, 1n the firft place, IMr. Tomlinfon, a re-pe-
rufal of thefe three letters; and of this, from Lord
IM.. And I befeech you, my deareft life, give them
due confideration: and let me on my return find
the happy effects of that confideration.

I then withdrew; with flow feet however, and
a mifgiving heart.,

The captain infifted upon this re-perufal previoufly
to what fhe had to fay to him, as he tells me. She
complied, but with fome difficulty ; as if fhe was
afraid of being foftened in my favor.

She lamented her unhappy fituation; deftitute
of friends, and not knowing whither to go, or
what to do. She alked queftions, fifting queftions,
about her uncle, about her family, and after what
he knew of Mr. Hickman’s fruitlefs application in
her favor.

He was well prepared in this particular; for I
had fhown him the letters and extraéts of letters
of Vlifs Howe, which I had fo happily come at.
Vight fhe be affured, fhe afked him, that her
brother, with Singleton, and Solmes, were actually
in queft of her?
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He averred that they were.

She alked , 1f he thought I had hopes of prevail-
ing on her to go back to town ?

He was fute I had not.

Was he really of opinion, that Lady Betty would

ay her a vifit ?

He had no doubt of it.

Bat, Sir; but, captain Tomlinfon — (impatiently
turning from him, and again to him) I know not
what to do—But were I your daughter, Sir—were
you my own father—Alas !*Sir, I have neither father
nor mother!

He turned from her, and wiped his eyes.

O Sir! you have humanity !( (he wept ton] There
are fome men 1n the world, thank heaven, that can
be moved. O Sir, I have met with hard-hearted
men—in my own family too-—or I could not have
been fo unhappy as I am—But I make every body
unhappy! ;

His eyes no doubt ran over.

Deareft Madam! Heavenly Lady ! —Who can—
who can— hefitated and blubbered the dog, as he
owned. And, indeed, I heard fome part of what
pafled, though they both talked lower than I wifhed;
for, from the natuye of their converfation, there
was no room for altitudes.

Them, and Both, and They!— How it goes
againft me to include this angel of a creature, and
any man on earth but myfelf, in one word!

Capt. Who can forbear being qﬂfe‘ted?—But,
MMadam, you can be no other man’s.
¢l. Nor would I be. But he is fofunk with me,

Tx
10
10




Let. 200 CLARISSA HARLOWE.

271
To fire the houfe!—An artifice fo vile!—Contrived
for thegworlt of purpofes! — Would you have a

daughter of yours— But what would I fay 2—Yet
you fee, that I have nobody in whom I can con-
fide! — Mr. Lovelace is a vindi&ive man! — He
could not love the creature whom he could infult
as he has infulted me!

She paufed. And then refuming—Tn fhort, I never,
never can forgive him, nor he me. Do you think,
Sir, 1 would have gone fo far as I have gone, ifI
had intended ever to draw with him in one yoke?
—I left behind me fuch a letter —

You know, Madam, he has acknowledged the
jnl"tice of your refentment —

O Sir, he can acknowledge, and he can retract,
fifty times a day—DBut do not think I am t[zhmq
with myfelf and you, and want to be perfuaded
to forgive him, and to be his. There is nota crea-
ture of my fex, who would bave been more
explicit, and more frank, than I would have been,
from the moment I intended to be his, had I had
a heart like my own to deal with. I was always
above referve, Sir, I will prefume to fay, where
I bad no caufe of doubt. IVIr. Lovelace’s conduét
has made me appear, perhaps, over- nice, when my
heart wanted to be encouraged and affured; and
when, if it had been fo, my whole behaviour
would have been rJovemed by it.

She ftopt; her l..trndi\crchch at her e}e~

I inquired after the minutelt parts of her beha.
viour, as.well as after her words. I love, thou
knoweft, to trace human nature, and more
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pnruuihuiy female nature, through its moft fecret
recefles. ,

The pitiful fellow was loft in filent admiration of
her. And thus the noble creature proceeded.

It is the fate in unequal unions, that tolerable crea-
tures, thro’ them, frequently incur cenfure, when,
more happily yoked, they might be entitled to praife.
And fhall I not fhun an union with a man, that might
lead into errors a creature who flatters herfelf that
fhe is bleflt with an inclination to be good; and who
wilhes to make every one happy with whom fhe
has any connexion, even to her very fervants?

She paufed, taking a turn about the room—the
fellow, devil fetch him, a mummy all the time:
then proceeded:

Formerly, indeed, T hoped to be a humble means
of reforming him. But, when I have no fuch hope,
is it right (you are a ferious man, Sir) to make a
venture that {hall endanger my own morals ?

Still filent was the varlet. If my advocate had
nothing to fay for me, what hope of carrying my
caufe ?

And now, Sir, what is the refult of all? —It is
this— That you will endeavour, if you have that
influence over him which a man of your f{enfe
and experience ought to have, to prevail upon
him, and that for his own fake, as well as for
mine, to leave me free to purfue my own deftiny.
And of this you may affure him, that Inever will
be any other man’s.

Impoflible, Madam! 1 know that Mr. Lovelace
would not hear me with patience on fuch a topic. And
I do
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I do affure you, that I have fome fpirit, and
fhould not care to take an indignity from him,
or from any man living.

She paufed — then refuming — And think you,
Sir, that my uncle will refufe to receive a letter
from me? (How averfe, Jack, to concede a tittle
in my favor!)

I know , Madam , as matters are circumftanced,
that he would not anfwer it. If you pleafe, I will
carry one down from you.

And will he not purfue his intentions in my fav-
or, ‘nor be himfelf reconciled to me, except I am
married ?

From what your brother gives out, and affects
to believe, and IMr. Lovelace’s living with you in
the {ame —

No more, Sir—I am an unhappy creature !

He then re-urged, that itwould be in her power.
inftantly, or on.the morrow, to put an end to all
her difficulties.

How can that be? faid fhe: the licence fhll
to be obtained ? The fettlements ftill to be figned ?
Mifs Howe’s anfwer to my laft unreceived ?— And
fhall I, Sir, bein fuch a HURRY, as if I thought my
honor in danger if I delayed? Yet marry the man
from whom only it can be endangered ! — Unhappy,
thrice unhappy, Clariffa Harlowe ! — In how many
difficulties has one rafh ftep involved thee ! — And
fhe turned from him, and wept.

The varlet, by way of comfort, wept too: yet
her tears, as he might have obferved , were tears that
indicated rather a yielding than a perverfe temper.

Vor. V. S
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There 1s a fort of {tone thou knoweft, fo foft
in the quarry; that it may in a manner be cut
with a knife; but if the opportunity be not
taken , and it i1s expofed to the air for any time, it
will become as hard as marble, and then with diffi-
culty it yields to the chizel #, So this Lady, not
taken at the moment, after a turn or two crofs the
room, gained more refolution; and then f{he declared,
as fhe had done once before, that fhe would wait
the iffuec of Mifs Howe’s anfwer to the letter {he
had fent her from hence, and take her meafures ac.
cordingly —leaving it to him , mean time, to make
what report he thought fit, to her uncle — the kind-
eft that truth could bear, fhe doubted not from
captain Tomlinfon : and fhe fhould be glad of a few
lines from him, to hear what that was.

She wifhed him a good journey. She complained
of her head; and was about to withdraw: but I
{tept round to the door next the ftairs, as if I had
but juft come in from the garden (which, as I en-
tered, I called a very pretty one) and took her
reluctant hand, as fhe was going out: IVMy dearelt
life , you are not going ?— What hopes, captain ?
— Have you not fome hopes to give me of par-
don and reconciliation ?

She faid, fhe would not be detained. But I would
not let her go, till fhe had promifed to return, when
the captain had reported to me what her refolution
was.

And when he had, I fent up, and claimed her

* The nature of the Bath ftone, in particular,




Let. 20 CLARISSA HARLOWE. 275

promife ; and fhe came down again, and repeated
( as what fhe was determined upon) that fhe would
waic for IVlifs Howe’s anfwer to the letter fhe had
written to her, and take her meafures according
to 1ts contents.

I expoftulated with her upon it, in the moft fub-
miflive and earnelt manner. She made it neceffary for
me to repeat many of the pleas I had before urged.
The captain feconded me with equal earneftnefs.
At laft, each fell down on our knees before her.

She was diftrefled. I was afraid at one time fhe
would have fainted. Yet neither of us would rife
wichout fome conceflions. 1 pleaded my own fake;
the captain, his dear friend her uncle’s; and both
vepleaded, the prevention of future michief ; and
the peace and happinefs of the two families.

She owned herfelf unequal to the conflict. She
fighed. She fobbed. She wept. She wrung her
hands.

I was perfectly eloquent in my vows and protef-
tations. Her tearful eyes were calt down upon
me ; a glow upon each charming cheek; a vifible
anguifh 1n every lovely feature — At laft, her

trembling knees feeming to fail her, fhe dropt into
the next Chdll" her charming face, as if feeking for
a .rduﬂ" place ( which a mot her’s bofom would have
bef fupp ied) finking upon her own fhoulder.

1 forgot at the mit.mt all my vows of revenge.
Todbeion myfelf at her feet as the {at; and, fnatching
her hand , preffed it with my lips. I b\_fougl.t heaven
to forgive my paft offences, and prolper my future
hopes , as 1 defigned honurably and jultly by the

: S 2




296 THE HISTORY OF © Let. z0.

charmer of my heart , if once more fhe would reftore
me to her favor. And I thought I felt drops of
fcalding water (could they be tears?) trickle down
upon my cheeks ; while my cheeks, glowing
like fire, feemed to Icorch up the unwelcome
ftrangers.

I then arofe, not doubting of an implied pardon
in this filent diftrefs. 1 raifed the captain. I whif-
pered him — By my foul, man, I am in earneft —
Now talk of reconciliation, of her uncle, of the
licence , of fettlements — And raifing my voice, If
now at laft, captain Tomlinfon , my angel will give
me leave to call fo great a blefling mine, it will
be impoffible that you fhould fay too much to her
uncle in praife of my gratitude, my affection, and
fidelity to his charming niece; and he may begin
as foon as he pleafes, his kind fchemes for effect-
ing the defirable reconciliation ! — Nor fhall he pre-
fcribe any terms to me, that I will not comply
with.

The captain bleffed me with his eyes and hands
—'Thank God, whifpered he. We approached the
Lady together.

Capt.” What hinders , deareft [VIadam, what now
hinders, but that Lady Betty Lawrance, when fhe
comes , may be acquainted with the truth of every
thing?And that then fhe may affift privately at
your nuptials ? —I will ftay till they are celebrated;
and then fhall I go down with the happy tidings
to my dear Mr. Harlowe. And all will, all muft,
foon be happy.

I muft have an anfwer from Mifs Howe , replied
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the ftill trembling fair one. I cannot change my
new mealures , but with her advice. 1 will forfeit
all my hopes of happinefs in this world , rather than
forfeit her good opinion, and that fhe fhould think
me giddy , unfteady, or precipitate. All I will fur-
ther fay on the prefent fubject is this, That, when
I have her anfwer to what I have written, 1 will
write to her the whole ftate of the matter, as I
{hall then be enabled to do.

Lovel. Then muft I defpair for ever — O captain
Tomlinfon, Mifs Howe hates me!— Mifs Howe—

Cept. Not fo, perhaps — When Mifs Howe knows
your concern for having offended, fhe will never
advife, that, with fuch profpects of general recon-
ciliation, the hopes of fo many' confiderable perfons
in both gamilies fhould be fruftrated. Some lictle
time, as this excellent Lady has forefeen and hinted,
will neceffarily be taken up, in actually procuring
the licence, and in perufing and figning the fettle-
ments. In that time Mifs Howe’s anfwer may be re-
ceived; and Lady Betty may arrive; and fhe, no
doubt, will have weight to diffipate the Lady’s -
doubts, and to accelerate the day. It [hall be my
part, mean time, to make IMr. Harlowe eafy. All
I fear from delay is, from Mr. James Harlowe’s
quarter; and, therefore, all muft be conducted with
prudence aud privacy ; — as your uncle, Madam ,
has propofed.

She was filent. I rejoiced in her filence. The
dear creature, thought I, has actually forgiven mein
her heart! —But why will {he not lay me under

obligation to her, by the generofity of an explicit

o
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declaration ?— And yet, asthat would not accelerate
any thing , while the licence is not in my hands, fhe
1s the lefs to be blamed (if I do her juftice) for tak-
ing more time to defcend.

I propofed, as on the morrow night, to go to
town; and doubted not to bring the licence up with
me on Monday morning. Would fhe be pleafed to
affure me, that fhe would not depart from Mrs.
Moore’s ?

She fhould ftay at IMrs. Moore’s, till fhe had an
anfwer from Mifs Howe.

I told her, that I hoped I might have her tacit
confent at leaft , to the obta'ning of the licence.

I faw by the turn of her countenance, that I
fhould not have afked this queftion. She was o
far from tacitly confenting ,that fhe declaféd to the
contrary.

As I never intended, I faid, to alk her to enter
again into a houfe, with the people of which fhe
was fo much offended, would fhe be pleafed to
give orders for her clothes to be brought up hither?
Or fhould Dorcas attend her for any of her com-
mands on that head?

She defired not ever more to {ee any body belong-
ing to that houfe. She might, perhaps, get IMrs. Moore
or Mrs. Bevis to go thither for her, and take her
keys with them.

I doubted not, I faid, that Lady Betty would
arrive by that time. I hope fhe had no objection
to my bringing that Lady and my coufin Montague
up with me?
She was filent,




.20, Let. 200 CLARISSA HARLOWE. 279

To be fure, VM. Lovelace, faid the captain, the
Lady can have no objection to this.
She was 'ftill filent. So filence in this cale was

affent.
70 to Would fhe be pleafed to write to Mifs Howe ?—
Sir! Sir ! peevifhly interrupting— Nomore quef-
tions: no prefcribing to me. — You will do as you

think fit. So will I, as I pleafe. I own no obliga-
tion to you. Captain Tomlinfon, your fervant. Re-
commend me to my uncle Harlowe's favor. And
was going.

I took her reluctant hand , and befought her only
to promife to meet me early in the morning.

To what purpofe meet you? Have you more
to {ay , than has been faid? — I have had enough
of vows and prote&ations , Migalovelace. To what
purpofe fhould I meet you to'morrow morning ?

I repeated my requeft, and that in the mofit fer-
vent manner, naming {ix in the morning.

« You know, that I am always ftirring before
that hour, at this feafon of the year,” was the half-
exprelled confent.

She then again recommended herfelf to her uncle’s
favor ; and withdrew.

And thus, Belford, has fhe mended her markets,
as Lord IM.. would fay, and I worfted mine. Vifs
Howe’s next letter is now the hinge oh which the

i) fate of both muft turn. I fhall be abfolutely ruined
o and undone , if I cannot intercept it. ;

S 4
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L Babei &R %X X 1.
Mr. LovELACE, To JouN BELFoRD, Efq;

Sat. Midnight.

N O reft, fays a text that I once heard preached
upon, to the wicked — And I cannot clofe my eyes
( yet wanted only to compound for half an hour in
an elbow.chair) — So muft fcribble on.

I parted with the captain, after another ftrong
debate with him in relation to what is to be the
fate of this Lady. As the fellow has an excellent
head, and would have made an eminent figure in
any ftation ef lifegishad not his early days been
tainted with a deepierime, and he detected in it;
and as he had the right fide of the argument; I
had a good deal of difficulty with him ; and at laft
brought myfelf to promife, that if I could prevail
upon her generoufly to forgive me, and to reinftate
me in her favor, I would make it my whole en-
deavour to get off of my contrivances, as happily as
I could (only that Lady Betty and Charlotte muft
come ); and then, fubftituting him for her uncle’s
proxy, take fhame to myfelf, and marry. '

But,if I fhould, Jack ( with the ftrongeft antipathy
to the {tate that ever man had) what a figure thall I
make in rakifh annals ? And can I have taken all this
pains for nothing? Or for a wife only, that, how-
ever excellent (and any woman, do I think, I
could make good, becaufe I could make any woman
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fear as well as love me) might have been obtained
without the plague I have been at, and much more
reputably than with it? And haft thou not feen, that
this haughty woman (forgive me that I call her
haughty! and a woman! Yet is fhe not haughty?)
knows not how to forgive with gracioufnefs ? Indeed,
has not at all forgiven me? But holds my foulina
{ufpenfe which has been fo grievous to her own.

At this filent moment, I think, that if I were to
purfue my former {cheme, and refolve to try whether
I cannot make a greater fault ferve as a {ponge to
wipe out the lefs; and then be forgiven for that; I
can jultify myfelf to myfelf; and that, as the fair
invincible would fay, 1s all in all.

As it is my intention, in all my reflections, to
avoid repeating, at leaft dwelling upon, what I have
before written to thee, tho the ftate of the cafe may
not have varied; fol would have thee to re-confider
the old reafonings (particularly thofe contained in my
anfwer to thy laft expoftulatory nonfenfe;) and
add the new, as they fall from my pen; and then1
fhall think myfelf invincible;—at leaft, as arguing
rake to rake.

I take the gaining of this Lady to be effential to
my happinefs: and is it not natural for all men to
aim at obtaining whatever they think will make them
happy, be the object more or lefs confiderable in the
eyes of others.

As to the manner of endeavouring to obtain her,
by falfification of oaths, vows, and the like—Do not
the poets of two thoufand years and upwards tell us,
that Jupiter laughs at the perjuries of lovers? And
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tet me add to what I have, heretofore, mentioned on
that head, a quefltion or two.

Do not the mothers, the aunts, the grand-
mothers, the governeffes of the pretty innocents,
always , from their very cradles to riper years,
preach to them the deceitfulnefs of men? — That
they are not to regard their oaths, vows, promifes?
— What a parcel of fibbers would all thefe reverend
matrons be, if there were not now andsthen a pretty
credulous rogue taken in for a juftification of their
preachments, and to ferve as a beacon lighted up
for the benefit of the reft ?

Do we not then fee, that an honelt prowling fel-
low 1s a neceflary evil on many accounts? Do we not
fee, that it1s highly requifite that a fweet girl fhould
be now and then drawn afide by him ?— And the
more. eminent the girl , in the graces of perfon,
mind, and fortune, is not the example likely to be
the more efficacious ?

If thefe poftulata be granted me, who, I pray,
can equal my charmer in all thefe? Who, therefore,
fo fit for an example to the reft of the fex?—At
worft, I am entirely within my worthy friend
Mandeville’s affertion, That private vices are public
benefits.

Well then, if this {weet creature muft fall, asitis
called, for the benefit of all the pretty fools of the
fex, fhe muft; and there’s an end of the matter.
And what would thereshave been in it of uncommon
or rare, had I not been fo long about it? — And fo
1 difmifs all further argumentation and debate upon

wrote W
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the queftion: and I impofe upon thee, when thou
writelt to me, an eternal filence on this head.

Waferd on, as an after-written introduction to
the paragraphs which follow, marked with
turned comma’s (thus, “:)

LORD, Jack, what fhall I do now!—How one
evil brings on another!— Dreadful news to tell thee!
— While I was meditating a fimple robbery, here
have Iin my own defence indeed) been guilty of
murder! A bloody '*1-11‘& er!—So 1 believe 1t will
prove.— At her laft ¢ {p! —Poor impertinent op-
pofer! Eternally ich[tmgl——htem ally contradicting !
There fhe lies, weltering in her blood! Her death’s
wound have I given her! — But fhe was a thief, an
impoftor, as well as a tormentor. She had ftolen my
pen. — While I was fullenly meditating,, doubtma,
as to my future meafures, {he' {tole it; and thus (he
wrote with it, in a hand exadtly like my own;
and would have faced me down, that it was reaily
my own hand-writing.

« But let me reflect, before it be too late. On the
manifold perfections of this ever- admirable creature
let me reflect. The band yet is only held up.
The blow is not f{truck. IVIifs Howe’s next letter
may blow thee up. In policy thou fhouldelt be
now at leaft honeft. Thou canft not live without
her. Thou wouldeft rather marry her than lofe
her abfolutely. Thou mayeft undoubtedly prevail

upon her, inflexible as fhe feems to be , for marriage.




284 THE HISTORY OF Let. 21.

But if now fhe find thee a villain, thou mayeft
never more engage her attention, and fhe, perhaps,
will refufe and abhor thee.

“Yet already have I not gone too far? Like a
repentant thief, afraid of his gang, and obliged to
go on, in fear of hanging till he comes to be hanged,
I am afraid of the gang of my curfed contrivances.

“ As I hope to live, I am forry (at the prefent
writing ) that I have been fuch a foolifh plotter, as
to put it, 'as I fear I have done, out of my own
power to be honeft. I hate compulfion in all forms;
and cannot bear, even to be compelled togbe the
wretch my choice has made me!—So now, Bel-
ford, as thou haft faid, I am a machine at laft, and
no free agent.

*“ Upon my foul, Jack, it is a very foolith thing
for a man of fpirit to have brought himfelf to fuch
a height of iniquity, that he muft proceed, and
cannot help himfelf; and yet to be next to certain,
that his very victory will undo him.

“Why was fuch a woman as this thrown in my
way, whofe very fall will be her glory, and, per-
haps, not only my fhame, but my deftruction ?

“ What a happinefs muft that man know, who
moves regularly to fome laudable end, and has no-
thing to reproach himfelf with in his progrefs to it!
When, by honeft means, he attains this end,
how great and unmixed muft be his enjoyments!
What a happy man, in this particular cafe, had I
been, had it been given me to be only what I
wifhed to appear to be!”

Thus far had my confcience written with my pen ;




Let. 211 CLARISSA HARLOWE. 285

and fee what a recreant the had made me ! — I feized
her by the throat — There! —There, faid I, thou
vile impartiucut' Take that, and that!— How
often have I given thee warning '—An(i now,l hope,
thon mt:uduw varletefs, have I done thy bul lne{'s
Puleing, and low-voiced , rearing up thy detefted
head , in vain imploreft thou my mercy, who, in thy
day, halt fhowed me fo little! —Take that, for a
rifing blow ! — And now will thy pain, and my pain
from thee, foon be over.— Lie there! — Welter on!
—Had I not given thee thy death’s wound, thou
wouldeft have robbed me of all my joys. Thou
couldeft not have mended me, ’tis plain. Thou
couldeft only have thrown me into defpair. -Didlt
thou not fee, that I bad gone too far to recede ?—
Welter on, once more 1 bid thee! — Gafp on!—
That thy laft gafp, furely ! — How hard dieft thou !—
Adien!— thappv man ! Adieu!
*Tis kind in thee, however, to bid me Adien!—
Adieu, adieu, adieu, to thee, O thou inflexible,
and, till now, unconquerable befom-intruder —
Adieu to thee for ever!
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LETITER  XXLL

Mr. LoveLace, To JouN BerLrorp, Efg;
Sunday Morn. June 11. 4 o'Clock.

1& FEW words to the verbal information thou
fenteft me laft night concerning thy poor old man;
and then I rife from my feat, thake myfelf, refrefh,
new drefs, and fo to my charmer, whom, notwith-
ftanding her referves, I hope to prevail upon to
walk out with me on the heath, this warm and
fine morning.

The birds mult have awakened her before now.
They are in full fong. She always gloried in accuf-
tomirng herfelf to behold the fun-rife; one of God’s
natural wonders, as once fhe called it.

Her window falutes the eaft. The valleys mult
be gilded by his rays, by the time I am with her;
for already have they made the up-lands fmile, and
the face of nature chearful.

How infuitable wilt thou find this gay preface to
a fubjec fo gloomy, as that I am now turning to!

I am glad to hear thy tedious expectatipns are at
laft anfwered.

Thy fervant tells me, that thou art plaguily grieved
at the old fellow’s departure. !

[ can’t fay, but thou mayft look as if thou wert;
haraffed as tholighalt been for a number of days and
nights with :i?:(ﬁofe attendance upon a dying man,
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beholding his drawing-on hour —Pretending, for
decency’s fake, to whine over his excruciating
pangs — To be in the way to anfwer a thoufand
umpertinent inquiries after the health of a man thou
wifhedlt to die—To pray by him—for fo once
thou wroteft to me!—To read by him —To be
forced to join in confultation with a crew of folemn
and parading doctors, and their officious zanies
the apothecaries, joined with the butcherly tribe
of {carificators; all combined to carry on the phy-
fical farce, and to cut out thongs both from his
fleth and lys eltate— To have the fuper-added ap-
prebenfion of dividing thy intereft in what he fhall
leave with a crew of eager-hoping, never-to-be-
{atisfied relations, icfvnm.w and the devil knows
who, cof private gratfiers of pailions laudable and
illaudable — In thefe circumftances, I wonder not
that thou lookeft befoge fervants {;lw little grieved
at heart as thyfelf, afid who arc gaping after legn‘ues,
as thou after heirfhip) as if thou, mdecd, wert
grieved; and as if the molt wry -f;lced woe had
befallen thee.

Then, as I have often thought, the refle®ion
that muft naturally arife from fuch mortifying
objects, as the dea ith of one with whom we have
been familiar, muft afford, when we afe obliged
to attend it in its flow approaches, and in its
face-twifting pangs, that it will one day be our
own cafe, goes a great way to credit the appear-
ance -of grief

And this it is that, ferioufly reflected upon, may
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temporatily give a fine air of fincerity to the
wailings of lively widows, heart-exulting heirs,
and refiduary legatees of all denominations; fince,
by keeping down the inward joy, thofe interefting
reflections mult fadden the afpe, and add an
appearance of real concern to the affumed fables.

Well , but, now thou art come to the reward of
all thy watchings, anxieties, and clofe attendances
tell me what it is; tell me if it compenfate thy
trouble, and anfwer thy hope ?

As to mylelf, thou feeft, by the gravity of my
ftyle, how the fubject has helped to gojtify me,
But the neceflity I am under of committing either
Ipeedy macrimony, or a rape, has faddened over
my gayer profpects, and, more than the cafe itfelf,
contributed to make me fympathize with thy prefent
joyful forrow.

Adien, Jack. I muflt begfoou out of my pain;
and my Clariffa fhall be foon out of hers—For fo
does the arduoufnefs of the cafe require.

LETTER
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EETTER XXIIL
Mr. Loverace, To JouN Berrorp, Efg;

Sunday Morning.

I HAVE had the honor of my charmer’s company
for two complete hours. We met before fix in
Mrs. Moore’s garden. A walk on the heath refufed
me.

The fedatenefs of her afpect, and her kind compli-
ance 1n this meeting, gave me hopes. And all that
either the captain or I had urged yeflerday to obtain
a full and free pardon, that re-urged I; and I told
her, befides, that capt. Tomlinfon was gone down
with hopes to prevail upon her uncle Harlowe to
come up in perfon, in order to prefent to me the
greateft blefling that man ever received.

But the utmolt I could obtain was, that fhe
would take no refolution in my favor till fhe re-
ceived Mifs Howe’s next letter,

I will not repeat the arguments I ufed: but I
will give thee the fubftance of what fhe faid in
anfwer to them.

She had confidered of every thing, fhe told me.
My whole conduét was before her. The houfe I
carried her to, muft be a vile houfe. The people
early fhowed what they were capable of, in the
earnelt attempt made to faften Mifs Partington upon
her; as fhe doubted not, with my approbation —
(Surely, thought I, fhe has not received a duplicate

Vor. V. f &
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of Mifs Howe’s letter of dete®ion!) They heard
her cries. IVly infult was undoubtedly premeditateds
By my whole recollected behaviour to her, previous
to it, it muft be fo. 1 had the vileft of views, no
queltion. And my treatment of her put it out of
all doubt.

Soul all over, Belford! fhe feems fenfible of liber-
ties, that my paffion made me infenfible of having
taken ; or fhe could not fo deeply refent.

She befought me to give over all thoughts of
her. Sometimes, fhe faid, fhe thought herfelf
cruelly treated by her neareft and deareft relations:
at fuch times, a fpirit of repining, and even of
refentment, took place; and the reconciliation, at
other times fo defirable, was not then fo much
the favorite wifh of her heart, as was the feheme
fhe bhad formerly planned — of taking her good
Norton for her direérefs and guide , and living
upon her own cftate in the manner her grandfather
had intended fhe fhould lLive.

This fcheme fhe doubted not that her coufin Mor-
den, who was one of her truftees for that eftate,
would enable her (and that, as fhe hoped, without
litigation ) to purfue. And if he can, and does,
what, Sir, let me alk you, faid fhe, bave I feen
in your conduct, that fhould make me prefer to 1t
an union of interefts, where there is fuch a difunion
in minds ? '

So thou feeft, Jack, there is reafon, as well as
refentment, in the preference fhe makes againft
me!—Thou feeft, that the prefumes to think, that
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fhe can be happy without me; and that fhe muft
be unhappy with me!

I had befought her, in the conclufion of my re-
urged arguments, to write to IVifs Howe before
Mifs Howe’s anfwer could come, in order to lay
before her the prefent flate of things; and if fhe
would pay a deference to her judgment, to let her
have an opportunity to give it, on the full know-
ledge of the cafe —

So I would, Mr. Lovelace, was the anfwer, if I
were in doubt myfelf, which I would prefer; mar-
riage, or the fcheme I have mentioned. You cannot
think, Sir, but the latter muft be my choice. I with
to part with you with temper— Don’t put me upon
repeating —

Part with me, IMadam, intermpted I! —1I cannot
bear thofe words!— But let me befeech you, how-
ever, to write to IMifs Howe. I hope, if Mifs
Howe is not my enemy —

She i1s not the enemy of your perfon, Sir;—as
you would be convinced, if you faw her laft letter
* to me. But were fhe not an enemy to your
actions, fhe would not be my friend, nor the friend
of virtue. Why will you provoke from me; Mr.
Lovelace , the harfhnéfs of expreflion, which,
however deferved by you, I am unwilling jult
now to ufe; having fuffered enough in the two
paft days from my own vehemence ?

I bit my lip for vexation. 1 was filent.

* The Lady innocently means Mr. Lovelace’s forged one. See

p. 197, & fey
T 2
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Mifs Howe, proceeded fhe, knows the full ftate
of matters already, Sir. The anfwer I expect from
her refpects myfelf, not you. Her heart is too warm
m the caufe of friendfhip, to leave me in fufpenfe
one moment longer than 1s neceffary, as to what I
want to know. Nor does her anfwer depend
abfolutely upon herfelf. She muft fee a perfon firft;
and that perfon, perhaps, muft fee others.

The curfed {muggler-woman, Jack ! —— Mifs
Howe’s Townfend, I doubt not!—Plot, contrivance,
intrigue , [tratagem ! — Underground moles thefe
women — But let the earth cover me! Let me be a
mole too, thought I, if they carry their point!—
And if this Lady efcape me now !

She frankly owned, that fhe had once thought of
embarking out of all our ways for fome one of our
American colonies : but now that fhe had been
compelled to fee me ( which had been her greatelt
dread , and which fhe would have given her life to
avoid) fhe thought fhe might be happielt in the
refumption of her former favorite {cheme, if Mifs
Howe could find her a reputable and private
alylum, till her coufin Morden could come. But
if he came not foon, and if fhe had a difficulty to
oet to a place of refuge, whether from her brother
or from any body elfe ( meaning me, I fuppofe) the
might yet, perhaps, go abroad : for, to fay the truth,
fhe could not think of returning to her father’s
houfe; Tince her brother’s rage, her fifter's up-
braidings , her father’s anger, bher mother’s {till
more-affe@ing forrowings, and her own confcioufnefs

under them all, would be infupportable to her.
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O Jack! 1 am fick to death, I pine, I die, for
Mifs Howe’s next letter! I would bind, gag, firip,
rob, and do any thing but murder, to intercept it.

But, determined as fhe feems to be, it was
evident to me, neverthelels, that fhe had ftill fome
tendernels for me.

She often wept as fhe talked, and much oftener
figh’d. She looked at me twice with an eye of un-
doubted gentlenefs, and three times with an eye
tending to compaflion and foftnefs: but its benign
rays were as often fnatched back, as I may fay,
and her face averted, as if her fweet eye were not
to be trufted , and could not ftand againft my eager
eyes; fceking, as they did, for a loft heart in hua,
and endeavouring to penetrate to her very foul.

IMore than once I took her hand. She ftruggled
not much againft the freedom. I preffed it once with
my lips. She was not very angry. A frown indeed ;
but a frown that had more diftrefs m it than indig-
nation.

How came the dear foul (clothed as it is with fuch
a filken velture) by all its {teadinefs *? —Was it
necéffary, that the aive gloom of fuch a tyrant
of a father, fhould commix with fuch a paffive
fweetnefs of a will-lefs mother, to pmduce a con-
ftancy, an equanimity , a fleadinefs, in the daughter,
which never woman before could boaft of? —If
fo, fhe 1s more obliged to that defpotic father than
I could have nmrrmed a creature to be, who gave

(*) See Vol. I, p. 61, 62. 106. 155, 156. for what she herfelf
fays on that fteadinefs which Mr. Lovelace, though a deferved {ufferer
by it, cannot help admiring.
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diftinction to every one related to her beyond what
the crown itfelf can confer.

I hoped, I faid, that fhe would admit of the in.
tended wvifit, which I had fo often mentioned, of
the two Ladies.

She was here. She had feen me. She could not
help herfelf at prefent. She ever had the higheft re-
gard for the Ladies of my family, becaufe of their
worthy characters. There fhe turned away her fweet
face, and vanquifhed an half-rifen figh.

I kneeled to her then. It was upon a verdant cu-
fhion; for we were upon the grafs-walk. I caught
her hand. 1 befought her with an earneftnefs that
calied up, as I could feel, my heart to my eyes, to
make me, by her forgivenefs and example, more
worthy of them, and of her own kind and generous
wifhes. By my foul, Madam, faid I, you ftab me
with your goodnefs, your undeferved goodnefs!
and T cannot bear it!

Why, why, thoughtI, as I did feveral times in
this converfation, will fhe not generoufly forgive me?
Why will fhe make it neceffary for me to bring Lady
Becty and my coufin to my affiftance? Can the
fortrefs expect the fame advantageous capitulation,
which yields not to the fummons of a refiftlefs con-
queror, as if it gave not the trouble of bringing up,
and raifing its heavy artillery againft it ?

What fenfibilities, faid the divine creature, with-
drawing her hand, muft thou have fuppreffed ! —
What a dreadful, what a judicial hardnefs of heart
muft thine be ; who canft be capable of fuch emotions
as fometimes thou haft fhown ; and of fuch fentiments,
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as fometimes have flowed from thy lips; yet canit
have fo far overcome them all, as to be able
to a& as thou halt aded, and that from fettled
purpofe and premeditation; and this, as it is fad,
throughout the whole of thy life, from infancy
to this time !

I told her, that I had hoped, from the generous
concern [he had exprefled for me, when I was fo
fuddenly and dangeroufly taken ill —(The Ipecacu-
anha experiment, Jack!)

She interrupted me.— Well have you rewarded
me for the concern you {peak of!—However, I
will frankly own, now that I am determined to
think no more of you, that you might (unfatisfied as I
nieverthelefs was with you) have made an intereft —

She paufed. I befought her to proceed.

Do you fuppofe, Sir, and turned away her fweet
face as we walked; do you fuppofe, that I had
not thought of laying down a plan to govern myfelf
by, when I found myfell fo ubappily over-reached,
and cheated, as I may fay, out of myfelf?—When
I found, that I ¢ould not be, and do, what 1
wilbed to be, andto do; do you imagine, thac
1 bad not caft about, what was the next proper
courle to take?—And do youn believe, that:this
next courfe has not colt me fome pain, to be
obliged to —

There again fhe ftopt.

But let us break off difcourfe, refumed fhe. The
fubjec grows too—She fighed-—Letus break of dif-
courfe —I will go in—1I will prepare for church —
(The devil! thought1) well as I can appear in thefe

T 4
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every day worn clothes — looking upon herfelf —
I will go to church.

She then turned from me to go into the houfe.

Blefs me, my beloved creature, blefs me with
the continuance of this affeting converfation —
Remorfe has feized my heart! —1 have been ex-
ceffively wrong— Give me further caufe to curfe
my heedlefs folly, by the continuance of this calm,
but foul-penetrating converfation.

No, no, Mr. Lovelace. I have faid too much.
Impatience begins to break in upon me. If you can
excule me to the Ladies, it will be better for my
mind’s fake, and for your credit’s fake, that I do
not fee them. Call me to them over-nice, petulant,
prudifh; what you pleafe, call me to them. Nobody
but Mifs Howe, to whom, next to the Almighty,
and my own mother, I wifh to ftand acquitted of
wilful error, fhall know the whole of what has
pafled. Be happy, as you may!—Deferve to be
happy, and happy $ou will be, in your own re-
flection at leaft, were you to be ever fo unhappy
in other refpects, For myfelf, if I thall be enabled,
on due reflection, to look back upon my own con-
duct, without the great reproach of having wilfully,
and 'wam& the light of my own judgment, erred,
1 ﬁmll be more happy, than if I had all that the
world accounts defirable.

The noble creature proceeded ; for I could not
fpeak.

This felf-acquittal, when fpirits are lent me to difpel
the darknefs which at prefent too often over-clouds

man €
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my mind, will, I hope, make me fuperior to all
the calamities that can befal me.

Her whole perfon was informed by her fentiments!
She feemed to be taller than before. How the God
within her exalted her, not only above me, but
above herfelf! :

Divine creature! (as I thought her) I called her.
I acknowledged the fuperiority of her mind; and
was proceeding — but fhe interrupted me-—All hu-
man excellence, faid fhe, is comparative only. My
mind, I believe, is indeed fuperior to yours, debafed
as yours is by evil habits: but I had not known it
to be fo, if you had not taken pains to convince me
of the inferiority of yours.

How great, how fublimely great, this creature!
By my foul, I cannot forgive her for her virtues!—
There is no bearing the confcioufnefs of the infi-
nite inferiority fhe charged me with. — But why
will fhe break with me, when good refolutions
are taking place ? — The red-hot iron fhe refufes
to ftrike —O why will fhe fuffer the yielding wax
to harden?

We had gone but a few paces towards the houfe,
when we were met by the impertinent women, with
notice, that breakfaft was ready. I could only, with
up-lifted hands, befeech her to give me hope of a
renewed converfation after breakfaft.

No; fhe would go to church.

And into the houfe fhe went, and up ftairs directly.
Nor would fhe oblige me with her company at the
tea-table.

1 offered by Mrs. Moore to quit both the table
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and the parlour, rather than fhe fhould exclude
herfelf, or deprive the two widows of the favor of
her company.

That was not all the matter, fhe told IVIrs. Moore.
She had been ftruggling to keep down her temper.
It had coft her fome pains to do it. She was defirous
to compofe herfelf, in hopes to receive bencfit by
the Divine worfhip fhe was going to join in.

Mrs. Moore hoped for her prefence at dinner.

She had rather be excufed. Yet, if fhe could
obtain the frame of mind fhe hoped for, fhe might
not be averfe to fhow, that fhe had got above
thofe fenfibilities, which gave confideration to a
man who deferved not to be to her what he had
been.

This faid, no doubt, to let IMrs. Moore, know,
that the garden converfation had not been a recon-
ciling one.

Mrs. Moore feemed to wonder, that we were
not upon a better foot of underftanding, after fo
long a conference; and the more, as fhe believed,
that the Lady had given in to the propofal for the
repetition of the ceremony, which I had told them
was infifted upon by her uncle Harlowe. But I
accounted for this, by telling both widows, that
fhe was refolved to keep on the referve, till fhe
heard from captain Tomlinfon, whether her uncle
would be prefent in perfon at the folemnity, or
would name that worthy gentleman for his proxy.

Again | enjoined firict fecrecy, as to this par-
ticular; which was promifed by the widows, as
well for themfelves, as for Vifs Rawlins; of whofe
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taciturnity they gave me fuch an account, as fhowed
me, that fhe was fecret-keeper general to all the
women of fathion at Ham{tead.

The Lord, Jack! What a world of mifchief, at
this rate, muft Mifs Rawlins know! — What a
Pandora’s box muft her bofom be! —Yet, had I
nothing that was more worthy of my attention to
regard , I would engage to open it, and make my
ufes of the difcovery.

And now, Belford, thou perceivelt, that all my
reliance is upon the mediation of Lady Betty, and
Mifs Vontague ; and upon the hape of intercepting
Mifs Howe’s next letter

LETTER XX1V.

Mr. Loverace, To Jonx Berrorp, Efq;

, N

] HE fair inexorable is adtually gone to church,
with IMrs. Moore and Vrs. Bevis. But Will. clofely
attends her motions; and [ am in the way to receive
any occafional intelligence from him.

She did not chufe (a mighty word with the fex!
as if they were always to have their own wills!)
that T fhould wait upon her. I did not much prefs
it, that fhe might not apprehend, that I thought I
had reafon to doubt her voluntary return.

I once had it in my head to have found the
widow Bevis other employment. And I believe
fhe would have been as well plealed with my
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company as to go to church; for fhe feemed irrefo-
lute when I told her, that two out of a family
were .enough to go to church for one day. But
having her things on {as the women call every
thing ) and her aunt Moore expecting her,company,
fhe thought it beft to go—Left it fhould look oddly
you know, whifpered fhe, to one who was above
regarding how it looked.

So here am I in my diningroom; and*have no-
thing to do but write, till they return.

And what will be my fubjed, thinkeft thou?—
Why the old beaten one, to be fure; felf-debate —
through temporary remorfe: for the blow being
not ftruck, her guardian angel is redoubling his
efforts to fave her.

If it be not that (and yet what power fhould
her guardian angel have over me?) I don’t know
what it is, that gives a check to my revenge,
whenever I meditate treafon againft fo fovereign
a virtue. Confcience 1s dead and gone, as I told
thee; fo it cannot be that. A young confcience
growing up like the pheenix, from the afhes of
the old one, it cannot be furely. But if it were
it would be hard, if I could not overlay a young
confcience.

Well then, it muft be love, I fancy. Love
itfelf, infpiring love of an obje& fo adorable ——
Some little attention poflibly paid likewife to thy
whining arguments in her favor.

Let Jove then be allowed to be the moving
principle; and the rather, as love naturally makes

the lover loth to difoblige the object of its flame;
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and knowing, that an offence of the meditated kind
will be a mortal offence to her, cannot bear that I
fhould think of giving it.

Let love and me talk together a little on this
{fubje&t — Be 1t a young conlcience, or love, or
thyfelf, Jack, thou feeft that I am for giving
every wiffler audience. But this muft be the lalt
debate on this fubjec; for is not her fate in a
manner at its crifis? And muft not my next ftep
be an irretrievable one , tend it which way 1t
will ?

And now the debate is over.

A thoufand charming things (for love is gentler
than confcience ) has this little urchin fuggefted in
her favor.

He pretended to know both our hearts: and he
would have it, that though my love was a pro-
digious {trong and potent love; and though it has
the merit of many months faithful fervice to plead,
and has had infinite difficulties to f{truggle with;
yet that it is not the right fort of love.

Right fort of love!— A puppy! — But, with
due regard to your deityfhip, faid I, what merits
has fhe with you, that you fhould be of her party ?
Is hers, I pray you, a right forc of love? Is it
love at all? She don’t pretend that it is. She
owns not your fovereignty. What a devil moves
you, to plead thus earneftly for a rebel, who de-
{pifes your power?

And then he came with his If’s and And’s—And
it would bave been, and fill, as he believed, would
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be, love, and a love of the exalted kind , if I
would encourage it by the right fort of love he
talked of : and 1n juftification of his opinion pleaded
her own confeflions, as well thofe of yelterday, as
of this morning: and even went fo far back asto
my Ipecacuanha -illnefs

T never talked fo f familiarly with his godfhip
before: thou mayeflt think, therefore, that his
dialect founded oddly in my ears. And then he
told me , how often I had thrown cold water
upon the moft charming flame that ever warmed
a Lady’s bofom, while yet but young and rifing.

I required a dehmuon of this right fort of love.
He tried at it: but made a forry hand of it: nor
could I, for the foul of me, be convinced, that
what he meant to extol, was love.

Upon the whole we had a notable controverfy
upon this fubject, in which he infifted upon the
unprecedented merit of the Lady. Neverthelefs I
got the better of himj; for he was firuck abfolutely
dumb,, when (waving her prefent perverfenefs,
which yet was a fufficient anfwer to all his pleas)
I afferted, and offered to prove it, by a thoufand
inftances impromptu, that love was not governed
by merit, nor could be under the dominion of
pmdence, or any other reafoning power: and that
if the Lady were capable of love, it was of fuch a
fort of love, as he bhad nothing to do with, and
which never before reigned in a female heart.

I alked him, What he thought of her flight
from me, at a time when I was more than half
overcome by the right fort of love he talked of?
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—And then I fhowed him the letter fhe wrote,
and left behind her for me, with an intention, no
doubt, abfolutely to break my heart, or to pro-
voke me to hang, drown, or fhoot myfelf; to fay
nothing of a multitude of declarations, from her,
defying his power, and imputing all that looked
like love in her behaviour to me, to the perfecu-
tion and rejection of her friends; which made her
think of me but as a laft refort.

Love then gave her up. The letter, he faid,
deferved neither pardon nor excufe. He did not
think he bad been pleading for fuch a declared
rebel. And as to the reft he fhould be a betrayer
of the rights of his own fovereignty, if what I
had alledged were true, and he were ftill to plead
for her.

I fwore to the truth of all. And truly I fwore:
which , perhaps, 1 do not always do.

And now what thinkeft thou muft become of the
Lady, whom love itfelf gives up, and confcience
cannot plead for?
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L@l T BRIV,
Mr. Loverace, To Joun Berrorp, Efg;

Sunday afternoon.

O Belford! what a hair’s-breadth efcape have I
had! —Such a one, that I tremble between terror
and joy, at the thoughts of what might have hap-
pened , and did not.
What a perverfe girl is this, to contend with
ber fate; yet has reafon to think, that her very
ftars fight againft her! I am the luckieft of men!
— But my breath’ almoft' fails me, when I reflet i
upon what a-flender thread my deftiny hung. |
But not to keep thee in fufpenfe; I have, within
this half- hour obtained poffeffion of the expected

letter from Mifs Howe—And by fuch an accident! 302y, W
But here, with the former, I difpatch this; thy b-‘-’-f'l‘"f
meflenger waiting. Thel

LETTER
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In Continuation.

THUS it was— My charmer accompanied Mrs.
Moore again to church this afternoon. I had
been very earneft, in the firft place, to obtain her
company at dinner: but in vain.. According to
what fhe had faid to Mrs. Moore, I was too con-
fiderable to her to be allowed that favor. In the
next place, I befought her to favor me, after dinner,
with another garden-walk. But fhe would again
go to church. And what reafon have I to rejoice
that fhe did!

My worthy friend Mrs. Bevis thought one fermon
a day, well obferved, enough; fo Raid at home to
bear me company.

'The Lady and Mrs. Moore had not been gone a
quarter of an hour, when a young country-fellow
on horfeback came to the door, and inquired for
Mrs. Harriot Lueas. The widow and I (undetermin-
ed how we were to entertain each other) were
in the parlour next the door; and heating the fel-
low’s inquiry, O my dear Mrs. Bevis, faid I, I
am undone, undone for ever, if you don’t help
me out!--—Since here, in all probability, is a mef-
fenger from that implacable Mifs Howe with a
letter ; which, if delivered to Mrs. Lovelace, may
undo all we have been doing.

Vor. V. ¥V
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What , faid fhe, would you have me do?

Call the maid in this moment, that I may give her
her leffon; and if it be as I imagine, Tl tell you
what you [hall do.

Widow. I\’Iﬂ.rgarﬂ!——1\11‘.1‘5?:11‘0':! Come in this
minute.

Lovel. What anfwer, Mrs. Margaret, did you
oive the ‘man, “upon’ his alking for Vrs. Harriot
Lucas?

Peggy. 1 only afked, What was his bufinefs, and
who he came from? (For, Siry you Honor’s fer-
vant had told me how things ftood:) and I came
at your call, Madam, before he anfwered me.

Lovel. Weell; child, if ever you wifh to be happy
in wedlock yourfelf, and would bave people difap-
pointed, who want to make milchief between you
and your hufband, get out of him his meflage, or
letter if he has one, and bring it to me, aud fay
nething to IMrs. Lovelace, when fhe comes in;
and here is a guinea for you.

Peggy. T will do all I can to ferve your Honor’s
worfhip for nothing ( neverthelefs, with 'a ‘ready
hand, taking the guinea:) for Mr. William tells
me what a good geutleman you be.

Away went Peggy to the fellow at the door.

Peggy. What is your bufinefs, friend, with Mrs,
Harry Lucas?

Fellow. T muft fpeak to her her own felf.

ovel. My deareft widow , do you perfonate
Mys. Lovelace—For heaven’s fake do you perfonate

Mis. Lovelace!
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wid. 1 perfonate Mrs. Lovelace, Sir! How canl
do that? —She is fair: 1 am brown. "~ She is {lender:
[ am plump —

Lovel. No matter, no matter— T'he fellow may
be a new-come fervant: he is not in livery, 1 fee.
He may not know her perfon: You can but be
bloated and in a dropfy.

#Wid. Dropfical people look not fo frefh and ruddy
as I do —

Lovel. True—But the clown may not know that.
"T'is but for a prefent deception.

Peggy, Peggy, calld I, in a female tone, foftly
at the door. NMadam, anfwered Peggy; and came
up to me to the parlour-door.

Lovel. Tell him the Lady is ill; and has lain
down upon the couch. And get his bufinefs from
him, whatever you do.

Away went Peggy.

Lovel. Now, my dear widow; lie along on the
fettee, and put your handkerchief over your face,
that, if he will fpeak to you himfelf, he may not
fee your eyes and your hair.—So—That’s right.
I'll ftep into the clofet by you.

I did fo.

Peggy (returning.) He won’t deliver his bufinefs
to me. He will fpeak to Mrs. Harry Lucas her
own felf.

Lovel. (holding the door in my hand) Tell him,
that this 1s IVIrs. Harriot Lucas; and let him come
in.  Whifper him (if he doubts) that the 1s bloated,
dropfical, and not the woman fhe was.

Away went Margery.

V -
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Lovel. And now, my dear widow, let me fee
what a charming Mis. Lovelace you'll make!—
Alk, if he comes from Mifs Howe. Afk, if he
live with her. Aflk, how fhe does. Call her, at
every word, your dear IVlifs Howe. Offer him
money — Take this half-guinea for him — Complain
of your head, to have a pretence to hold it down;
and cover your forehead and eyes with your hand,
where your handkerchief hides not your face.—
That's night-—And difmifs the rafcal —(Here he
comes | —as {foon as you can.

In came the fellow, bowing and fcraping, his
hat poked out before him with both his hands.

Fellow. 1 am forry, IMadam, an’t pleafe you, to
find you be'n’t well.

#id. What is your bufinefs with me, friend?

Fellow. You are VIrs. Harriot Lucas, 1 fuppofe
Madam ?

Wid. Yes. - Do you come from Mifs Howe?

Fellow. 1 do, Vladam.

wid. Doft thou know my right name, friend ?

Fellow. I can give a fhrewd guefs. But that is
none of my bufinefs.

7”id. What is thy bufinefs ? I hope Mifs Howe
is well ?

Fellow. Yes, IMadam; pure well, I thank God.
I wifh you were fo too.

wid. 1 am too full of grief to be well.

Fellow. So belike I have hard fay.

wid. My head achs fo dreadfully, I cannot hold
it up. 1 muft beg of you to let me know your
bufinefs ?

1
enongn

you ar

Wid
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Fellow. Nay, and that be all, my bufinefsis foon
known. Itis but to give this lctter into your own
partiklar hands— Here it is.

wid. (Taking it.) From my dear friend Mifs
Howe? — Ah, my head!

Fellow. Yes, Madam: but I am forry you are
fo bad.

wid. Do you live with Mifs Howe ?

Fellow. No, Madam: I am one of her tenant’s
fons. Her Lady mother muft not know as how I
came of this errand.  But the letter, I fuppofe, will
tell you all.

wid. How fhall I fatisfy you for this kind
trouble ?

Fellow. No how at all. What I do is for love
of Mifs Howe. She will fatisfy me more than
enough. But, may-hap, you can fend no anfwer,
you are fo 1lL.

wid. Was you ordered to wait for an anfwer ?

Fellow. No. 1 cannot fay as that I was. But I
was bidden to obferve how you looked, and how
you was; and if you did write a line or fo, to
take care of it, and give it only to our young Lcmd
lady, in fecret.

wid. You {ee I look ftrangely. Not o well as
I ufed to do.

Fellow. Nay, 1 don’t know that I ever faw you
but once before; and that was at a ftile, where I
met you and my young Landlady but knew better
than to ftare a ocntlcwoman in the face; elpecially
at a ftile.

wid. Will you eat, or drink, friend ?

V 3
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Fellow. A cup of fmall ale, I don’t care if I do.

7id. Nargaret , take the young man down,
and treat him with what the houfe affords.

Fellow. Your fervant, Madam. But I ftaid to
eat as I came along, juft upon the heath yonder,
or elfe, to fay the truth, T had been here fooner
(thank my ftars, thought I, thou didft.) A piece
of powdered beef was upon the table, at the fign
of the Caftle, where I ftopt to inquire for this
houfe: and fo, thoff I only intended to whet my
whiftle, I could not help eating. So fhall only
tafte of your ale ; for the beef was woundily corned.

Prating dog! Pox on thee! thought L

He withdrew, bowing and fcraping.

Margaret, whifpered I, in a female voice (whip-
ping out of the clofet, and holding the parlour-
door in my hand) get him out of the houfe as faft
as you can, left they come from church, and catch
him here.

Peggy. Never fear, Sir.

The fellow went down, and, it feems, drank a
large draught of ale; and Margaret finding him very
talkative, told him, fhe begg'd his pardon; but {he
had a fweetheart juft come from fea, whom fhe was
forced to hide in the pantry ; fo was fure he would
excufe her from ftaying with him.

Ay, ay, to be fure, the clown faid: for if he
could not make fport, he would {poil none. But
he whifpered her, that on Squire Lovelace was a
damnpation rogue , if the truth might be told.

For what, faid Margaret? And could have given
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him , fhe told the widow (who related’to me all
this) a good dowfe of the chaps.

For kifling all the women he came near.

At the fame time, the dog wrapped himfelf
round Margery, and gave her a fmack," that, fhe
told Mrs. Bevis afterwards, fhe might have heard
into the parlour.

Such, Jack, is human nature:  thus does it ope-
rate in all degrees; and fo does the clown, as well as
his betters, practife what he cenfures; and cenfure
what he practifes! Yet this {ly dog knew not but the
wench had a fweetheart Jocked up in the pantry ! If
the truth were known, fome of the ruddy-faced
dairy wenches might, perhaps, call him a damnation
rogue, as jultly as their betters of the fame fex
might Squire Lovelace.

The fellow told the maid, that, by what he dif-
cerned of the young Lady’s face, itlooked very rofy
to what he took it to be ; and he thought her a good
deal fatter, as fhe lay , and not fo tall.

All women are born to intrigue, Jack; and prac-
tife it more or lefs, as fathers, guardians, govern-
effes, from dear experience can tell ; and in love-
affairs are naturally expert, and quicker in their wits
by half than men. This ready, tho’ raw wench,
gave an inftance of this, and improved on the dropfi-
cal hint I had given her. The Lady’s feeming plump-
nefs was owing to a dropfical diforder, and to the
round pofture fhe lay in —Very likely, truly. Her
appearing to him to be fhorter, he might have
obferved was owing to her drawing her feet up,
from pain, and bec wfe the couch was too fhort,

V 4
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fhe fuppofed — Adfo, he did net think of that.
Her rofy color was owing to her grief and head-
ach— Ay, that might very well be— But he
was highly pleafed that he had given the letter into
Mrs. Harriot’s own hand , as he fhould tell Mifs
Howe.

He defired once more to fee the Lady at his going
away , and would not be denied. The widow, there-
fore, fat up, with her handkerchief over her face,
leaning her head againft the wainfcot.

He aflked, If fhe had any partiklar meflage.

No: She was fo ill fhe could not write; which
was a great grief to her.

Should he call next day? for he was going to
London, now he was fo near; and fhould {tay at
a coufin’s that night, who lived in a fireet call'd
Fetter-lane.

No: fhe would write as foon as able, and fend
by the polft.

Well then, if fhe had nothing to fend by him, may-
hap he might ftay in town a day or two; for he had
never feen the lions in the tower, nor bedlam, nor
the tombs; and he would make a holiday or two, as
he had leave to do, if fhe had no bufinefs or meflage
that required his pofting down next day.

She had not.

She offered him the half-guinea I had given her for
himj but he refufed it, with great profeffions of dif-
intereftednefs, and love, as he called it, to IVIifs
Howe; to ferve whom, he would ride to the world’s-
end, or even to Jericho.

And fo the fhocking rafcal went away : and glad
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at my heart was I when he was gone; for I feared
nothing fo much as that he would have ftaid till
they came from church.

Thus, Jack, got I my heart’s-cafe, . the letter of
Mifs Howe ; and thro’ fuch a train of accidents, as
makes me fay, that the Lady’s ftars fight againft her.
But yet I muft attribute a good deal to my own
precaution, in having taken right meafures: for
had I not fecured the widow bv my {tories, and
the maid by my fervant, all would have fignified
nothing. And fo heartily were they ﬁunul the
one bv a fingle guinea, the other bv half a dmwu
warm kiffes, *mi the averfion thf) both had to
fuch wicked creatures as delighted in making mif-
chief between man and WI{L, that they pwnnfrd,
that neither Mrs. Vloore, Mifs Rawlins, Mrs.
Lovelace, nor any bodyv living, till a week at leaft
were paflt, and tll I gave leave, fhould know any
thing of the matter.

The widow rejoiced that I had got the mifchief-
maker’s letter. 1 excufed myfelf to her, and -~
ftantly withdrew with it; and, after I had read 1,
fell to my fhort-hand, to acquaint thee with my good
luck: and they not returning fo foon as church w:
lone (Pprpm(:, asit prov c,d in to IVIifs Ra \x.m:.‘
and tarrying there a-while, to bring that bufy 11
with them to drink tea) I wrote thus far to thee, that
thou mighteft, when thou cameft to this place, te-
joice with me upon the occaflion. .

They are all three juft come in.

I halten to them.

s
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